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 THE ROCK FAMILY;
 or,
 A NIGHT'S SPORT - IN TEXAS


 From Chambers' Edinburgh Journal Nr 56.[1]


  


 »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-


[1]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.
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 A Sporting Adventure in Texas.


 The_New_sporting_magazine 07/1845[6].


  


 One fine morning in December, 1842, cool for 27 degrees of north latitude, the schooner Santa Anna, on particular service, being in the bay of Aransas, and I at that time a passenger on board on my way from Corpus Christi to Galveston, it was intimated by Captain Simpton that a four days’ refit was necessary ere any further progress could be made. There being on board the said craft not one person with whom ten minutes’ rational conversation could be held, and parting, splicing, and carpentering in no way adding to the delights of a residence in a vessel the cabin of which was of the smallest possible dimensions, and where books were a rarity not known, I determined to spend my leisure days in exploring Aransas Bay in search of game and fish, without other company than my gun, powder-horn, blanket, and fishing-tackle. A canoe was readily obtained from the pilot on St. Josef’s island, and in this I embarked early on the morning in question. The southern and western shores of the bay being low, and abounding in swamps and lagoons, I rightly judged them to be most likely to be stocked with wild-fowl, and, accordingly, giving my dug-out a sweep in that direction by means of my paddle, I hoisted my diminutive jib and mainsail, of the finest possible canvas, and lolling in the stern sheets, smoked my Pipe and steered my little craft with a delightful sensation of ease, liberty, and enjoyment which I had not realized for many a day, It was facetiously remarked that Santa Maria—so was my canoe called—would float wherever it was damp; but joking apart, she would sail in six inches of water; accordingly I gradually neared the land until within pistol-shot, when I eased off my sheets, and the water being smooth as glass, and the wind, considering the craft I was in, stiff, I skimmed along at a rate most delightful. After a most pleasant journey of about an hour and a half’s duration, during which time the abrupt changes in the direction of the shore kept me continually trimming my sails, I discovered a narrow opening or gut, which rightly enough I judged to be the pass into Corpus Christi bay. Putting my craft in stays, by means of a rapid motion of my paddle I entered this channel, or narrow, as it might be very appropriately called, on the starboard tack, and speedily found myself amid a multitude of islands, shoals, flats, false channels, etc., which I undertake to say, would have puzzled a smuggler’s pilot, On one of these islands, however, I landed just as the sun had dipped towards the west. I had taken the precaution of going ashore near a bank higher than common, with the wind rather off the land, well aware how sharp were the customers I had to deal with; fastening my canoe in the smallest little harbour I ever saw (two canoes would have inconveniently crowded it), where J felt sure no tide could leave it dry, since no difference greater than a foot is ever noticed off these shores, I crept with my double-barrelled gun to the crest of the bank, and cautiously peeped over, beneath the shelter of a knot of prickly pears Before me was a swamp half dry, half wet, so covered with ducks, geese, pelicans, snipes, and sand-hill cranes, as literally to confuse me. None but those who have sported in regions where the fowling-piece is not heard perhaps twice in a year can conceive the amount of wild-fowl to be found in these sequestered spots during cold weather. I heard, on my first arrival in Texas, stories of the number of ducks killed at one discharge of a double-barrelled gun, which I treated as fabulous, and never was I fully convinced of the truth of their assertions until the present moment. The gun I had with me belonged to a man of the name of Mackenzie, and was undoubtedly the heaviest fowling-piece I have ever handled; the owner had asserted continually the truth of his having killed forty-six ducks at one volley, by taking certain precautions which he had carefully explained to me, and which I was determined religiously to follow. The gun was now very heavily loaded with swan shot, and my distance from the birds about fifty yards, or perhaps less. Taking care not to make the slightest noise to alarm the countless thousands which were swimming on ail sides, my eye selected the pond most thickly peopled by the feathered tribe. Towards this I levelled my gun, and watched patiently the proper moment to fire; my object was to seize an opportunity when the greatest possible number were in line within range of my gun. Two minutes of the deepest anxiety followed, when a black-column presented themselves exactly in the desired position, and treacherously ambushing my victims, I pulled both triggers. Never before or since did I witness the confusion which ensued — thousands and tens of thousands of ducks, geese, swans, etc., were on the wing from every brook, pond, swamp, and morass in the neighbourhood, screeching, cackling, uttering a series of cries most inharmonious and unmusical, fulfilling the expression, for an instant, of »darkening the sky.” Little heeding, however, their clamour, I left my gun, and rushed to the pond upon which had poured death and destruction. The amount of dead, disabled, badly wounded, etc., would have made a most respectable figure in the Gazette, that is, general officers (swans), one; commissioned officers, captains (geese), eight; non-commissioned officers and privates (ducks and snipes), twenty-three: total, thirty-two! Securing the whole, I conveyed them to the canoe in several journeys, and then sat down on the bank to ruminate on the awful amount of slaughter which I had committed. I could scarcely believe my eyes and yet it was a; plain as a pikestaff. After ten minutes spent in thought, I determined to dine. This once decided on, I commenced operations, it being against all rule in Texas to speculate on the prudence or imprudence of any particular course of proceeding. Collecting drift-wood, of which there was ample store along the beach, I soon had a fine blazing fire, and while it was gaining strength, I prepared a couple of ducks for roasting; plucking, cleaning, and splitting them open was an operation, by one so used to rough it as I then was, of very short duration. Taking an old iron ramrod from the canoe, always carried for the purpose, I spitted them, stuck the iron in the ground with an inward slope towards the fire, brought up some biscuits from the boat, put my coffee-pot in requisition, and then, lighting my venerable pipe, sat down to await the feast. What a situation for a philosopher! Some ten thousand miles from home, on the wildest and least known coast of Mexico, in a little inland archipelago, I was cooking my dinner as coolly as I might have done in a garret in Saint Giles’s, not thinking myself in the least out of place. I now look upon the situation as singularly romantic: then, the greatest romance was the fact that I had no fork nor plate, and I remember well how ill used the want of these articles made me feel myself to be.


 At length, however, after a due amount of patience my ducks were roasted, my coffee made—and excellent I thought it without milk or sugar—and I dined; it is seriously a question if ever I shall enjoy a meal as I did that one again—it is to be hoped I may. Another pipe having aided the digestion of my two birds, biscuit, and coffee, though very much against the grain I rose to prepare for my return. Lo and behold it wanted an hour of sunset, and at the back of the island a heavy bank, indicative of a very bad night, was rising. My decision was come to instanter. To attempt to regain the schooner was useless; had I been rash enough to try it on, the probability is I should have been food for sharks and alligators long before the present moment. All this came of dining; and now that I had done so, and eat enough for three, I could not help wondering at the necessity I had felt of taking this species of bodily refection. But regrets are vain. The storm was approaching, and my only aim was to guard against it.


 The drift wood along the island was abundant, and with my handy little axe, without which I never travelled, some rope yarns, and the sheets of my sails, I soon succeeded in erecting the frame of a small hut, or, more properly speaking, screen, that, added to the shelter of the bank which lay between me and the coming storm, would keep the wind from too severely annoying me. Over the frame I laid an Egyptian cotton bed and my boat sails, taking the precaution of lashing them strongly, and securing them by placing stones and earth round the lower part of my tent. The fire was in front, also sheltered from the wind; and, as I felt pretty certain rain would not accompany the gale, I had little apprehension for the night. My next care was to look to my canoe, which I lashed by its painter and stern ropes to a heavy log, taking care to cover the game therein with the tarpaulin which had previously kept the ram from my traps. I then hurriedly collected gs large a heap of wood as was possible, wherewith to feed my fire; then loading my gun, one barrel with ball, the other with buck-shot, and placing it and my ammunition within the tent, I spitted another duck, lit my pipe, and wrapping my Mexican poncho lightly round me, sat down to await the coming storm.


 I certainly might have welcomed a companion to enliven the long watches of the coming night, could I have selected amid allmy Texan friends the only one whose society would have been pleasant, Judge Bollaert; but as it was not to be so, I determined to make the best of my quarters alone, remembering that, since the days of Adam, many had been worse off—Alexander Selkirk, the sailors a whole year abandoned at Port San Estavan, and others too numerous to mention. Besides, I had food, water, tobacco, and whisky; and with these adjuncts she could well pass a night in worse quarters than those in which it was my lot on the present occasion to bivouac. About an hour passed ere the wind rose, and then it came stronger and stronger, until at length its force was so great that I had reason to be thankful my tent was pitched under shelter of the abovementioned bank. It blew a stiff close-reefed-topsail breeze, and any vessel which encountered its force that night must have done sounder very snug canvas; for my part, much as I have been used to storms in the Mexican Gulf, I preferred my little island to the deck even of a frigate just at that moment. There was no shortening sail here, no reefing, no heaving, to, nothing in fact but to lie down and take it quietly. A hearty supper and a long and deliberate smoke consumed several hours, when, just as I was about to resign myself to slumber, I heard the howl of wolves. I had been expecting the visit, and for this purpose it was that I had loaded my gun. Well aware that an attempt on my well secured wild fowl in the canoe would be made, I determined to punish the marauders—a small kind of wolf, called caiotoe in Texas. Creeping within my tent, and poising my gun on a log, I had just time to adjust myself when a party came tearing along the beach under cover of the bank, and immediately surrounded the canoe. They were some ten in number, more like large foxes than wolves, and quite careless of the blaze of my fire, so intent were they upon their supposed prey. Taking aim at one bold fellow who was thrusting his nose under the tarpaulin, I planted a ball through his head, while I scattered my buck shot among his fellows. A fearful how! followed, the ball laid one low, crippled another, and the whole party slunk off at a most unheroic rate. Having loaded my gun, I dragged the dead wolf out of the water, and left him as a scarecrow to frighten away his fellows; in half an hour more I was sound asleep within my little hut.


 Next morning, when Phœbus had lifted his head, and


 »From her burnish'd gate the goodly glittering east
 Gilds every lofty top, which late the humorous light
 Bespangled had with pearl, to please the morning sight,«


 I was up and active. The breeze was gradually lulling, the clouds to the nor-west were breaking, and I felt confident that, as the great part of my course was under the lee of the land off which the wind blew, a very short time would allow me to proceed. Having breakfasted once more on duck, biscuit, and whiskey-punch, I leisurely loaded my canoe, and about ten a gentle breeze, a merry sun, and a blue sky, with a great diminution in the swell of the water, encouraged me to trim my light sails, hoist my long pennant, and once more skim the surface of the water. The wind, though more than I bargained for, carried me along at a most surprising rate, aided by my paddle, with which I steered and assisted my progress. About one I reached the Santa Anna, where my wild fowl were welcomed the more, that all hands expected the gale had sent me, canoe and all, as old Terry the gunner expressed it, »to Davy’s locker.«


  


 -THE END-



[6]These articles are reprinted, with the author’s permission, from Ainsworth, Bentley, United Service, Hood, the various Sporting Magazines, and other places, and will, from their novelty, we are quite sure, be welcome to our readers.
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 A Buffalo Hunt in the Texan Prairie.


 The Sporting Review 01/1844.


  


 Early in the spring of 1842, I left my ship in company with several brother officers on a cruize into the interior in search of game. As our brig was being refitted, and could not be ready for sea in less than two months, we gave ourselves six weeks sport, and accordingly, having time before us, pushed as far into the interior as possible. On the second day of May, about six in the morning—I shall request the readers attention, not, however, without premising that want of space alone prevents my giving the whole history of our hunting scrape; which, to an European especially, was singularly novel and interesting. On the second day of May, however, we found ourselves camped upon the edge of an island of timber at no great distance from Burnet creek, and having in its rear Pedro Bayou, both tributaries of the Neches; we were some twenty in number, six of whom were white men, the rest Caddo Indians. Our camp was in the centre of a little thicket; in front was a prairie some two hundred yards across, and then another dead island of timber, stretching out to the north-east and south-west; to the right and to the left nothing but the boundless interminable prairie. We had no tents, but with the aid of our Indian friends, who, for certain trifling considerations, had become our hunters and guides, had erected huts of poles and boughs; which were quite as comfortable, and, in fact, to one inured to the wild life of the backwoods, really luxurious and enviable concerns. In the centre of the camp was a blazing fire; behind, our horses stood, fastened with short hobbles to the trunks of trees, after grazing all night; both ourselves and the Indians were engaged in the agreeable duty of providing for the wants of the inner Adam, in a manner to show that our appetites were of the keenest and by no means of a nice or delicate turn. Meat was our sole article of food—our corn, meal, and potatoes having long since vanished—and was composed of various kinds of game; one despatched with infinite relish a huge slice of venison, pieces of which he cut from off a ramrod, which served the purpose of a spit; another tried a grey squirrel; a third a wild turkey; but no one made any remark, the deep attention with which mastication was carried on proving the deep satisfaction of the eaters. I was not behindhand myself, having in one hand about half a cold roast turkey, and in the other a knife, with which I cut sundry slices from the delicious bird, which proved that I had learnt at least one Leatherstocking accomplishment—that of devouring at a meal as many pounds of meat, as at home I should have despatched mouthfuls; but living in the open air, in the constant pursuit of game, riding and walking vast and incredible distances in an exceedingly short space of time, are much greater incentives to digestion than a lazy stroll through St. James’s Park, atrot down Rotten Row, or whirling till dawn in a ball-room.


 Breakfast was certainly not finished, when a strange sound in the distance to our left caused us, one and all, to leap to our feet, and cast our eyes around. The sky was clear, not a sign in the heavens betokened a storm, and we decided that it could not proceed from that cause. Glancing towards the west we saw an immense cloud of dust in the distance.


 »What is this?« cried I.


 »Burn my old shoes if I know«, muttered an old Yankee lieutenant.


 »Buffalo!« exclaimed the chief of the Indians.


