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 (In the Journal No. 13, new series, I gave some account of the Rock family, under the title of »The Wedding.’ Considerable curiosity having been excited by the facts narrated in connexion with these backwoods settlers, 1 have examined my journal, and now extract my first impressions in to these personages.)


  


 »Down jib, Mr Goodall; stand by your main and fore sheets; look out for a jibe; hard-a-lee; let go your sheets; unspreet the sails;’—such were my orders to my crew, composed of two old men-of-wars-men, a pert young midshipman, and our captain's clerk, as, one beautiful afternoon last spring, we reached a halting-place on Dickenson's bayou. These orders having been obeyed, my cutter glided gently into a little indentation under the bank of one of those numerous and singular streams which intersect in every direction the prairie and woods of Texas, and which give promise, when its day has come, of great facilities of commerce to the young republic.


 We had halted at a house some twenty miles from any other habitation, not so much to seek shelter for the night, for any dry spot would have served our purpose, as to become acquainted with the inmates of this dwelling, concerning whom I had heard a great deal. Before, however, we walk up to the mansion, let us observe its position, and give the reader some idea of the domain of a family of leatherstockings. About twelve miles from the mouth of the river, which pursued its winding course up to this spot uninterruptedly through the bare prairie—not a tree, not a bush checking the wind, the tall brown grass alone occupying its banks—the forest began to make its appearance; and here was situated the house of the settlers. The stream was here about twenty yards wide, with scarcely any perceptible current, or, if any showed itself, it was up the bayou, as the tide had been coming in the whole afternoon. The banks of the river were in no place two feet above the level of the water, and even when standing upright on the thwarts, the prairie on both sides was so flat as to appear to de- scend and gain a level far inferior to that of the water, 80 smooth, unbroken, and sea-like was the surface of the savannah. Higher up, the bank became more bluff, and was soon thickly skirted with trees of various descriptions, so as to be rendered certainly more picturesque, but perhaps less grand, than the endless plains below.


 The house was built upon an eminence, rising gradually from the little harbour to the height of about seven or eight feet, and covered in all parts by short stunted grass. It was the most solitary, wild, and unpromising location of all the many unpromising spots which I had yet seen within the confines of Texas, and this is saying not a little. There was a frame-house, with veranda in front, the whole built upon piles, of elegant design, and which doubtless had once looked very social and pleasant; but, alas! what a falling off was here! The structure, as well as the numerous outhouses and sheds for negroes, had evidently been erected several years before by some rich settler; but now the roof was falling in; the planks which formed the walls ' were in many places torn down; while weeds and herbage grew around the door. Not a domestic animal was to be seen, not even the universal pig; and I began to wonder what could induce any civilised person to dwell in so extraordinary a place. My curiosity had been long excited with regard to its inmates, and what I saw was not likely to decrease it.


 Our approach, as I afterwards learned, had been for some time noticed; which was not to be wondered at, since the front of the house faced the wide plain across which we appeared to have been sailing, a man-of-war's pennant at our peak, and the »Texan ensign at the masthead. So winding was the course of the river, it was not surprising that we had been for more than an hour in sight of the house. We had, therefore, scarcely entered the creek, when there issued from the door the gaunt figure of an aged man, some six feet high, habited in buckskin trousers, moccasins, a huge thick blanket-coat, and the never-failing American rifle on his shoulder. Having taken a very quiet survey of us from the veranda, he advanced towards the water's edge, where we were busily engaged stowing our sails, and putting our craft in order.


 »How does it progress with you, Mr Rock?« said Mr Midshipman Goodall, who had seen him before; »I guess you're well? You'll reckon we're up here hunting, and you wont be much out; we intend camping in the dry timber to-morrow; but we've progressed pretty consider able to-day, I reckon, and we'd better stop here to-night. So Mr — had agreed to it.«


 »Mr — is welcome,« replied Mr Rock, turning to me, and raising his antiquated beaver. »Whatever accommodation we have is at your service; for, I say, captain, it’s God's truth we don't often have our threshold darkened by a stranger; no, by St. Patrick.«


 Oh, oh, sweet Tipperary, thought I, how are you? Here was a surprise. Some ten thousand miles from the green isle, in a wild uncivilised district but a few years back inhabited solely by the wolf, the deer, the panther, or perhaps the red man, I had arrived at a house, expecting to encounter at all events some huge Kentuckian or Virginian hunter; but no—Paddy all the world over.


