LI FE ON THE M SSI SSI PP

BY MARK TWAI N

THE ' BODY OF THE NATI ON

BUT the basin of the Mssissippi is the BODY OF THE NATI ON

Al'l the other parts are but menbers, inportant in thenselves,

yet nmore inportant in their relations to this. Exclusive of

the Lake basin and of 300,000 square mles in Texas and New Mexi co,
whi ch in many aspects forma part of it, this basin contains

about 1,250,000 square mles. 1In extent it is the second great
val l ey of the world, being exceeded only by that of the Amazon.

The valley of the frozen bi approaches it in extent;

that of La Plata cones next in space, and probably in

habi t abl e capacity, having about eight-ninths of its area;

then conmes that of the Yenisei, with about seven-ninths;

the Lena, Anpor, Hoang-ho, Yang-tse-kiang, and Nile, five-ninths;
the Ganges, |ess than one-half; the Indus, |ess than one-third;

the Euphrates, one-fifth; the Rhine, one-fifteenth. It exceeds in
extent the whol e of Europe, exclusive of Russia, Norway, and Sweden.
I T WOULD CONTAI N AUSTRI A FOUR TI MES, GERMANY OR SPAI N FI VE TI MES
FRANCE SI X TIMES, THE BRI TI SH | SLANDS OR | TALY TEN TI MES
Conceptions forned fromthe river-basins of Wstern Europe

are rudely shocked when we consider the extent of the valley

of the M ssissippi; nor are those formed fromthe sterile basins

of the great rivers of Siberia, the lofty plateaus of Central Asia,
or the mghty sweep of the swanpy Anazon nore adequate.

Latitude, elevation, and rainfall all conbine to render every part
of the M ssissippi Valley capable of supporting a dense popul ation

AS A DVELLI NG PLACE FOR CIVILIZED MAN I T IS BY FAR THE FI RST UPCN
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Chapter 1

The River and Its History

THE M ssissippi is well worth reading about. It is not a

commonpl ace river, but on the contrary is in all ways renarkabl e.

Consi dering the Mssouri its main branch, it is the |ongest

river in the world--four thousand three hundred m | es.

It seens safe to say that it is also the crookedest river in the world,
since in one part of its journey it uses up one thousand three hundred
mles to cover the same ground that the crow would fly over in six
hundred and seventy-five. It discharges three tinmes as nmuch water

as the St. Lawence, twenty-five tines as nmuch as the Rhine,

and three hundred and thirty-eight times as much as the Thanes.

No other river has so vast a drainage-basin: it draws its water

supply fromtwenty-eight States and Territories; from Del aware

on the Atlantic seaboard, and fromall the country between that and |daho
on the Pacific slope--a spread of forty-five degrees of |ongitude.

The M ssissippi receives and carries to the Gulf water from

fifty-four subordinate rivers that are navi gabl e by steanboats,

and from sone hundreds that are navigable by flats and keel s.

The area of its drainage-basin is as great as the conbi ned areas

of Engl and, \Wal es, Scotland, Ireland, France, Spain, Portugal, GCermany,
Austria, Italy, and Turkey; and alnost all this wide region is fertile;

the M ssissippi valley, proper, is exceptionally so.

It is aremarkable river in this: that instead of wi dening toward its nouth
it grows narrower; grows narrower and deeper. Fromthe junction of the Chio

to a point half way down to the sea, the width averages a nile in high water:



thence to the sea the width steadily di mnishes, until, at the 'Passes,' above
the mouth, it is but little over half a mle. At the junction of the Chio
the M ssissippi's depth is eighty-seven feet; the depth increases gradually,

reachi ng one hundred and twenty-nine just above the nouth.

The difference in rise and fall is also remarkable--not in the upper
but in the lower river. The rise is tolerably uniformdown to Natchez
(three hundred and sixty mles above the nouth)--about fifty feet.

But at Bayou La Fourche the river rises only twenty-four feet;

at New Oleans only fifteen, and just above the nouth only two

and one hal f.

An article in the New Ol eans ' Ti nes-Denocrat,' based upon reports

of able engineers, states that the river annually enpties four hundred
and six mllion tons of nmud into the Gulf of Mexico--which brings to m nd
Captain Marryat's rude nane for the M ssissippi--'the Geat Sewer.'

This mud, solidified, would make a mass a nmile square and two hundred

and forty-one feet high.

The mud deposit gradually extends the |and--but only gradually;

it has extended it not quite a third of a mle in the two hundred
years whi ch have el apsed since the river took its place in history.
The belief of the scientific people is, that the nouth used to be
at Baton Rouge, where the hills cease, and that the two hundred
mles of land between there and the GQulf was built by the river
This gives us the age of that piece of country, w thout any
trouble at all--one hundred and twenty thousand years.

Yet it is much the youthfullest batch of country that lies

around t here anywhere.

The M ssissippi is remarkable in still another way--
its disposition to nake prodigious junps by cutting through narrow

necks of land, and thus straightening and shortening itself.



More than once it has shortened itself thirty nmiles at

a single jump! These cut-offs have had curious effects:

they have thrown several river towns out into the rural districts,

and built up sand bars and forests in front of them

The town of Delta used to be three nmiles bel ow Vicksburg

a recent cutoff has radically changed the position, and Delta is now TWD

M LES ABOVE Vi cksburg.

Both of these river towns have been retired to the country by that
cut-off. A cut-off plays havoc with boundary lines and jurisdictions:
for instance, a man is living in the State of M ssissippi to-day,

a cut-off occurs to-night, and to-norrow the man finds hinself

and his land over on the other side of the river, within the
boundari es and subject to the |laws of the State of Loui siana!

Such a thing, happening in the upper river in the old tines,

coul d have transferred a slave from M ssouri to Illinois and nmade

a free man of him

The M ssissippi does not alter its locality by cut-offs al one:

it is always changing its habitat BODI LY--is al ways noving bodily SIDEW SE
At Hard Times, La., the river is two nmles west of the region it

used to occupy. As a result, the original SITE of that settlenent

is not nowin Louisiana at all, but on the other side of the river

in the State of M ssissippi. NEARLY THE WHOLE OF THAT ONE THOUSAND

THREE HUNDRED M LES OF OLD M SSI SSI PPl RI VER WHI CH LA SALLE FLOATED DOWN
IN H'S CANCES, TWD HUNDRED YEARS AGO, | S GOOD SOLI D DRY GROUND NOW

The river lies to the right of it, in places, and to the left of it

in other places.

Al t hough the Mssissippi's nmud builds |Iand but slowy, down at
the nouth, where the Gulfs billows interfere with its work,
it builds fast enough in better protected regi ons higher up

for instance, Prophet's Island contained one thousand five



hundred acres of land thirty years ago; since then the river has

added seven hundred acres to it.

But enough of these exanples of the mighty stream s eccentricities
for the present--1 will give a few nore of them further along

in the book.

Let us drop the M ssissippi's physical history, and say a word
about its historical history--so to speak. W can glance briefly
at its slunbrous first epoch in a couple of short chapters;

at its second and w der-awake epoch in a couple nore; at its
flushest and wi dest-awake epoch in a good many succeedi ng chapters;
and then tal k about its conparatively tranquil present epoch

in what shall be left of the book

The world and the books are so accustomed to use, and over-use,

the word '"new in connection with our country, that we early get and
permanently retain the inpression that there is nothing old about it.

We do of course know that there are several conparatively old dates in
Anerican history, but the nmere figures convey to our ninds no just idea,
no distinct realization, of the stretch of tinme which they represent.

To say that De Soto, the first white nan who ever saw the M ssissippi R ver
saw it in 1542, is a remark which states a fact without interpreting it:
it is something like giving the dimensions of a sunset by astrononica
measur enents, and catal oguing the colors by their scientific nanes;--as a
result, you get the bald fact of the sunset, but you don't see the sunset.

It woul d have been better to paint a picture of it.

The date 1542, standing by itself, means little or nothing to us;
but when one groups a few nei ghboring historical dates and facts
around it, he adds perspective and color, and then realizes that this

is one of the Anerican dates which is quite respectable for age.

For instance, when the Mssissippi was first seen by a white man, | ess than



a quarter of a century had el apsed since Francis |.'s defeat at Pavi a;
the death of Raphael; the death of Bayard, SANS PEUR ET SANS REPROCHE
the driving out of the Knights-Hospitallers from Rhodes by the Turks;

and the placarding of the N nety-Five Propositions,--the act which

began the Reformation. Wen De Soto took his glinpse of the river

I gnatius Loyola was an obscure nane; the order of the Jesuits was not

yet a year old; Mchael Angelo's paint was not yet dry on the Last
Judgment in the Sistine Chapel; Mary Queen of Scots was not yet born

but woul d be before the year closed. Catherine de Medici was a child;

El i zabet h of England was not yet in her teens; Calvin, Benvenuto Cellini
and the Enperor Charles V. were at the top of their fane,

and each was manufacturing history after his own peculiar fashion
Margaret of Navarre was witing the 'Heptaneron' and sone religious books,--
the first survives, the others are forgotten, wit and indelicacy

bei ng sonetines better literature preservers than holiness;

lax court norals and the absurd chivalry business were in full feather
and the joust and the tournament were the frequent pastine of titled fine
gentl enen who could fight better than they could spell, while religion
was the passion of their |adies, and classifying their offspring

into children of full rank and children by brevet their pastine.

In fact, all around, religion was in a peculiarly bloom ng condition

the Council of Trent was being called; the Spanish Inquisition was roasting,
and racking, and burning, with a free hand; el sewhere on the conti nent
the nations were being persuaded to holy living by the sword and fire;

in England, Henry VII1. had suppressed the nonasteries, burnt Fisher

and anot her bishop or two, and was getting his English reformation

and his haremeffectively started. Wen De Soto stood on the banks

of the Mssissippi, it was still two years before Luther's death;

el even years before the burning of Servetus; thirty years before

the St. Barthol onew sl aughter; Rabel ais was not yet published;

"Don Qui xote' was not yet witten; Shakespeare was not yet born

a hundred | ong years nust still el apse before Englishnen would hear the nane

of diver Cromnell.



Unquestionably the discovery of the Mssissippi is a datable
fact which considerably mellows and nodifies the shiny newness
of our country, and gives her a nost respectabl e outside-aspect

of rustiness and antiquity.

De Soto nerely glinpsed the river, then died and was buried
init by his priests and soldiers. One would expect the priests
and the soldiers to multiply the river's dinensions by ten--

t he Spani sh custom of the day--and thus nove other adventurers
to go at once and explore it. On the contrary, their narratives
when they reached honme, did not excite that anobunt of curiosity.
The M ssissippi was left unvisited by whites during a term

of years which seens incredible in our energetic days.

One may 'sense' the interval to his mnd, after a fashion

by dividing it up in this way: After De Soto glinpsed the river
a fraction short of a quarter of a century el apsed, and then
Shakespeare was born; lived a trifle nore than half a century,
then died; and when he had been in his grave considerably nore
than half a century, the SECOND white man saw the M ssi ssi ppi

In our day we don't allow a hundred and thirty years to el apse
bet ween glinpses of a marvel. |f sonebody shoul d di scover

a creek in the county next to the one that the North Pole is in,
Europe and America would start fifteen costly expeditions thither
one to explore the creek, and the other fourteen to hunt

f or each ot her.

For nore than a hundred and fifty years there had been white
settlenents on our Atlantic coasts. These people were in intimate
communi cation with the Indians: in the south the Spaniards

wer e robbi ng, slaughtering, enslaving and converting them

hi gher up, the English were trading beads and bl ankets to them

for a consideration, and throwing in civilization and whi skey,



"for lagniappe;' and in Canada the French were schooling them

in a rudimentary way, mssionarying anong them and draw ng whol e
popul ations of themat a tine to Quebec, and later to Mntreal

to buy furs of them Necessarily, then, these various clusters

of whites nmust have heard of the great river of the far west;

and indeed, they did hear of it vaguely,--so vaguely and indefinitely,
that its course, proportions, and locality were hardly even guessabl e.
The mere nysteriousness of the matter ought to have fired

curiosity and conpelled exploration; but this did not occur.
Apparently nobody happened to want such a river, nobody needed it,
nobody was curious about it; so, for a century and a half

the M ssissippi remai ned out of the market and undi st urbed.

When De Soto found it, he was not hunting for a river, and had

no present occasion for one; consequently he did not value it

or even take any particular notice of it.

But at last La Salle the Frenchman conceived the idea of
seeking out that river and exploring it. It always happens
that when a man sei zes upon a negl ected and inportant idea,
people inflaned with the sane notion crop up all around.

It happened so in this instance.

Naturally the question suggests itself, Wiy did these people want the river
now when nobody had wanted it in the five precedi ng generations?
Apparently it was because at this late day they thought they

had di scovered a way to nmake it useful; for it had come to be

believed that the M ssissippi enptied into the Gulf of California,

and therefore afforded a short cut from Canada to China.

Previ ously the supposition had been that it enptied into the Atlantic,

or Sea of Virginia.

Chapter 2



The River and Its Explorers

LA SALLE hinself sued for certain high privileges, and they

were graciously accorded himby Louis XIV of inflated menory.
Chi ef anbng themwas the privilege to explore, far and w de,

and build forts, and stake out continents, and hand the sane over
to the king, and pay the expenses hinself; receiving, in return
sonme little advantages of one sort or another; anobng them

t he monopoly of buffalo hides. He spent several years and

about all of his noney, in naking perilous and painful trips
between Mntreal and a fort which he had built on the Illinois,
before he at | ast succeeded in getting his expedition in such

a shape that he could strike for the M ssissippi

And meantinme other parties had had better fortune.

In 1673 Joliet the merchant, and Marquette the priest,

crossed the country and reached the banks of the M ssissippi

They went by way of the Great Lakes; and from G een Bay,

in canoes, by way of Fox River and the Wsconsin. Marquette had
solemly contracted, on the feast of the |Inmacul ate Conception

that if the Virgin would pernmit himto discover the great river

he woul d nane it Conception, in her honor. He kept his word.

In that day, all explorers traveled with an outfit of priests.

De Soto had twenty-four with him La Salle had several, also.

The expeditions were often out of neat, and scant of cl othes,

but they always had the furniture and other requisites for the mass;
they were al ways prepared, as one of the quaint chroniclers of the time

phrased it, to 'explain hell to the sal vages.

On the 17th of June, 1673, the canoes of Joliet and Marquette and their five
subor di nates reached the junction of the Wsconsin with the M ssissi ppi
M. Parkman says: 'Before thema wide and rapid current coursed athwart

their way, by the foot of lofty heights wapped thick in forests.



He continues: 'Turning southward, they paddl ed down the stream through a

solitude unrelieved by the faintest trace of man.

A big cat-fish collided with Marquette's canoe, and startled him
and reasonably enough, for he had been warned by the |ndians that

he was on a fool hardy journey, and even a fatal one, for the river
cont ai ned a denon 'whose roar could be heard at a great distance

and who woul d engulf themin the abyss where he dwelt.

I have seen a M ssissippi cat-fish that was nore than six feet |ong,
and wei ghed two hundred and fifty pounds; and if Marquette's fish
was the fellow to that one, he had a fair right to think the river's

roari ng denmon was cone.

"At length the buffal o began to appear, grazing in herds on the great prairies
whi ch then bordered the river; and Marquette describes the fierce and stupid
| ook of the old bulls as they stared at the intruders through the tangled

mane which nearly blinded them'

The voyagers noved cautiously: 'Landed at night and nmade a fire
to cook their evening neal; then extinguished it, enbarked again,
paddl ed sone way farther, and anchored in the stream keeping a nan

on the watch till norning.

They did this day after day and night after night;
and at the end of two weeks they had not seen a human bei ng.
The river was an awful solitude, then. And it is now, over nost

of its stretch.

But at the close of the fortnight they one day came upon

the footprints of men in the nud of the western bank--a Robi nson
Crusoe experience which carries an electric shiver with it yet,
when one stunbles on it in print. They had been warned that the

river Indians were as ferocious and pitiless as the river denon,



and destroyed all conmers without waiting for provocation

but no matter, Joliet and Marquette struck into the country

to hunt up the proprietors of the tracks. They found them

by and by, and were hospitably received and well treated--

if to be received by an Indian chief who has taken off his last rag
in order to appear at his level best is to be received hospitably;
and if to be treated abundantly to fish, porridge, and other gane,

i ncludi ng dog, and have these things forked into one's nouth

by the ungloved fingers of Indians is to be well treated.

In the norning the chief and six hundred of his tribesnen escorted

the Frenchnmen to the river and bade thema friendly farewell.

On the rocks above the present city of Alton they found sone

rude and fantastic |Indian paintings, which they descri be.

A short distance below 'a torrent of yellow nmud rushed furiously
athwart the cal mblue current of the M ssissippi, boiling and surging
and sweeping in its course | ogs, branches, and uprooted trees.

This was the nouth of the Mssouri, 'that savage river,

whi ch 'descending fromits mad career through a vast unknown

of barbarism poured its turbid floods into the bosom of

its gentle sister.

By and by they passed the nouth of the Chio; they passed cane-brakes;
they fought nosquitoes; they floated al ong, day after day,

through the deep silence and | oneliness of the river, drowsing in
the scant shade of nmkeshift awnings, and broiling with the heat;

t hey encountered and exchanged civilities with another party

of Indians; and at |ast they reached the nmouth of the Arkansas

(about a nmonth out fromtheir starting-point), where a tribe

of war-whoopi ng savages swarnmed out to nmeet and nurder them

but they appealed to the Virgin for help; so in place of a fight

there was a feast, and plenty of pleasant pal aver and fol -de-rol



They had proved to their satisfaction, that the M ssissippi did
not enpty into the culf of California, or into the Atlantic.
They believed it enptied into the Gulf of Mexico.

They turned back, now, and carried their great news to Canada.