 I was silent—my wish was to be at length gratified, and I was to behold the famed animal of the wild western hunting grounds, which is fast disappearing before the progress of civilization; deserting the prairies of the western states, as population encroached on its range of pasture, it visited Texas, and even there is abandoning many of its accustomed haunts from the same cause, though it is still in many parts of this new and favoured land to be met with in great abundance. The scent of this animal is keen and acute in the extreme, and is only to be approached by the wily and cautions hunter from the leeward side; it is timid until wounded, when it becomes wildly impetuous, and repeats its attacks until it falls, Its flesh, when in good condition, is considered delicious; though, with the Hon. Augustus Murray, I must say that a tough old bull is anything but a savoury joint to place before even a hungry hunter. His hump, however, which Cooper has immortalized, is the very acme of delicate eating; but of this anon. Buffaloes are very rarely found near the sea-coast, though a stray or wounded beast will occasionally wander to the neighbourhood of the settlements, descending ordinarily in large herds from Arkansas, Missouri, and the uninhabited tract between the head waters of the Red river and the Rio Grande. The Comanches and other Indians live chiefly upon this animal; and in a late campaign against the Cherokees and Comanches, Gen. Burleson, commander of the Texan troops, scoured the country for a great distance, and on his return drove before his army all the large herds of buffaloes in that direction, until not much less than 25,000 head were found feeding within the settlements of Texas. When upon this service, General Burleson went over a great extent of country, westward from the banks of the Trinidad, to near the branches of the Rio Grande; thus depriving the Indians of food, and compelling them to sink yet deeper into the interior wilds. The buffalo is a migratory beast, and during the warm weather takes its way towards the north, over the vast levels that spread from Red river, Arkansas, Missouri, unto the Rio Grande del Norte; when winter comes on the snow compels the herds to turn in search of pasture towards the more genial regions of the south, which then abound in buffalo; that ever moving, ever journeying animal, rushing in countless droves from every point of the great desert, traversing plains, pouring through the intricate defiles of mountains, swimming rivers, ever on the move, guided in its boundless migrations by some traditionary instinct. These great herds have their hereditary paths and trails, which they make through the truest passes in the mountains and the most practicable fords of rivers. When once one of these great columns is in full career, it goes on despite all obstacles, those in front impelled by the moving mass behind.


 But our herd advanced. It was clear that it would make through the narrow prairie before us: we accordingly determined to give one volley from where we stood; then load, mount, and follow. Concealing ourselves carefully in the thicket, we waited with impatience for the drove, now clearly distinguishable, to come by. It was a herd of buffalo, indeed—at least four or five hundred in number—dashing »along like the wind, and roaring like so many devils broke loose. It is surprising how so huge and unwieldy an animal can go over the ground at the rate at which he does: he bounds along with large, though clumsy, strides, over a rough country; he dashes down the steep sides of the broken ravines, making dust, sand, and stones fly around him with furious rapidity, defying the pursuit of any rider who has a due regard for his horse or his neck. The female—the constant object of the hunter, her flesh being better and more tender-is much swifter than the male, will run three miles to his two, and gives a very fair chase to a mustang of middling speed, fed only on grass, and carrying a man of ordinary size. The herd came near the grove; and it was fortunate we were closely sheltered, for instant death from feet or horns would have been our fate, had we been in the open savannah. At the head of the herd was a huge, black bull, who was their leader, guiding them in their onward course; he came along, bellowing like a hundred lions, his tail straight on end, like a mop-stick, and at times tossing up the earth with powerful horns. I, in common with several of the party, raised my rifle to my shoulder, took deliberate aim, blazed away, amid a regular volley of small-arms, and commenced re-loading. The bull stopped short; those near him did so likewise, despite the violent rushing and concussion of those in the rear; and then, bellowing more furiously than ever, the whole herd (save and except the wounded bull) bounded off across the prairie to the right. Leaving two Indians to cut up and prepare the bull in question, we mounted, clapped spurs to our mustangs, and followed hotly in pursuit.


 The ground was dry, the prairie-grass short, our mustangs fresh from several days’ rest, and we bounded away over the plain, in high glee and spirit: the buffaloes, keeping in tolerable order, did the same, stamping, bellowing, bowing their great shaggy, horned heads to the ground, as if to vent their fierce rage upon the earth, Away we flew after them. The chase was splendid, the ride delightful-the-the sun was clear, bright, and gay—the sweet south shook the dewdrops from the budding trees -


 The flowers sprang wanton to be prest,
 The birds sang love on every pray.«


 But then we marked not this: the hunt, the buffalo was all we saw, or cared to see. Mine was the best horse of the lot, and we went ahead right merrily, the whole party following in our wake, head up and tail and mane streaming. My mustang, which had both blood and bottom, appeared quite flattered with his leading position, and, having once got fairly started, I found it an useless effort to stay him: he kept along, tossing his head and neighing, as if to say »Come on there!« And on they came, clatter! clatter! clatter! the Indians, without saddles, urging on their steeds by heel and hand. The Indian chief, mounted on a beautiful bay, who had trod close upon my heels all the while, now came up side by side with my Mustang, and we went at it hip and thigh with rare alacrity and earnestness, I felt my blood up, and spared neither whip nor spur to keep my position. »Still on went the buffaloes, though we were perceptibly gaining on them. An hour passed away, and we were close on their heels, when, reining in our horses and dismounting hastily, we fired. Three cows and a bull stopped in their mad career —one of the former fell lifeless, the others merely halted a minute-when the two cows darted off, followed by several of our party, while the bull rushed upon us. I and the Indian chief were his especial marks, Loading hastily, we fired both at the same time, and he fell crippled; it required, however, another shot from a pistol to finish him. We then proceeded, in due form, to cut him up, and pack him scientifically; which having done also with the cow, and placed them on a led horse and on that of an Indian, we pursued our chase, caving him to return to the camp on foot with his loaded beasts of burden,


 The herd of buffaloes had been closely followed up by our companions, and we, not wishing to be behind-hand, pressed on, skirting the edge of a creek, along which was a narrow belt of timber; beside this the buffaloes had taken their way. Several cracks, both of rifles and muskets, were distinguished, when suddenly a terrific roar was heard, and, ere a minute had elapsed, it was plainly seen that our companions had turned the drove, which was coming furiously back upon their former trail. Of course, our position was far from being an agreeable one: to stand still was death, to take to our heels across the prairie was to risk being overtaken by angry beasts. The Indian decided the question by dismounting and taking to the cover of the nearest thicket. I followed his example as quickly as possible; and having secured our horses, we grasped our rifles and prepared for action. About fifty yards distant to our right, whence the herd was rushing, was the brow of a slight hill, which came sloping down towards us. The opposite declivity was somewhat steep: up this the goaded and enraged animals tore, and, reaching the crest of the hillock, flew rather than ran down its face. Some twenty had passed, when I singled out a fat, young cow; and letting fly, she came tumbling headlong to the foot of the slope. Another crack followed: the Indian had fired, wounding a huge and powerful bull. The whole troop were once more in motion, in a horizontal direction, and we after them, an Indian of the other party stopping to take charge of my prize.


 Away we were again; it is true not quite so fresh and helter-skelter as in the morning, but still keeping pretty close to the buffaloes; which, it will readily be believed, were themselves not quite so fresh as they had been, as they equally with ourselves had had what may be called a pretty good dance. We came up to the rear guard, after a short space of time had clapsed, and again blazed away. Our aim was, I suppose, more true than usual; for this time seven of the drove lagged behind, one of these being the bull wounded by the Indian chief, which came to the ground on his fore-knees. In an instant we were round him; he gave a fierce and angry bellow, and, springing up, dashed furiously at the nearest man. It was my friend, Lieutenant Snow, who, as a wise man should have done, took to his heels, driving his spurs into his horse’s sides, and striving to escape the maddened and enraged animal. The horse, however, somewhat tired, did not gain ground; while the buffalo, though severely wounded, appeared endowed with supernatural vigour. We followed, loading hastily as we rode. A cry suddenly smote upon our ears; the horse which bore Snow stumbled, pitched him headlong on the ground, and fell itself upon its side. Ere any one could interpose, the horns of the bull had pierced its side, and killed the poor beast. Snow gained his feet, and, furious with rage, drove away at his ramrod with great earnestness. Half-a-dozen cracks of rifles however, ere we had half concluded, settled the business. Leaving our dismounted friend to watch and flay the bull, we again turned, and after some trouble, succeeded in slaying the other wounded animals, after which we gave up the chase.


 It was night ere we had packed our meat and gained the camp, which presented, about an hour after sunset, one of the most picturesque scenes I ever beheld. At a short distance were the grazing horses, lazily cropping the abundant herbage, and looking, in the thick gloom of evening, like so many spectral shapes hovering around us. But round the huge and blazing fires of the camp was reality, and reality of quite a novel nature. At the back of one of the tents was a pile of buffalo skins, and on this was heaped the vast supply of provisions which the day’s work had furnished us with, but which promised fair to disappear incontinently, should many such meals as were now progressing be made upon it. Every man was busy eating with a perseverance and determination, which was in no degree lessened by the recollection of the vast amount of animal food which had been walked into in the morning. Some twelve hours had elapsed since then, and it is my firm conviction that, by our twenty men, no less a quantity than a hundred weight of buffalo was devoured. Ribs, steaks, hearts, livers, brains, went the way of all flesh, with a rapidity and dexterity most remarkable. Whether white or red men excelled most on that memorable occasion, it would be hard to say. I only know that for myself I can say thus much, that I should be now sorry to eat in a week, what I then devoured with great gusto at one meal. Some may think this to be taken cum grano salis; but though I should myself like to have done so, the applicability there stops. Coffee and pipes, as usual, aided our digestion not a little, after which there was not one who did not woo slumber as the best and most true refreshment after our day’s labour.


 It would be beyond my limits, which are circumscribed, to enter into any further details of a hunt, which lasted long enough, and was sufficiently fraught with adventure to dwell for ever on the memories of all those who were members of it. It is sufficient to say, that after six weeks of sport, each day fresh and varied—each day presenting some new feature—now a deer, then a hog; now geese and swans, then a conger; nowa possum, then a coon; now a buffalo, then an antelope—we returned to our boat, which lay at Liberty, on the Trinity, and two days more saw us in something like the realm of civilization, tripping it on the light fantastic toe, at a ball given on board the good ship Austin, in honour of the battle of San Jacinto.


 Before, however, concluding this brief episode in my Texan adventures, let me explain why the Indians seek so perseveringly after this animal in preference to all the other game of the wilderness. To them the uses of this animal are without number. In the first place, it is their principal, and sometimes their only food; eaten while out on their hunts in summer, fresh; and during winter, dried. In the next place, the skin forms the materials of their lodges, of their bales for packing their meat, of their beds by night, and their clothing by day; the coarser parts are fashioned into saddles, or cut into laryettes and halters. Then they make it their principal article of commerce, its value in Texas being about seven cents a pound. From the sinews they make strings to their bows; of the smaller fibres twine or thread; with the brains they soften and dress the skins. With the bones they make scrapers or coarse chisels, needles, &c.; and with the ribs bows, wherewith to slay more of the same genus. The importance of the animal cannot, therefore, be overrated; in fact, as the Hon. Charles A. Murray, in his delightful work, observes, »where the buffalo is exterminated, the Indian of the prairie must perish.«


  


 -THE END-
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 The Wedding — A Backwood Sketch.


 Aus Chambers' Edinburgh Journal Nr 13.


  


 During a residence in America, no obscrving person can fail to have remarked, whether he travel in Canada, the United States, or Texas, the vast number of Irish families everywhere to be met with. They bear such distinctly-marked peculiarities, that no mistake can occur in attributing to them their native soil, It has been my lot to visit many of the settlements of these wanderers from the green isle; but nowhere did I meet any family which: so singularly interested me, as one which a few months back was residing within the limits of the young republic of Texas, consisting of the father, mother, a son, and two daughters. Old Rock, or as he is generally called, Captain Rock—a name doubtless assumed—emigrated to America seventeen years ago—his family then consisting of two daughters; for the son was born afterwards in the land of his adoption. For seven years, the sturdy: Irishman, (originally well informed and well educated, though his early history was never known,) contended with the difficulties incident to new settlers, with various success in different parts of the Union, when he was induced to Join the first band of adventurers who, under General Austin, obtained leave from the Mexican government to locate themselves in Texas. The family obtained a grant of land as a matter of course; but old Rock did not fancy settled agricultural pursuits. To have round him a well-stocked farm, cleared and productive fields, and herds of cattle, would have required a degree of perseverance and patient personal labor of which he was incapable. He preferred the life of a wandering squatter, upon which he at once entered, and which he has never since deserted. Building a boat, old Rock embarked in it on one of the Texian rivers, with his family, an old gun, and a small stock of ammunition, and, following the windings of the stream, did not stop until he came to an abandoned log hut, or frame-house, where he thought he might find temporary accommodation.


 Of these deserted houses Texas has many, their abundance arising from various causes—death from fever, the terrible civil war, or, oftener still, from men having hastily chosen a location, and built thereon, before it was found out that the spot was undesirable and unproductive. Rock was not nice. If the neighborhood supplied game, he was satisfied. Sometimes an acre of sweet potatoes, Indian corn, and pumpkins, might be put under cultivation; otherwise, the family lived entirely upon venison, wild fowl, fish and oysters, and it was whispered, pork upon occasion. A reported fondness for this latter article was one of the causes of old Rock’s frequent migrations. No sooner did he pitch himself in any neighborhood, than it was said, pork was at a premium. Pigs certainly disappeared most mysteriously; but though all threw the blame upon Rock, he ever averred the panthers, wolves, and stray hunters, to have been the real culprits. However this might be, after some months’ residence in any particular spot, the family usually received a polite notice to quit, and find another dwelling-place. Eighteen several times had the Hibernian patriarch removed his tent at the bidding of his fellows; any neglect of such orders being usually followed by the infliction of that summary justice called Lynch law.


 When I became acquainted with the family, early in the autumn of 1842, they were residing on one of the tributaries which pour into Galveston bay—known as Dick's Creek. The son was sixteen, a small-made lad, who entirely supported the family by means of his gun, being one of the most expert hunters I ever met with in the backwoods. Every article not produced by themselves—their clothing being entirely of deer skin—was obtained by bartering venison hams, which they always carefully preserved for this purpose. Rock and his wife were now old; the former, though yet sturdy, moving about only in his boat, and smoking over his fire; the latter doing all the cooking. Mary and Betsy Rock, the daughters, it would be vain to attempt faithfully to delineate. Fat, brown, and healthy, dressed in petticoats and spencers of deerskin, they were the most original pair it was ever my lot to encounter. They could neither read nor write, but could hunt and fish most excellently well: and two adventurous days they were that I spent in their company. They had never seen an Englishman before since they were grown up, and my pictures of life at home enraptured them. With the younger daughter, Mary the other was engaged to be married to a Yankee —I became a prodigious favorite, and many a hunt in canoe and in the prairie had we together. But to my story. After leaving them with a faithful promise of paying another visit, I found myself, six weeks after, again at the door of the once elegant frame-house where I had left them. This surprise it was half-burnt and desolate. This disappointed me much; for I had brought up several appropriate presents for both my young friends. Pursuing my way, however, up the river, I halted at a farm-house, where I found several persons collected, who quickly informed me that the family had been ‘* mobbed’? off the creek, with threats of being shot if they settled within ten miles of the spot. Where they had gone to no one knew, nor seemed to care; and these parties being the very extempore administrators of justice who had warned them off, I soon departed, and gained the house of my friend Captain Tod, where I purposed ruralizing during some weeks. From Tod I learned that two fat pigs had lately disappeared; and suspicion most unjustly, as it afterwards turned out, having fallen on the Rocks, the squatter and his family had to seek a new resting-place. On hearing this, I gave up all idea of ever again seeing my fair friends.