 »I reckon you don’t see such strangers every day?« replied Goodall, ere I could open my mouth; »strangers with a considerable supply of »bacca and sartchle flip: if we don’t slant your perpendicular, it’s a caution, Mr Rock.«


 »Mr Goodall is right,« said I, leaping ashore, and addressing the old man, whose eyes glistened at the unwonted intelligence; »we have some brandy and tobacco at your service; but I am sure this will not be required to induce you to give hospitality to one from the old country?«


 This time the old man’s eye grew dim, as, seizing my hand, and almost crushing it in his iron grasp, he exclaimed— Welcome to Texas, welcome; it is long since I have seen one direct from home.«


 »Oh,« I continued, calling the captain’s clerk to me, »here is Mr Doyle, a countryman in earnest, while I am an Englishman.«


 »I know him, sir,« replied Captain Rock, his popular name; »but, excuse me, you have not long been in the navy?«


 »A very, short time.«


 »But I am keeping you standing, Mr —; perhaps you will come up to the house, such as it is.«


 Shouldering my gun, and having furnished my pockets with a bottle and tobacco, I followed Rock up to the house, where I was introduced to the whole of the family, with the exception of Jim Rock, who was out hunting. By this occupation the industrious young leather-stocking almost wholly supported the family. By constant practice, as well as by the force of necessity, he had become a dead shot, invariably bringing in a buck, a doe, or half-a-dozen brace of ducks. The apartment in which we were received by the rest of the family was unique. It had been once carefully boarded; but, with an economy peculiar to backwoodsmen, the planks had been torn down for firewood, and their place supplied with deer-skins, which hung over the apertures. In one corner of the room stood a raised platform, which we afterwards found to be a bed; in the centre was an old iron cauldron suspended from the roof over a fire of chips of greenwood, and attended by Mrs Rock, a quiet reserved little old woman. I was next introduced to the daughters, Miss Mary and Miss Betty, of whom I almost despair of giving a faithful delineation. Mary was nineteen, and Betty twenty-one, both as perfect specimens of Dutch Venuses as ever emanated from the fertile pencils of Rubens or Houdekoetter, with cheeks of that rosy hue.


 »Whose blush would thaw the consecrated snow
 On Dian’s lap.«


 Never in the whole course of my existence, in my European or transatlantic peregrinations, had I seen females at their age so inordinately large. »Their faces were perfect full moons, round, fat, with sparkling blue eyes, pert noses, and well-shaped mouths. »Their forms were, I have said, huge, but were not misshapen, speaking volumes for the salubrity of the wilderness around them, and the wild fare of a Texan prairie. Their dress was original. Covering for their heads they had none; but their bust was cased in a coarsely-made body of deer-skin, lacing in front, and disclosing an under-garment of red flannel. »Their petticoats were of blanket stuff, and composed of so many pieces, that my arithmetic fairly shrunk from the enumeration. They wore gaiters and moccasins; and were, in fact, altogether the most original pair I had ever beheld.