But belief is not proof. It was reserved for La Salle to furnish the proof.
He was provokingly del ayed, by one nisfortune after another, but at |ast

got his expedition under way at the end of the year 1681. 1In the dead

of winter he and Henri de Tonty, son of Lorenzo Tonty, who invented

the tontine, his lieutenant, started down the Illinois, with a follow ng

of eighteen Indians brought from New Engl and, and twenty-three Frenchnen
They noved in procession down the surface of the frozen river, on foot,

and dragging their canoes after them on sl edges.

At Peoria Lake they struck open water, and paddl ed thence

to the M ssissippi and turned their prows sout hward.

They plowed through the fields of floating ice, past the nouth
of the M ssouri; past the nouth of the Ohio, by-and-by;

"and, gliding by the wastes of bordering swanp, |anded on

the 24t h of February near the Third Chi ckasaw Bl uffs,

where they halted and built Fort Prudhomme.

"Again,' says M. Parkman, 'they enbarked; and with every stage of their
advent urous progress, the nystery of this vast new world was nore

and nore unveiled. Mre and nore they entered the real ms of spring.

The hazy sunlight, the warmand drowsy air, the tender foliage,

the opening flowers, betokened the reviving life of nature.

Day by day they floated down the great bends, in the shadow

of the dense forests, and in tine arrived at the nmouth

of the Arkansas. First, they were greeted by the natives

of this locality as Marquette had before been greeted by them -
with the booning of the war drum and the flourish of arns.

The Virgin conposed the difficulty in Marquette's case;



the pipe of peace did the sane office for La Salle. The white nan
and the red man struck hands and entertained each other during
three days. Then, to the admiration of the savages, La Salle set
up a cross with the arns of France on it, and took possession

of the whole country for the king--the cool fashion of the tinme--
while the priest piously consecrated the robbery with a hym.

The priest explained the nysteries of the faith 'by signs,

for the saving of the savages; thus conpensating themwth
possi bl e possessions in Heaven for the certain ones on earth

whi ch they had just been robbed of. And also, by signs,

La Salle drew fromthese sinple children of the forest

acknow edgments of fealty to Louis the Putrid, over the water.

Nobody sniled at these col ossal ironies.

These performances took place on the site of the future town of Napol eon
Arkansas, and there the first confiscation-cross was raised on the banks
of the great river. Marquette's and Joliet's voyage of discovery

ended at the same spot--the site of the future town of Napol eon

When De Soto took his fleeting glinpse of the river, away back in the dim
early days, he took it fromthat sane spot--the site of the future town
of Napol eon, Arkansas. Therefore, three out of the four nenorable
events connected with the discovery and exploration of the mghty river
occurred, by accident, in one and the sane place. It is a nost

curious distinction, when one comes to ook at it and think about it.
France stole that vast country on that spot, the future Napol eon

and by and by Napol eon hinself was to give the country back again!--

make restitution, not to the owners, but to their white Anerican heirs.

The voyagers journeyed on, touching here and there; 'passed the sites,
si nce becone historic, of Vicksburg and Grand Gul f,'

and visited an inposing Indian nonarch in the Teche country,

whose capital city was a substantial one of sun-baked bricks

m xed with straw -better houses than many that exist there now



The chi efs house contai ned an audi ence roomforty feet square;
and there he received Tonty in State, surrounded by sixty old
men clothed in white cloaks. There was a tenple in the town,
with a nud wall about it ornanented with skulls of enenies sacrificed

to the sun.

The voyagers visited the Natchez I ndians, near the site of the present
city of that name, where they found a 'religious and political despotism
a privileged class descended fromthe sun, a tenple and a sacred fire.
It must have been |ike getting honme again; it was hone w th an advant age,

in fact, for it |acked Louis Xl V.

A few nore days swept swiftly by, and La Salle stood in the shadow

of his confiscating cross, at the neeting of the waters from Del awar e,

and fromltaska, and fromthe nountain ranges close upon the Pacific, with the
waters of the @ulf of Mexico, his task finished, his prodigy achieved.

M. Parkman, in closing his fascinating narrative, thus sums up:

"On that day, the realmof France received on parchnent

a stupendous accession. The fertile plains of Texas;

the vast basin of the Mssissippi, fromits frozen northern
springs to the sultry borders of the Gulf; fromthe woody ridges
of the All eghanies to the bare peaks of the Rocky Mbuntains--

a region of savannas and forests, sun-cracked deserts and

grassy prairies, watered by a thousand rivers, ranged by a
thousand warlike tribes, passed beneath the scepter of the Sultan
of Versailles; and all by virtue of a feeble human voice,

inaudible at half a mle.

Chapter 3

Frescoes fromthe Past



APPARENTLY the river was ready for business, now But no,
the distribution of a population along its banks was as calm
and deliberate and tinme-devouring a process as the discovery

and exploration had been.

Seventy years el apsed, after the exploration, before the

river's borders had a white popul ation worth consi deri ng;

and nearly fifty nore before the river had a comerce.

Between La Salle's opening of the river and the tinme when it

may be said to have becone the vehicle of anything like a regul ar
and active commerce, seven sovereigns had occupi ed the throne

of Engl and, America had beconme an i ndependent nation, Louis Xl V.
and Louis XV. had rotted and died, the French nonarchy had gone
down in the red tenpest of the revolution, and Napol eon was a nane
that was beginning to be tal ked about. Truly, there were snails

in those days.

The river's earliest commerce was in great barges--keel boats, broadhorns.
They floated and sailed fromthe upper rivers to New Ol eans

changed cargoes there, and were tediously warped and pol ed back

by hand. A voyage down and back sonetines occupi ed ni ne nonths.
Intine this comerce increased until it gave enploynent to hordes

of rough and hardy nen; rude, uneducated, brave, suffering terrific
hardships with sailor-like stoicism heavy drinkers, coarse frolickers
in noral sties |ike the Natchez-under-the-hill of that day,

heavy fighters, reckless fellows, every one, elephantinely jolly,

foul -witted, profane; prodigal of their noney, bankrupt at the end

of the trip, fond of barbaric finery, prodigious braggarts;

yet, in the main, honest, trustworthy, faithful to promises and duty,

and often picturesquely magnani nous.

By and by the steanboat intruded. Then for fifteen or twenty years,

these nen continued to run their keel boats down-stream and the steaners



did all of the upstream business, the keel boatnen selling their boats

in New Ol eans, and returning home as deck passengers in the steaners.

But after a while the steanboats so increased in nunber and
in speed that they were able to absorb the entire commerce;
and then keel boating died a permanent death. The keel boat man
becane a deck hand, or a mate, or a pilot on the steaner;

and when steaner-berths were not open to him he took a berth
on a Pittsburgh coal-flat, or on a pine-raft constructed

in the forests up toward the sources of the M ssissippi

In the heyday of the steanboating prosperity, the river fromend
to end was flaked with coal-fleets and tinber rafts, all managed
by hand, and enpl oying hosts of the rough characters whom I

have been trying to describe. | renenber the annual processions
of mighty rafts that used to glide by Hanni bal when | was a boy, --
an acre or so of white, sweet-snelling boards in each raft,

a crew of two dozen nmen or nore, three or four w gwans scattered
about the raft's vast |evel space for stormquarters,--and
renenber the rude ways and the tremendous talk of their big crews,
t he ex-keel boatnmen and their admiringly patterning successors;

for we used to swmout a quarter or third of a mle and get on

these rafts and have a ride.

By way of illustrating keel boat talk and manners, and that

now departed and hardly-remenbered raft-life, I will throwin,

in this place, a chapter froma book which | have been working at,
by fits and starts, during the past five or six years,

and may possibly finish in the course of five or six nore.

The book is a story which details sone passages in the life

of an ignorant village boy, Huck Finn, son of the town

drunkard of ny tine out west, there. He has run away from

his persecuting father, and froma persecuti ng good wi dow who



wi shes to make a nice, truth-telling, respectable boy of him
and with hima slave of the widow s has al so escaped.

They have found a fragnent of a lunber raft (it is high

wat er and dead sunmer tinme), and are floating down the river

by night, and hiding in the willows by day, --bound for Cairo,--
whence the negro will seek freedomin the heart of the free States.
But in a fog, they pass Cairo w thout knowing it.

By and by they begin to suspect the truth, and Huck Finn is
persuaded to end the disnmal suspense by swi mring down to a huge
raft which they have seen in the distance ahead of them
creepi ng aboard under cover of the darkness, and gathering

the needed i nformati on by eavesdropping: --

But you know a young person can't wait very well when he is
inmpatient to find a thing out. W talked it over, and by and by
Jimsaid it was such a black night, now, that it wouldn't be no
risk to swimdown to the big raft and crawl aboard and |isten--
they woul d tal k about Cairo, because they would be cal cul ating

to go ashore there for a spree, maybe, or anyway they woul d

send boats ashore to buy whiskey or fresh neat or sonething.
Jimhad a wonderful |evel head, for a nigger: he could nost always

start a good plan when you wanted one.

| stood up and shook ny rags off and junped into the river

and struck out for the raft's light. By and by, when | got

down nearly to her, | eased up and went slow and cauti ous.

But everything was all right--nobody at the sweeps.

So | swumdown along the raft till | was nobst abreast the canp

fire in the middle, then | craw ed aboard and i nched al ong and got

i n anongst some bundl es of shingles on the weather side of the fire.
There was thirteen nen there--they was the watch on deck of course.

And a nighty rough-looking lot, too. They had a jug, and tin cups,

and they kept the jug noving. One man was singing--roaring, you may say;



and it wasn't a nice song--for a parlor anyway. He roared through
hi s nose, and strung out the |last word of every line very |ong.
When he was done they all fetched a kind of Injun war-whoop, and then

anot her was sung. |t begun:--

'There was a wonan in our towdn,
In our towdn did dwed' | (dwell,)
She | oved her husband dear-i-| ee,

But another man twyste as wed'|.

Singing too, riloo, riloo, riloo,
Ri-too, riloo, rilay - - - e,
She | oved her husband dear-i-Iee,

But another man twyste as wed'|.

And so on--fourteen verses. It was kind of poor, and when he was
going to start on the next verse one of themsaid it was the tune
the old cow di ed on; and another one said, 'Ch, give us a rest.
And another one told himto take a walk. They nmade fun of him
till he got mad and junped up and begun to cuss the crowd,

and said he could lame any thief in the |ot.

They was all about to nmake a break for him but the biggest nman

there junped up and says--

'Set whar you are, gentlenen. Leave himto ne; he's ny neat.

Then he junped up in the air three tines and cracked his heels
together every time. He flung off a buckskin coat that was all hung
with fringes, and says, 'You lay thar tell the chawi n-up's done;

and flung his hat down, which was all over ribbons, and says,

"You lay thar tell his sufferin's is over.



Then he junped up in the air and cracked his heels together again

and shout ed out - -

"Whoo-oop! I'mthe old original iron-jawed, brass-nounted,
copper-bellied corpse-naker fromthe wilds of Arkansaw --Look at ne!
I"'mthe nan they call Sudden Death and General Desol ation

Sired by a hurricane, damid by an earthquake, half-brother to

the cholera, nearly related to the small-pox on the nother's side!
Look at ne! | take nineteen alligators and a bar'l of whiskey

for breakfast when |'min robust health, and a bushel of rattl esnakes
and a dead body when I'mailing! | split the everlasting

rocks with ny glance, and | squench the thunder when | speak

Whoo- oop! Stand back and give me room according to ny strength!

Bl ood's ny natural drink, and the wails of the dying is nmusic to ny ear
Cast your eye on ne, gentlenen!--and lay |ow and hol d your breath,

for 1'"'mbout to turn nyself |oose!

Al the time he was getting this off, he was shaking his head

and | ooking fierce, and kind of swelling around in a little circle,
tucking up his wist-bands, and now and t hen strai ghtening up and
beating his breast with his fist, saying, 'Look at ne, gentlenen!'
When he got through, he junped up and cracked his heel s together
three tines, and let off a roaring 'Woo-oop! |I'mthe bl oodi est son

of a wildcat that |ives!

Then the man that had started the rowtilted his old slouch
hat down over his right eye; then he bent stooping forward,
with his back sagged and his south end sticking out far,

and his fists a-shoving out and drawing in in front of him
and so went around in a little circle about three tines,

swel ling hinself up and breathing hard. Then he straightened,
and junped up and cracked his heels together three tines,

before he Iit again (that made them cheer), and he begun to



shout |ike this--

" Whoo- oop! bow your neck and spread, for the kingdom of sorrow s

a-coming! Hold me down to the earth, for |I feel ny powers

a-wor ki ng! whoo-oop! I'ma child of sin, don't let ne get a start!
Smoked gl ass, here, for all! Don't attenpt to | ook at ne
with the naked eye, gentlemen! \When |I'm playful | use

the meridians of |ongitude and parallels of latitude for a seine,
and drag the Atlantic Ccean for whales! | scratch ny head

with the Iightning, and purr nyself to sleep with the thunder!
Wien I"'mcold, | bile the Gulf of Mexico and bathe in it;

when |'mhot | fan nyself with an equinoctial storm

when I'mthirsty | reach up and suck a cloud dry like a sponge;

when | range the earth hungry, famne follows in ny tracks!

Whoo- oop! Bow your neck and spread! | put my hand on the sun's
face and nake it night in the earth; | bite a piece out of the noon
and hurry the seasons; | shake nyself and crunbl e the nountai ns!

Contenpl ate ne through | eather--don't use the naked eye!

I"'mthe man with a petrified heart and biler-iron bowel s!

The massacre of isolated communities is the pastinme of ny idle nonents,
the destruction of nationalities the serious business of ny life!

The boundl ess vastness of the great Anerican desert is ny

encl osed property, and | bury ny dead on ny own prenises!

He junped up and cracked his heels together three tines before he Iit
(they cheered himagain), and as he conme down he shouted out:

" Whoo- oop! bow your neck and spread, for the pet child of

calanmity's a-coning!

Then the other one went to swelling around and bl owi ng agai n--the first one--
the one they called Bob; next, the Child of Calamity chipped in again,

bi gger than ever; then they both got at it at the same tinme, swelling round
and round each other and punching their fists nobst into each other's faces,

and whooping and jawing like Injuns; then Bob called the Child nanes,



and the Child called himnanes back again: next, Bob called hima heap
rougher names and the Child cone back at himwith the very worst kind

of | anguage; next, Bob knocked the Child' s hat off, and the Child picked it
up and ki cked Bob's ribbony hat about six foot; Bob went and got it and said
never mind, this warn't going to be the last of this thing, because he was
a man that never forgot and never forgive, and so the Child better | ook out,
for there was a tinme a-comng, just as sure as he was a |living nman,

that he would have to answer to himwi th the best blood in his body.

The Child said no man was willinger than he was for that tinme to cone,

and he woul d give Bob fair warning, now, never to cross his path again,

for he could never rest till he had waded in his blood, for such was

hi s nature, though he was sparing hi mnow on account of his fanily,

i f he had one.

Both of themwas edging away in different directions, growing and
shaki ng their heads and goi ng on about what they was going to do;

but a little bl ack-whi skered chap ski pped up and says--

' Come back here, you couple of chicken-Ilivered cowards

and I'll thrash the two of ye!

And he done it, too. He snatched them he jerked themthis way and that,
he booted them around, he knocked them sprawling faster than they could
get up. Wiy, it warn't two minutes till they begged |ike dogs--and how
the other lot did yell and | augh and clap their hands all the way through
and shout 'Sail in, Corpse-Mker!' '"Hi! at himagain, Child of Calanity!
"Bully for you, little Davy!" Well, it was a perfect powwow for a while.
Bob and the Child had red noses and bl ack eyes when they got through.
Little Davy made them own up that they were sneaks and cowards and not fit
to eat with a dog or drink with a nigger; then Bob and the Child shook
hands with each other, very solem, and said they had al ways respected
each other and was willing to | et bygones be bygones. So then they washed

their faces in the river; and just then there was a |oud order to stand



by for a crossing, and sone of themwent forward to man the sweeps there,

and the rest went aft to handl e the after-sweeps.

| laid still and waited for fifteen mnutes, and had a snoke out of a pipe
that one of themleft in reach; then the crossing was finished, and they
stunped back and had a drink around and went to tal king and singi ng again.
Next they got out an old fiddle, and one played and anot her patted juba,
and the rest turned thensel ves | oose on a regul ar ol d-fashi oned keel - boat
break-down. They couldn't keep that up very long w thout getting w nded,

so by and by they settled around the jug again.

They sung '"jolly, jolly raftman's the life for me," with a
musi ng chorus, and then they got to tal king about differences
betw xt hogs, and their different kind of habits; and next about
worren and their different ways: and next about the best ways

to put out houses that was afire; and next about what ought

to be done with the Injuns; and next about what a king had to do,
and how rmuch he got; and next about how to nake cats fight;

and next about what to do when a man has fits; and next about

di fferences betw xt clear-water rivers and nuddy-water ones.

The man they called Ed said the nuddy M ssissippi water

was whol esoner to drink than the clear water of the Ohio;

he said if you let a pint of this yaller Mssissippi water settle,
you woul d have about a half to three-quarters of an inch

of mud in the bottom according to the stage of the river

and then it warn't no better than Chi o water--what you wanted

to do was to keep it stirred up--and when the river was | ow,

keep mud on hand to put in and thicken the water up the way it

ought to be.

The Child of Calamity said that was so; he said there was nutritiousness
in the nud, and a man that drunk M ssissippi water could grow corn in his

stomach if he wanted to. He says--



"You | ook at the graveyards; that tells the tale. Trees won't

grow worth chucks in a Cncinnati graveyard, but in a Sent

Loui s graveyard they grow upwards of eight hundred foot high

It's all on account of the water the people drunk before they laid up

A Cincinnati corpse don't richen a soil any.

And they tal ked about how Chio water didn't like to mx with

M ssissippi water. Ed said if you take the Mssissippi on a rise

when the Chio is low, you'll find a wide band of clear water all the way
down the east side of the Mssissippi for a hundred nile or nore,

and the minute you get out a quarter of a mile fromshore and pass

the line, it is all thick and yaller the rest of the way across.

Then they tal ked about how to keep tobacco fromgetting nol dy,

and fromthat they went into ghosts and told about a |lot that other

fol ks had seen; but Ed says--

"Why don't you tell sonething that you' ve seen yoursel ves?