 Three days passed in the usual occupations of a hunting party, when, on the afternoon of the fourth day, I was left alone in the log-hut to amuse myself over certain lately arrived English papers, while my companions were employed in searching the country round for some cattle which my friend the captain was desirous of selling. About an hour before sunset, footsteps, which I supposed to be those of one of the returning party of cow-boys, were heard behind the hut, then at its side, and in a minute more the Jatch was raised, and in walked—Tim Rock. The young hunter, having satisfied himself that I was really there, advanced close to me, and answered my greetings. My first inquiries were after his sisters. »Why«, said he, »sister Bet is to be married to-morrow, and sister Mary has sent me to invite you to the wedding.” »How«, said I, in some surprise, »did your sister know I was here?’? Tim laughed, and replied that, when I stopped with my boat's crew at the farm-house, he was on the opposite bank in the big timber hunting, but dared not communicate with me in consequence of what had occurred. After a few more words of explanation, I shouldered my gun, my packet of presents fur the young ladies, and, leaving a line in pencil for my friends, followed Tim through the forest, until we reached the water's edge, where, carefully concealed by overhanging trees and bushes, I found a moderate-sized canoe. It was almost dark when I stepped into the boat, but still I saw that it already contained a human being; so my hand mechanically sought the butt of my pistol. ‘* You won't shoot me, sir«, said the rich, full, merry voice of Mary Rock to my infinite surprise. Tim laughed heartily at my mistaking her for an Indian, and then, cautioning me to speak low, until all the houses on the river were passed, we placed ourselves in the craft, and commenced our voyage. I, knowing the bayou to a nicety, acted as steersman. Mary sat next with a paddle, and Tim in the bows with another. It seemed that, determined to have me at the wedding, the brother and sister, with the consent of their friends, had started to fetch me, feeling certain that would come, after the promises I had made to that effect. It seemed that they had judged rightly; for here was I, in company with two of the rudest settlers in the wilderness, embarked in a frail canoe to go I knew not whither—nor did I much care. This roving spirit it was, indeed, which initiated me into many secrets and mysteries of the woods and prairies which escape the more sober and methodical.


 The record of that night’s journey would in itself be a curious chapter in western economy; but more important matters forbid. Suffice it to remark, that, after sixteen miles’ journey down a river by moonlight, and as many more across the rough and sea-like bay of Galveston, enlivened by merry jocund talk all the way, we arrived about dawn at the new settlement of the Rock family. It was a large deserted barn or warehouse near Clare Creek. The family were already up and stirring, and engaged in active preparation for the important ceremony; and, to my surprise, the supply of eatables and drinkables was both varied and great—all, however, being presents from the bridegroom, one Luke, a wealthy land-owner for Texas, in possession of much cleared ground, and many hundred head of cattle. It may be matter of surprise that a man well to do in the world should have chosen a bride so every way rude and uneducated; but in Texas women are scarce, and then the lover might _ have looked far before he could have found a more cheerful and good-natured companion, more willing to learn, more likely to he loving, faithful, and _ true, than Betsy Rock. The blushing bride received me in a cotton gown, shoes and stockings, and other articles of civilized clothing previously unknown to her, and in which she felt sufficiently awkward. But Luke had sent them, and Betsy _ wished to appear somebody on her wedding day. My presents were all, therefore, except a bead_ necklace, employed in decorating Mary, who, secreting herself behind a screen with her sister, almost convulsed me with laughter by appearing a few minutes after in a man’s red hunting-shirt, a cotton petticoat, white stockings and mocassins, the body of a silk dress sent to her by a Galveston lady, and a cap and bonnet. Never was London or Parisian belle prouder than was this little rosy-cheeked light-hearted Texian beauty.


 About eight o'clock the visitors began to arrive. First came a boatful of men and women from Galveston, bringing with them a negro fiddler, without whom little could have been done. Then came Dr. Worcester and his lady from St. Leon in a canoe; after them Colonel Brown from Anahuac in his dug-out; and, about nine, the bridegroom and four male and an equal number of female companions on horseback, the ladies riding either before or behind the gentlemen on pillions. Ere ten, there were thirty odd persons assembled, when a most substantial breakfast was set down to, chiefly consisting of game, though pork, beef, coffee, and, rarer still, bread, proved that Luke had had a hand in it. This meal being over, the boat in which the party from Galveston had come up, and which was an open craft for sailing or pulling, was put in requisition to convey the bride and bridegroom to the nearest magistrate, there to plight their troth. ‘The distance to be run was six miles with a fair wind going, but dead against us on our return. The party consisted of Luke, who was a young man of powerful frame, but rather unpleasant features; the bride and bride's maid, (Mary Rock officiating in this capacity,) papa of course, myself as captain, and eight men to pull us back. ‘The breeze was fresh, the craft a smart sailer, the canvass was rap full, and all therefore being in our favor, we reached West Point, the residence of Mr. Parr, the magistrate, in less than an hour. We found our Texian Solon about to start in chase of a herd of deer, just reported by his son as visible, and being therefore in a hurry, the necessary formalities were gone through, the fee paid, and the usual document in the possession of the husband in ten minutes. The eye of the old squatter was moistened as he gave his child away; some natural tears she shed, but dried them soon; and presently everybody was as Merry as ever.


 No sooner were the formalities concluded, than we returned to the boat, and to our great delight found that, close-hauled, we could almost make the desired spot. The wind had shifted a point, and ere ten minutes, we were again clean full, the tide with us, and the boat walking the waters at a noble rate. All looked upon this as a good omen, and were proportionably merrier; none more so than my own particular friend Mary, who, in her finery, was an object of much good-humored joking from the men who surrounded her. About one o’clock Mr. and Mrs. Charles Luke were presented by old Rock to the assembled company at the barn; and, after an embrace from her mother, the bride led the way, accompanied by her lord and master, to the dinner table. The woods, prairies, and waters, as well as the Galveston market, had all liberally contributed their share of provender. Wild turkeys, ducks, geese, haunches of venison, were displayed, beside roast beef, pork, red-fish, Irish and sweet potatoes, pumpkin and apple pie, and an abundant supply of whisky, brandy, and Hollands, without which a fête in Texas is nothing thought of. An hour was consumed in eating and drinking, when Sambo was summoned to take his share in the day's proceedings. ‘Tables, such as they were, were cleared away, the fluor swept, partners chosen, and, despite the remonstrance of one of the faculty present, Dr. Worcester, against dancing so shortly after a heavy meal, all present, the dissentient included, began to foot it most nimbly. Never was there seen such dancing since the world began, never such laughing, such screaming, such fiddling. Every one took off shoes and stockings. I was compelled to do so, to save the toes of my especial partner, Mary; and to the rapid music of the old negro, reels and country dances were rattled off at a most surprising rate. All talked, and joked, and laughed, such couples as were tired retreating to seek refreshment; but the dancing never ceasing, except at rare intervals, when Sambo gave in from sheer fatigue and thirst. Such was the state of things until about nine o’clock, when a sudden diminution in our number was noticed by all present. Mary had before let me into the secret; and the bride and bridegroom were missed, as well as the four couples who had accompanied Luke. Rushing into the open air, we descried the husband and wife on their fine black horse galloping beneath the pale moon across the prairie, escorted by their friends. A loud shout was given them, and those who remained, returned to the house to renew the dancing, which was kept up until a late hour. It was four days after my departure ere I regained my companions at Todville.


 Such was the wedding of one of those hardy pioneers of civilization, whose descendants may yet be members of a great and powerful nation. I saw Luke and his wife, as well as Mary, on many subsequent occasions; but I never learned that the American backwoodsmen repented his union with the wild Irish Diana, who had hunted deer on Murtany island with the English stranger, could paddle a canoe with more ease than she could use a needle, and shoot a duck with more facility than write her name. Luke, however, is teaching her more useful accomplishments; and Betsy, ere her children—one of whom I have already seen—are of an age to require instruction, will doubtless be able to render it. I hope, however, my picture will send over no one to wed Mary; for, though I have for the meantime returned to civilization, cannot yet resign a certain faint notion, that there might be worse lives than that of a Texian settler with such an associate.


  


 -THE END-
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 A Night Adventure.


 Wild Sports in the Far West 06/1846.


  


 During my travels, perils, and peregrinations in the far west, it was my lot to meet with more sport, both human and animal, than commonly falls to the lot of mortal. I have not only chased the wild deer, hunted buffaloes, scored down ducks, geese, and swans, at an alarming rate, treed ‘coons and such small fry, but I have, innocently enough, been brought into contact with panthers—or painters, as they are graphically called—on more than one occasion, and conducted myself, I hope, with that coolness and decision which peculiarly belongs to the Anglo-Saxon race. I have never—like my friend Sir Cornwallis Harris, the greatest and most agreeable of African hunters, in whose graphic pages[2], and still more graphic pictorial embellishments, we learn of sport unknown to any save the traveller in arid wilds—I have never, I say, like him, hunted the lion, tiger, elephant, or giraffe; but I can fully sympathize with the burning eagerness of that indefatigable sportsman, comprehend the pride and gratification which must arise from victory over such potent enemies, and may, perhaps, one day feel, myself, the same sensations. The reader will judge of my liability to be worked up to a very considerable pitch of excitement, from the following narrative of an adventure which occurred to me on the borders of Dickinson's creek, my favourite and ordinary hunting ground.


 I have already introduced to the British public, and made extensively known through the medium of »Chambers’ Edinburgh Journal«,’ a curious and peculiar Irish family of the name of Rock. I could wish to particularize their character and qualities once more at full length, but that, having done so once, I abhor repeating myself. Suffice, they were squatters, who, without owning a rood of land, or a pig, fowl, or any cattle, were never without a supply of pork, poultry, and beef, to say nothing of game. The secret was, that all was game to them; and hence a very unenviable reputation, which I only learned the extent of by degrees. I, however, was a stranger in the land, and, at the time I now write of, only knew that the father and mother were hospitable and grateful; that the son was an indefatigable and invaluable hunter, who knew every resort of game; and the two girls, as some of my readers may have already learned, a couple of merry, laughing Dianas, with whom I had perhaps some of the most agreeable hours of wandering and hunting that happened to me while in Texas. My night survey of Mustang Island, the public has already been favoured with. I shall now record another adventure, which I boldly and fearlessly confess, without dread of the consequences. My perspicuity of vision and my game qualities may suffer in the estimation of my readers; but many, under similar circumstances, would have been led away, deluded by a trifling ignis fatuus.


 It happened, while camped at Todville-my friend, Captain Tod's snug cabin, on his estate of Todland—that I one day wandered, much further than I was wont alone, in the depth of the forest. More accustomed just then to steer by chart and compass upon salt water, than by mere signs amid the trees, I lost my way; a circumstance of very common occurrence, and to which I had grown 80 accustomed as to feel neither surprise nor annoyance. I had a good rifle, and plenty of powder, a small supply of biscuit, and a flask of brandy; and with these accompaniments, a night in the forest was very bearable, especially if I proved lucky enough to discover a stray deer in some open glade..


 Evening, however, drew in, and I had no such good fortune. Fatigued and hungry, I sat down upon a log to speculate upon what was next to be done. I was in the very thick of a virgin American wood, where very likely the foot of man had never before trod. All was silence around, while darkness was gathering fast over the scene. I was in what is expressively called, in Yankee land, a fix. Could I have procured the smallest amount of animal food, the case would have been different. Still I was not discouraged; and as night fairly set in, and wrapped all nature in its mantle of gloom, I resolved on lighting a fire. For this purpose 1 rose; and as I gained the perpendicular, a bright flame caught my eye, burning brightly at some distance in the forest. 1 rubbed my eyes to make sure they had not deceived me. It was clearly a fire built by some wanderer like myself, for the purpose of cooking his or their supper, and providing warmth for the night, which, in Texas, however hot the day, is often chilly and disagreeable. I hesitated a moment. The Wacco Indians were in the neighbourhood, and in some force; but an instant’s thought readily informed me that such a blazing fire was never erected by them, as the red-skins have always an cye to seeresy and seclusion in all their deeds. I therefore resolved to advance, and share the bivouac of the wanderer, whoever he was. Man is a gregarious animal, and ever prefers company to solitude: at least I do, and I believe I am not singular.


 I once more collected my traps, clutched my very excellent friend and companion, my rifle, and advanced with somewhat of circumspection towards the night camp. As I advanced, I grew each instant more cautious. I found that it was no single wanderer who could have erected such a fire. At length, after about ten minutes, I stood in full view of all the arrangements: a huge fire, built with any thing but a regard to the economical consumption of the forest, was reared in the midst of an open glade, beside a rude hut hastily formed with piles cut from the neighbouring trees, branches, and a few hides of deer and buffaloes. Beside this was a creek where I discovered a two-masted boat.


 Beneath the tent sat two figures whom I was about to scan curiously, when one of them, laying its hand on a rifle near at hand, and glancing menacingly in my direction, quickened my movements. I spoke.


 »Mary Rock!« I exclaimed; »by all that is wonderful!«


 »Captain S———!« cried the two girls, who alone occupied the bivouac, rising with that glowing welcome in their faces which is so pleasant even in the humblest.


 »»Myself,’ I replied; »but how is this that I find you here in the woods like a couple of wild Indians, all alone?«’


 »We might ask the same question of you«, said my particular friend Mary, gaily: »but we are not alone. Father and brother have been out all day, hunting; and there is mother, fast asleep, in the corner.«


 Not being very anxious to disturb the old lady—of powder-frying memory—I quietly seated myself between the fair couple, and discovered that they were jointly watching the progress of a magnificent stew; which, aware as was of the good taste of the family, promised a very agreeable evening's refection. In fact, the Rocks were true gypsies; and if within twenty miles there was anything good to be found in the way of eating, by a mysterious process—on which I do not think it necessary to enlarge—they always enjoyed their full and due share of it. Having given up all I was possessed of in the way of eatables, which formed very welcome additions to the family store, I entered into conversation with my half-wild fair companions, revived the memory of our night excursion to Mustang Island[5], and was very particular in my inquiries with regard to Luke, the intended husband of Miss Rock.