 They were young, fresh, loved, though scarcely delicate;’ yet two more delightful girls I never met. Ignorant they certainly were, but it was pure, simple, unsophisticated ignorance; that is to say, they could not. read, they could not write, they knew absolutely nothing of civilised life. How should they have done so? They had entered Texas with the first colonists under General Austin in the year 1832, and before that, had been vegetating at the foot of the Alleghany mountains. But then they could hunt, fish, and row an oar; they could tell you all about the neighbourhood, its characteristics, its beauties; they were true children of nature; and never having associated with low or vulgar persons, they were neither low nor vulgar themselves; and then their father and mother had seen better days, were very correct in their mode of speaking, and the children followed them. Betty, I soon found, was engaged to a neighbour (living some thirty miles off) named Luke, and accordingly Mary, by an inexplicable law of nature, became my favourite. But I soon won the good graces of both, especially when I set to work with great gusto to aid them in preparing our evening meal. It was varied in character. I provided beef, biscuit, and coffee, besides a supply of fine oysters, taken in at the mouth of the river; they brought forth Indian corn cakes, hot and tempting, deer’s meat, salt and fresh, and a pumpkin pie. A Yankee would have luxuriated upon this last delicacy, taken from a very paradise of pumpkins about half a mile from the house, and which in itself was a curiosity, s0 numerous and large was the produce. A field once planted with this vegetable, seldom needs planting again; the scattered seeds sow themselves, and the plants are cultivated with the corn; they often reach so large a growth, that one is as much as a man can lift, and have a sweet and very palatable flavour.


 Supper concluded, we took to coffee and pipes, and the conversation turned upon various matters. Among other topics which were brought upon the tapis, or rather upon the mud floor, old Rock alluded to an island formed by the river branching off into two streams, and meeting again about a mile below, which was much frequented by aquatic birds, as also by mustangs or wild horses; of the latter, however, I was told but a few remained.


 »I should like very much to spend a few hours upon this island, Mr Rock, as my principal object in visiting this part of the country is to see all its peculiarities.«


 »And why not go at once?« said Mary, starting from her seat on a huge pine log; »by moonlight is the time to see the horses, and then on our way back we may perhaps catch a red fish.«


 »You are right, Mary,« said Captain Rock, »and it is a great pity Jim is from home, who knows every hole and corner; but you two girls can go and show it to Mr —; that is, if you, sir, are not too fatigued?«


 I protested of course against any such supposition, and accordingly rose for the purpose of starting immediately. I summoned Mr Goodall and Mr Doyle to accompany me; but as I saw they were not disposed to »dare the vile contagion of the night,« and appeared to prefer coffee and tobacco to moonlight and romance, I did not insist; especially knowing that a pert young Yankee midshipman, even though with his superior officer, was not likely to enhance the pleasure of the expedition. My fair companions took each a fowling-piece, and also some fishing-tackle, and trotted down to the water’s edge, whither I followed them. The very sound of their merry clear voices, as they laughingly essayed to trip down the path—a very unsuccessful attempt—was enough to cheer the spirits and encourage one to proceed. I found, on reaching the bank, that the young ladies intended making the voyage in an Indian canoe, which occasioned in me some qualms of conscience, since a piroque is at all times a ticklish concern; but with three persons in it, and two of them no sylphs, it appeared a very serious undertaking. I ventured a very polite observation on the subject, when my companions burst out laughing, and pointed peremptorily to the frail bark.


 »Enter, enter,« said Mary, »or else, taking offence at your very rude insinuation about our weight, we shall give up the journey.«


 There was no resisting such an appeal; accordingly I stepped. gently into the canoe, and sat down in the middle, »submitting me unto the perilous night« with a full expectation of being ducked for my temerity. Nor was I without fear for the young ladies themselves, who, in case of a capsize, I dare swear had gone to the bottom before they could have said an Ave. Betty sat in the stern, and Mary in the bow, and away we went, the canoe urged along by Betty's paddle, which she managed with much dexterity.