Now |l et ne have a say. Five years ago | was on a raft as big

as this, and right along here it was a bright noonshiny night,
and | was on watch and boss of the stabboard oar forrard, and one
of nmy pards was a nman naned Dick Allbright, and he cone al ong

to where | was sitting, forrard--gaping and stretching, he was--
and stooped down on the edge of the raft and washed his face

in the river, and cone and set down by ne and got out his pipe,

and had just got it filled, when he | ooks up and says--

"Why | ooky-here," he says, "ain't that Buck MIller's place,

over yander in the bend.”

"Yes," says I, "it is--why." He laid his pipe dowm and | eant

his head on his hand, and says--

" "l thought we'd be furder down." | says--



" "l thought it too, when | went off watch"--we was standing
six hours on and six off--"but the boys told ne," | says,

"that the raft didn't seemto hardly nove, for the |ast hour,"”

says |, "though she's a slipping along all right, now " says |I. He
give a kind of a groan, and says--
" "l've seed a raft act so before, along here," he says, " 'pears

to ne the current has nost quit above the head of this bend durin

the last two years," he says.

"Wll, he raised up two or three tines, and | ooked away off

and around on the water. That started me at it, too. A body is
al ways doi ng what he sees sonebody el se doing, though there mayn't
be no sense init. Pretty soon | see a black sonething floating
on the water away off to stabboard and quartering behind us.

| see he was |ooking at it, too. | says--

" "What's that?' He says, sort of pettish,--

"Tain't nothing but an old enpty bar'l

" "An enpty bar'l!" says I, "why," says |, "a spy-glass is a foo
to your eyes. How can you tell it's an enpty bar'l?" He says--
" "l don't know, | reckon it ain't a bar'l, but | thought it

m ght be," says he.

"Yes," | says, "so it might be, and it might be anything el se, too; a body

can't tell nothing about it, such a distance as that,"” | says.

"W hadn't nothing else to do, so we kept on watching it.

By and by | says--



" "Wy | ooky-here, Dick Allbright, that thing' s a-gaining on us,

| believe."

'"He never said nothing. The thing gained and gai ned,

and | judged it nmust be a dog that was about tired out.

Well, we swung down into the crossing, and the thing floated
across the bright streak of the noonshine, and, by George,

it was bar'l. Says |--

" "Dick Allbright, what nade you think that thing was a bar'l

when it was a half a mle off," says |I. Says he--

" "l don't know. " Says I--

" "You tell ne, Dick Allbright." He says--

" "Well, | knowed it was a bar'l; |'ve seen it before; lots has seen it;

they says it's a haunted bar'l."

"l called the rest of the watch, and they cone and stood there,

and | told themwhat Dick said. It floated right along abreast,

now, and didn't gain any nore. |t was about twenty foot off.

Sone was for having it aboard, but the rest didn't want to.

Dick Allbright said rafts that had fooled with it had got bad | uck

by it. The captain of the watch said he didn't believe init.

He said he reckoned the bar'l gained on us because it was in alittle

better current than what we was. He said it would | eave by and by.

"So then we went to tal king about other things, and we had a song,

and then a breakdown; and after that the captain of the watch called

for another song; but it was clouding up, now, and the bar'l stuck right
thar in the sane place, and the song didn't seemto have nuch warmup

to it, sonehow, and so they didn't finish it, and there warn't any cheers,



but it sort of dropped flat, and nobody said anything for a m nute.
Then everybody tried to talk at once, and one chap got off a joke,

but it warn't no use, they didn't |augh, and even the chap

that made the joke didn't laugh at it, which ain't usual

We all just settled down glum and watched the bar'l, and was oneasy
and onconfortable. Well, sir, it shut down black and still,

and then the wind begin to npban around, and next the |ightning begin
to play and the thunder to grumble. And pretty soon there was

a regular storm and in the mddle of it a man that was running aft
stunbl ed and fell and sprained his ankle so that he had to lay up
This made the boys shake their heads. And every time the |ightning cone,
there was that bar'l with the blue lights winking around it.

We was al ways on the look-out for it. But by and by, towards dawn,
she was gone. Wen the day cone we couldn't see her anywhere, and we

warn't sorry, neither

"But next night about half-past nine, when there was songs and high
jinks going on, here she cones again, and took her old roost on the
stabboard side. There warn't no nore high jinks. Everybody got sol emn;
nobody tal ked; you couldn't get anybody to do anything but set

around noody and | ook at the bar'l. It begun to cloud up again.

When t he watch changed, the off watch stayed up, 'stead of turning in.
The stormripped and roared around all night, and in the mddle of it
anot her man tripped and sprained his ankle, and had to knock off.

The bar'l left towards day, and nobody see it go.

' Everybody was sober and down in the nouth all day. | don't mean
the kind of sober that comes of |eaving liquor al one--not that.
They was quiet, but they all drunk nore than usual --not together--

but each man sidled off and took it private, by hinmself.

"After dark the off watch didn't turn in; nobody sung,

nobody tal ked; the boys didn't scatter around, neither; they sort



of huddl ed together, forrard; and for two hours they set there,
perfectly still, looking steady in the one direction, and heavi ng
a sigh once in a while. And then, here conmes the bar'l again.
She took up her old place. She staid there all night;

nobody turned in. The stormcone on again, after midnight.

It got awful dark; the rain poured down; hail, too; the thunder
booned and roared and bel |l oned; the wi nd bl owed a hurricane;

and the lightning spread over everything in big sheets of glare,
and showed the whole raft as plain as day; and the river

| ashed up white as nilk as far as you could see for niles,

and there was that bar'l jiggering al ong, sanme as ever.

The captain ordered the watch to man the after sweeps for a crossing,
and nobody woul d go--no nore sprained ankles for them they said.
They wouldn't even walk aft. Well then, just then the sky split
wi de open, with a crash, and the lightning killed two nen of the
after watch, and crippled two nore. Crippled themhow, says you?

Wiy, sprained their ankles

"The bar'l left in the dark betw xt |ightnings, towards dawn.
Well, not a body eat a bite at breakfast that norning.

After that the nmen loafed around, in twds and threes, and tal ked
| ow together. But none of themherded with Dick Al bright.

They all give himthe cold shake. If he come around

where any of the nmen was, they split up and sidled away.

They woul dn't man the sweeps with him The captain had al

the skiffs hauled up on the raft, al ongside of his w gwam

and wouldn't let the dead nen be took ashore to be pl anted;

he didn't believe a nman that got ashore woul d conme back

and he was right.

"After night cone, you could see pretty plain that there was going to be
trouble if that bar'l cone again; there was such a nuttering going on

A good many wanted to kill Dick Allbright, because he'd seen the bar'



on other trips, and that had an ugly |look. Some wanted to put hi m ashore.

Some said, let's all go ashore in a pile, if the bar'l conmes again.

"This kind of whispers was still going on, the nmen being bunched
together forrard watching for the bar'l, when, |o and behold you
here she cones again. Down she conmes, slow and steady,

and settles into her old tracks. You could a heard a pin drop

Then up cones the captain, and says:--

"Boys, don't be a pack of children and fools; | don't

want this bar'l to be dogging us all the way to Ol eans,

and YOU don't; well, then, how s the best way to stop it?

Burn it up,--that's the way. |I'mgoing to fetch it aboard,” he says.

And before anybody could say a word, in he went.

"He swumto it, and as he cone pushing it to the raft, the nen spread
to one side. But the old man got it aboard and busted in the head,
and there was a baby init! Yes, sir, a stark naked baby.

It was Dick Allbright's baby; he owned up and said so

"Yes," he says, a-leaning over it, "yes, it is nmy own

| amented darling, nmy poor lost Charles WIlliam Allbright deceased,"”
says he,--for he could curl his tongue around the bulliest

words in the | anguage when he was a mind to, and lay them

before you without a jint started, anywheres. Yes, he said

he used to live up at the head of this bend, and one night

he choked his child, which was crying, not intending to

kill it,--which was prob'ly a lie,--and then he was scared,

and buried it in a bar'l, before his wife got hone, and off

he went, and struck the northern trail and went to rafting;

and this was the third year that the bar'l had chased him

He said the bad luck always begun light, and lasted till four nen

was killed, and then the bar'l didn't conme any nore after that.

He said if the men would stand it one nore night, --



and was a-going on like that,--but the nmen had got enough.

They started to get out a boat to take him ashore and |Iynch him
but he grabbed the little child all of a sudden and j unped
overboard with it hugged up to his breast and sheddi ng tears,
and we never see himagain in this life, poor old suffering soul,

nor Charles WIlliamneither.'

"VWHO was shedding tears?' says Bob; 'was it Allbright or the baby?

"Wy, Allbright, of course; didn't | tell you the baby was dead.

Been dead three years--how could it cry?'

"Wll, never mind howit could cry--how could it KEEP all that tinme?
says Davy. 'You answer ne that.'

"l don't know how it done it,' says Ed. 'It done it though--

that's all | know about it.’

"Say--what did they do with the bar'l?" says the Child of Calanity.

"Wy, they hove it overboard, and it sunk like a chunk of |ead."’

"Edward, did the child ook like it was choked?' says one.

Did it have its hair parted?" says another.

What was the brand on that bar'l, Eddy?' says a fellow they called Bill.

Have you got the papers for themstatistics, Ednund?' says Ji my.

Say, Edwi n, was you one of the men that was killed by the lightning."'

says Davy.

"Hn? O no, he was both of 'em' says Bob. Then they all haw hawed.



'Say, Edward, don't you reckon you'd better take a pill?

You | ook bad--don't you feel pale? says the Child of Calamty.

'O, conme, now, Eddy,' says Jimmy, 'show up; you nmust a kept part of that bar'

to prove the thing by. Show us the bunghol e--do--and we'll all believe you.

' Say, boys,' says Bill, 'less divide it up. Thar's thirteen of us.

I can swaller a thirteenth of the yarn, if you can worry down the rest.

Ed got up nmad and said they could all go to sone place which he ripped
out pretty savage, and then wal ked off aft cussing to hinself,
and they yelling and jeering at him and roaring and | aughing so you

could hear thema mle.

"Boys, we'll split a waternmelon on that,' says the Child of Calanmity;
and he conme runmagi ng around in the dark anongst the shingle bundles
where | was, and put his hand on me. | was warm and soft and naked;

so he says 'Quch!' and junped back

"Fetch a lantern or a chunk of fire here, boys--there's a snake

here as big as a cow

So they run there with a lantern and crowded up and | ooked in on ne.

' Come out of that, you beggar!' says one.

"Who are you?' says anot her

"What are you after here? Speak up pronpt, or overboard you go.

' Snake hi mout, boys. Snatch himout by the heels.

| began to beg, and crept out anobngst themtrenbling.



They | ooked nme over, wondering, and the Child of Calanmity says--

"A cussed thief! Lend a hand and | ess heave hi m over boar d!

"No,' says Big Bob, 'less get out the paint-pot and paint hima sky

blue all over fromhead to heel, and then heave hi m over

"CGood, that 's it. Go for the paint, Jimy.

When the paint come, and Bob took the brush and was just going to begin,
the ot hers | aughing and rubbing their hands, | begun to cry, and that sort

of worked on Davy, and he says--

"Vast there! He 's nothing but a cub. '"I'll paint the man

that tetches him'

So | | ooked around on them and some of them grunbled and grow ed,

and Bob put down the paint, and the others didn't take it up

"Cone here to the fire, and | ess see what you're up to here,
says Davy. 'Now set down there and give an account of yourself.

How | ong have you been aboard here?

Not over a quarter of a mnute, sir,' says I
"How did you get dry so quick?
"I don't know, sir. |I'malways that way, nostly.

Ch, you are, are you. Wiat's your nane?

I warn't going to tell ny nane. | didn't know what to say,

so | just says--



"Charles Wlliam Al bright, sir.

Then they roared--the whole crowd; and | was nighty glad | said that,

because maybe | aughing would get themin a better hunor.

When t hey got done | aughi ng, Davy says--

"It won't hardly do, Charles WIlliam You couldn't have growed this
much in five year, and you was a baby when you cone out of the bar'l
you know, and dead at that. Come, now, tell a straight story,

and nobody'll hurt you, if you ain't up to anything w ong.

What is your nane.?

" Al eck Hopkins, sir. Al eck Janes Hopkins.

"Well, Al eck, where did you cone from here.?

"Froma trading scow. She |lays up the bend yonder

I was born on her. Pap has traded up and down here all his life;
and he told ne to swimoff here, because when you went by he said
he would like to get sone of you to speak to a M. Jonas Turner

in Cairo, and tell him-

"Ch, cone!'

"Yes, sir; it's as true as the world; Pap he says--

" Ch, your grandnot her!

They all laughed, and | tried again to talk, hut they broke in on ne

and stopped ne.

" Now, | ooky-here,' says Davy; 'you're scared, and so you talk wld.

Honest, now, do you live in a scow, or is it alie?



"Yes, sir, in a trading scow. She lays up at the head of the bend.

But | warn't born in her. It's our first trinp.

"Now you're tal king! What did you conme aboard here, for? To steal ?

"No, sir, | didn"t.--1t was only to get a ride on the raft.

Al'l boys does that.

"Well, | know that. But what did you hide for?

"Sometines they drive the boys off.

"So they do. They might steal. Looky-here; if we let you off this tine,

will you keep out of these kind of scrapes hereafter?

""Deed | will, boss. You try ne.'

"All right, then. You ain't but little ways from shore.
Overboard with you, and don't you rmake a fool of yourself
another time this way.--Blast it, boy, some raftsnmen would

rawhi de you till you were black and bl ue!

I didn't wait to kiss good-bye, but went overboard and broke for shore.
When Ji m cone along by and by, the big raft was away out of sight around

the point. | swumout and got aboard, and was m ghty glad to see hone again.

The boy did not get the information he was after, but his adventure
has furni shed the glinpse of the departed raftsman and keel boat man

which | desire to offer in this place.

I now cone to a phase of the Mssissippi River life of the flush

times of steanboating, which seens to nme to warrant full exam nation--



the marvel ous science of piloting, as displayed there.

| believe there has been nothing like it el sewhere in the world.

Chapter 4

The Boys' Anbition

WHEN | was a boy, there was but one pernmanent anbition among ny
conrades in our village <footnote [1. Hannibal, M ssouri]> on the west
bank of the Mssissippi River. That was, to be a steanboat nan.

W had transient anmbitions of other sorts, but they were only transient.
When a circus cane and went, it left us all burning to becone cl owns;
the first negro mnstrel show that cane to our section |eft us

all suffering to try that kind of life; now and then we had a hope

that if we lived and were good, God would permt us to be pirates.

These anbitions faded out, each in its turn; but the anmbition to be a

st eanboat nan al ways renai ned

Once a day a cheap, gaudy packet arrived upward from St. Louis,
and anot her downward from Keokuk. Before these events, the day
was gl orious with expectancy; after them the day was a dead and
enpty thing. Not only the boys, but the whole village, felt this.
After all these years | can picture that old tinme to nyself now,
just as it was then: the white town drowsing in the sunshine

of a sumrer's norning; the streets enpty, or pretty nearly so
one or two clerks sitting in front of the Water Street stores,
with their splint-bottonmed chairs tilted back agai nst the wall
chins on breasts, hats slouched over their faces, asleep--

wi t h shi ngl e- shavi ngs enough around to show what broke them down;
a sow and a litter of pigs |oafing along the sidewal k,

doi ng a good business in waternelon rinds and seeds; two or
three lonely little freight piles scattered about the 'l evee;

a pile of '"skids' on the slope of the stone-paved wharf,

and the fragrant town drunkard asleep in the shadow of them



two or three wood flats at the head of the wharf, but nobody

to listen to the peaceful |apping of the wavel ets agai nst them
the great M ssissippi, the majestic, the magnificent M ssissippi
rolling its mle-wide tide along, shining in the sun; the dense
forest away on the other side; the 'point' above the town,

and the 'point' below, bounding the river-glinpse and turning

it into a sort of sea, and withal a very still and brilliant

and lonely one. Presently a filmof dark snoke appears above

one of those renmpte 'points;' instantly a negro draymnan,

farmous for his quick eye and prodigious voice, lifts up

the cry, 'S-t-e-a-mboat a-conmin'!' and the scene changes!

The town drunkard stirs, the clerks wake up, a furious

clatter of drays follows, every house and store pours

out a human contribution, and all in a twi nkling the dead

town is alive and nmoving. Drays, carts, nen, boys, all go
hurrying frommany quarters to a comon center, the wharf.
Assenbl ed there, the people fasten their eyes upon the coning
boat as upon a wonder they are seeing for the first tine.

And the boat IS rather a handsone sight, too. She is long and sharp
and trimand pretty; she has two tall, fancy-topped chi meys,
with a gilded device of sone kind swung between them

a fanciful pilot-house, a glass and 'gingerbread' , perched on top
of the 'texas' deck behind thenm the paddl e-boxes are gorgeous
with a picture or with gil ded rays above the boat's nane;

the boiler deck, the hurricane deck, and the texas deck

are fenced and ornanented with clean white railings;

there is a flag gallantly flying fromthe jack-staff;

the furnace doors are open and the fires glaring bravely;

the upper decks are black with passengers; the captain stands

by the big bell, calm inposing, the envy of all; great vol unes
of the bl ackest snobke are rolling and tunbling out of the chi nmeys--
a husbanded grandeur created with a bit of pitch pine just before

arriving at a town; the crew are grouped on the forecastle;



the broad stage is run far out over the port bow, and an envied
deckhand stands picturesquely on the end of it with a coi

of rope in his hand; the pent steamis screaning through

t he gauge-cocks, the captain lifts his hand, a bell rings,

the wheel s stop; then they turn back, churning the water to foam
and the steaner is at rest. Then such a scranble as there

is to get aboard, and to get ashore, and to take in freight

and to discharge freight, all at one and the sane tine;

and such a yelling and cursing as the mates facilitate it all wth!
Ten minutes later the steamer is under way again, with no flag
on the jack-staff and no bl ack snoke issuing fromthe chi meys.
After ten nore mnutes the town is dead again, and the town

drunkard asl eep by the skids once nore.