 »Lord! what is that?« whispered Mary, clutching my arm, and clinging towards me, despite her back-wood education, with all the instinctive terror of a girl. A low growl, accompanied by a trampling in the bushes, proved that her senses were acute enough.


 »A painter!" said the elder sister.


 »Then I am in luck!« I replied; »for, as sure as I am in Texas, I must kill one before I go.«


 I had risen, and taken possession of my rifle, in which I was imitated by my half Amazonian friends. The sound was growing more distant, as if the animal had taken alarm, but could still be heard sufficiently distinct to guide our pursuit. Being well armed, and the night clear and fine, we thought ourselves a full match for a panther; or rather, I for one did not think at all, but plunged headlong into the thick of the chase, forgetting all but the promised excitement. Had I thought, my acquaintance with those respectable gentlemen, the prairie wolves, might have created some doubts in my mind as to whether it were not one of these sneaking night gropers, that ever haunt the vicinity of man, in search of his leavings, and the waste from game.


 »He is mighty cool for a painter!« said Mary, with a sly, lurking smile at her sister, which, at any other time, would have made me uncomfortable; but, accustomed to the merry, laughing character of the younger sister, I noticed it not: ‘I think we shall catch him now.«


 »I hope so!« said I, plunging forward eagerly in the direction where the sound led me; »but this fellow seems to take it rather quiet.«


 »Rather«, said Miss Rock, with a clear laugh so hearty and merry, that, even when I knew the full force of it, could not vex me: »it aint a painter; that’s certain. A painter’s too skeary a beast to lurk about and skulk away in that manner. A painter is on you, or off in a minute.«


 »Then that is it!« said I, rather disappointed, and beginning myself to reflect. A moment’s thought made me halt; and I even made a motion to return.


 »No, no!« said Mary, »if it aint a painter, it may be a wolf, ora white fox, or a—a—a—«


 »A what?« exclaimed I, half suspecting that the two light-hearted girls were indulging in a small piece of that practical fun of which I was once or twice the victim.


 »A pig!« cried the two girls, in a burst of irresistible laughter, that raised the echoes of the forest, and made them both almost go off like old Joe Willet, into a state of asphyrsia.


 I laughed too—I could not help it—as I recollected the grunt-like nature of the growl which had at first startled us. Recovering myself, however, I called a council.


 »Well, and what is to be done with this audacious porker, my fair friends?« I commenced.


 »Why«, said Mary, with a sly, insinuating manner which made me half suspect I had been purposely made to act a part in this piratical transaction, »it is a stray pig: there are no farms for six or seven miles: and ] am sure we are badly off for pork.«


 Miss Rock had replied to my questions by disappearing in chase of the solitary and doomed swine. Glad to escape the necessity of being & prominent actor in so undignified a proceeding as slaying a pig, I leaned on my rifle, and drew Mary to talk, as she was often wont to do with me, of her feelings and impressions with regard to the life she led. Her merry voice was hushed at once. Constant communion with one from the confines of civilization—for during three months my predatory habits had brought me, daily almost, in connection with the Rock family—had slightly opened the eyes of the child of nature, to the actual wildness of her own state; and the conversations she had heard between me and her educated and once accomplished father, had removed a film from the poor girl’s eyes, which perhaps had better have rested on them. She had in this short time learnt much. Old Rock, once a gentleman, and still a scholar, had unbosomed himself to me, and his children had learnt what they might have been. Poor Mary! Had she moved in her proper sphere, she would have been a most delightful creature! The greatest proof of this is in the fact, that, ignorant, untutored as she was, she was, without exception, the most agreeable female it was my lot to fall in with in Texas.


 »Yo! yo!« said Miss Rock, returning after a brief interval, during which the report of a gun had satisfied me as to the fate of poor Mr. Pig. »I have him, and here are father and brother, bringing along the victim in triumph.«


 Old Rock and his son, in truth, joined us, attracted by the shot; and we all adjourned to the camp, where we sat up until nearly dawn, I hearing of perils and adventures in the wilds, and telling, at the request of the girls, of life in London. The adventures of the next day, which brought forth some rare and genuine sport, I must reserve until next month.


  


 -THE END-


[2]"Highlands of Ethiopia." 3 vols. London: Longman.


[5]Recorded in the ‘»‘ Edinburgh Journal«, under head »Rock Family in Texas«, and »Wedding: a Back-wood Sketch.«
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 A Yankee Fox-Hunt


 The_New_sporting_magazine 09/1848.


  


 "Now beat the drum, and clatter the gong,
 And let us upraise our voices atrong,
 And tell it aloud with music and song.«[3]



 Or, at all events, with pen, ink, and paper, which verily be the most potent of earthly powers, though-


 "Income and ink ’em,
 Although you may clink ’em,
 Are not such first cousins as perhaps you may think ’em.«


 To their grief all authors know it; and, as it is a sore point, we won't press it.


 However therefore this may be, matters little, since we have a tale to unfold which has rarely, we believe, been paralleled in the annals of sporting. »This«, the reader exclaims, »is hazarding a bold assertion.« We know it well, since strange things have happened, and do daily happen; yet the histoire having occurred to our individual selves, take it for gospel that we wouldn’t record it were it not of great and serious moment. At all events, we opined it so at the time; and if you'd seen us, you couldn’t but have joined in the cry.


 On the 13th day of January, 1843, at four in the morning, there met on the prairie, before the door of the one house constituting Todville, a party of originals, such as we are ready to match against time and the world. Men and boys were eleven, and dogs ditto; the former of all sizes, the latter of as great a variety of kind and breed as there were numbers. First and foremost was Mr. Baker, the only individual among the heterogencous company, save only one, who had the slightest notion of what they were about to do. Mr. Baker was a thoroughgoing English sportsman, a Nimrod to the back-bone, and, though trans-* planted to the wilds and wilderness of Texas, carried with him all those tastes, feelings, and habits, which made his chief delight at home. An excellent shot, he astonished the Yankees by bringing down snipes right and left, on the wing—a feat rarely attempted by the leather-stocking, who, in all matters of quick shooting, long shots, etc., have, despite their celebrity, been distanced by British sportsmen! The Hon. Mr. Charles Murray, as good a shot as he is pleasing a writer (witness his ‘« Prairie Bird«), rather took the shine out of Jonathan, when wandering with the Pawnees; and they don’t brag so much since that day. A sturdy, but ugly and awkward Mustang was the Pegasus which my good friend bestrode, and this was the best horse in the field. Bone it had enough for three, and head for four; but in most things it wanted beauty, save that it was like Fum! Fum!‘


 »As fat as a pig
 And as sleek as a cadi,
 As fresh as a fig
 And as fair asa lady;«


 being, in fact, nearly white. Tod—the John George Tod, post-captain in the Texan navy, who owned the ground—on a tall brown customer, which had taken for a wild Mustang when in the Texan prairie, followed next; and after him came Squire Farmer on a grey mare, which was marvellously too near being in the straw to be at all pleasant riding; Josiah Stevens, on a lazy pony, which couldn't, if he would, so far forget his dignity as to go at any pace save a solemn jog-trot, sidled alongside a huge, tall, bony, Kentuckian, who, on a one-eyed and somewhat lofty hack, looked, with his rifle at his back, the very model of a Jonathan Don Quixote. Neither was Sancho Panza wanting, since on Colonel Love’s pet mule rode a fat, ragged, and saucy nigger—of course only to look on—who knew as many proverbs, eat as much and drank as much, and told as many lies, as the famed squire of La Mancha.


 Such and several, with many an oddity besides, was the congregate mass assembled on the said 13th of January, 1843, to follow the hounds and fox on a Texan prairie. But, sir, the dogs! In country town was it ever your luck to see a poor unfortunate wretch of a canine quadruped, with a saucepan to his tail, followed through Coventry by the lame, the halt, and the blind—by cur, terrier, bull-dog, etc., etc.? If so, you can form some idea of the pack which yelped, and barked, and howled with might and main round their owners. There wasn't one which looked as if it could smell a rat. But looks are not decisive; s0 patience, good reader, and wo shall see what we shall see.


 But let us unfold, ere we proceed to record the deeds of deadly note which followed, how this remarkable fox-hunt had been set on foot. Baker, whose chief topics of conversation were his recollections of sport at home, and who cherished certain odd numbers of »THE Review«, as things not lightly to be valued, had a few evenings before been astonishing the aborigines by sundry records of sport, in which the names of Lord this and Lord that occurred oftener than was agreeable to the ears of our republican associates, Among other matters he spoke of fox-hunting as his delight, and gave certain very spirited and animated descriptions of the joys of a thorough English day with the Queen’s own hounds,


 »Well, I can’t cypher that no how«, exclaimed Josiah Stevens, an outrageously national Yankee. ‘Its altogither a huckle-berry above my persimmon what there can be in it. It’s almighty foolish, to my notion. Now, one man agin a painter, or two agin a bear, is about right; but a matter of a hundred-and-fifty agin a fox its plaguy onfair.«


 »Unfair be d——d«, responded Baker. »It’s the ride, sir; the wild excitement of the chase; the sight of the hounds skimming the plain; the delight of feeling oneself borne along through air, on a glorious steed, with an object before you. The fox, sir, is nothing; we don’t eat him—we can’t cypher that, Josiah« (and Mr. Baker looked monstrously sly, as much as to say, »You ’coon-eating Yankees can, though.«) »I only wish we had a fox and a pack, 1’d show you some sport.«


 »Well, it arn’t altogether impossible«, said Stevens: ‘ I'll find the fox, and maybe the dogs, though I can’t jist say they'll be the right sort.«


 »¢ Will you, though?« cried Baker.


 »I guess I will«, said Stevens, rising. »At four in the mornin’, day a’ter to-morrow, I’ll have the fox; you, the gov’ner, and the cap’n must git Farmer to ride over; I'll ondertake the rest.«


 Neither I nor Baker had any doubt that Stevens would redeem his promise, since we knew him to be an excellent trapper, and to have pens and traps in all directions, both in and around the timber; many a fat turkey had he thus ensnared and brought to the log in triumph. Hence, though we had our doubts of the existence of foxes, still, having much faith in Stevens, we looked to the hour with anticipations more homely and natural than had been ours for many a day.


 Late on the night which was to usher in the hunting morn, Josiah entered the log, and intimated that in Big Creek pen (the trapper had a name for every one) there was a fox alive and kicking, of a nature likely to ensure the kind of sport which we had described. Baker's eye flashed, his nose dilated, and despite the drawbacks of a fox-hunt without a horse fit for a hog-hunt, or a dog for a rat-hole, he was so delighted at the idea kindled in his mind, that everything was forgotten save that there was a fox, and that next day he was to afford us a run.


 It will readily be credited that Baker was up ere even the musquitoes had made a move. I followed, and found him in the stable (i. ¢., the prairie) with a halter in one hand, and in the other a pan with a little corn; with this he was making great efforts to tempt the horse which was to bear him through the day’s work to surrender his liberty; but, like the Chinese in the tale, it was all No-Gho! Half-an-hour of half light was thus consumed. I, luckily, had hoppled mine over-night, and given him the length of a lazzo and young Schmidt the German batcher’s cow-whip (seven yards long), one end of which I had attached toa post, and the other to the horse-rope; unfortunately, however, a portion of it was greasy, and the rascally prairie wolves had eaten it away and set my nag at liberty; still, as he was hoppled, I caught him cleverly, and the only harm done was the destruction of Schmidt’s leathern thong.


 After a hearty breakfast of pork, venison, coffee, and bitters, we started. Was ever the like seen before? Following Stevens, who perspired in a few minutes from every pore, in vain endeavours to urge his pony to a gallop, the whole party—-men, horses, mules, niggers, and dogs—presented the appearance of a posse comitatus of Jew-clothesmen going to arrest a malefactor. Old sou’-westers—the very image of coal-heavers’ broad-brims—straw hats without crowns, and crowns without brims; red flannel shirts, and deer-skin unmentionables; rifles, pistols, muskets, and cavalry spurs; horses, mules, mastiffs, hounds, bull-dogs, Mount St. Bernard and Newfoundland breed, barking, yelping, running here, running there; Yankee jokes, and roars of laughter at the whole tarn-out: such was the order of the day. Baker, however, rode along unmoved, grave, solemn, and sedate. There was no fun in it to him: it was a fox-hunt, and therefore too serious a matter to be laughed at. Who can tell what thoughts of home, of England, of love and youth, what tender and holy recollections, what deep well-spring of feeling had been excited in my friend’s bosom by the matter in hand? Thought, feeling, memory, reminiscences of the past, are to the exile pearls of great price, and are not to be lightly estimated.


 At length we reached a small streamlet, which we waded through in fine style, and stood upon the confines of Big Creek pen. In an instant, to save the fox being torn in pieces at the first start, which, seeing he wasn’t used to the thing, was exceedingly likely, every man took charge of his own dog, and, despite resistance, hoisted big and little on the saddle before him. This precaution taken, Josiah dismounted and advanced | to the pit. Baker and I interchanged glances of anxious import. _Behind us was a thick wood; on each side a creek which met in the forest; before was the prairie, freshly burnt and clear, an island of timber breaking its monotony in the distance. Stevens reached the pen, and in an instant the captive was free. Away it went like the wind; the dogs were loosed, and I dug my spurs furiously into the sides of my antiquated Mustang, just as 1 heard Baker cry—‘ Good God! It’s an infernal old wolf!«’


 I fairly roared. Stevens had caught a caiote or prairie wolf for a fox. Still, every dog was after him, some using the nose, and some the eye. The Yankees ’cutely reckoned it almighty fun, and helter skelter every horseman took after in high glee. My steed was tall, and, as I soon found, had life in him. I took the lead, and, excited beyond measure, kept the wolf and two of the dogs in view. Ten minutes passed, when hearing not a sound behind me I glanced in search of my companions. To the right Baker and Josiah were hard at it, with three dogs and two wolves; while to my left, the whole of the rest were scampering after a herd of deer which certain of our hounds had started. But still my wolf kept on. He was a heavy customer, and but that the dogs were not swift of foot, and suffered much from the prairie stubble, would have been settled in no time. As it was, he held on manfully, keeping a straight line for the island of timber. As this did not suit my views, I whipped up my Rosinante, and diverging to the right, soon passed him at a rattling pace. In another minute he had taken the desired direction, and Baker once more joined me. The two wolves and the two dogs I could not see, but I had ‘ other chins to shave«, and accordingly kept on at the heels of Lion and Turk, whose blood being up, gave evident tokens of wolfish propensities. The chase took to a brook, and swam; Lion saw hin, and did the same; when Turk—imagining, I suppose, that his confrère would not go wrong—dashed in also. I was in for it, and though doubting my steed’s capabilities, made him try the leap. To my astonishment he did it, as did also Baker’s, though with his it was touch and go.