 The night was lovely; the moon, lately risen, poured a rich flood of light upon the rippling waters of the river, over which we glided almost noiselessly. Far off on the prairie we could hear the distant howl of the jackal, as, hurrying to some feast, he gave notice of his presence; sometimes a stray duck or goose would go quacking over our heads, or perhaps a buzzard or a sand-hill crane. Having proceeded about a quarter of a mile, during the journey over which we did not spare the jest, a few trees began to border the river’s bank, casting their trembling shadows upon us as we passed, and affording a delightful contrast to the sea of molten silver over which we were gliding. The trees gradually becoming more thickly spread, we soon swept along down a gloomy avenue of foliage, which wrapped the river in darkness, and the eye refused to penetrate the depths of the long vista which presented itself to my gaze. Nor was the course of the river entirely free from fallen timber and snags, rendering our progress very cautious and slow, and forcing Miss Mary to keep a sharp look-out. A few minutes again elapsed, after entering within the sombre domains of the »big timber,« when the canoe glided gently between the overhanging boughs of a thick bush, and presently stood still. We had reached the island, but of course to me it presented the appearance of being the right bank of the river. Mary Rock, having warned me to stoop my head as low as possible, impelled the canoe forward a few yards more by means of the branches above, and we entered a small creek, before perfectly concealed by the bush we had passed.


 Silence was now strongly recommended me by my fair associates, and we left the canoe, taking with us: our arms, not without surprise on my part at finding myself in so solitary a spot, from which there appeared no visible means of exit. No sooner, however, did we stand on terra firma, than I was led by a circuitous path through a dense thicket, and thence to the foot of a rising bank, on which stood a grove of lofty pine trees, through which the wind gently murmured, and whose tops were silvered by the light of the moon. Betty whispered me to be very circumspect, and to make no noise, but advance along the grove to the edge of the rising bank, and look out cautiously upon the open but small prairie. She then disappeared most mysteriously in the thicket, leaving Mary to be my guide; and so stealthy was her mode of proceeding, that, though I stood and listened carefully, yet I could not catch a sound of her footsteps. Following Mary with » solemn steps and slow,« I soon gained the desired spot, where an opportune log being pointed out, I sat down beside my interesting guide, and threw my glances around the little plain. The atmosphere was impregnated with perfumes sweet and exquisite, most refreshing after the tropical heat of the day; in fact, when I gazed upon the scene around me, and gave way to the emotions it created, I thought I had never looked upon anything in the shape of scenery so beautiful, or which more forcibly impressed itself upon my imagination. I was silent during many minutes, having risen from the log and leant myself upon my gun; and, amid the universal stillness, drank my fill of all that was sublime in the time, the place, and the associations it conveyed. Presently, turning to my companion, I thanked her most warmly for the pleasure her considerate kindness had afforded me.


 »Nonsense,« said she; then seizing my arm, she added, »hush, and look yonder!’ pointing to an opening in the forest on our left, whence a crowd of animated bodies were moving. Crack went a gun, and the whole group of wild horses—for such they were—came rushing and scampering in our direction across the plain. In number they were about twenty, and led by a beautiful white horse; they pawed the ground as, in long Indian file, they rushed past us, snorting, neighing, furious at being disturbed in their peculiar haunts. I could plainly distinguish them in the brilliant light of the moon, and thought I had never seen anything more admirably proportioned. In fact, if fine delicate heads, wide nostrils, thin tapering and clean limbs, small and hard hoof, and an Arabian symmetry of form, constitute a beautiful horse, there are abundant of beautiful horses in the Texan prairie. Those who judge of these wild animals from the mustangs which are commonly brought to market, are misled if they underrate the animal, since the most inferior are generally caught, while the more noble escape the lazo, itself enough to ruin the finest beast.


 My gun was levelled at them by a natural instinct as they passed; but it was allowed to remain undischarged, as I reflected how useless, and even sacrilegious a waste of life it would be to bring down one of these noble animals. It was lucky I did so, since a much fitter object for bringing into play the murderous propensities of a Texan novice was at hand: a few minutes after, we heard the loud cry of the caiotoe in the distance, in chase of some animal, and as the hunt was evidently approaching our way, we prepared ourselves.