My father was a justice of the peace, and | supposed he possessed

the power of life and death over all nen and coul d hang anybody t hat

of fended him This was distinction enough for ne as a general thing;

but the desire to be a steanboatman kept intruding, neverthel ess.

I first wanted to be a cabin-boy, so that | could cone out with a white
apron on and shake a tablecloth over the side, where all nmy old conrades
could see nme; later | thought | would rather be the deckhand who stood

on the end of the stage-plank with the coil of rope in his hand,

because he was particularly conspicuous. But these were only day-dreans, --
they were too heavenly to be contenplated as real possibilities.

By and by one of our boys went away. He was not heard of for a long tine.
At last he turned up as apprentice engineer or 'striker' on a steanboat.
This thing shook the bottomout of all my Sunday-school teachings.

That boy had been notoriously worldly, and | just the reverse;

yet he was exalted to this enminence, and | left in obscurity and msery.
There was not hi ng generous about this fellow in his greatness.

He woul d al ways manage to have a rusty bolt to scrub while his boat
tarried at our town, and he would sit on the inside guard and

scrub it, where we could all see himand envy him and | oat he hi m



And whenever his boat was laid up he woul d cone hone and swel |l around
the town in his blackest and greasi est clothes, so that nobody could
hel p renenbering that he was a steanboatman; and he used all sorts

of steanboat technicalities in his talk, as if he were so used

to themthat he forgot common people could not understand them

He woul d speak of the '|abboard' side of a horse in an easy, natural way
that woul d nake one wi sh he was dead. And he was al ways tal ki ng about
"St. Looy' like an old citizen; he would refer casually to occasions
when he 'was conming down Fourth Street,' or when he was 'passing

by the Planter's House,' or when there was a fire and he took a turn

on the brakes of 'the old Big Mssouri;' and then he would go on and lie
about how many towns the size of ours were burned down there that day.
Two or three of the boys had | ong been persons of consideration anong

us because they had been to St. Louis once and had a vague genera

know edge of its wonders, but the day of their glory was over now.

They | apsed into a hunble silence, and |learned to di sappear when the ruthless
' cub' - engi neer approached. This fell ow had noney, too, and hair oil
Al'so an ignorant silver watch and a showy brass watch chain.

He wore a leather belt and used no suspenders. |If ever a youth

was cordially admred and hated by his conrades, this one was.

No girl could withstand his charns. He 'cut out' every boy in the village.
When his boat blew up at last, it diffused a tranquil contentnent

anong us such as we had not known for nonths. But when he cane

hone the next week, alive, renowned, and appeared in church al

battered up and bandaged, a shining hero, stared at and wondered

over by everybody, it seened to us that the partiality of Providence

for an undeserving reptile had reached a point where it was open to

criticism

This creature's career could produce but one result, and it
speedily followed. Boy after boy managed to get on the river
The minister's son becane an engi neer. The doctor's and the

post-master's sons becane 'nud clerks;' the wholesale |iquor



deal er's son becane a barkeeper on a boat; four sons of the

chi ef nerchant, and two sons of the county judge, becane pilots.

Pil ot was the grandest position of all. The pilot, even in those days
of trivial wages, had a princely salary--froma hundred and fifty

to two hundred and fifty dollars a nmonth, and no board to pay.

Two nmonths of his wages would pay a preacher's salary for a year

Now some of us were |eft disconsolate. W could not get on the river--

at |l east our parents would not |et us.

So by and by | ran away. | said | never would cone hone again till |

was a plot and could cone in glory. But sonmehow | could not nanage it.

I went nmeekly aboard a few of the boats that |ay packed together |ike sardines
at the long St. Louis wharf, and very hunbly inquired for the pilots,

but got only a cold shoul der and short words from nates and cl erKks.

I had to make the best of this sort of treatnent for the tinme being,

but I had conforting daydreans of a future when | should be a great and
honored pilot, with plenty of noney, and could kill sone of these mates

and cl erks and pay for them

Chapter 5

I Want to be a Cub-pilot

MONTHS afterward the hope within me struggled to a reluctant death

and | found nyself without an anmbition. But | was ashaned to go hone.

I was in Cincinnati, and | set to work to map out a new career

| had been readi ng about the recent exploration of the river Amazon

by an expedition sent out by our governnent. It was said that

the expedition, owing to difficulties, had not thoroughly explored a part
of the country |lying about the head-waters, sonme four thousand mles
fromthe mouth of the river. It was only about fifteen hundred niles
from G ncinnati to New Ol eans, where | could doubtless get a ship.

| had thirty dollars left; | would go and conplete the exploration

of the Amazon. This was all the thought | gave to the subject.



I never was great in natters of detail. | packed ny valise, and took
passage on an ancient tub called the 'Paul Jones,' for New Ol eans.

For the sum of sixteen dollars |I had the scarred and tarnished spl endors

of "her' main saloon principally to nmyself, for she was not a creature to

attract the eye of wiser travelers.

When we presently got under way and went poki ng down the broad Ohio,

| became a new being, and the subject of ny own admiration

I was a traveler! A word never had tasted so good in ny nouth before.
I had an exultant sense of being bound for nysterious |ands and distant
climes which | never have felt in so uplifting a degree since.

I was in such a glorified condition that all ignoble feelings departed
out of me, and | was able to | ook down and pity the untravel ed

with a conpassion that had hardly a trace of contenpt in it

Still, when we stopped at villages and wood-yards, | could not help
lolling carelessly upon the railings of the boiler deck to enjoy

the envy of the country boys on the bank. |If they did not seem

to discover ne, | presently sneezed to attract their attention

or noved to a position where they could not help seeing ne.

And as soon as | knew they saw ne | gaped and stretched, and gave ot her

signs of being mghtily bored with traveling.

| kept ny hat off all the tinme, and stayed where the w nd
and the sun could strike ne, because | wanted to get

the bronzed and weat her-beaten | ook of an old traveler

Bef ore the second day was hal f gone | experienced a joy
which filled nme with the purest gratitude; for | saw that
the skin had begun to blister and peel off nmy face and neck

I wished that the boys and girls at honme could see nme now.

We reached Louisville in time--at | east the nei ghborhood of it.
We stuck hard and fast on the rocks in the niddle of the river

and lay there four days. | was now beginning to feel a strong



sense of being a part of the boat's fanmily, a sort of infant
son to the captain and younger brother to the officers.

There is no estimating the pride | took in this grandeur

or the affection that began to swell and grow in ne for

those people. | could not know how the lordly steanboat man
scorns that sort of presunption in a nmere |andsnan.

| particularly longed to acquire the least trifle of notice
fromthe big stormy mate, and I was on the alert for an
opportunity to do hima service to that end. It cane at |ast.
The riotous powwow of setting a spar was goi ng on down on

the forecastle, and I went down there and stood around in the way--
or nostly skipping out of it--till the nmate suddenly roared

a general order for sonebody to bring hima capstan bar

I sprang to his side and said: 'Tell nme where it is--

1"l fetch it!'

If a rag-picker had offered to do a diplomatic service for the Enperor

of Russia, the nonarch could not have been nore astounded than the mate was.
He even stopped swearing. He stood and stared down at ne.

It took himten seconds to scrape his disjointed renai ns together again.
Then he said inpressively: '"Wll, if this don't beat hell!

and turned to his work with the air of a man who had been confronted

with a problemtoo abstruse for sol ution.

| crept away, and courted solitude for the rest of the day.

I did not go to dinner; | stayed away from supper until everybody el se
had finished. | did not feel so nuch |like a nenber of the boat's
fam|ly now as before. However, ny spirits returned, in installnents,
as we pursued our way down the river. | was sorry | hated the mate so
because it was not in (young) human nature not to admire him

He was huge and nuscul ar, his face was bearded and whi skered all over
he had a red wonan and a bl ue woman tattooed on his right arm--

one on each side of a blue anchor with a red rope to it;



and in the matter of profanity he was sublime. Wen he was getting
out cargo at a landing, | was always where | could see and hear

He felt all the majesty of his great position, and made the world
feel it, too. Wen he gave even the sinplest order, he discharged
it like a blast of lightning, and sent a long, reverberating pea

of profanity thundering after it. | could not help contrasting

the way in which the average | andsman woul d gi ve an order

with the mate's way of doing it. |[If the |landsman shoul d w sh

t he gang-pl ank noved a foot farther forward, he woul d probably say:
"Janmes, or WIlliam one of you push that plank forward, please;' but put
the mate in his place and he would roar out: 'Here, now, start that
gang-pl ank for'ard! Lively, now VWHAT re you about! Snatch it!
SNATCH it! There! there! Aft again! aft again! don't you hear ne.
Dash it to dash! are you going to SLEEP over it! 'VAST heaving
'Vast heaving, | tell you! Going to heave it clear astern?
VWHERE re you going with that barrel! FOR ARDwith it 'fore |I make
you swallow it, you dash-dash-dash-DASHED split between a tired

mud-turtle and a crippl ed hearse-horse!

I wished | could talk |ike that.

When the soreness of ny adventure with the mate had sonewhat worn off,
| began tinmidly to make up to the hunbl est official connected

with the boat--the night watchman. He snubbed ny advances

at first, but | presently ventured to offer hima new chal k pi pe;
and that softened him So he allowed ne to sit with himby the big
bell on the hurricane deck, and in tinme he nelted into conversation
He could not well have helped it, | hung with such honage on his
words and so plainly showed that | felt honored by his notice.

He told ne the nanmes of di mcapes and shadowy islands as we glided
by themin the solemity of the night, under the wi nking stars,

and by and by got to tal ki ng about hinmself. He seened

over-sentimental for a man whose salary was six dollars a week--



or rather he might have seemed so to an ol der person than |. But

I drank in his words hungrily, and with a faith that m ght

have noved nountains if it had been applied judiciously.

What was it to me that he was soiled and seedy and fragrant with gin.
VWhat was it to nme that his grammar was bad, his construction worse
and his profanity so void of art that it was an el enent of weakness
rather than strength in his conversation? He was a w onged man,

a man who had seen trouble, and that was enough for ne.

As he nellowed into his plaintive history his tears dripped

upon the lantern in his lap, and | cried, too, from synpathy.

He said he was the son of an English nobl enan--either an earl

or an al derman, he could not remenber which, but believed was bot h;
his father, the nobleman, loved him but his nother hated him
fromthe cradle; and so while he was still a little boy he was sent
to 'one of themold, ancient colleges'--he couldn't renmenber which;
and by and by his father died and his nother seized the property
and 'shook' himas he phrased it. After his nother shook him
menbers of the nobility with whom he was acquai nted used their

i nfluence to get himthe position of 'loblolly-boy in a ship;

and fromthat point nmy watchman threw off all trammels of date

and locality and branched out into a narrative that bristled al
along with incredible adventures; a narrative that was so reeking

wi th bl oodshed and so crammed with hair-breadth escapes and the nost
engagi ng and unconsci ous personal villainies, that | sat speechl ess,

enj oyi ng, shuddering, wondering, worshipping.

It was a sore blight to find out afterwards that he was

a low, vulgar, ignorant, sentinental, half-wtted hunbug

an untravel ed native of the wilds of Illinois, who had
absorbed wildcat literature and appropriated its marvels,
until in tine he had woven odds and ends of the ness into
this yarn, and then gone on telling it to fledglings |ike ne,

until he had cone to believe it hinself.



Chapter 6

A Cub-pilot's Experience

WHAT with lying on the rocks four days at Louisville, and sone

ot her del ays, the poor old 'Paul Jones' fool ed away about two

weeks in making the voyage from Cincinnati to New Ol eans.

This gave nme a chance to get acquainted with one of the pilots,

and he taught ne how to steer the boat, and thus made the fascination

of river life nore potent than ever for ne.

It also gave ne a chance to get acquainted with a youth who had taken
deck passage--nore's the pity; for he easily borrowed six dollars of ne
on a promise to return to the boat and pay it back to me the day after
we should arrive. But he probably died or forgot, for he never cane.

It was doubtless the former, since he had said his parents were wealthy,
and he only travel ed deck passage because it was cool er.<footnote [ 1.

' Deck' Passage, i.e. steerage passage.]>

I soon discovered two things. One was that a vessel would not be
likely to sail for the nouth of the Amazon under ten or twel ve years;
and the other was that the nine or ten dollars still |eft

in my pocket would not suffice for so inposing an exploration

as | had planned, even if | could afford to wait for a ship.
Therefore it followed that | nust contrive a new career

The ' Paul Jones' was now bound for St. Louis. | planned a siege
against ny pilot, and at the end of three hard days he surrendered.
He agreed to teach me the M ssissippi River fromNew Ol eans

to St. Louis for five hundred dollars, payable out of the first

wages | shoul d receive after graduating. | entered upon the snall
enterprise of 'learning’ twelve or thirteen hundred niles of the great

M ssissippi River with the easy confidence of ny tinme of life.



If I had really known what | was about to require of nmy faculties,
I shoul d not have had the courage to begin. | supposed

that all a pilot had to do was to keep his boat in the river

and | did not consider that that could be much of a trick

since it was so w de

The boat backed out from New Orleans at four in the afternoon

and it was 'our watch' until eight. M. Bixby, ny chief,

"strai ghtened her up,' plowed her along past the sterns of the other
boats that lay at the Levee, and then said, 'Here, take her

shave those steanships as close as you' d peel an apple.

| took the wheel, and ny heart-beat fluttered up into

the hundreds; for it seened to nme that we were about to scrape
the side off every ship in the line, we were so close

I held ny breath and began to claw the boat away fromthe danger
and | had ny own opinion of the pilot who had known no better
than to get us into such peril, but | was too wise to express it.
In half a mnute | had a wide nmargin of safety intervening

bet ween the ' Paul Jones' and the ships; and within ten seconds
more | was set aside in disgrace, and M. Bixby was going into
danger again and flaying nme alive with abuse of ny cowardi ce.

I was stung, but | was obliged to admre the easy confidence with
whi ch ny chief |loafed fromside to side of his wheel, and trinmed
the ships so closely that disaster seened ceasel essly inm nent.
When he had cooled a little he told me that the easy water

was cl ose ashore and the current outside, and therefore we nust
hug the bank, up-stream to get the benefit of the forner,

and stay well out, down-stream to take advantage of the latter.
In my owmn mind | resolved to be a down-stream pil ot and | eave

the up-streaning to people dead to prudence.

Now and then M. Bixby called ny attention to certain things.

Said he, 'This is Six-Mle Point.'" | assented. It was pleasant



enough information, but | could not see the bearing of it.

I was not conscious that it was a natter of any interest to ne.
Another time he said, '"This is Nine-MI|e Point.

Later he said, 'This is Twelve-Mle Point.' They were

all about level with the water's edge; they all | ooked

about alike to me; they were nonotonously unpicturesque.

| hoped M. Bixby would change the subject. But no; he would
crowd up around a point, hugging the shore with affection

and then say: 'The slack water ends here, abreast this bunch
of China-trees; now we cross over.' So he crossed over

He gave ne the wheel once or twi ce, but | had no |uck

| either came near chipping off the edge of a sugar plantation
or | yawed too far fromshore, and so dropped back into disgrace again

and got abused.

The watch was ended at |ast, and we took supper and went to bed.
At mdnight the glare of a lantern shone in ny eyes, and the

ni ght wat chman sai d- -

"Cone! turn out!

And then he left. | could not understand this extraordinary procedure;
so | presently gave up trying to, and dozed off to sleep
Pretty soon the watchman was back again, and this tine he was gruff.

I was annoyed. | said:--

"What do you want to cone bothering around here in the mddle of

the night for. Now as like as not I'Il not get to sleep again to-night.

The wat chman sai d- -

"Well, if this an't good, |I'mblest.

The 'off-watch' was just turning in, and | heard sone brutal



| aughter fromthem and such remarks as 'Hello, watchman!
an't the new cub turned out yet? He's delicate, |ikely.
G ve himsone sugar in a rag and send for the chanbernaid to sing

rock-a-by-baby to him'

About this time M. Bixby appeared on the scene

Sonething like a mnute later | was clinbing the pilot-house

steps with sone of ny clothes on and the rest in nmy arns.

M. Bi xby was cl ose behind, commenting. Here was sonething fresh--
this thing of getting up in the mddle of the night to go to work.

It was a detail in piloting that had never occurred to ne at all

I knew that boats ran all night, but sonehow | had never happened

to reflect that sonebody had to get up out of a warmbed to run them
| began to fear that piloting was not quite so romantic as

had i magi ned it was; there was sonething very real and work-Iike

about this new phase of it.

It was a rather dingy night, although a fair nunber of stars were out.
The big mate was at the wheel, and he had the old tub pointed at

a star and was hol ding her straight up the niddle of the river.

The shores on either hand were not nuch nore than half a mle apart,
but they seened wonderfully far away and ever so vague and indistinct.

The mate said: --

"W've got to land at Jones's plantation, sir.

The vengeful spirit in me exulted. | said to myself,
I wish you joy of your job, M. Bixby; you'll have a good
time finding M. Jones's plantation such a night as this;

and | hope you never WLL find it as long as you live.

M. Bixby said to the mate: --



"Upper end of the plantation, or the | ower.?

" Upper .

"I can't do it. The stunps there are out of water at this stage:
It's no great distance to the lower, and you'll have to get

along with that.

"Al'l right, sir. If Jones don't like it he'll have to lunp it,

I reckon.

And then the mate left. M exultation began to cool and ny wonder

to come up. Here was a nan who not only proposed to find this

pl antation on such a night, but to find either end of it you preferred.
| dreadfully wanted to ask a question, but | was carrying about as nany
short answers as ny cargo-roomwould adnmit of, so | held nmy peace.

Al'l 1 desired to ask M. Bixby was the sinple question whether he was
ass enough to really inagine he was going to find that plantation on

a night when all plantations were exactly alike and all the sane color.
But | held in. | used to have fine inspirations of prudence

in those days.