 At it we went again, the clear music of the dogs in the high grass; we had passed the burn, our only guide, when suddenly we came once more upon clear ground, Lion’s nose was within three inches, at the most, of the wolf’s tail, and Turk was gaining on him too at a most killing rate. In one instant more, and Lion was at the beast’s throat; ere we could come up, the dogs had settled our Texan fox!


 »By Jove, captain«, cried Baker, whose animated and flushed countenance gave evidence of the delight which he had experienced, it is not so bad after all, though the fox did turn out a wolf!«


 « It was altogether the best thing I’ve seen in this country«, replied I; ‘« and if once we are settled, I conclude we'll show these Yankees a: thing or two.«


 »They want it«, continued he; ”but, never mind, we've had a first-rate morning, and—«


 He did not finish the sentence, for at that moment a fine buck swept; by; our dogs took up the cry of their comrades behind, the whole pack joined, and away English and Yankee dashed in the full enjoyment of a stag-hunt. We had breathed our horses, which now showed that, ugly. and bony as they were, they could yet do the deed. The buck was a. fine one, and wide awake too, for seeing that the open plain forbade his: dodging the dogs, he took to the cover of a pine grove, leaping the brook; which supplied Todville with fresh water. The whole party pulled up, e but satisfied from previous experience that my hunter would do it, - though thirty-two shillings had been his price, I gave him the word,. and—we rolled together, but on the opposite side. Neither was hurt, and away we went again, and would doubtless have been in at the death, but that an envious branch, while dashing through the wood, caught ‘ me, and cast me very neatly to the ground.


 My horse was not hurt, but my leg was sprained and my arm a trifle. damaged; accordingly I gave in, and returned quietly, as well as I could, to Todville. When the rest rejoined, the buck had swam Dickenson’s bayou, and ere the dogs could sight or nose him, had disappeared. Glorious and jolly was the evening. The supper was excellent, the liquor potent, the tobacco mild and genuine, and with these concomitants it would have been hard if we had not succeeded in losing our heads—our hearts in Texas it was hard to lose. When I say lost our heads, speak figuratively; for, with the merry author of the »Student of Hanlan«, we opine that-


 »Sure ‘tis a prospect one’s nerves to relax,
 To think that one’s head should be docked by an axe,
 Or a hatchet, or great guillotine;
 And if we should live long enough ever to see
 Our ova head struck off! O, we hope it may be
 By a copper-plate printing maschine!
 Or we ton‘t mind wood blocks
, So they be bat of box,
 And the headsman an artist of name;
 But, an if we be hung
, We shall hope to be slung
 In a neat little maple-wood frame.«


  


 -THE END-


[3]See »The Porcelain Tower; or, Nine Stories of China«, by T. T. T., a very clever and witty composition.
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 Hunting in Ethiopia.


 The_New_sporting_magazine 01/1849.


  


 Some time ago I entertained my readers with the records of two recollections, in which friends were concerned; I now set aside my own memories, though only for a while, to introduce the British public to the sports of South Abyssinia. Major W. C. Harris, well known to every lover of hunting on a large scale, by his delightful »Wild Sports in Southern Africa«, and »Portraits of African Game Animals«, has published a book[4], replete with information of every kind, written in a style at once animated, florid, glowing, and nervous, full of adventure and hair-breadth escapes, and bringing us in immediate contact and intimate acquaintance with a people of whom we knew before literally nothing—the reports of the French spy, Rochel d'Hericourt, being so full of glaring falsehoods as to be worthless, and Messrs. Combes and Tamisier being little known in this country. The result of Major Harris's visit is of great political and commercial importance; his account of Shoa, its king, people, priests, and productions, deeply and singularly interesting; and to as in particular his sporting recollections are replete with stirring and delightful charms. »The hunting portion of the Eesah tribe, remarks our traveller, while on his perilous journey from Tajura to Ankober, »usually carry a rude bamboo flute, the wild plaintive cadence of which is believed to charm the ostrich. Universally skilled in woodcraft, the ferocious subjects of Ibu Fara may be styled a nation of hunters, many being proprietors of trained ostriches, which graze during the day with the flocks in the open plain, and have their legs hobbled at night, to preclude wandering. These gigantic birds are employed with great success in stalking wild animals, a trained donkey being also in constant use, lashed below the belly of which the archer is carried among the unsuspecting herd, when his arrows, poisoned with the milk of the euphorbia antiquorum, deal death on every side.«


 To us poor folk at home, content to slay a pheasant, or at most a deer in the highlands, the following is awfully tantalising: »Judgment was calmly delivered, until the arrival of some breathless horseman, with intelligence of the discovery of a colony of baboons, would arrest the proceedings, »Sáhela Sélassie ye moot?' inquired the sporting monarch of Shoa, on one of these occasions; are they well surrounded?« Being assured of this, »his majesty galloped towards the spot, followed by every rifle and fowling piece of which the imperial armoury could boast. On the verge of a deep valley a countless pig-faced army was presently revealed, laying waste the rising crop. Lusty veterans, with long flowing manes, strutted consequentiously among the ladies; and others, squatted upon their haunches, with many a ghastly grin displayed their white teeth whilst hunting down the vermin that infested their rough shaggy coats. Casting aside his chequered robe, the king, with all the ardour of a school-boy, dashed into the middle of the amazed group, and, under a running fire from himself and courtiers, the field was presently strewed with slain and wounded. Mangled wretches were now to be seen dragging their mutilated limbs behind them, in ineffectual exertions to reach the precipitous chasm of the Bereza, where white foaming waters were thundering below; whilst the grimacing survivors, far out of danger, whooped in echoes amid the bush-grown clefis, to re-assemble the discomfited forces.«


 After this brilliant victory of the King of Shoa, an elephant-hunt is quite refreshing. Nine tailors make a man; in Shoa forty gallas make an elephant; and, at all events, to kill an elephant is equivalent to the destruction of forty of the human denizens of the forest. Immense terror filled the souls of the dusky Abyssinians at the desperate nature of European courage, and with difficulty were beaters found; at length »a gallop of three miles through a dense covert, consisting of strong elastic wands, interlaced with prickly weeds and coarse spear-grass, left the crowd far in the rear; and, arriving at the spot where the animals had been viewed, 'Yellow Horse,' with half a score of his wild riders, was alone present. The deep holes left by the feet of the monstrous animals in the wet sand at the water's edge were still bubbling from below; and from the summit of a tree, the broad backs of a herd being presently identified at some distance, by the measured flapping of their huge ears, it was resolved that the native allies should tarry where they were, whilst two of the party proceeded quietly to the attack on foot, before the governor, with his noisy retinue, should arrive from the rear. After much opposition on the part of old Boroo, who vowed that the despot would hold him responsible for the accident which the rash measure was certain to entail, the arrangement was finally carried. A stealthy advance up the wind, under cover of the copse wood, soon revealed a small open area which had been trampled completely bare; and in its centre, beneath the scanty shade of a venerable camel-thorn, which had been well polished by continual rubbing, stood a gigantic bull, surrounded by four of his seraglio. British credit was now completely at stake. Creeping, therefore, to the extreme verge of the covert, in order to render certainty more sure, a two-ounce ball, planted in the only small fatal spot presented by the huge target, laid low the mighty patriarch of the herd, whose fall made the earth to tremble. One of the survivors, rushing towards the ambush, received a volley of hard bullets in her broad forehead, which turned the attack, and brought her also to the ground, after a flight with her companions of fifty yards. She, however, rose, after some minutes, and escaped into the thick forest to die, attention being meanwhile entirely engrossed by the tusker, the noble quarry, who, although prostrate on his side, like a fallen tower, manifested in his dying moments, by sundry portentous noises and uncouth struggles, an inclination to assume an erect position. His destruction was speedily completed; but it was still impossible to leave the spot, from a conviction that the haggart Amhara rabble would not fail to claim the honour and the credit of having slain the prize with their powerless spears, should any perchance find the carcass during the absence of the lawful proprietors—a surmise which was fully confirmed by the appropriation of the tail as a trophy, by the very first man who made his appearance.«


 It is while reading the soul-stirring narratives of such a delightful, animated, and vigorous writer as Major Harris, where every page beams with something new, interesting, and extraordinary, that we again wish ourselves amid those scenes which we sought to describe last month. Major Harris, too, had a buffalo-hunt-not amid cunt. less myriads, which are seen in the great western prairie--not with the daring and intrepid red-skin, it is true, but amid influences no less entrancing and moving. Oh, there is an intense, exciting, deep pleasure in the wild and dangerous chase, which, to be comprehended, must be felt! But a truce to our reflections, which can be spared for another opportunity. »At break of day the hunters were in the saddle. Last night's traces of the wanton strength of the giant monarch of the forest were visible among the noble trees. Huge branches, twisted from the stein, lay scattered in various quarters, and the fresh footmarks of the devastators were presently discovered. Several ineffectual attempts had been made to decrease the number of the rabble train, and the disturbance created had the effect, like the tail of the rattle-snake, of warning all of the approach of enemies. Myriads of clamorous guinea-fowl, whirring above the grove, in every direction, spread the alarm far and wide; and the quarry, driven deeper and deeper into the dark recesses, finally look shelter in a sea of tangled bulrushes, which skirted the borders of numerous rivulets of running waters that pour their muddy tribute into the Gasary. During several hours thus fruitlessly passed, the strenuous and unanimous exertions of the retinue were most unremitting to prevent success; but a limited party on foot, with three of the governor's braves, were at length induced to lead the way into the covert. Here the cast of a few hundred yards revealed the tracks of a buffalo, and the trail was carried through thick groves of wild tamarisk, where shady boughs, meeting overhead, formed natural bowers and arcades. The tumult had now ceased. Whilst stealing in Indian file through vast fields of tall flags, and carefully avoiding contact with every projecting twig, the fresh traces of the quarry frequently demonstrated that he was close at hand; and at length a measured splashing of water in the broad channel below gave notice of his actual presence. The leading Adel cast a keen glance through the intervening screen of blue tamarisk, and, turning, pointed to both his eyes. From the brink of the river-bank a noble buffalo was perceived rolling from side to side, as it waded indolently across the stream, which reached above the girth, ever and anon whisking its tasselled tail, to dislodge a host of persecuting flies. Its intention evidently was to land immediately below the ambush taken; and, as less than fifty yards intervened, each step advanced rendered the target more unfavourable. A two-ounce ball in the point of the shoulder, though it tumbled the unwieldy animal on its haunches, did not sufficiently paralyze its giant strength to bring it fairly down; and, before another rifle could be obtained, it had burst from the eddying water, and plunged into the adjacent thicket. No trace of blood rewarded the closest scrutiny; and, after a few minutes' deliberation, the attendants pronounced the animal unscathed; but finding the party positive as to the spot in which the bullet had taken effect, and firmly resolved not to abandon the quest, several able casts were made among the tall flags that waved over the rivulet. Fifteen minutes passed on without a whisper, when a low whistle from the thicket proclaimed the success of Koerbo, the Adel. He had discovered the wounded beast recumbent in the darkest recesses of the tamarisk grove, its red eyes gleaming through the gloom, saliva streaming in bell-ropes from the mouth, and the breathing hard and husky. A faint charge ensued, but its strength was on the wane, and as it stumbled across a prostrate bough, its demolition was completed.” The remainder must be sought for in the Major's delightful volumes, which, despite the gibes of certain interested and ignorant detractors, are, without exception, the most useful, agreeable, and meritorious travels which have appeared for many a season. All those who have not the book, let them buy-the money will be well spent.


 We have nothing to do with aught save the sporting portion, in this place; and if our readers think not that delightful, we pity their taste.


  


 -THE END-


[4]The Highlands of Ethiopia.” By Major W. Cornwallis Harrie, Longman and Co. Three volumes. 1844.
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 A Deer-Hunt in the Krapach Mountains


 The New Sporting Magazine 05/1849.


  


 Vienna is celebrated all over Europe as a town of pleasure. Every material satisfaction, every unintellectual enjoyment is to be had in sufficient abundance to drown, during a brief period, the recollection of more exalted joys. »Paris alone unites all«, says P. Viardot—" Paris alone satisfies the body and the mind: it is found nowhere, and regretted everywhere.” But, despite this encomium, Vienna beats it hollow for hunting; you may seek within a circle of three hundred miles round Notre Dame, in all France, from Dunkirk to Marseilles, from Strasbourg to Bayonne, and you will not find one spot which can furnish the same quantity and variety of game to be found in the poorest canton of Austria, Moravia, or Bohemia. There the pettiest lord around his little castle has truly royal hunts—such as Versailles, St. Germain, Compiegne, Rambouillet furnished in the days of Charles X. Well understood, with all this the peasantry have nothing to do, or the hunters would increase, and the game decrease, in equal proportions, until there would be more guns than game. Nevertheless, to the great grief of the ancient nobility, an edict of Joseph II. allowed the least seedy of the vassals to be present at certain periodical massacres; i. e., the bailliff, the notary, the surgeon, and even the curate. These annual St. Bartholomews have somewhat diminished the number of the animals, and the complaint in Germany now is that game decreases most wonderfully; a day's sport will no longer yield fifteen hundred pieces, ana ere must be satisfied with seven or eight hundred! Can any one subunit to anything so wretched? To dwell in Vienna during the spring, when no sport is allowed or possible, is to suffer the torments of Tantalus. One sees the mountains of Styria, where the heath-cock dwells with the chamois; one crosses the imperial park, where wild boars wander side by side with stags and does; one wanders in the fertile fields, where thousands of partridges and pheasants make their nests; and all this for nothing. Go not to Vienna in the spring, if you would not be tantalized to death. One day, however, when I was in that City, after three months of hope deferred, I was invited by Prince F-- S-- to hunt a deer on one of his estates in Hungary. The chace was to begin in June, when antlers adorn the male, and there is no longer fear of mistaking the doe for the buck. Our departure was soon arranged; and after some little trifling difficulties-for in Vienna a man proposes and the police dispose—we found ourselves crossing the promenade of Prater; fine, doubtless, but about which the inhabitants make too much fuss: a Roman would have seen an augury in this place. Drawn by the newly-cut grass, troops of deer had boldly advanced to the last straggling houses of the Faubourg Leopoldstadt. Some ruminated (or, vulgo, chewed the cud) beneath the trees of the wide alleys, and others took such impertinent possession of the road that our driver had to use his whip to clear the way. We soon arrived at the Danube, and leaped on board one of its innumerable steamboats. We at length reached Presburg, where we determined to breakfast. While our voiture was preparing, we entered the auberge of the Bœuf-rouge; and seeing that I was a stranger, the waiter brought me, with my veal steak, or »biftek de veau,« as my friend the Prince called it, a Latin newspaper. It was a dominical sheet called the »Utraque Republica. I laid it down, and ate my veal beefsteak! Quitting the Bœuf-rouge, we traversed the whole town of Presburg—still small, but which takes every day a new importance, as the capital of the most numerous of the races, which being agglomerated form the Austrian empire. Hungary has ten millions of inhabitants, and an extent as great as that of all the other provinces together. The day was a market-day; the people poured out upon the public places, presenting a rare spectacle in these days---an original physiognomy and a national costume. The men had fur caps, or huge black felt hats, like those worn by the peasants of Berri; beneath which they hid their long hair, thick with grease, which is laid on in great quantities, to destroy vermin. Some wore the laced hussar costume, the real dress of an Hungarian; others, the large and heavy cloak of the Sclavonian. A certain mark, however, distinguished the two races who inhabit the country—all the Hungarians have mustachios, the Sclavonian never wears any. As to the women—sweet creatures!—they are muffled up in long woollen handkerchiefs, red, blue, green, or perhaps of speckled materials. Nearly all walk bare-footed and bare-legged; the few who can afford a covering for this tender member wear, like the men, heavy round-toed boots. As in all parts of Germany, and even in America where Germans are located, the women do the hardest work both in towns and fields. For example: among these slow heavy people, it is women who serve as hodmen to masons, who prepare the mortar, and carry it up the ladders to the men; a refinement of indelicacy and severity of labour which would be nowhere else tolerated for a single instant.