 »Hush!’ said Mary Rock, kneeling down behind a bush, and motioning me to follow her example; »it is the prairie wolves after a deer; and I am sure the beast will take to the water, and seek refuge on the island, so be perfectly quiet, and we shall perhaps carry home an unexpected prize.«


 I did not answer, as the loudly-repeated howl of the vicious animals in chase, the splashing sound of the frightened victim taking to the river, the rush of his pursuers after him, warned us to be on the alert; and, in another instant, a fine buck flew by us on the plain, at the distance of about fifty yards, followed by some dozen wolves in full chorus. As our various positions allowed us no choice, Mary Rock fired at the deer, I at the wolves, giving them both barrels; which was not their only infliction, since the echoes of my volleys had scarcely died away, and the terrified animals had not gained the wood, when a sheet of flame poured out from an opposite thicket; our Betty’s ambuscade sent them back howling toward us. Mary now gave them her remaining barrel, and we rose to follow the buck; he was, it appeared, only wounded, though severely, and we could plainly discern him dragging himself slowly along amid the tall grass.


 »Who'll catch him,« said Mary, laughing and pointing to Betty, who was hurrying across the prairie in his direction: »I really think you mean to let us do every thing to-night.«


 I made some gallant reply or other, and loading my gun as I moved along in company with Mary, we soon came up with our prize without being under the necessity of again firing, as the animal was dead ere we reached it. After some little conversation with Betty relative to the scene around, and the effect produced on my mind by the horses, we proceeded to prepare the deer for carrying to the boat; and had severed the head, &c. when the sharp crack of a rifle in the distance startled me.


 »Brother Jim, for a dollar,« said Mary laughing; »he has heard our firing, and will be home, doubtless, before us, unless we make haste.«


 Satisfied with this explanation, I continued to assist my female Nimrods in their task, which completed, and a suitable pole being found, I and Betty slung the deer upon it, and raised it on our shoulders, while Mary carried the guns, and led the way to the canoe. Suddenly, as if a brilliant idea had struck me, I halted.


 »Miss Rock, you will excuse me,« said I with the utmost gravity of voice and countenance, » but do you intend adding this unfortunate brute to the former load of the canoe?«


 Peals of laughter followed this insinuation concerning the ponderosity of my jocund companions, and we continued our journey to the piroque, not without experiencing considerable difficulty in making our way, loaded as we were, through the thicket above alluded to. Fortunately, neither silks nor satins were here to be destroyed; my companions were no


 ‘jeunes damoiscaux
 Plus emplumés que des oiseaux"


 and it was a matter of very great indifference to them how many rents there were in their petticoats when they returned home, since what easier than to mend them. The canoe gained, a council was held as to our future proceedings. Betty, the fiancée, and of course the most prudent of my companions, hinted at a return, but without throwing much warmth into her arguments; and finding that I was not trespassing upon the kindness of my guides, I proposed we should at all events try our luck with the fishing-tackle.


 »Certainly,« said Mary, who would hardly let me finish my speech—certainly, and we are sure to catch some such a night as this. Have you ever tasted any red fish?«


 »Never, my charming friend, though I have long desired to do so.«


 »Never! then you shall have some for breakfast tomorrow morning, if I stay out all night to catch them. What say you, sister? Besides, you know we don’t have such company every day.«


 I acknowledged the frank compliment, for such I felt it to be, from this child of nature; and Betty agreeing, we pushed once more into the stream, and paddling gently towards home, put up in a little bight of water half way to Rockville, as the habitation of the family was familiarly called. Three lines were now produced, and the hooks were baited with mullet, with a supply of which they had provided themselves on leaving home; and standing some ten yards apart upon the bank, we threw in our tackle, and sitting down, awaited with patience the result. It is to me no wonder that angling proves so fascinating an amusement as it is known to be, when it incites us to linger round such exquisite and unrivalled scenery as the teeming rivers of every clime abound in; but though, I confess, I ever loved the sport, and had followed it in less rustic guise on the banks of the Thames, in the Rhone’s muddy waters, on Leman’s translucent lake, and on the vine-bordered streams of the Cote d’Or, I do not think I ever angled under such romantic influences as crowded upon me on that night.