M. Bi xby nade for the shore and soon was scraping it, just the sane as if it
had been daylight. And not only that, but singing--

"Father in heaven, the day is declining,' etc.

It seemed to me that | had put ny life in the keeping of a peculiarly

reckl ess outcast. Presently he turned on me and said: --

"What's the nane of the first point above New Ol eans?

| was gratified to be able to answer pronptly, and | did.

| said | didn't know



"Don't KNOWP'

This manner jolted ne. | was down at the foot again, in a nonent.

But | had to say just what | had said before.

"Well, you're a smart one,' said M. Bixby. 'Wat's the nane

of the NEXT point?

Once nore | didn't know.

"Well, this beats anything. Tell me the nane of ANY point or place

| told you.'

| studied a while and decided that | couldn't.

'Look here! What do you start out from above Twel ve-M Il e Point,

to cross over?'

"I--1-- don't know.'

"You--you--don't know?' nimicking nmy drawing manner of speech.

"What DO you know?'

"l--1-- nothing, for certain.’

"By the great Caesar's ghost, | believe you! You're the stupidest
dunderhead | ever saw or ever heard of, so help ne Mses!
The i dea of you being a pilot--you! Wy, you don't know enough

to pilot a cow down a | ane.'

Ch, but his wath was up! He was a nervous man, and he shuffl ed
fromone side of his wheel to the other as if the floor was hot.

He would boil a while to hinmself, and then overflow and scald nme agai n.



'Look here! What do you suppose | told you the nanes of those points for?

| trenblingly considered a nonent, and then the devil of tenptation

provoked ne to say:--

"Wll--to--to--be entertaining, | thought.

This was a red rag to the bull. He raged and storned so (he was
crossing the river at the tinme) that | judge it nade hi mblind,
because he ran over the steering-oar of a trading-scow. O
course the traders sent up a volley of red-hot profanity.

Never was a man so grateful as M. Bixby was:

because he was brimfull, and here were subjects who woul d

TALK BACK. He threw open a wi ndow, thrust his head out,

and such an irruption followed as | never had heard before.

The fainter and farther away the scownen's curses drifted,

the higher M. Bixby lifted his voice and the weightier his

adj ectives grew. \Wen he closed the wi ndow he was enpty.

You coul d have drawn a seine through his system and not caught curses
enough to disturb your nmother with. Presently he said to ne in

the gentl est way--

"My boy, you must get a little menorandum book, and every time
tell you a thing, put it down right away. There's only one way
to be a pilot, and that is to get this entire river by heart.

You have to know it just like ABC.'

That was a dismal revelation to ne; for ny menory was never

| oaded wi th anything but blank cartridges. However, | did
not feel discouraged long. | judged that it was best to make
some al | owances, for doubtless M. Bixby was 'stretching.

Presently he pulled a rope and struck a few strokes on the big bell



The stars were all gone now, and the night was as black as ink
| could hear the wheels churn along the bank, but | was not entirely
certain that | could see the shore. The voice of the invisible

wat chman called up fromthe hurricane deck--

"What's this, sir?

"Jones's plantation.

| said to nyself, | wish | mght venture to offer a small bet
that it isn't. But | did not chirp. | only waited to see.

M . Bi xby handl ed the engine bells, and in due tinme the boat's
nose cane to the land, a torch glowed fromthe forecastle,

a man skipped ashore, a darky's voice on the bank said,

"G me de k'yarpet-bag, Mars' Jones,' and the next nmoment we
were standing up the river again, all serene. | reflected
deeply awhile, and then said--but not aloud--'Wll, the finding
of that plantation was the |uckiest accident that ever happened;
but it couldn't happen again in a hundred years.' And | fully

believed it was an accident, too.

By the tinme we had gone seven or eight hundred niles up the river,
I had learned to be a tol erably plucky up-stream steersnman,

in daylight, and before we reached St. Louis | had nade

atrifle of progress in night-work, but only a trifle.

I had a note-book that fairly bristled with the nanes of towns
"points,' bars, islands, bends, reaches, etc.; but the information
was to be found only in the notebook--none of it was in ny head.

It made ny heart ache to think I had only got half of the river
set down; for as our watch was four hours off and four hours on
day and night, there was a long four-hour gap in nmy book for every

time | had slept since the voyage began

My chief was presently hired to go on a big New Ol eans boat, and | packed



my satchel and went with him She was a grand affair. Wen | stood

in her pilot-house | was so far above the water that | seemed perched on
a nmountain; and her decks stretched so far away, fore and aft, bel ow ne,
that | wondered how | could ever have considered the little 'Paul Jones
a large craft. There were other differences, too. The 'Paul Jones's

pi |l ot -house was a cheap, dingy, battered rattle-trap, cranped for room
but here was a sunptuous gl ass tenple; room enough to have a dance in;
showy red and gold wi ndowcurtains; an inposing sofa; |eather cushions
and a back to the high bench where visiting pilots sit, to spin yarns
and 'l ook at the river;' bright, fanciful 'cuspadores' instead of a
broad wooden box filled with sawdust; nice new oil-cloth on the floor

a hospitable big stove for winter; a wheel as high as nmy head,

costly with inlaid work; a wire tiller-rope; bright brass knobs

for the bells; and a tidy, white-aproned, black 'texas-tender,' to
bring up tarts and ices and coffee during nmid-watch, day and night.

Now this was 'sonething like," and so | began to take heart once nore
to believe that piloting was a romantic sort of occupation after all.
The nmonent we were under way | began to prowl about the great steaner
and fill nyself with joy. She was as clean and as dainty as a draw ng-room
when | | ooked down her long, gilded saloon, it was |ike gazing through
a splendid tunnel; she had an oil-picture, by sone gifted sign-painter
on every stateroom door; she glittered with no end of prismfringed
chandeliers; the clerk's office was el egant, the bar was marvel ous,

and t he bar-keeper had been barbered and uphol stered at incredible cost.
The boiler deck (i.e. the second story of the boat, so to speak)

was as spacious as a church, it seemed to ne; so with the forecastle;
and there was no pitiful handful of deckhands, firenen, and roustabouts
down there, but a whole battalion of men. The fires were fiercely glaring
froma long row of furnaces, and over them were ei ght huge boilers!

This was unutterable ponp. The m ghty engi nes--but enough of this.

I had never felt so fine before. And when | found that the reginent

of natty servants respectfully '"sir'd me, ny satisfaction was conpl ete.



Chapter 7

A Daring Deed

WHEN | returned to the pilot-house St. Louis was gone and | was |ost.
Here was a piece of river which was all down in my book,

but | could make neither head nor tail of it: you understand,

it was turned around. | had seen it when com ng up-stream but I

had never faced about to see how it |ooked when it was behind me.

My heart broke again, for it was plain that | had got to learn this

troubl esonme river BOTH WAYS.

The pilot-house was full of pilots, going down to 'look at the river.
What is called the 'upper river' (the two hundred mles between St. Louis
and Cairo, where the Ohio cones in) was |low, and the M ssissippi changes
its channel so constantly that the pilots used to always find it
necessary to run down to Cairo to take a fresh | ook, when their boats
were to lie in port a week; that is, when the water was at a | ow stage.

A deal of this 'looking at the river' was done by poor fell ows who sel dom
had a berth, and whose only hope of getting one lay in their being

al ways freshly posted and therefore ready to drop into the shoes

of some reputable pilot, for a single trip, on account of such pilot's
sudden illness, or sone other necessity. And a good nmany of them
constantly ran up and down inspecting the river, not because they ever
really hoped to get a berth, but because (they being guests of the boat)
it was cheaper to 'look at the river' than stay ashore and pay board.

In tine these fellows grew dainty in their tastes, and only infested
boats that had an established reputation for setting good tables.

Al'l visiting pilots were useful, for they were always ready and willing,
Wi nter or summer, night or day, to go out in the yaw and hel p buoy

the channel or assist the boat's pilots in any way they coul d.

They were |ikew se wel cone because all pilots are tirel ess tal kers,

when gat hered together, and as they talk only about the river they



are always understood and are always interesting. Your true pilot
cares not hing about anything on earth but the river, and his pride

in his occupation surpasses the pride of Kkings.

We had a fine conpany of these river-inspectors along, this trip.

There were eight or ten; and there was abundance of roomfor themin our
great pilot-house. Two or three of themwore polished silk hats, elaborate
shirt-fronts, dianond breast-pins, kid gloves, and patent-|eather boots.
They were choice in their English, and bore thenselves with a dignity
proper to nen of solid neans and prodigi ous reputation as pilots.

The others were nore or |ess |oosely clad, and wore upon their heads tal

felt cones that were suggestive of the days of the Conmonwealth.

| was a cipher in this august conpany, and felt subdued, not to say torpid.
I was not even of sufficient consequence to assist at the wheel when it

was necessary to put the tiller hard down in a hurry; the guest that stood
nearest did that when occasion required--and this was pretty nuch al

the time, because of the crookedness of the channel and the scant water.

| stood in a corner; and the talk I listened to took the hope all out of ne.

One visitor said to another--

"Jim how did you run Plum Point, coning up?

"It was in the night, there, and | ran it the way one of the boys
on the "Diana" told nme; started out about fifty yards above

the wood pile on the false point, and held on the cabin

under Plum Point till | raised the reef--quarter |ess twain--
then straightened up for the nmddle bar till | got well abreast
the ol d one-linbed cotton-wood in the bend, then got ny stern

on the cotton-wood and head on the | ow pl ace above the point,

and cane through a-boonmi ng--nine and a hal f.

"Pretty square crossing, an't it.?



"Yes, but the upper bar 's working down fast.

Anot her pil ot spoke up and said--

"I had better water than that, and ran it | ower down;
started out fromthe false point--mark twain--rai sed the second

reef abreast the big snag in the bend, and had quarter |ess twain.

One of the gorgeous ones renarked--

"I don't want to find fault with your |eadsmen, but that's a good dea

of water for Plum Point, it seens to ne.

There was an approving nod all around as this quiet snub dropped on

the boaster and 'settled" him And so they went on tal k-tal k tal ki ng.
Meantime, the thing that was running in ny mind was, 'Now if ny ears

hear aright, | have not only to get the names of all the towns and i sl ands
and bends, and so on, by heart, but | nust even get up a warm persona
acquai ntanceship with every old snag and one-1linbed cotton-wod and obscure
wood pile that ornanents the banks of this river for twelve hundred mles;
and nore than that, | nust actually know where these things are in the dark
unl ess these guests are gifted with eyes that can pierce through two mles
of solid blackness; | wi sh the piloting business was in Jericho and | had

never thought of it.

At dusk M. Bixby tapped the big bell three tines (the signa
to land), and the captain energed from his draw ng-room
in the forward end of the texas, and | ooked up inquiringly.

M. Bi xby said--

"W will lay up here all night, captain.

"Very well, sir.



That was all. The boat canme to shore and was tied up for the night.

It seemed to ne a fine thing that the pilot could do as he pl eased,

wi t hout asking so grand a captain's permission. | took ny supper and went
i medi ately to bed, discouraged by ny day's observations and experiences.
My | ate voyage' s note-booking was but a confusi on of meani ngl ess nanes.

It had tangled ne all up in a knot every tinme | had | ooked at it in

the daytinme. | now hoped for respite in sleep; but no, it reveled all

through ny head till sunrise again, a frantic and tirel ess nightmare.

Next norning | felt pretty rusty and lowspirited. W went boom ng al ong,
taki ng a good many chances, for we were anxious to 'get out of the river’
(as getting out to Cairo was called) before night should overtake us.

But M. Bixby's partner, the other pilot, presently grounded the boat,

and we lost so nmuch tine in getting her off that it was plain that

dar kness woul d overtake us a good |ong way above the nmouth. This was a
great msfortune, especially to certain of our visiting pilots, whose boats
woul d have to wait for their return, no matter how | ong that m ght be

It sobered the pilot-house talk a good deal. Coning up-stream pilots did
not mnd | ow water or any kind of darkness; nothing stopped them but fog.
But down-stream work was different; a boat was too nearly hel pl ess

with a stiff current pushing behind her; so it was not customary to run

down-streamat night in | ow water.

There seened to be one small hope, however: if we could get through
the intricate and dangerous Hat |sland crossing before night, we could
venture the rest, for we would have plainer sailing and better water.
But it would be insanity to attenpt Hat I|sland at night.

So there was a deal of |ooking at watches all the rest of the day,

and a constant ciphering upon the speed we were naking; Hat |sland

was the eternal subject; sonetinmes hope was high and sonetines

we were delayed in a bad crossing, and down it went again.

For hours all hands |lay under the burden of this suppressed excitenent;



it was even comunicated to ne, and | got to feeling so

solicitous about Hat Island, and under such an awful pressure

of responsibility, that | wished I mght have five mnutes on shore
to draw a good, full, relieving breath, and start over again.

We were standing no regul ar watches. Each of our pilots ran

such portions of the river as he had run when com ng up-stream
because of his greater famliarity with it; but both remained in

the pilot house constantly.

An hour before sunset, M. Bixby took the wheel and M. W---
stepped aside. For the next thirty m nutes every man held
his watch in his hand and was restless, silent, and uneasy.

At | ast sonebody said, with a doonful sigh--

"Wl l, yonder's Hat Island--and we can't nake it.

Al'l the watches closed with a snap, everybody sighed

and nuttered sonething about its being 'too bad, too bad--

ah, if we could only have got here half an hour sooner!

and the place was thick with the atnosphere of disappointnent.
Sone started to go out, but loitered, hearing no bell-tap to | and.
The sun di pped behind the horizon, the boat went on

Inquiring | ooks passed from one guest to another

and one who had his hand on the door-knob and had

turned it, waited, then presently took away his hand and | et

the knob turn back again. W bore steadily down the bend.

More | ooks were exchanged, and nods of surprised admiration--

but no words. Insensibly the nmen drew together behind M. Bixby,
as the sky darkened and one or two dimstars canme out.

The dead silence and sense of waiting became oppressive.

M. Bixby pulled the cord, and two deep, nellow notes

fromthe big bell floated off on the night. Then a pause,

and one nore note was struck. The watchman's voice foll owed,

fromthe hurricane deck--



' Labboard | ead, there! Stabboard | ead!

The cries of the | eadsnen began to rise out of the distance,

and were gruffly repeated by the word-passers on the hurricane deck.

"Ma-r-k three!.... Ma-r-k threel.... Quarter-less three! .... Half

twain! .... Quarter twain! .... Ma-r-k twain! .... Quarter-|ess--

M. Bixby pulled two bell-ropes, and was answered by faint

jinglings far belowin the engine room and our speed sl ackened.

The steam began to whistle through the gauge-cocks. The cries of

the | eadsmen went on--and it is a weird sound, always, in the night.
Every pilot in the ot was watching now, with fixed eyes, and talking
under his breath. Nobody was cal m and easy but M. Bi xby.

He woul d put his wheel down and stand on a spoke, and as the steaner
swung into her (to ne) utterly invisible marks--for we seened to be in
the mdst of a wide and gl oony sea--he would neet and fasten her there.
Qut of the murnur of half-audible talk, one caught a coherent sentence

now and then--such as--

"There; she's over the first reef all right!

After a pause, another subdued voice--

"Her stern's coming down just exactly right, by George!

"Now she's in the marks; over she goes!

Sonebody el se nuttered--

"Oh, it was done beauti ful - - BEAUTI FUL!

Now t he engi nes were stopped altogether, and we drifted



with the current. Not that | could see the boat drift,

for 1 could not, the stars being all gone by this tine.

This drifting was the disnmalest work; it held one's heart still.
Presently | discovered a bl acker gl oomthan that which surrounded us.
It was the head of the island. W were closing right down upon it.
We entered its deeper shadow, and so inmi nent seened the peril

that | was likely to suffocate; and | had the strongest

i mpul se to do SOVETHI NG anything, to save the vessel.

But still M. Bixby stood by his wheel, silent, intent as a cat,

and all the pilots stood shoul der to shoul der at his back.

"She' Il not make it!' somebody whispered.

The wat er grew shoal er and shoal er, by the | eadsnan's cri es,

till it was down to--

"Eight-and-a-half!.... E-i-g-h-t feet!.... E-i-g-h-t feet!.... Seven-and--'

M. Bi xby said warningly through his speaking tube to the engineer--

"Stand by, now'

' Aye-aye, sir!’

' Seven- and- a-hal f! Seven feet! Six-and--'

We touched bottoml Instantly M. Bixby set a lot of bells ringing,

shout ed through the tube, 'NOW |et her have it--every ounce you've got!'
then to his partner, 'Put her hard down! snatch her! snatch her!’

The boat rasped and ground her way through the sand, hung upon the apex
of disaster a single trenendous instant, and then over she went!

And such a shout as went up at M. Bixby's back never |oosened the roof of

a pilot-house before!



There was no nore trouble after that. M. Bixby was a hero that night;
and it was sone little tine, too, before his exploit ceased to be tal ked

about by river nen.

Fully to realize the marvel ous precision required in |aying
the great steanmer in her marks in that nmurky waste of water,
one should know that not only nust she pick her intricate

way through snags and blind reefs, and then shave the head

of the island so closely as to brush the overhangi ng foliage
with her stern, but at one place she nust pass alnost within
arms reach of a sunken and invisible weck that woul d snatch
the hull tinbers fromunder her if she should strike it,

and destroy a quarter of a mllion dollars' worth of steam boat
and cargo in five minutes, and maybe a hundred and fifty human

lives into the bargain.

The last remark | heard that night was a conplinent to M. Bixby,

uttered in soliloquy and with unction by one of our guests. He said--

"By the Shadow of Death, but he's a lightning pilot!

Chapter 8

Per pl exi ng Lessons

At the end of what seened a tedious while, | had nmanaged to pack ny head
full of islands, towns, bars, 'points,' and bends; and a curiously

i nani mate mass of lunber it was, too. However, inasnuch as

could shut ny eyes and reel off a good long string of these nanes

wi thout |eaving out nore than ten mles of river in every fifty,

| began to feel that | could take a boat down to New Oleans if I

could nmake her skip those little gaps. But of course my conpl acency

could hardly get start enough to lift ny nose a trifle into the air,



before M. Bixby would think of something to fetch it down again.