 Leaving Presburg, we soon reached the high road, passing continually long pieces of wood, and even whole trees; resting on two pair of wheels, and drawn by those great grey and ample horned bulls peculiar to Hungary, or one of those wicker-ware chariots, in which is piled a whole family, reminding one of the Cimbri or the Huns, who made of them tents and entrenchments. Then we occasionally passed on a narrow char-à-banc, whipping up a little horse, harnessed to the left side of a pole: one of those country-squires, half gentleman, half labourer, whom the Hungarians call dominus respectabilis. Amidst these little events, and files of bare-footed village-girls, we arrived at the foot of the Krapach, or Carpathian mountains. In a charming valley, consecrated to the Virgin Mary (Marienthal), was the prince's habitation and ex-convent, suppressed by King Joseph. A deer-hunt, the matter which had brought me thus unexpectedly into Hungary, is managed in this country after various fashions. On horseback the matter would be extremely difficult, because of the extreme abruptness of the valleys; neither do they know the harmonious sound of the horn, or the no less delightful music of the hounds. If they do course, it is with small dogs; a species of beagle, which only start the animal, and drive him no farther than his little shrill voice can be heard. Battues are also made; but the ordinary and surest chase is the simplest thing in the world, the very counterpart of the back-wood hunting of America. Without companion, and even without a dog, one goes, rifle in hand, alone, seeking the deer in the forest, as the poacher in our parks seeks the timid hare. The animal is often found crouched beneath a tree, and shot at the first leap; at other times its track is followed, either on the snow or on the damp earth; oftener still is seen in the distance his red skin amid the foliage; on other occasions his elegant shape is distinguished beneath the straight limbs of the forest; to approach and shoot is all then that is required. In Prussia, where the forests are as flat as a pancake, the stag is hunted in little four-wheeled chariots, which, despite their noise and size, frighten him less than a man alone. This Krapach hunting is then easy; but one must have a knowledge of the country and of the habits of the game; one must have a piercing eye, a constant vigilance, patience, and, as a Trinity pilot hath it, snug froid; in a word, the eye must be open and the mouth shut. The Prince chose me, from among his keepers, an excellent guide. He was an ancient poacher; and, like ex-smugglers and ex-thieves received into the revenue and police service, he was the terror of his ancient accomplices, of whose tricks and cunning he was by experience well aware. Though his step was heavy, and his pipe ever in action, I could not have had a better instructor in my novitiate. With the eye and ear of a Mohican-Uncas, the strength of a Basque, he had the imperturbable calm of a grenadier in a sentry-box. His silence was unbroken by a sound. In obedience to the new decrees of the Diet, Piôtr (Peter) spoke only Hungarian; Latin he eschewed, and of German he knew nothing. Our only means of communication, therefore, were signs; which were sufficient, though inclining us neither to gossip nor noise. As it was not late when we reached Marienthal, I that day made my first campaign, and even sliot at a deer which my guide perceived, with a second-sight beyond the instinct and nose of a greyhound, by a little reddish tint amid the leaves of a close-pressed grove. Unhappily, I had entered into no compact with the red devil of Freyschütz, and accordingly my ball settled in a little standard which covered the body of the animal. Piôtr took it gravely out of the tree with his knife, put it in lis pocket, and proved to me by unanswerable pantomime that had the ball passed an inch to the right or left the animal had been dead. The Prince, who had walked another way, was not luckier than I, but promised me better sport at daybreak, if indeed I preferred not to sleep. Nettled at the insinuation, I exclaimed that no hour would be too early for me, and the morning-hunt was decided on.


 I was still engaged in discussing the merits of a first sleep when Piôtr entered my apartment. Cap in hand, he respectfully ordered me to rise. I leaped out upon the bear-skin carpet, and dressed myself by a wax candle, which my guide held in a lantern. It was one hour after midnight. Once outside the park, and our lantern extinguished, we found ourselves in a thicket. The night was so dark that one struck against a tree ere seeing it. I walked behind my keeper, like a raw recruit behind a veteran; and though he had traversed the path three hundred times in a year, he himself found some difficulty in progressing. Passing by several slate quarries, where the labourers were already at work, we mounted a narrow gorge along the edge of a torrent. we encountered rivulets falling from the mountain-tops, and which caused us to wade above our ankles. In difficult places Piôtr gave me his hand. Once, when necessary to leap the torrent, he took me without ceremony upon his huge shoulders, and, a gun in each hand, trod with his huge red leather boots amid the rolling pebbles. I should little have cared for wet feet; but on the preceding evening, running after the missing deer, I hurt my leg beyond the power of the cure which a charitable chambermaid would have effected by means of deer-fat, the local balsam of Fier-à-bras. Despite the difficulties of the route, we reached our post one hour before dawn. It was the crest of a hillock, a nipple of the valley’s bosom, whence at dawn we could gaze upon the valley itself, and upon a mountain-slope facing us. The approach of dawn had freshened the air; a brisk wind blew in my face; huge black clouds which rolled over our heads discharged a fine, penetrating, and freezing rain. I had been quite hot during our walk; in a quarter of an hour my teeth chattered. The good keeper pitied me; he begged me, with pathetic gestures, to return to the house, showed me the sky, then the road to the convent. His mute eloquence was vain. I held out, recollecting the Spanish proverb:


 »Gucrra, caza y amores
 Por un placer mil dolores;«


 and as in love so in hunting. Piôtr's conscience being satisfied, the good man ceased his persuasions, buttoned up his grey coat garnished with green, nestled like a rabbit in a thick hush, struck a light, and puffed away at his old pipe. I did the best I could, and awaited the dawn. At the first crepuscular light, I saw at a short distance a brown mass, which certainly was not a shadow. I took aim; deuce a bit could I catch a glimpse of the sight; and, as I was not quite sure of my game, I hesitated. If it were one of those half-wild horses which pasture in the hills, what a scrape I should get into, thought I. Who knows? Perhaps the »Gazette d’Augsbourg” would cry out that the enemy were carrying fire and sword into Hungary. I abstained, and heaven recompensed me; for, as day became more distinct, the rain ceased. Piôtr came out of his den, and departed on a scouting expedition, while I stood sentinel. He returned in a few minutes, making long strides, and bade me follow him. About fifty yards from the spot he stretched out his hand in the direction of the opposite slope, and showed me what rendered me joyous and active. It was a stag, standing as if he had been a model to a painter. He was upright, in the midst of a clearing; motionless, his head on high; and one could, despite the distance, count the branches of his antlers. Near him, under his patriarchal protection, browzed a number of fawns and does. It was indeed the crowned king of the forest.


 To find, see, and admire him was something; but the difficult part remained—we had to approach him. By a long circuit we gained a wood which appeared likely to bring us to the animal, and under shelter of which we did in reality come into his neighbourhood; but, at the closest calculation, we were then about three gun-shots from him, and between lay the undergrowth of one year, in which the beast was feeding with his seraglio. No shelter, nothing to hide my advance; scarcely was there here and there some bushy excrescence from certain ancient trunks, or some standard left for future growth. Happily, I thought of my old favourite, Levaillant, and recollected the industry with which he and his Hottentots approached the giraffe and the rhinoceros in the land of the great Namaquirs. I did like them, or rather like an Indian or white hunter of the prairie-I almost crawled on one side, my gun in my right hand, and pressed against my body; aiding myself by toes, heels, and elbows, I crept along the wet grass like a serpent. I now felt all the anxiety of fear and hope. Luckily, my good genius brought two coocoos to cover, by their matutinal duo, the least noise which I might make. By these means I at length arrived, breathless with inward joy, within gun-shot of the deer, which, quite peaceable, and thinking of no danger or harm, fed leisurely at some fifty paces. I rose slightly behind a fallen tree, on which I rested my gun. The day was now bright, no buckler shielded the animal, and I passed a ball through his body. The poor beast took a gigantic leap, and fell head foremost, uttering a plaintive cry. It was dead as a herring. Piôtr rushed up, joyous and proud. We tied together the four feet of the animal, passed between its legs a pole which we cut upon the spot; and behold us, one behind and one before, carrying our trophy, like the old man and his son in the fable, carrying the ass. We returned thus whence we came; and as silence was no longer necessary, I chaunted a ditty as I descended along the side of the torrent, this time as warm as a toast. I entered the house, knocked up, famished, torn, wet through, wounded, and with a terrible cold; but I had killed a deer in the Krapach mountains. I spare my reader my subsequent adventures, but venture to assure him that with a fine country, fine landscape, excellent accommodation, hospitable welcome, princely hunts, wines of Bude and Tohai, healthy and bracing air, the convent of Marienthal is the place for a sportsman to live and die in.


  


 -THE END-
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 A Sporting Excursion to the Rio del Trinidad


 Wild Sports in the Far West 10/1848.


  


 A few days after our return from the long hunting scrape, an event of which formed the subject of our last paper, I and several of my naval friends, nothing daunted at the rough rides, cold nights, wettings innumerable, hungry bellies, &c., which go often accompanied us on these journeys, stowed ourselves and guns on board a neat little craft of some six tons—a kind of juvenile whale-boat, which had an excellent cabin aft, and a hold as comfortable forward—in search of further amusement about the mouth and up the waters of the Trinity. This river, which is navigable for flat-bottomed steam-boats six hundred miles, is, for Texas,a noble stream. It is remarkably deep, with high, steep banks in some places, and is from forty to sixty yards in width. Along its shores and around its embouchure are found deer in vast abundance, coons, squirrels, and in proper season, about Anahuac, and from there to Liberty, vast flocks of ducks, geese, plovers, pelicans, and swans. There were, therefore, ample materials for a week’s goodly sport, even had the party been larger than it really was. Judge Bollaert, Lieuts. Snow and Arcambal, Capt. Tod and myself, accompanied by two hands, composed the crew of the little schooner-rigged craft, with plenteous store of ammunition, biscuit and tobacco, whiskey of course, rifles and fowling-pieces,and an Indian canoe of the smallest possible dimensions. As my Yankee friends were afflicted with laziness to a degree beyond the power of description, and desired nothing better than to smoke and chew until we arrived at our destination, the command and care of the Jim Crow devolved upon your very humble servant; which office I was nothing loth to accept, boat suiling being one of my passions, which, the more it is indulged, the more it grows upon me. And, in fact, what can be more delightful than, with a ‘»wet sheet and a flowing sea«, not forgetting »to wind that follows fast«,’ to plough the waters of the mighty eep; blue sky above and blue waves below; the breeze fanning your cheek and bracing up your nerves to a pitch of most healthy and beneficial excitement? It is indeed the very acmé of active enjoyment, preferable by far, in my opinion, to that produced by the rapid motion of a fiery steed, though that be passing excellent in its way.


 It was early dawn when we were summoned from our state rooms on board the good brig Archer, of eighteen guns; and being on deck the first, I could not but gaze with pleasure upon the scene before me—the wide-spreading bay; the mercantile shipping of France, England, Holland, and the United States; the picturesque wooden town of Galverton; and, more than all, the taut little schooner which some hundred yards distant lay at anchor, her sails snugly stowed and her deck newly painted, awaiting our arrival. In ten minutes we were put on board by the brig’s cutter; my companions, in one moment more, were puffing away in the cabin, save and except Tod, who never smoked, while I prepared to make sail. Our craft carried no jib; her sails were merely fore and aft and flying topsails. The wind and tide being in our favour, I ordered up anchor before we spread canvas; and, in a quarter of an hour, we were walking the waters in fine style, the wind five points free, the sails all drawing, the starboard gunwale under water, my two Yankee Jack Tars smoking forward, and I, where I love to be, at the helm. As soon as all else was right and straight, sheets belayed, halyards hoisted to their utmost, and the out-alls pulled to their utmost stretch, I sent up my pennant to the mainmast head, my ensign to the peak, and received the salute of a twenty-four pounder in return. Having illuminated a cigar, I then sat down and prepared to take my duties as steersman easy, though the wind seemed little likely to permit anything so unsailor-like or unprofessional. The breeze freshened up visibly at each moment of time; puffs—always scaly customers—began to be felt; and when passing Pelican island we came into the full, long sweep of the bay, now thirty miles deep, a short and nasty sea breaking over us continually. The wind, too, headed us fast; and I was compelled to alter the beautiful trim of my gallant little vessel, which I hoped (most presumptuously, as it proved) to preserve until our journey’s end. This, of course, was no joke to my companions, who the more the wind headed, the less comfortable was the cabin; the schooner lying down ut each point of freedom she lost.