 »I have got one, I have got one,« exclaimed my friend Mary in loud and merry accents, as, running back from the water's edge, she drew on shore a large fish, which splashed the water in its impotent endeavours to escape, and when drawn on terra firma, struggled most furiously to regain its native element. It was a red fish, considerably upwards of twenty pounds; no joke of a fellow for a young lady of nineteen to handle in the manner in which Miss Mary pulled him ashore. She had but just baited her hook a second time, when we were summoned by Betty, this time most anxiously, as she appeared to fear her prize would prove too much for her; and no wonder, for when all three of. us laid hold of the cord, which was a treble red fish line, it was with the utmost difficulty our united force could cope with the monster of the deep, which had by some error of judgment, I opine, swallowed our barbed hook. Certainly, be he what he might, he did not like his position, for he darted here and there with furious perseverance; now up, now down, splashing the waters about with his tail, then sinking to the bottom. But despite his angry gambols we were not disposed to let him off, and accordingly held on with might and main; and presently having fastened a stake to the line, and fixed one end in the ground, it was not difficult to prevent his gaining upon us, My curiosity, much excited, and the young ladies protesting their ability to hold on, I went close to the water’s edge, and watched the struggles of the furious animal. I could plainly see that in size he was no trifle; he appeared indeed many yards in length, and I verily believe, if the line had broken, I should until this day have imagined it to be a crocodile; but his force was beginning to be expended, blood tinged the clear surface of the waters, and uniting our combined forces, we drew him on shore.


 »I thought so,« said Betty pettishly; »a nasty useless alligator gar.«


 Mary laughed outright, and exclaimed against having worked so hard for nothing, while I smiled, but expressed my thanks to Betty for procuring me a sight of a fish I had never before seen. This immediately reconciled the young lady to her capture, though Mary did not spare her jokes for all that. An alligator gar is a huge fish—this was three yards long—with an enormous snout, a back covered with scales, and in fact very similar in general appearance to an alligator, for which it is often mistaken when in the water. Nothing daunted, however, we pursued our sport with various success for another half hour, when the paddles of a canoe, or dug-out, fell on our ears, and presently brother Jim, in the smallest and most elegant Indian canoe I had ever seen, joined us. He was a slim small made lad about sixteen, very quiet and sedate, who expressed no surprise whatever on seeing a stranger, but invited us to return with him. We did so, taking with us our game, to which was now added a doe and fawn, the result of Jim’s hunt.


 My crew were all sleeping off the whisky, as well as old Rock and his wife, and we did not think fit to disturb their slumbers, but occupied ourselves in preparing some fresh coffee, while Mary broiled some steaks of red fish, which proved as delicious as salmon, though less rich, and we made a most excellent supper, enlivened by the merriest and most delightful conversation. Our meal concluded, my friends, »fair and fat,« but, united, only »forty,« wished me good night, warning me at the same time that they should be up early in the morning: to take me to a duck pond about a mile off, and then - went to rest. I and Jim, whom I found very intelligent, and quite communicative on such points as he: knew anything about, smoked a pipe, drank a tumbler of brandy and water, and then followed the example of those around us.


 »Soon as Aurora heaved her orient head
 Above the waves that blushed with early red,«


 I was on foot, and armed for the conflict, which, though not likely to be dangerous, was yet most likely to be sanguinary. Mary and Betty were again my only companions, since the rest still slept soundly, as I afterwards found, in consequence of heavier potations than they were accustomed to. Our walk was through the savannah. It was not long, or at all events it appeared not so, to my merry jocund friends, ere we reached the pond we were in search of, skirted by a few low bushes, which enabled us to take a survey without alarming the wild fowl which covered it. I had long ceased to be astonished at the myriads of ducks, geese, and swans, as well as teal, snipes, etc. which are everywhere, and at, all times, to be met with in this country; but still, upon this occasion my surprise was renewed; the pond was literally black with them; and as we shouted and let fly six barrels among the affrighted masses, they appeared a dark cloud obscuring the light of heaven.