One day he turned on nme suddenly with this settler--

"What is the shape of Wal nut Bend?

He might as well have asked nme ny grandnother's opinion of protoplasm
I reflected respectfully, and then said | didn't know it had any
particul ar shape. M gunpowdery chief went off with a bang, of course,

and then went on loading and firing until he was out of adjectives.

I had | earned long ago that he only carried just so many rounds
of anmunition, and was sure to subside into a very placable and
even renorseful old snmooth-bore as soon as they were all gone.
That word '"old" is nerely affectionate; he was not nore than

thirty-four. | waited. By and by he said--

"My boy, you've got to know the SHAPE of the river perfectly.
It is all there is left to steer by on a very dark night.
Everything else is blotted out and gone. But mind you, it hasn't

the sane shape in the night that it has in the day-tine.'

'How on earth am | ever going to learn it, then?

"How do you follow a hall at home in the dark. Because you know

the shape of it. You can't see it.

‘Do you mean to say that |'ve got to know all the million trifling variations
of shape in the banks of this interminable river as well as | know the shape

of the front hall at hone?

"On ny honor, you've got to know them BETTER than any nan ever

did know the shapes of the halls in his own house.

"I wish | was dead!



"Now | don't want to di scourage you, but----

"Well, pile it on me; | might as well have it now as another tine.

"You see, this has got to be learned; there isn't any getting
around it. A clear starlight night throws such heavy shadows
that if you didn't know the shape of a shore perfectly you woul d
cl aw away from every bunch of tinber, because you woul d take

the bl ack shadow of it for a solid cape; and you see you woul d
be getting scared to death every fifteen m nutes by the watch.
You would be fifty yards fromshore all the tinme when you

ought to be within fifty feet of it. You can't see a snag

in one of those shadows, but you know exactly where it is,

and the shape of the river tells you when you are coming to it.
Then there's your pitch-dark night; the river is a very different
shape on a pitch-dark night fromwhat it is on a starlight night.
Al'l shores seemto be straight lines, then, and m ghty di mones, too;
and you'd RUN them for straight lines only you know better.

You boldly drive your boat right into what seens to be a solid,
straight wall (you knowing very well that in reality there is

a curve there), and that wall falls back and nakes way for you.
Then there's your gray mist. You take a night when there's one
of these grisly, drizzly, gray msts, and then there isn't any
particul ar shape to a shore. A gray nmist would tangle the head
of the oldest nman that ever lived. Well, then, different Kkinds
of MOONLI GHT change the shape of the river in different ways.

You see----

"Ch, don't say any nore, please! Have | got to learn the shape of the river
according to all these five hundred thousand different ways? If | tried

to carry all that cargo in ny head it woul d make nme st oop-shoul dered.



"NO you only learn THE shape of the river, and you learn it with such
absolute certainty that you can always steer by the shape that's I N YOUR HEAD,

and never mind the one that's before your eyes.

"Very well, I'"Il try it; but after I have learned it can | depend on it.
WIl it keep the sane form and not go fooling around?
Before M. Bixby could answer, M. W--- cane in to take the watch,

and he said--

"Bi xby, you'll have to | ook out for President's Island and al
that country clear away up above he A d Hen and Chickens.

The banks are caving and the shape of the shores changing

i ke everything. Wy, you wouldn't know the point above 40.
You can go up inside the old sycanore-snag, now. <footnote [1

It may not be necessary, but still it can do no harmto explain

that 'inside' neans between the snag and the shore.--MT.]>

So that question was answered. Here were | eagues of shore changi ng shape.
My spirits were down in the nud again. Two things seened pretty apparent
to ne. One was, that in order to be a pilot a man had got to |learn nore than
any one man ought to be allowed to know, and the other was, that he nust |earn

it all over again in a different way every twenty-four hours.

That night we had the watch until twelve. Now it was an ancient river
customfor the two pilots to chat a bit when the watch changed.
Wiile the relieving pilot put on his gloves and lit his cigar,

his partner, the retiring pilot, would say sonething like this--

"l judge the upper bar is making down a little at Hale's Point;
had quarter twain with the |lower |ead and mark twai n<footnote [ Two fathons.
"Quarter twain' is two-and-a-quarter fathoms, thirteen-and-a-half feet.

"Mark three' is three fathonms.]> with the other.’



"Yes, | thought it was naking down a little, last trip.

Meet any boats?

"Met one abreast the head of 21, but she was away over huggi ng the bar
and | couldn't nmake her out entirely. | took her for the "Sunny South"--

hadn't any skylights forward of the chi meys.

And so on. And as the relieving pilot took the wheel his
partner<footnote ['Partner' is a technical termfor 'the other
pilot'.]> would nention that we were in such-and-such a bend,

and say we were abreast of such-and-such a man's wood-yard

or plantation. This was courtesy; | supposed it was necessity.

But M. W--- cane on watch full twelve minutes |ate on

this particular night,--a trenendous breach of etiquette;

in fact, it is the unpardonabl e sin anmong pilots.

So M. Bi xby gave himno greeting whatever, but sinply surrendered
the wheel and nmarched out of the pilot-house without a word.

I was appalled; it was a villainous night for blackness,

we were in a particularly wide and blind part of the river,

where there was no shape or substance to anything, and it

seened incredible that M. Bi xby should have | eft that poor
fellowto kill the boat trying to find out where he was.

But | resolved that | would stand by himany way.

He should find that he was not wholly friendl ess.

So | stood around, and waited to be asked where we were.

But M. W--- plunged on serenely through the solid firmament of black
cats that stood for an atnosphere, and never opened his nouth.
Here is a proud devil, thought |I; here is a linb of Satan that
woul d rather send us all to destruction than put hinself under
obligations to me, because | amnot yet one of the salt of the earth
and privileged to snub captains and lord it over everything dead
and alive in a steanboat. | presently clinmbed up on the bench

I did not think it was safe to go to sleep while this lunatic



was on wat ch.

However, | must have gone to sleep in the course of tine,

because the next thing I was aware of was the fact that day

was breaking, M. W--- gone, and M. Bixby at the wheel again.
So it was four o' clock and all well--but me; | felt like a skinfu

of dry bones and all of themtrying to ache at once.

M. Bi xby asked ne what | had stayed up there for. | confessed
that it was to do M. W--- a benevol ence,--tell himwhere he was.
It took five minutes for the entire preposterousness of the thing
to filter into M. Bixby's system and then | judge it filled
himnearly up to the chin; because he paid ne a conplinent--

and not nuch of a one either. He said,

"Well, taking you by-and-large, you do seemto be nore
different kinds of an ass than any creature | ever saw before.

What did you suppose he wanted to know for?

| said | thought it might be a convenience to him

' Conveni ence D-nation! Didn't | tell you that a man's got to know the river

in the night the sane as he'd know his own front hall?

"Well, | can followthe front hall in the dark if | knowit IS the front hall
but suppose you set ne down in the mddle of it in the dark and not tell me

which hall it is; howam!| to know?

"Wl l you've GOT to, on the river!

"All right. Then I'mglad | never said anything to M. W---'

"l should say so. Wy, he'd have slamed you through the wi ndow and utterly

ruined a hundred dollars' worth of w ndow sash and stuff.



I was gl ad this danmage had been saved, for it would have nade
me unpopul ar with the owners. They always hated anybody

who had the name of being careless, and injuring things.

I went to work now to learn the shape of the river; and of all the eluding
and ungraspabl e objects that ever | tried to get mnd or hands on

that was the chief. | would fasten ny eyes upon a sharp, wooded point that
projected far into the river sone nmiles ahead of nme, and go to | aboriously
phot ographing its shape upon ny brain; and just as | was beginning to
succeed to ny satisfaction, we would draw up toward it and the exasperating
thing would begin to nelt away and fold back into the bank! If there

had been a conspi cuous dead tree standing upon the very point of the cape,

I would find that tree inconspicuously nerged into the general forest,

and occupying the nmiddl e of a straight shore, when | got abreast of it!

No prom nent hill would stick to its shape |ong enough for nme to nmake up

my mind what its formreally was, but it was as dissolving and changefu

as if it had been a nountain of butter in the hottest corner of the tropics.

Not hi ng ever had the sane shape when | was com ng downstreamthat it had

borne when | went up. | nentioned these little difficulties to M. Bixbhy.
He said--
"That's the very main virtue of the thing. |If the shapes

didn't change every three seconds they woul dn't be of any use.
Take this place where we are now, for instance.

As long as that hill over yonder is only one hill, | can boom
right along the way |I'm going; but the monent it splits at

the top and forns a V, | know |'ve got to scratch to starboard
ina hurry, or I'll bang this boat's brains out against a rock
and then the noment one of the prongs of the V sw ngs behind
the other, I've got to waltz to larboard again, or |I'll have

a m sunderstanding with a snag that woul d snatch the keel son out

of this steanboat as neatly as if it were a sliver in your hand.



If that hill didn't change its shape on bad nights there
woul d be an awful steamboat grave-yard around here inside

of a year.'

It was plain that | had got to |learn the shape of the river

inall the different ways that could be thought of,--upside down,

wong end first, inside out, fore-and-aft, and 'thortships,’'--and then
know what to do on gray nights when it hadn't any shape at all

So | set about it. In the course of tine | began to get the best of this
knotty | esson, and ny self-conplacency noved to the front once nore.

M. Bixby was all fixed, and ready to start it to the rear again.

He opened on ne after this fashion--

"How nmuch water did we have in the nmddle crossing at Hol e-in-the-Wall

trip before |last?

I considered this an outrage. | said--

"Every trip, down and up, the | eadsnen are singing through
that tangled place for three-quarters of an hour on a stretch

How do you reckon | can renenber such a ness as that?

"My boy, you've got to renenber it. You' ve got to renenber

the exact spot and the exact nmarks the boat lay in when we had
the shoal est water, in everyone of the five hundred shoal places
between St. Louis and New Ol eans; and you nustn't get the shoa
soundi ngs and marks of one trip mxed up with the shoal soundi ngs
and narks of another, either, for they're not often twi ce alike.

You nust keep them separate.

When | came to nyself again, | said--

"When | get so that | can do that, 1'lIl be able to raise the dead,



and then | won't have to pilot a steanboat to make a |iving.

I want to retire fromthis business. | want a slush-bucket and a brush

I"'monly fit for a roustabout. | haven't got brains enough to be a pilot;

and if | had | wouldn't have strength enough to carry them around,

unl ess | went on crutches.

"Now drop that! Wien | say I'll |earn<footnote [' Teach' is

not in the river vocabulary.]> a man the river, | nmean it.

And you can depend on it, I'Il learn himor kill him'
Chapter 9

Continued Perplexities

THERE was no use in arguing with a person like this. | pronptly

put such a strain on my nmenory that by and by even the shoa

wat er and the countl ess crossing-marks began to stay with ne.

But the result was just the sane. | never could nore than get

one knotty thing | earned before another presented itself.

Now | had often seen pilots gazing at the water and pretending to read
it as if it were a book; but it was a book that told ne nothing.
Atime cane at |ast, however, when M. Bixby seenmed to think ne far

enough advanced to bear a | esson on water-reading. So he began--

"Do you see that long slanting Iine on the face of the water Now,

that's a reef. Moreover, it's a bluff reef. There is a solid sand-bar
under it that is nearly as straight up and down as the side of a house.
There is plenty of water close up to it, but mighty little on top of it.
If you were to hit it you would knock the boat's brains out.

Do you see where the line fringes out at the upper end and begins to

fade away

"Yes, sir.



"Wll, that is a low place; that is the head of the reef.
You can clinb over there, and not hurt anything. Cross over,
now, and follow al ong close under the reef--easy water there--

not nmuch current.

| followed the reef along till | approached the fringed end

Then M. Bi xby sai d--

"Now get ready. Wit till | give the word. She won't want to mount the reef;
a boat hates shoal water. Stand by--wait--WAIT--keep her well in hand.

NOW cranp her down! Snatch her! snatch her!

He seized the other side of the wheel and helped to spin

it around until it was hard down, and then we held it so.

The boat resisted, and refused to answer for a while, and next she
came surging to starboard, nounted the reef, and sent a | ong,

angry ridge of water foam ng away from her bows.

"Now wat ch her; watch her like a cat, or she'll get away from you
When she fights strong and the tiller slips alittle,

in a jerky, greasy sort of way, let up on her a trifle;

it is the way she tells you at night that the water is too shoal
but keep edging her up, little by little, toward the point.

You are well up on the bar, now, there is a bar under every point,
because the water that cones down around it fornms an eddy

and allows the sedinent to sink. Do you see those fine |ines

on the face of the water that branch out like the ribs of a fan
Well, those are little reefs; you want to just miss the ends

of them but run thempretty close. Now | ook out--Iook out!

Don't you crowd that slick, greasy-looking place; there ain't
nine feet there; she won't stand it. She begins to snell it;

| ook sharp, | tell you! ©Ch blazes, there you go!

Stop the starboard wheel! Quick! Ship up to back



Set her back!

The engine bells jingled and the engi nes answered pronptly,
shooting white colums of steamfar aloft out of the 'scape pipes,
but it was too late. The boat had 'snelt' the bar in good earnest;
the foany ridges that radi ated fromher bows suddenly di sappear ed,
a great dead swell cane rolling forward and swept ahead of her

she careened far over to larboard, and went tearing away

toward the other shore as if she were about scared to death.

W were a good nmile fromwhere we ought to have been, when we

finally got the upper hand of her again.

During the afternoon watch the next day, M. Bixby asked ne if |

knew how to run the next fewmles. | said--

"CGo inside the first snag above the point, outside the next one,
start out fromthe | ower end of Hi ggins's wood-yard, make

a square crossing and----

"That's all right. [1'Il be back before you close up on the next point.
But he wasn't. He was still below when I rounded it and entered upon
a piece of river which | had sonme nisgivings about. | did not know

that he was hiding behind a chimey to see how | woul d perform

I went gaily along, getting prouder and prouder, for he had never

|l eft the boat in ny sole charge such a length of tine before.

| even got to 'setting' her and letting the wheel go, entirely, while

vai ngl oriously turned nmy back and inspected the stem marks and humed a tune,
a sort of easy indifference which | had prodigiously admired in Bi xby

and other great pilots. Once | inspected rather |ong, and when | faced

to the front again ny heart flewinto nmy nouth so suddenly that if | hadn't
cl apped ny teeth together | should have lost it. One of those frightfu

bluff reefs was stretching its deadly length right across our bows!

My head was gone in a nonment; | did not know which end | stood on



| gasped and could not get my breath; | spun the wheel down with such
rapidity that it wove itself together |like a spider's web; the boat
answered and turned square away fromthe reef, but the reef followed her!

| fled, and still it followed, still it kept--right across ny bows!

I never |ooked to see where | was going, | only fled.

The awful crash was immnent--why didn't that villain cone!

If I coomitted the crime of ringing a bell, | might get thrown overboard.
But better that than kill the boat. So in blind desperation | started
such a rattling 'shivaree' down bel ow as never had astounded an engi neer
inthis world before, | fancy. Am dst the frenzy of the bells the engines
began to back and fill in a furious way, and ny reason forsook its throne--
we were about to crash into the woods on the other side of the river.

Just then M. Bixby stepped calmy into view on the hurricane deck

My soul went out to himin gratitude. M distress vanished; | would have
felt safe on the brink of Niagara, with M. Bixby on the hurricane deck

He bl andly and sweetly took his tooth-pick out of his nmouth between

his fingers, as if it were a cigar--we were just in the act of clinbing

an overhanging big tree, and the passengers were scudding astern like rats--

and lifted up these conmands to ne ever so gently--

"Stop the starboard. Stop the larboard. Set her back on both.

The boat hesitated, halted, pressed her nose anong the boughs

a critical instant, then reluctantly began to back away.

"Stop the larboard. Conme ahead on it. Stop the starboard.

Cone ahead on it. Point her for the bar.

| sailed away as serenely as a sumer's norning M. Bixby cane in and said,

with nock sinplicity--

"When you have a hail, ny boy, you ought to tap the big bell three tines

before you land, so that the engineers can get ready.



I blushed under the sarcasm and said | hadn't had any hail

"Ah!  Then it was for wood, | suppose. The officer of the watch

will tell you when he wants to wood up.

I went on consuming and said | wasn't after wood.

"I ndeed? Wy, what could you want over here in the bend, then?
D d you ever know of a boat follow ng a bend up-streamat this

stage of the river?

"No sir,--and | wasn't trying to followit. | was getting away

froma bluff reef.’

"No, it wasn't a bluff reef; there isn't one within three mles

of where you were.

"But | sawit. It was as bluff as that one yonder.

"Just about. Run over it!

‘Do you give it as an order?

' Yes. Run over it.

"I'f I don't, I wish | may die.
"All right; | amtaking the responsibility.' | was just as
anxious to kill the boat, now, as | had been to save her before.

| inpressed ny orders upon ny nenory, to be used at the inquest,
and made a straight break for the reef. As it disappeared under

our bows | held ny breath; but we slid over it like oil.



"Now don't you see the difference? It wasn't anything but a WND reef.

The wi nd does that.

"So | see. But it is exactly like a bluff reef.

How am | ever going to tell them apart?

"I can't tell you. It is an instinct. By and by you will just naturally
KNOW one fromthe other, but you never will be able to explain why or how you

know t hem apart

It turned out to be true. The face of the water, in tineg,

becane a wonderful book--a book that was a dead | anguage to the
uneducat ed passenger, but which told its mind to ne w thout reserve,
delivering its nost cherished secrets as clearly as if it uttered
themwith a voice. And it was not a book to be read once

and thrown aside, for it had a new story to tell every day.