 »Draw aft the mainsheet, aft the foresheet!« cried I; which being done, our tidy, stiff, and clean-bottomed craft, though in only ballast trim, began, in nautical phrase, to »kick up a bobbery«, plunging more under into a heavy sea at each moment, lying down with half her deck under water, and making very little headway. ‘The wind all this time was heading us off the desired quarter, until it gradually blew in our teeth. This was vexatious, arguing promise of a long and disagreeable beat to windward; or, worse still, it gave us the alternative of »up stick«, and a run for the harbour we had left. This latter move was not to be thought of, all being aware of the ridicule which would await us from our messmates.


 »I tell you what, friend«, cried Judge Bollaert from the cabin, who, lying on his back on the weather side, was very uncomfortably situated, the plunging of Jim Crow having already sent a cigar almost down his throat, »if your craft don’t right herself, I shall take the command. The schooner is all on one side, Cap’n; and I am s0 high up, I conclude not to come down again.«


 While my naval friends were laughing over the facetious judge's sally, the breeze continued to increase in force, and I took in my topsails. By this time we were off Red Fish Bar, the wind giving promise of a heavy gale, or at all events a severe squall, which often, in all parts contiguous to the Mexican Gulf, comes on in this manner without notice. Determined, however, to gain the mouth of Clare Creek before night, I wore ship, and stood for the channel which leads between two of the Red Fish islands, into the upper portion of the bay. On this board, however, it was not to be done; so down went my helm again, round came Jim Crow, and away we flew once more on the larboard tack. The wind now blew with great fury, the bay heaved and swelled and foamed, the surf rolled furiously on the shell islands; and when at length, during a brief and severe, but fair squall, I scudded under the foresail through the channel, the water boiled as if in a whirlpool. Our position was now serious jn the extreme; the breeze, as soon as the squall was over, returned to its former quarter; a roaring surf, on the barren shores of islands, was under our lee; to windward, the open bay. In order to save ourselves from going ashore, we were close-hauled under single-reefed main and foresail, drifting terribly to leeward all the while. By standing a quarter of an hour on one tack, and a quarter of an hour on the other, we gained a trifle to windward; when, about two o’clock, it cleared a little, the wind gradually veered round, and then moderated. Shaking out the reefs and setting the flying topsails, I headed tor an abandoned house on Clare Creek, which we reached an hour before sunset. I cannot do better, to give an idea of this place, than quote my own words, when recording the events of a former visit, in Bentley’s Miscellany for November last: »The spot was sufficiently picturesque, both banks of the river or creek being shaded by lofty trees, with here and there a green opening, overhung by the branches of the cedar, the live oak, the elm, the haematack; while yappan and peccan bushes and hickory trees fill up the intermediate spaces between the larger trunks. Here and there a wild lemon tree, or the lofty climbing vine, met the eye; or, casting it some little distance above, it rested upon a grove of young pine trees, with their deep green hue, extending far out of sight, until hidden by a bend of the river.«


 Up this stream I sailed some hundred yards, until the trees so lessened the wind that the Jim Crow lost all way, when we poled her to the abandoned shanty, and moored close to the shore. It was now rather too late to commence our battue, if we could be content with biscuit and beef for supper, which, rather than stir, the majority seemed inclined to do. I and Bollaert, however, both English, and consequently less lazy than the others, and perhaps more gourmand, leaving the rest to prepare coffee, and, in case we failed, a bread and beef stew, sallied up the stream to a wide opening, which hitherto had never failed to give us an ample supply of wild fowl. I did not seek young Smith’s pond, as J should then have had to pass the »Hunting Widow” (for an explanation of which see the aforesaid Bentley), where I should have been sure of detention. Walking through the pine grove, we speedily came in sight of the large lake-like reach of the Bryon, and a flock of ducks rose instantly from the reeds, which grew far into the water. Four of these rewarded our fire, which having brought on shore, we left on the bushes, taking care to mark the spot.


 A cautious survey of the whole length and breadth of the opening satisfied us that no other game were within reach, save a large party of swans at the farther extremity of the bend; and as in half an hour the sun would be down, we hastened to profit by the interval. A ford, in which the water was not over the knee, enabled my companion to cross to the opposite side, along which he agreed to creep, keeping himself out of view as much as possible. The swans were close to my side, and it was agreed that I should fire first, when he, on their reaching the opposite bank, could give them his two barrels. Loading my double shooting-iron with swan and buck shot, I entered within the bushes, and crept with great caution in the required direction. The pine grove being without undergrowth enabled me in a very short time to gain a concealed position within forty yards of the spot, where


 »The swan, with arched neck
 Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows
 Her state with cary feet.«


 Not one however, but dozens, were sailing about with the majestic air peculiar to this beautiful bird. Being placed in a species of half circle, the wings of which were towards me, I could at first not get more than one in line at a time; but the attention of the downy-breasted rara avis being drawn to the opposite bank by the heavy stumbling of my friend Bollaert, a commotion instantly ensued, during which I got three heads in line, and gave them both barrels. The rout that ensued was ludicrously rapid; away flew the swans towards the other shore, falling out of the frying pan into the fire, or, to be classical, from Scylla to Charybdis. Loading again, I waited the Judge’s fire, which came in about two minutes, sending the terrified creatures up stream; not however before I had levelled, and was about to fire again. I was prevented from carrying my intentions into effect by a startling interruption.


 »To cover, man! to cover! the Ingins, the bloody Ingins!" was the cry that arrested my fire, as my finger was on the trigger. Dropping on one knee behind a bush, I had time to conceal myself completely, while yet able to see all that passed, when the wild, unearthly, and appalling Whoop! of Indians followed. Casting my eyes in the direction whence the sound proceeded, I saw two dusky forms, in the dim light, of very doubtful character, also seeking the cover of bushes. To whip on my screw, scatter my shot, and insert a ball in each barrel, was the work of a few seconds; next minute I burst from the cover with a loud laugh.


 »Rock and Stevens, you rascals!« cried I, pointing my gun towards the point where, the minute before, I had seen two familiar faces. ‘Come out of that. Whoop! whoop! Ah, Judge, you thought they were Indians, did you?«


 »Indeed I did, and expected a warm tussle for our scalps«, replied my friend, laughing, as two young white hunters approached, in a garb sufficiently Indian, and faces so tanned as to warrant the error into which he had fallen.


 »Well, Jim Rock«, said I, ‘how are your sisters; quite well? Glad to hear it. So you are out scalp-hunting. That war-whoop was first-rate; but, next time you come the Wacco over us, dont shew your faces through the bushes.«


 »I know’d that wur it«, replied Jim, laughing. »Steve, here, would do it. I reck’nd it ’ud spile all the fun.«


 After some further parley, 1 induced the two hunters, both excellent shots and admirable guides, to join our party for a week; and then securing four swans, the result of our sport, we took our way whence we came, intending to pick up the ducks as we advanced.


 »The wolves is ater thim ducks, Cap’n«, said Jim Rock, as we approached the spot; a howling at the same time being plainly heard,.


 »Halt, there«, cried I; »if it be so, we'll give them pepper. Have your guns ready, and when I give the word Fire! fire.«


 In two minutes more we were in full view of the bush, round which a pack of the small prairie wolves were yelping, barking, and leaping in the most furious manner. A general volley from our small arms next instant woke the echoes of the forest; and away flew the caiotoe, leaving two of their comrades behind.


 »Darn my old skin!« said Josiah Stevens, »but thim’s cowardly brutes. A matter of twenty wolves and four men agin ’em; it’s rale mean.


 Our ducks were now secured, and in a very brief space of time we reached the camp; where, while our companions prepared a stew of swan, salt beef, venison (supplied by Rock and Stevens), and duck, I and Bollaert smoked the pipe of peace, recounting our adventures between the whiffs, and informing our friends of the valuable accession of strength we had secured, by far the most welcome part of our intelligence the sporting capabilities of the two young men being well known.


 We opine it to be a work of supererogation to say we supped with extraordinary appetite that night; after which we remained chatting and recounting hunting stories, adventures with Indians, and other exciting narratives, until sleep overcame us. About midnight I was left alone in my glory, a chorus of snoring proclaiming the occupation of my companions, and a full echo of wolves in the forest marking the vicinity of other living creatures. I soon also felt the influence of the drowsy god, and remained in deep slumber until dawn. For the conclusion of our adventures we must beg the reader’s patience until next month, when we shall once more launch our craft on the waters of Galveston Bay, in search of the mouth of the Trinity; and, should we arrive in safety, faithfully chronicle our deeds and misdeeds.


  


 -THE END-


 The blind Squatter.


 Chambers Edinburgh Journal
1845.


  


 Nearly four hundred miles up the Trinity river, Texas, at the extreme point to which the flat-bottom steamboats run up in search of cotton and other productions, is Robins’ Ferry. Below, the river is narrow, with high steep banks, within the deep shadow of which the waters roll noiselessly and swiftly towards the ocean, while groves of somewhat stunted trees run down to the very edge of the cliffs: here, however, the stream expands into a broad and shallow lake, the shores of which are low, and even unsightly, as is generally the case in Texas.


 We arrived at a landing-place three miles below the - junction of the lake and river late one night, and early, the following morning I was paddling up against the stream in a light bark canoe, which, having but a slight hold in the water, served better to stem the current than one of larger dimensions. For some time I continued within the shadows of the cliffs in comparative gloom; but, after a somewhat fatiguing hour, my eye first caught a glimpse of the shallow lake, where I hoped to find sufficient abundance of wild-fowl to glut my - most murderous appetite as a sportsman. The dawn had long since passed, but nature appeared yet asleep, so calm, so still was that almost untrodden spot. Gliding swiftly out of the influence of the current, I allowed my canoe to stand motionless, while I gazed around. Far as the eye could reach, spread a perfect wilderness of waters, forward, to the right and to the left, perfectly unruffled, for not so much as a blade of grass or a leaf was stirring on the shore. Here and there rose huge trunks of trees, borne from above by the almost periodical inundations, and which, reaching some shallow part, became stationary, until time and decay removed them by degrees from their resting-place. Snags were visible all around, while a low bushy island lay about a quarter of a mile tothe southward. The waters sparkled in the sun, revealing at some distance the presence of hundreds of ducks, geese, and swans floating upon the sur face. For some time they remained unheeded, so charmed was I by the quiet beauty of the landscape; but at length the prospect of a late breakfast awoke my killing propensities, and, raising my paddle, I gave a true Indian sweep, and glided noiselessly towards the little island above alluded to.


 My progress was rapid, but not a sound could have been detected by any save an aboriginal. The bevy of ducks which had drawn me in that direction were sailing towards the island, and I was within gun-shot long before I was perceived, as, the better to deceive them, I lay almost on my face at last, and paddled with my hands. At length I allowed the canoe to drift with whatever impulse it had previously received, and cautiously clutching my double-barreled apology for a Joe Manton, rose in the boat. Ere, however, I could gain my feet, erack! crack! went the two barrels of a fowling-piece, a whistling was heard close to my ears, and the ducks, save and except a few victims, flew away with a loud rustling of wings. I was astounded. My first impulse was to return the fire at random, as the idea of Indians crossed my brain. I could, however, plainly detect the presence of a fowling-piece by the peculiar report, while it was clear the ducks had been the object aimed at. Still, the proximity of the lead to my ears was far from pleasant, and I hastened to prevent a recurrence of so dangerous an experiment. »Hollo! friend«, cried I, in a loud and somewhat angry voice, »are you duckshooting or man-shooting, because I should like to know?« A man rose instantly above the bushes. » Merciful Heaven«, cried he, »have I wounded you, sir? Come in, and I will explain this accident!«


 I readily complied, and a few minutes placed me beside the sportsman. I at once saw that he was blind. Nearly six feet high, thin, even gaunt, he presented a most remarkable appearance. Clothed in the ordinary garb of a backwoodsman, there was yet an intellectuality, and even nobility of character in his features, which struck me forcibly, while the sightless orbs at once revealed the cause of what had nearly proved a fatal accident. » You are not alone?’ said I, glancing curiously around the bushes. »I am«, he said with a smile, »quite alone. But let me most sincerely beg your pardon for having endangered your life. »No excuses«, said I, depositing the victims of his volley at his feet; »but if you would explain to me how you are here alone, and how, being here, you are thus employed, you will assuage a very strong feeling of curiosity.« » With pleasure«, he replied, » I owe you an explanation, and besides«, he continued, »1 believe we are countrymen, and this meeting gives me true delight. »I am an Englishman«, I said. »And I a Scotchman. In Britain it makes us countrymen; in a strange land it makes us brothers.«


 Struck by the blind man’s manner, I loaded, prairie fashion, a couple of corn cob pipes with some excellent leaf tobacco, and handing him one, seated myself quietly by his side. Closing his eyes, from habit, as if to read the past, he was silent for a few moments. »My name is Campbell«, he said at length, without further preface, »and by trade I am a cabinetmaker. »To begin at the beginning. When I was twenty, and that is not so long ago as you may think, I received an offer to go to New York. I was engaged to be married to a sweet cousin of mine. Poor Ellen! I could not go without her, and yet it was, they said, owre young to marry. Still the offer was good, and rather than I should lose the opportunity of advancing myself, they all consented it should be a wedding. The day after our happy union we sailed for the far west.


 »We reached New York in safety; I entered upon my employment with a firm and settled determination to secure, if not fortune, at least competence. Wages were in these days very high; I was a good workman; my master had confidence in me, and besides my wages as journeyman, paid me a salary as his foreman and clerk. As determined to lose no opportunity of advancement, I kept all his books after my regular day’s work was done. I saved more than half my earnings, and was as happy, I believe, as an industrious honest man can be; and if he, sir, cannot be happy, I know not who can«, »You are right«, said I; »an honest, sober, industrious working-man, with ample employment, respected by his masters, with a little family around him, should be the happiest of created beings. His wants are all supplied, without the cares and troubles of wealth. »So it was with me; I was very happy. At the end of ten years I had saved a large sum, and then, and only then, my wife presented me with my first and only child.«


 »With the consent, and by the advice even of my employers, who had my true interests at heart, I determined to start in business for myself; but not in New York. New Orleans was a money-making, busy place, and thither I removed. My success was unexpectedly great; my own workmanship was eagerly bought up, and I employed many men at the enormous wages of the south. Two misfortunes, however, now clouded my felicity; both attributable, I fear, to my desire for independence. The south did not agree with my wife, and ere I could restore her to a genial climate, she died. Sir, my sorrow was the sorrow, I hope, of a man and a Christian; but I felt it sorely. He only who has seen wife or child removed from him by death, can estimate my feelings. Existence for a time was a blank. I worked mechanically, but no more did her cheerful voice encourage my labours. I ate, I drank; ah, sir! it was then I missed her; at the morning meal, at dinner, over the tea board. As my eye rested on the empty chair on the opposite side of my little table, I could see in it the accustomed form; and then my heart seemed to turn cold, and the very blood to cease to flow. He who has not lost a wife or child, knows not real sorrow in this world. It is the severest trial man ever is put to. Well, sir, she died, and I was left alone with a little image of herself, my Ellen. A gayer, happier being never lived—always smiling, always singing. In time, she brought back some glimpse of Joy to my soul.