 »What do you think of that now?« said Mary; »was it not worth getting up for?«


 I protested that the agreeable walk was worth ten early risings, especially when honoured with such company; and compliments being thus passed, we picked up our game, not without considerable laughter from all parties, the Miss Rocks having, to catch their quota, to enter the water until it reached above their knees. The number we collected was nineteen, very respectable materials for a breakfast; an appetite for which meal being by this time obtained, we returned towards the house. On approaching, we observed the whole party, save Mrs Rock, congregated down by the water's edge, and, preparatory to joining them, we entered the house by the back door to deposit our game.


 In the apartment in which we had been the previous evening was Mrs Rock, her sleeves tucked up above her elbows, holding in one hand the handle of a frying-pan, which was placed over a hot but slow fire, and with her other, in which a ladle was held, stirring slowly and deliberately the contents of that very useful cooking utensil. She was turned from us, and did not notice our approach, until a loud scream from my fair friends aroused her, as, throwing down their game, guns, everything about them, they scampered off to a respectable distance from the house. What could be the meaning of all this? Were the suspicions which arose in my mind the previous day, and which I had not ventured to put into shape, about to be verified? Had I travelled all this distance to come across, not a Lancashire, but a Texan witch? And what was the result? But Mrs Rock did not leave me long in doubt.


 »Retire, sir, for your life; my daughters will explain,« said she, emptying at the same time the contents of the frying-pan into an old newspaper in the corner of the room. What on earth were those round seed-like globules which fell with such clatter on the old New Orleans Picayune? I waited to see the result, though, in obedience to her directions, I had moved off a little.


 »Oh, sir, come away; are you mad?« at this juncture cried Mary in so frantic a tone of voice, that I immediately joined her; »my mother is certainly mad if you are not. How she frightened me! I shan’t get over it for a month.«


 »What in the name of heaven is she at?« inquired I, my curiosity roused more than ever.


 »Do you not know? Did you never hear about my mother? Oh, if it is new to you, follow me and you shall see.«


 Saying this, Mary—Betty was sitting, hardly yet recovered from her fright, on a log—led the way once more to the back of the house, to where, by standing on ' an old table, I could through a window survey the ope rations, Imagine my astonishment when, just as I rose, I saw Mrs Rock deliberately take up a tin canister of _ fine gunpowder, which on the previous day I had given Rock, but which had got damp, and pour out a quantity of it into the frying-pan. Then raising that culinary utensil, she as calmly as before placed it over the fire, and began to stir it round with the old wooden ladle. I turned to Mary and exclaimed against such infatuation; she replied that it certainly was so, but that, though for years her mother had been thus in the habit of drying gunpowder, no accident had ever happened. Whenever it was done, she added, in order that the whole risk might rest on her own shoulders, she cleared the house of all its inmates, and carried on her extraordinary operation alone. Despite the fool-hardiness of the old Irishwoman, I could not but admire her great courage, as also the care with which she removed all danger from her family.


 »Well, Mary,« said I, » you have surprised me indeed; but come, let us join your father.«


 We accordingly did so, and old Rock was loud in his praises of our industry, both of the previous night and the morning, and appeared also somewhat ashamed of his anti-teetotal exhibition, but still did not refuse very shortly afterwards a pretty stiff morning, when offered him by the Yankee middie, who, I verily believe, had plied him with liquor out of mere mischief the night before; and when I afterwards expostulated with him on the impropriety of his conduct, he tried to look grave, and said— »Well, sir, the old man warn’t used to it, and certainly was pretty extensively chawed up; but then, sir, it ain’t often he takes a slanting perpendicular, and you can't blame me for not putting a bowie knife between the old man and the bottle.«


 We were shortly summoned to breakfast, after which, having received an affectionate embrace from both my fair friends, and not without much regret visible on both sides, we departed, and pulled up the river to the » big timber,« accompanied by young Rock, who was to serve as our cicerone. In accordance with solemn promises given on my part, I more than once again visited Rockville, and the reader has already had some account of one of my peregrinations.

  


 -THE END-
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