Thr oughout the long twelve hundred nmiles there was never a page
that was void of interest, never one that you could | eave

unread wi thout |oss, never one that you would want to skip,

t hi nki ng you could find higher enjoyment in sone other thing.
There never was so wonderful a book witten by man; never one
whose interest was so absorbing, so unflagging, so sparkingly
renewed with every re-perusal. The passenger who could not read it
was charnmed with a peculiar sort of faint dinple on its surface
(on the rare occasions when he did not overlook it altogether);
but to the pilot that was an | TALI Cl ZED passage; indeed, it was
more than that, it was a | egend of the | argest capitals,

with a string of shouting exclamation points at the end of it;
for it meant that a weck or a rock was buried there that could
tear the Iife out of the strongest vessel that ever fl oated.

It is the faintest and sinpl est expression the water ever nakes,
and the nost hideous to a pilot's eye. In truth, the passenger

who could not read this book saw nothing but all manner of pretty



pictures in it painted by the sun and shaded by the cl ouds,
whereas to the trained eye these were not pictures at all

but the gri mest and nost dead-earnest of reading-matter.

Now when | had mastered the | anguage of this water and had come to know

every trifling feature that bordered the great river as famliarly as

knew the letters of the al phabet, | had made a val uabl e acquisition

But | had | ost sonething, too. | had |ost something which could never
be restored to ne while | lived. Al the grace, the beauty, the poetry
had gone out of the najestic river! | still keep in mind a certain

wonder ful sunset which | w tnessed when steanboati ng was new to ne.

A broad expanse of the river was turned to blood; in the middle distance

the red hue brightened into gold, through which a solitary |Iog cane floating,
bl ack and conspicuous; in one place a long, slanting mark |lay sparkling upon
the water; in another the surface was broken by boiling, tunbling rings,

that were as many-tinted as an opal; where the ruddy flush was faintest,

was a snooth spot that was covered with graceful circles and radiating |ines,
ever so delicately traced; the shore on our left was densely wooded

and t he sonmber shadow that fell fromthis forest was broken in one place

by a long, ruffled trail that shone like silver; and high above the forest
wal | a cl ean-stemed dead tree waved a single | eafy bough that gl owed

like a flane in the unobstructed splendor that was flowi ng fromthe sun
There were graceful curves, reflected i mages, woody heights, soft distances;
and over the whole scene, far and near, the dissolving lights drifted

steadily, enriching it, every passing nonent, with new marvels of col oring.

| stood like one bewitched. | drank it in, in a speechless rapture.

The world was new to ne, and | had never seen anything like this at hone.

But as | have said, a day cane when | began to cease fromnoting the glories
and the charnms which the nmoon and the sun and the twilight w ought upon

the river's face; another day cane when | ceased altogether to note them
Then, if that sunset scene had been repeated, | should have | ooked upon

it without rapture, and should have comrented upon it, inwardly, after



this fashion: This sun neans that we are going to have w nd to-norrow,

that floating |og neans that the river is rising, small thanks to it;

that slanting mark on the water refers to a bluff reef which is going

to kill sonebody's steanboat one of these nights, if it keeps on stretching
out like that; those tunbling 'boils' show a dissolving bar and a changi ng
channel there; the lines and circles in the slick water over yonder

are a warning that that troublesone place is shoaling up dangerously;

that silver streak in the shadow of the forest is the 'break' froma new snag,
and he has located hinself in the very best place he could have found

to fish for steanboats; that tall dead tree, with a single living branch

is not going to last long, and then howis a body ever going to get through

this blind place at night without the friendly old | andmarKk.

No, the romance and the beauty were all gone fromthe river

Al'l the value any feature of it had for ne now was the anount

of usefulness it could furnish toward conpassing the safe piloting
of a steanboat. Since those days, | have pitied doctors fromnmny heart.
What does the lovely flush in a beauty's cheek nean to a doctor
but a 'break' that ripples above sone deadly disease.

Are not all her visible charnms sown thick with what are to him
the signs and synbols of hidden decay? Does he ever see her
beauty at all, or doesn't he sinply view her professionally,

and conmment upon her unwhol esone condition all to hinsel f?

And doesn't he sonetines wonder whet her he has gai ned nost or |ost

nost by |l earning his trade?

Chapter 10

Conpl eti ng My Educati on

WHOSCEVER has done ne the courtesy to read ny chapters which have preceded
this may possibly wonder that | deal so mnutely with piloting as a science.
It was the prinme purpose of those chapters; and | amnot quite done yet.

I wish to show, in the nost patient and pai nstaki ng way, what a wonderfu



science it is. Ship channels are buoyed and |lighted, and therefore it is
a conparatively easy undertaking to learn to run them clear-water rivers
with gravel bottoms, change their channels very gradually, and therefore
one needs to learn them but once; but piloting becones another natter

when you apply it to vast streams |like the M ssissippi and the M ssouri
whose al | uvi al banks cave and change constantly, whose snags are al ways
hunting up new quarters, whose sand-bars are never at rest, whose channels
are for ever dodgi ng and shirking, and whose obstructions nust be
confronted in all nights and all weathers without the aid of a single

I i ght-house or a single buoy; for there is neither |light nor buoy to be
found anywhere in all this three or four thousand niles of villainous
river.<footnote [True at the time referred to; not true now (1882).]>

feel justified in enlarging upon this great science for the reason that |
feel sure no one has ever yet witten a paragraph about it who had piloted
a steanboat hinself, and so had a practical know edge of the subject.

If the thene were hackneyed, | should be obliged to deal gently with

the reader; but since it is wholly new, | have felt at liberty to take up

a consi derabl e degree of roomw th it.

When | had | earned the name and position of every visible
feature of the river; when | had so nastered its shape that |
could shut ny eyes and trace it fromSt. Louis to New Ol eans;
when | had learned to read the face of the water as one woul d
cull the news fromthe norning paper; and finally, when I

had trained ny dull nenory to treasure up an endl ess array

of soundi ngs and crossing-marks, and keep fast hold of them

| judged that nmy education was conplete: so | got to tilting
nmy cap to the side of ny head, and wearing a tooth-pick in ny
mouth at the wheel. M. Bixby had his eye on these airs

One day he said--

"What is the height of that bank yonder, at Burgess's?



"How can | tell, sir. It is three-quarters of a nmile away.'

"Very poor eye--very poor. Take the gl ass.

I took the glass, and presently said--'I can't tell

| suppose that that bank is about a foot and a hal f high.

"Foot and a half! That's a six-foot bank. How high was the bank

al ong here last trip?

‘"I don't know, | never noticed.

"You didn't? Well, you nust always do it hereafter.
1 \N]y?l
' Because you'll have to know a good nany things that it tells you

For one thing, it tells you the stage of the river--tells you whether
there's nore water or less in the river along here than there

was | ast trip.

"The leads tell ne that.' | rather thought | had the advantage

of himthere.

"Yes, but suppose the leads |ie? The bank would tell you so,
and then you'd stir those | eadsmen up a bit. There was a ten-foot
bank here last trip, and there is only a six-foot bank now

What does that signify?

"That the river is four feet higher than it was last trinp.

"Very good. |Is the river rising or falling?

" Ri sing.



"No it ain't.

"I guess | amright, sir. Yonder is sonme drift-wood floating

down the stream'

"Arise starts the drift-wood, but then it keeps on floating a while after
the river is done rising. Now the bank will tell you about this. Wit till
you cone to a place where it shelves a little. Now here; do you see this
narrow belt of fine sedinment That was deposited while the water was higher
You see the driftwod begins to strand, too. The bank hel ps in other ways.

Do you see that stunp on the fal se point?

"Ay, ay, sir.
"Wll, the water is just up to the roots of it.

You nust nmake a note of that.

' \N]yr)l

' Because that neans that there's seven feet in the chute of 103.

"But 103 is a long way up the river yet.

"That's where the benefit of the bank comes in. There is water
enough in 103 NOW yet there may not be by the tinme we get there;
but the bank will keep us posted all along. You don't run close
chutes on a falling river, up-stream and there are precious few
of themthat you are allowed to run at all down-stream There's
a law of the United States against it. The river may be rising
by the time we get to 103, and in that case we'll run it.

We are draw ng--how nmuch?

"Six feet aft,--six and a half forward.



"Wll, you do seemto know sonet hi ng.

"But what | particularly want to knowis, if | have got to keep up an
everl asting nmeasuring of the banks of this river, twelve hundred mles,

month in and nonth out?

"OfF course!’

My enotions were too deep for words for a while.

Presently | said--

And how about these chutes. Are there nmany of then?'

"I should say so. | fancy we shan't run any of the river this trip
as you've ever seen it run before--so to speak. |If the river begins
to rise again, we'll go up behind bars that you' ve al ways seen

standi ng out of the river, high and dry like the roof of a house;
we'll cut across | ow places that you' ve never noticed at all

right through the mddle of bars that cover three hundred acres of river

we' |l creep through cracks where you' ve al ways thought was solid | and;
we'll dart through the woods and | eave twenty-five niles of river
off to one side; we'll see the hind-side of every island between New

Ol eans and Cairo.

"Then |'ve got to go to work and | earn just as nuch nore river
as | already know.'

"Just about twice as much nore, as near as you can conme at it.

"Well, one lives to find out. I think | was a fool when | went

into this business.

"Yes, that is true. And you are yet. But you'll not be



when you' ve learned it.

"Ah, | never can learn it.

‘I will see that you DO’

By and by | ventured again--

"Have | got to learn all this thing just as | know the rest of the river--

shapes and all--and so | can run it at night?

"Yes. And you've got to have good fair marks from one end

of the river to the other, that will help the bank tell you
when there is water enough in each of these countless places--
i ke that stunp, you know. When the river first begins

to rise, you can run half a dozen of the deepest of them

when it rises a foot nore you can run another dozen

the next foot will add a couple of dozen, and so on

so you see you have to know your banks and narks to a dead
nmoral certainty, and never get them nixed; for when you start
t hrough one of those cracks, there's no backing out again,

as there is in the big river; you' ve got to go through,

or stay there six nmonths if you get caught on a falling river
There are about fifty of these cracks which you can't run at al

except when the river is brimfull and over the banks.

"This new | esson is a cheerful prospect.

' Cheerful enough. And nind what |'ve just told you; when you
start into one of those places you' ve got to go through

They are too narrow to turn around in, too crooked to back out of,
and the shoal water is always up at the head; never el sewhere.

And the head of themis always likely to be filling up, little by little,



so that the marks you reckon their depth by, this season, may not

answer for next.'

‘Learn a new set, then, every year?

"Exactly. Cranp her up to the bar! What are you standing up

through the mddle of the river for?

The next few nonths showed ne strange things. On the sane day that we held
the conversation above narrated, we net a great rise comng down the river
The whol e vast face of the streamwas black with drifting dead | ogs

br oken boughs, and great trees that had caved in and been washed away.

It required the nicest steering to pick one's way through this

rushing raft, even in the day-tinme, when crossing frompoint to point;

and at night the difficulty was mghtily increased; every now and then

a huge log, lying deep in the water, would suddenly appear right

under our bows, coning head-on; no use to try to avoid it then

we could only stop the engines, and one wheel would wal k over that |og
fromone end to the other, keeping up a thundering racket and careening
the boat in a way that was very unconfortable to passengers.

Now and then we would hit one of these sunken logs a rattling bang,

dead in the center, with a full head of steam and it would stun the boat
as if she had hit a continent. Sonetines this |log would | odge, and stay
right across our nose, and back the M ssissippi up before it; we would
have to do a little crawfishing, then, to get away fromthe obstruction
We often hit WHITE logs, in the dark, for we could not see themtill we
were right on them but a black log is a pretty distinct object at night.

A white snag is an ugly custoner when the daylight is gone.

O course, on the great rise, down cane a swarm of prodigi ous
tinber-rafts fromthe head waters of the M ssissippi

coal barges fromPittsburgh, little trading scows from everywhere,
and broad-horns from'Posey County,' Indiana, freighted with 'fruit

and furniture' --the usual termfor describing it, though in plain



English the freight thus aggrandi zed was hoop-pol es and punpki ns.
Pilots bore a nortal hatred to these craft; and it was returned
with usury. The law required all such helpless traders to keep
a light burning, but it was a | aw that was often broken

Al'l of a sudden, on a murky night, a light would hop up,

ri ght under our bows, alnost, and an agoni zed voi ce,

with the backwoods 'whang' to it, would wail out--

"Whar'n the ---- you goin' to! Cain't you see nothin', you dash-dashed

ai g-suckin', sheep-stealin', one-eyed son of a stuffed nonkey!

Then for an instant, as we whistled by, the red glare fromour furnaces
woul d reveal the scow and the form of the gesticul ating orator

as if under a lightning-flash, and in that instant our firenen and

deck- hands woul d send and receive a tenpest of missiles and profanity,
one of our wheels would walk off with the crashing fragnments

of a steering-oar, and down the dead bl ackness woul d shut again.

And that flatboatman would be sure to go into New Ol eans and sue

our boat, swearing stoutly that he had a light burning all the tine,

when in truth his gang had the lantern down below to sing and lie

and drink and ganbl e by, and no watch on deck. Once, at night, in one

of those forest-bordered crevices (behind an island) which steanboat nen

i ntensely describe with the phrase 'as dark as the inside of a cow,

we shoul d have eaten up a Posey County family, fruit, furniture, and all
but that they happened to be fiddling down bel ow, and we just caught

the sound of the nmusic in tine to sheer off, doing no serious danmage,
unfortunately, but coming so near it that we had good hopes for a nmoment.
These peopl e brought up their lantern, then, of course; and as we backed
and filled to get away, the precious fanily stood in the light of it--
both sexes and various ages--and cursed us till everything turned bl ue.
Once a coal boatman sent a bullet through our pilot-house, when we borrowed

steering oar of himin a very narrow pl ace.



Chapter 11

The River Rises

DURING this big rise these small-fry craft were an intol erabl e nui sance

We were running chute after chute,--a newworld to nme,--and if there was
a particularly cranmped place in a chute, we would be pretty sure to neet
a broad-horn there; and if he failed to be there, we would find himin a
still worse locality, nanely, the head of the chute, on the shoal water.

And then there would be no end of profane cordialities exchanged.

Sonetinmes, in the big river, when we would be feeling our way
cautiously along through a fog, the deep hush woul d suddenly
be broken by yells and a clanor of tin pans, and all in instant
a log raft would appear vaguely through the webby veil,

cl ose upon us; and then we did not wait to swap knives,

but snatched our engine bells out by the roots and piled

on all the steamwe had, to scranble out of the way!

One doesn't hit a rock or a solid log craft with a steanboat

when he can get excused

You will hardly believe it, but many steamboat clerks always

carried a large assortnent of religious tracts with them

in those old departed steanboating days. |ndeed they did.

Twenty tinmes a day we woul d be cranping up around a bar

while a string of these small-fry rascals were drifting down into
the head of the bend away above and beyond us a couple of niles.

Now a skiff would dart away from one of them and cone fighting

its laborious way across the desert of water. It would 'ease all,

in the shadow of our forecastle, and the panting oarsnmen woul d shout,
"G me a pa-a-per!' as the skiff drifted swiftly astern

The clerk would throw over a file of New Ol eans journals.

If these were picked up w thout conment, you might notice that now a dozen

ot her skiffs had been drifting down upon us w thout saying anything.



You understand, they had been waiting to see how No. 1 was going to fare.
No. 1 making no conmment, all the rest would bend to their oars

and cone on, now, and as fast as they cane the clerk would

heave over neat bundles of religious tracts, tied to shingles.

The amount of hard swearing which twel ve packages of religious literature
wi Il command when inpartially divided up anong twel ve raftsmen's crews,
who have pulled a heavy skiff two mles on a hot day to get them

is sinmply incredible.

As | have said, the big rise brought a new world under ny vision.

By the time the river was over its banks we had forsaken our old paths and
were hourly clinbing over bars that had stood ten feet out of water before;

we were shaving stunpy shores, like that at the foot of Madrid Bend, which I
had al ways seen avoi ded before; we were clattering through chutes like that

of 82, where the opening at the foot was an unbroken wall of tinber till our
nose was al nost at the very spot. Sonme of these chutes were utter solitudes.
The dense, untouched forest overhung both banks of the crooked little crack
and one coul d believe that hunman creatures had never intruded there before.
The swi ngi ng grape-vines, the grassy nooks and vistas glinpsed as we swept by,
the flowering creepers waving their red bl ossonms fromthe tops of dead trunks,
and all the spendthrift richness of the forest foliage, were wasted and thrown
away there. The chutes were lovely places to steer in; they were deep,

except at the head; the current was gentle; under the 'points' the water

was absol utely dead, and the invisible banks so bluff that where the tender
willow thickets projected you could bury your boat's broadside in them as you

tore along, and then you seened fairly to fly.

Behi nd ot her islands we found wetched little farns, and w et cheder
little | og-cabins; there were crazy rail fences sticking a foot

or two above the water, with one or two jeans-clad, chills-racked,
yel | ow-faced mal e m serables roosting on the top-rail, el bows

on knees, jaws in hands, grinding tobacco and di scharging

the result at floating chips through crevices left by |lost teeth;



while the rest of the family and the few farm ani nals were huddl ed
together in an enpty wood-flat riding at her noorings close at hand.
In this flat-boat the fanm|ly would have to cook and eat

and sleep for a lesser or greater nunber of days (or possibly
weeks), until the river should fall two or three feet and | et

them get back to their |log-cabin and their chills again--

chills being a merciful provision of an all-w se Providence

to enable themto take exercise w thout exertion

And this sort of watery canping out was a thing which these people
were rather liable to be treated to a couple of tinmes a year

by the Decenber rise out of the Chio, and the June rise out

of the Mssissippi. And yet these were kindly dispensations,

for they at |east enabled the poor things to rise fromthe dead

now and then, and | ook upon |life when a steanboat went by.

They appreciated the blessing, too, for they spread their nouths
and eyes wi de open and made the nost of these occasions.

Now what coul d these bani shed creatures find to do to keep from dyi ng

of the blues during the | owwater season!

Once, in one of these lovely island chutes, we found

our course conpletely bridged by a great fallen tree.

This will serve to show how narrow sone of the chutes were

The passengers had an hour's recreation in a virgin wlderness,
whi | e the boat-hands chopped the bridge away; for there was no such

thing as turning back, you conprehend.