 »One morning I awoke with a peculiar sensation at my heart—I had caught the yellow-fever. I will not detail the history of this illness. Suffice, that it was three months ere I was restored to health; and then, by some extraordinary accident, it proved that I was blind; while my business was gone from me. I knew not what to do. You know, sir, the usual course of ruined men in New Orleans; they sell off secretly, shut their shutters, write G. T. T. (Gone to Texas) on the door, and are no more heard of. But I, sir, could not do this. I was, however, no longer fit for business: a quiet retreat in the woods was my best course of proceeding. Besides, my health was shattered, and I should not have lived in New Orleans. Accordingly, I contrived to raise a thousand dollars when I wound up my accounts, and with this and a negro slave, I and my child started for Texas. Blind, I was not fit to cope with men, and my object, therefore, was to retire, as far as was consistent with safety, into the woods.


 »Eight years ago I journeyed up this river, and reached this very spot. Francisco, my negro, was a devoted and faithful fellow, and worked hard, because I was a good master to him. We erected a hut upon yonder shore: it was a laborious operation; but it was at length completed. I have said I was a cabinetmaker; so was my negro; we therefore furnished the place elegantly for a backwoods dwelling.


 »Now to speak of my daughter. When we left New Orleans she was eight years old, and up to that age had been educated most carefully, her existence being, of course, that of a town girl. You know, sir, the lazy luxurious habits of the pestilential city, and how little they fit one for roughing life in the woods. Well, Nelly was transplanted hither, preserving and increasing her accomplishments, and yet has she become a perfect prairie bird. Her fingers ply the rude needle required to make these coarse garments; she and Francisco prepare them for use. We have a female slave, Francisco’s wife, but hers is out-door work; and Nelly makes butter, cooks, ay, sir, and even cleans. And she is quite happy, singing all day long; and if an hour can be found for a book, she is in paradise.


 »Singular as it may seem, I do most of the hunting; at all events, all the wild-fowl shooting. With the dawn I am up; and in my dug-out, which I pull, while Nelly steers, I land here, and conceal myself in the bushes, while she returns to prepare breakfast. With my loss of sight I have gained an additional strength of hearing. I can detect immediately the approach of the ducks and geese on the water, and if once they come near enough, am sure not to waste my powder and shot. After about a couple of hours she returns for me. Her time 1s now nearly up: you shall see her, and breakfast at New Edinburgh.«


 At this instant a diminutive sail caught my eye at the distance of a hundred yards. Rising, I perceived a small canoe gliding before a slight breeze which had arisen, and rapidly approaching. »The foresail and mainsail concealed its occupant; but presently a melodious voice was heard carolling a merry ditty.


 There is my child«, said Campbell, his voice hushed to a whisper; »there is my child. I never hear her sing but 1 see her mother before me«


 »Well, father«, cried Nelly, taking in her little sail; »no ducks for me to pick up? not one. You are unlucky this morning.


 At this moment she caught sight of my naval uniform, and stopped short. »This gentleman was kind enough to pick them up for me, and you must give him a seat in the boat.«


 Nelly approached. »Though tanned by the sun, one could still see the blue-eyed Scotch girl in her. Light curls fell from beneath a vast straw-hat over her shoulders, while a simple fur pelisse, and buckskin mocassins, with red worsted stockings, was all her visible attire. But never had I seen anything more graceful or more elegant. A woman, and yet a girl, she had evidently the feelings of the first, with the Joyous artlessness of the second. We were friends directly, while I mentally compared her with my interesting Irish friends Mary Rock and her sister. [See Journal, new series, Nos. 13 and 56.]


 In a few minutes more we were sailing for the shore, and in a quarter of an hour were in sight of New Edinburgh. To my surprise I discovered a substantial loghut, several outhouses, Indian corn-fields, while pumpkins, etc. flourished around in abundance. Two cows were grazing in the neighbourhood; as many horses were near them; while pigs and fowls were scattered in all directions. I was amazed, the blind Scotchman’s industry was so novel in Texas. I expressed my surprise. »Eight years of perseverance can do much«, said Campbell quietly: »thank Heaven I am very happy, and my Nelly will not be left a beggar.« » But you must find her a steady, hard-working young fellow for a husband«, replied I, »to preserve all this.« »I think«, said he, smiling, »if you were to ask Nelly, she would tell you that that was done already.« The slightly heightened colour of the maiden was her only answer, and at that moment we reached the landing, where the negro couple and their pickaninnies were standing. The slaves were sleek and hearty, and showed their white teeth merrily.


 Campbell led the way to the house, which was. for Texas, superabundantly furnished. Comfort was everywhere, and abundance. »The breakfast was, to a hunter, delicious, consisting of coffee, hot corn cakes, venison steaks, and wild honey, while a cold turkey graced the centre of the board. What I enjoyed, however, better even than the breakfast, was the attention of the daughter to her blind father. He seated himself at the board, and Nelly having first helped me, supplied all his wants with a care and watchfulness which was delightful to behold. She anticipated all his desires, her whole soul being seemingly bent to give him pleasure. She was, in fact, more like a mother with a child, than a daughter with a father in the prime of life. Breakfast concluded, we talked again of his history, particularly since his arrival in Texas.


 The routine of the day was simple enough, as they explained tome. The negroes, overlooked by the father and daughter, worked in the fields from dawn until six in the evening, the father fashioning some rural implement, an axe or plough handle, while the daughter plied her needle. »They breakfasted at half-past six, dined at half-past eleven, and supped at six: after this last meal, Nelly generally read to her father for two hours. »Their library was good, including several standard works, and the four first volumes of ›Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal?‹«


 Campbell went out into the air after a while to talk to the negroes, and I was left alone with Nelly. I took advantage of his absence to learn more of her character. Never was I more delighted. Not a regret, not a wish for the busy world of which she read so much; while it was quite clear to me that her lover, whoever he was, had only succeeded by promising to reside with the father. To leave her blind parent seemed to her one of those impossibilities which scarcely even suggested itself to her mind. Yes! Nelly Campbell was a sweet creature, perhaps the only truly romantic recollection I bore with me from Texas.


 I remained with them all day; I visited their whole farm; I examined Nelly’s favourite retreat, in a grove at the rear of the house, and then I left them. We parted with a regret which was mutual; a regret which, strange to say, was quite painful on my ride, and I never saw them again. Still I did not lose sight of them. I always wrote by tho steamer to Nelly; and many a long letter did I obtain in reply. More and more did I discover that she was a daughter only, and that even a husband must for a time hold a second place in her heart. At length she wrote—' And now, sir, I am married, and I am very happy, though I almost sometimes regret the step, as I can no longer give my whole time to my dear blind father. He is, however, so happy himself, that I must resign myself to be less his nurse, especially as the only quarrel John and I ever have, is as to who shall wait on him. If he has lost part of his daughter, he has found a son.« This Picture of happiness made me thoughtful, and I owned that, great as is the blessing of civilisation, and vast and grand as are the benefits of communion with your fellows, o scene of felicity might yet be found in the woods. Though I am o strong lover of mankind, and wish to be among them, and to enjoy the advantages of civilisation, yet do I think, if I were an old blind man, I would be a backwood squatter, with a daughter such as Nelly.


 I heard no more from them, as I soon after returned to England, and the busy life of the world and other avocations have always prevented me writing. Should I, however, ever revisit Texas, my first care will be to run up the Trinity, and once more enjoy hospitality at the table of the Blind Squatter.


  


 -THE END-


 Apropos of Tobacco, by an old Smoker.


The Mirror
 of
 Literatur, Amusement,
 and
 Instruction, 1846.

  

 »Blessed be the man who invented sleep!” was the pious ejaculation of our worthy and inimitable friend Sancho Panza, and we, not denying the advantages, pleasures, and delights of slumber, change the subject-matter, and exclaim, “ Blessed be the man who discovered tobacco!” Yes! blessed be the man who first rescued this precious weed from obscurity, and brought it into general estimation. For what has been more useful to mankind? what more beneficial? Its virtues are manifold; their name is legion, Truly tho Indians proved their wisdom by making the pipe the symbol of peace, for what more soothing? what more consolatory? To all men it proves of service, from royalty to the bone-picker. The philosopher over his Fire and coffee (excellent berry, rare weed!) reasons and speculates with a freshness and vigour which encourage him in his laboura, And if invention consist, as Condilliac will have it, in combining in a new manner ideas received through the senses, when are they received with such force, clearness, and energy as when under the inspiration of the Virginian weed? The historian, whose province it is to study facts, events, manners, the spirit of epochs, can certainly not do justice to his subject if he be not an adept in blowing a cloud.


 The romancist, who differs only from the historian in that he embodies brief spaces and not centuries, families and not races, he, too, must love his meerschaum or his cheroot, Leaning back leisurely upon his sofa, if he have one, and puffing his amber mouth-piece, ideas, thoughts, feelings, rush in rapid succession upon the mind prepared for kindly and soothing emotions. In the curling wreaths of vapour which ambiently play around him he discovers lovely and exquisite images; amid the shadowy pulsations which throb in the atmosphere, he sees the fair and exquisite countenance of woman, faint, perhaps, as the shade cast by the Aphrodisian star, but yet visible to his eye. The aromatic leaf is the matériel of his incantations. Yes, there is magic in the cigar.



Then, to the sailor, on the wide and tossing ocean, what consolation is there save in his old pipe? While smoking his inch and a half of clay, black and polished, his Susan or his Mary becomes manifest before him; he secs her, holds converse with her spirit. In the red glare from the ebony bowl, as he walks the deck at night, or squats on the windlass, are reflected the bright sparkling eyes of his sweetheart. Its association of ideas is the principal tie to him, save and except the tie of his wig. It reminds him of the delights of Paddy’s Goose and Wapping; it brings him to the end of his voyage, when the perils of the sea are to be forgotten in taking the size of pots of ale. But there is no end to the list of those to whom tobacco is a charmed thing. The Irish fruit-woman, the Jarvie without a fare, the policeman on a quiet beat, the soldier at ease, all bow to the mystic power of tobacco, and none more than ourself. What it is they know not, nor do they care. It may be cabbage-leaves for aught they concern themselves. They do not reflect upon the millions which the luxury keeps employed in producing, rearing, preparing, transporting, and vend. ing. It may come from the moon, just as well as from Tobago or Virginia.


 But then, too, it is medicinal. How many times, in the swamps of the far West, have I escaped malaria, yellow fever, ague, perhaps death, by an unsparing use of the weed; and yet, doubtless, ere long some new Father Mathew will open a crusade against the article. We opine, however, that the vapourings of the anti-tobacco-ites would turn out a bottle of smoke. The worst we wish them is, that they may meet the fate of the love-sick Chinese student, who, in absence of mind, sat down in the bow] of his pipe, and inhaling himself, vanished in thin air; at all events, so says the author of that delightful and witty book ycleped “The Porcelain Tower.” Our ancestors were wiser than to start such Don Quixote theories, Observe the seriousness with which an ancient writer, chronicling Sir Walter Raleigh’s discoveries, describes the weed:— “ There is an herbe which is sowed apart by itselfe, and is called by the inhabitants Uppowoc; in the West Indies it hath divers names, according to the several places and countreys where it groweth and is used: the Spanyards generally call it Tabacco. The eaves thereof being dried, and brought into powder, they use to take the fume or smoake thereof by sucking it thorow pipes made of clay, into their stomache and head; from whence it purgeth superfluous fleame, and openeth all the pores of the body: whereby their bodies are notably preserved in health, and know not many grievous diseases wherewithal we in England are oftentimes afflicted. This Uppowoc is of so precious estimation amongst them, that they thinke their gods are marvellously delighted therewith: whereupon some time they make hallowed fires, and cast some of - the powder therein for a sacrifice: being in a storm upon the waters, to pacify their gods, they oust some up into the air, and into the water: to a weare for fish being newly set up, they cast some therein, an into the aire: also after an escape of danger, they cast some into the aire likewise: ut all done with strange gestures, stamping some time, dancing, clapping of hands, holding up hands, and staring up into the heavens, uttering there-withal, and chattering strange words and noises. We ourselves, during the time we were there, used to sucke it after their manner, as also since our return, and have found many rare and wonderful experiments of the virtues thereof: of which the relation would require a volume by itselfe: the use of it by so many of late, men and women of great calling, as els and some learned physicians also, is sufficient witnesse.«


 So says Mr. Thomas Hariot, and we think him a smart man. King James was of a different opinion. In these days of tobacco, the following gives a very high opinion of the author's simplicity:—


 »The Floridians, when they travell, have a kind of herbe dried, who with a cane and an earthen cup in the end with fire, and the dried herbs put together, doe sucke thorow the cane the smoke thereof, which smoke satisfieth their hunger, and therewith they live four or five days without meat or drinke, and this is all the Frenchmen used for this purpose.«


 It was in the West Indies, or Antilles, that the Spaniards first discovered tobacco. The word itself, now adopted by all European nations, is of Haytian origin. St. Domingo has the honour of giving the plant its most wide-spread appellation. e ancient Mexicans called it yetl, the Peruvians sayri. In both countries the aborigines smoked and took snuff. At the court of Montezuma, the nobility made use of tobacco smoke as a narcotic, not only after dinner, to induce a siesta, but in order to sleep after breakfast, as is still done in certain visions of America. The dry leaves of the yetl were rolled into cigares, and afterwards inserted in tubes of silver, wood, or reed; often liguidambar styraciflua and other aromatics were intermingled. The tube was held in one hand, while with the other the nostrils were stopped, in order the more easily to swallow the smoke. Though the Picietl (nicotiana tabacum ) was extensively cultivated in ancient Anahuac, persons only in easy circumstances made use of it; and until of late the Mexican Indians, descendants of the old Aztec population, did not contract the habit, The townspeople, however, of the ancient city of the Montezumas took it as a remedy against the toothache, colds in the head, and colics, The Caribees used it as an antidote against poison. In its varieties of canaster, shag, returns, pigtail, plug, cigar, cheroots, prince’s mixture, rappee, Irish blackguard, etc., its present uses are sufficiently well known.


 P. B. St. J.
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