From Cairo to Baton Rouge, when the river is over its banks, you have

no particular trouble in the night, for the thousand-nile wall of dense
forest that guards the two banks all the way is only gapped with a farm
or wood-yard opening at intervals, and so you can't 'get out of the river
much easi er than you could get out of a fenced | ane; but from Baton
Rouge to New Orleans it is a different matter. The river is nore than

a mle wide, and very deep--as nmuch as two hundred feet, in places.



Bot h banks, for a good deal over a hundred miles, are shorn of their tinber
and bordered by continuous sugar plantations, with only here and there

a scattering sapling or row of ornanental China-trees. The tinber is

shorn off clear to the rear of the plantations, fromtwo to four niles.
When the first frost threatens to cone, the planters snatch off

their crops in a hurry. Wen they have finished grinding the cane,

they formthe refuse of the stalks (which they call BAGASSE)

into great piles and set fire to them though in other sugar countries

the bagasse is used for fuel in the furnaces of the sugar nills.

Now t he piles of danp bagasse burn slowy, and snmoke |ike Satan's own kitchen

An enmbanknent ten or fifteen feet high guards both banks of the M ssissipp
all the way down that |ower end of the river, and this enbanknent is set
back fromthe edge of the shore fromten to perhaps a hundred feet,
according to circunstances; say thirty or forty feet, as a general thing.
Fill that whole region with an inpenetrable gl oom of snoke froma hundred

m | es of burning bagasse piles, when the river is over the banks, and turn
a steanboat | oose along there at midnight and see how she will feel

And see how you will feel, too! You find yourself away out in the m dst

of a vague dimsea that is shoreless, that fades out and | oses itself

in the nurky distances; for you cannot discern the thin rib of enmbanknent,
and you are always imagi ning you see a straggling tree when you don't. The
pl antations thensel ves are transfornmed by the snoke, and | ook like a part

of the sea. Al through your watch you are tortured with the exquisite nisery
of uncertainty. You hope you are keeping in the river, but you do not know.
Al'l that you are sure about is that you are likely to be within six feet of
the bank and destruction, when you think you are a good half-nile from shore.
And you are sure, also, that if you chance suddenly to fetch up agai nst

t he enmbankrment and toppl e your chi meys overboard, you will have the snall
confort of knowing that it is about what you were expecting to do.

One of the great Vicksburg packets darted out into a sugar plantation

one night, at such a tinme, and had to stay there a week. But there was no

novelty about it; it had often been done before.



I thought | had finished this chapter, but | w sh

to add a curious thing, while it is in ny nind.

It is only relevant in that it is connected with piloting.

There used to be an excellent pilot on the river, a M. X,

who was a somanbulist. It was said that if his nmnd was
troubl ed about a bad piece of river, he was pretty sure

to get up and walk in his sleep and do strange things.

He was once fellowpilot for a trip or two with George Ealer

on a great New Ol eans passenger packet. During a considerable
part of the first trip George was uneasy, but got over it

by and by, as X seened content to stay in his bed when asl eep
Late one night the boat was approachi ng Hel ena, Arkansas; the water
was | ow, and the crossing above the town in a very blind and
tangl ed condition. X had seen the crossing since Eal er had,

and as the night was particularly drizzly, sullen, and dark,

Eal er was consi dering whether he had not better have X called to
assi st in running the place, when the door opened and X. wal ked i n.
Now on very dark nights, light is a deadly eneny to piloting;

you are aware that if you stand in a |ighted room on such

a night, you cannot see things in the street to any purpose;

but if you put out the lights and stand in the gl oomyou can nake
out objects in the street pretty well. So, on very dark nights,
pilots do not snoke; they allow no fire in the pilot-house

stove if there is a crack which can allow the | east ray

to escape; they order the furnaces to be curtai ned with huge
tarpaulins and the sky-lights to be closely blinded.

Then no |ight whatever issues fromthe boat. The undefinable
shape that now entered the pilot-house had M. X 's vaoice.

Thi s sai d- -

Let nme take her, George; |'ve seen this place since you have,

and it is so crooked that | reckon I can run it nyself easier



than | could tell you howto do it.

"It is kind of you, and | swear | amwlling.

I haven't got another drop of perspiration left in ne.

| have been spinning around and around the wheel |ike a squirrel
It is so dark | can't tell which way she is swinging till she is

com ng around like a whirligig.

So Ealer took a seat on the bench, panting and breathl ess.

The bl ack phant om assuned t he wheel w thout sayi ng anyt hing,
steadied the waltzing steamer with a turn or two, and then stood
at ease, coaxing her a little to this side and then to that,

as gently and as sweetly as if the tinme had been noonday.

When Eal er observed this marvel of steering, he w shed he had

not confessed! He stared, and wondered, and finally said--

Well, | thought I knew how to steer a steanboat, but that was

anot her m stake of m ne.

X. said nothing, but went serenely on with his work. He rang for the |eads;
he rang to sl ow down the steam he worked the boat carefully and neatly
into invisible marks, then stood at the center of the wheel and peered
blandly out into the blackness, fore and aft, to verify his position

as the | eads shoal ed nore and nore, he stopped the engines entirely,

and the dead silence and suspense of 'drifting followed when the shoal est
wat er was struck, he cracked on the steam carried her handsonely over

and then began to work her warily into the next system of shoal narks;

the sane patient, heedful use of |eads and engines followed, the boat

sl i pped through wi thout touching bottom and entered upon the third and
last intricacy of the crossing; inperceptibly she noved through the gl oom
crept by inches into her marks, drifted tediously till the shoal est water
was cried, and then, under a trenendous head of steam went sw ngi ng over

the reef and away into deep water and safety!



Ealer let his |ong-pent breath pour out in a great, relieving sigh, and said--

"That's the sweetest piece of piloting that was ever done on
the Mssissippi River! | wouldn't believed it could be done,

if | hadn't seen it.

There was no reply, and he added- -

"Just hold her five mnutes |onger, partner, and let me run down and get

a cup of coffee.

A mnute later Ealer was biting into a pie, dowmn in the 'texas,
and conforting hinself with coffee. Just then the ni ght watchnman
happened in, and was about to happen out again, when he noticed

Eal er and excl ai ned- -

"Who is at the wheel, sir?

"Dart for the pilot-house, quicker than |ightning!

The next nonent both nen were flying up the pilot-house conpani on way,
three steps at a junp! Nobody there! The great steaner was

whi stling down the nmiddle of the river at her own sweet wll!

The wat chman shot out of the place again; Ealer seized the wheel

set an engi ne back with power, and held his breath while the boat
reluctantly swng away froma 'towhead which she was about to knock

into the mddle of the Gulf of Mexico!

By and by the watchman cane back and sai d- -

"Didn't that lunatic tell you he was asleep, when he first canme up here?



"Well, he was. | found himwal king along on top of the railings
just as unconcerned as another nan would wal k a pavenent;

and | put himto bed; now just this mnute there he was again,
away astern, going through that sort of tight-rope deviltry

t he sane as before.

"Well, | think I'll stay by, next tine he has one of those fits.
But | hope he'll have themoften. You just ought to have seen himtake
this boat through Hel ena crossing. | never saw anything so gaudy before.

And if he can do such gold-Ieaf, kid-glove, dianond-breastpin piloting

when he is sound asl eep, what COULDN T he do if he was dead!

Chapter 12

Soundi ng

VWHEN the river is very low, and one's steanboat is 'drawing all the water'
there is in the channel,--or a few inches nore, as was often the case
inthe old tines,--one nust be painfully circunspect in his piloting.

W used to have to 'sound' a nunber of particularly bad places al nbst every

trip when the river was at a very |ow stage

Sounding is done in this way. The boat ties up at the shore, just above

the shoal crossing; the pilot not on watch takes his 'cub' or steersnan

and a picked crew of nmen (sonetinmes an officer also), and goes out

in the yaw --provi ded the boat has not that rare and sunptuous | uxury,

a regul arl y-devi sed ' soundi ng-boat' --and proceeds to hunt for the best water,
the pilot on duty watching his nmovenents through a spy-glass, neantine,

and in sone instances assisting by signals of the boat's whistle,

signifying "try higher up' or '"try |lower down;' for the surface of

the water, like an oil-painting, is nore expressive and intelligible



when inspected froma little distance than very close at hand.

The whistle signals are sel dom necessary, however; never, perhaps, except when
the wind confuses the significant ripples upon the water's surface.

When the yawl has reached the shoal place, the speed is slackened,

the pilot begins to sound the depth with a pole ten or twelve feet |ong,

and the steersnman at the tiller obeys the order to 'hold her up

to starboard;' or, 'let her fall off to larboard;' <footnote [ The
term'larboard is never used at seamnow, to signify the |eft hand,

but was al ways used on the river in ny tine]> or 'steady--steady

as you go.

When the neasurenents indicate that the yaw is approaching

the shoal est part of the reef, the command is given to 'ease all!
Then the nmen stop rowing and the yaw drifts with the current.
The next order is, 'Stand by with the buoy!' The nonent

the shall owest point is reached, the pilot delivers the order
"Let go the buoy!' and over she goes. |If the pilot is

not satisfied, he sounds the place again; if he finds better water
hi gher up or | ower down, he renoves the buoy to that place.

Being finally satisfied, he gives the order, and all the nen
stand their oars straight up in the air, in line; a blast from
the boat's whistle indicates that the signal has been seen

then the men 'give way' on their oars and lay the yaw

al ongsi de the buoy; the steamer cones creeping carefully down,

is pointed straight at the buoy, husbands her power for

the conming struggle, and presently, at the critical nonent,

turns on all her steam and goes grinding and wall owi ng over

the buoy and the sand, and gains the deep water beyond.

O maybe she doesn't; naybe she 'strikes and sw ngs.

Then she has to while away several hours (or days)

sparring herself off.

Sonetinmes a buoy is not laid at all, but the yaw goes ahead,



hunting the best water, and the steamer follows along in its wake.
Oten there is a deal of fun and excitement about soundi ng,
especially if it is a glorious sunmer day, or a blustering night.

But in winter the cold and the peril take nost of the fun out of it.

A buoy is nothing but a board four or five feet |ong,

with one end turned up; it is a reversed school - house bench,

with one of the supports left and the other renoved.

It is anchored on the shoal est part of the reef by a

rope with a heavy stone nmade fast to the end of it.

But for the resistance of the turned-up end of the reversed bench
the current would pull the buoy under water. At night, a paper
lantern with a candle in it is fastened on top of the buoy,

and this can be seen a mle or nore, a little glinmrering spark in

the waste of bl ackness.

Not hi ng delights a cub so nuch as an opportunity to go out soundi ng.

There is such an air of adventure about it; often there is danger

it is so gaudy and nman-of-war-like to sit up in the stern-sheets and steer
a swift yaw; there is sonething fine about the exultant spring of the boat
when an experienced old sailor crew throw their souls into the oars;

it is lovely to see the white foam streamaway fromthe bows; there is
nmusic in the rush of the water; it is deliciously exhilarating, in sumer,
to go speeding over the breezy expanses of the river when the world

of wavelets is dancing in the sun. It is such grandeur, too, to the cub
to get a chance to give an order; for often the pilot will sinply say,
"Let her go about!' and |leave the rest to the cub, who instantly cries,

in his sternest tone of command, 'Ease starboard! Strong on the |arboard!
Starboard give way! Wth a will, men!'" The cub enjoys soundi ng

for the further reason that the eyes of the passengers are watching al

the yawl 's novenents with absorbing interest if the tine be daylight;

and if it be night he knows that those same wondering eyes are fastened

upon the yaw's lantern as it glides out into the gl oomand di ns away



in the renote distance.

One trip a pretty girl of sixteen spent her tine in our pilot-house
with her uncle and aunt, every day and all day long. | fell in |ove
with her. So did M. Thornburg's cub, TomG---. Tomand | had been
bosom friends until this tine; but now a cool ness began to arise.

| told the girl a good many of ny river adventures, and nade

mysel f out a good deal of a hero; Tomtried to nake hinself appear
to be a hero, too, and succeeded to sonme extent, but then he al ways
had a way of enbroidering. However, virtue is its own reward

so | was a barely perceptible trifle ahead in the contest.

About this tinme something happened which proni sed handsonely for ne:
the pilots decided to sound the crossing at the head of 21

This woul d occur about nine or ten o' clock at night, when the
passengers would be still up; it would be M. Thornburg's watch,
therefore ny chief would have to do the sounding. W had a perfect

| ove of a sounding-boat--long, trim graceful, and as fleet as

a greyhound; her thwarts were cushioned; she carried twelve oarsnen;
one of the mates was always sent in her to transmit orders to her crew,

for ours was a steaner where no end of 'style' was put on

We tied up at the shore above 21, and got ready. It was a foul night,
and the river was so wide, there, that a | andsnman's uneducat ed

eyes could discern no opposite shore through such a gl oom

The passengers were alert and interested; everything was satisfactory.
As | hurried through the engi ne-room picturesquely gotten up

in stormtoggery, | net Tom and could not forbear delivering

mysel f of a nean speech--

"Ain't you glad YOU don't have to go out sounding?

Tom was passing on, but he quickly turned, and said--



"Now just for that, you can go and get the soundi ng-pol e yourself.

| was going after it, but 1'd see you in Halifax, now, before |'d do it.

"Who wants you to get it? | don't. It's in the soundi ng-boat.

"It ain't, either. |It's been newpainted; and it's been up on the | adies

cabin guards two days, drying.

| flew back, and shortly arrived anong the crowd of watching

and wondering ladies just in tinme to hear the conmand:

‘G ve way, nen!'

| | ooked over, and there was the gallant soundi ng-boat booni ng away,
the unprincipled Tompresiding at the tiller, and ny chief sitting by him
wi th the soundi ng-pole which I had been sent on a fool's errand to fetch.

Then that young girl said to ne--

"Ch, how awful to have to go out in that little boat on such a night!

Do you think there is any danger?

I woul d rather have been stabbed. | went off, full of venom

to help in the pilot-house. By and by the boat's |antern disappeared,
and after an interval a wee spark glimered upon the face of the water
a mle anay. M. Thornburg blew the whistle, in acknow edgment,
backed the steaner out, and nade for it. W flew along for a while,
then sl ackened steam and went cautiously gliding toward the spark.

Presently M. Thornburg excl ai nmed- -

"Hell o, the buoy-lantern's out!

He stopped the engines. A monent or two |ater he said--

"Whay, there it is again!



So he came ahead on the engines once nore, and rang for the |eads.
Gradual |y the water shoal ed up, and then began to deepen agai n!

M. Thornburg mnuttered--

"Wll, | don't understand this. | believe that buoy has drifted
off the reef. Seens to be a little too far to the left.

No matter, it is safest to run over it anyhow'

So, in that solid world of darkness we went creeping down on the |ight.
Just as our bows were in the act of plowi ng over it, M. Thornburg seized

the bell-ropes, rang a startling peal, and excl ai med- -

"My soul, it's the soundi ng-boat!

A sudden chorus of wild alarnms burst out far bel ow-a pause--
and then the sound of grinding and crashing foll owed.

M . Thornburg excl ai ned- -

"There! the paddl e-wheel has ground the soundi ng- boat

to lucifer natches! Run! See who is killed!

I was on the main deck in the twinkling of an eye. M chief and the third
mate and nearly all the nen were safe. They had di scovered their danger
when it was too late to pull out of the way; then, when the great guards
overshadowed them a nonent |ater, they were prepared and knew what to do

at ny chiefs order they sprang at the right instant, seized the guard,

and were haul ed aboard. The next noment the soundi ng-yawl swept aft

to the wheel and was struck and splintered to atons. Two of the nmen and
the cub Tom were missing--a fact which spread like wildfire over the boat.
The passengers canme flocking to the forward gangway, |adies and all

anxi ous-eyed, white-faced, and tal ked in awed voi ces of the dreadful thing.

And often and again | heard them say, 'Poor fellows! poor boy, poor boy!



By this tine the boat's yawl was manned and away, to search

for the mssing. Now a faint call was heard, off to the left.

The yawl had di sappeared in the other direction. Half the people
rushed to one side to encourage the swinmrer with their shouts;

the other half rushed the other way to shriek to the yaw to turn about.
By the callings, the swi nmer was approachi ng, but sone said the sound
showed failing strength. The crowd nassed t hensel ves agai nst

the boiler-deck railings, |eaning over and staring into the gl oom

and every faint and fainter cry wung fromthem such words as,

" Ah, poor fellow, poor fellow is there no way to save hin®

But still the cries held out, and drew nearer, and presently

the voice said pluckily--

"I can nake it! Stand by with a rope!

What a rousing cheer they gave him The chief mate took his stand
in the glare of a torch-basket, a coil of rope in his hand,

and his nmen grouped about him The next noment the swimer's face
appeared in the circle of light, and in another one the owner of it
was haul ed aboard, |inp and drenched, while cheer on cheer went up

It was that devil Tom

The yawl crew searched everywhere, but found no sign of the two nen.

They probably failed to catch the guard, tumbled back, and were struck

by the wheel and killed. Tom had never junped for the guard at all

but had plunged head-first into the river and dived under the wheel

It was nothing; | could have done it easy enough, and | said so;

but everybody went on just the sane, nmaking a wonderful to do over that ass,
as if he had done sonething great. That girl couldn't seemto have

enough of that pitiful '"hero' the rest of the trip; but little | cared,

| |l oathed her, any way.



The way we cane to nistake the sounding-boat's lantern for the
buoy-light was this. M chief said that after | aying the buoy

he fell away and watched it till it seemed to be secure; then he took
up a position a hundred yards below it and a little to one side of
the steaner's course, headed the soundi ng-boat up-stream and waited.
Having to wait sone time, he and the officer got to talking;

he | ooked up when he judged that the steaner was about on the reef;
saw t hat the buoy was gone, but supposed that the steamer had al ready
run over it; he went on with his talk; he noticed that the steaner
was getting very close on him but that was the correct thing;

it was her business to shave himclosely, for convenience in taking
hi m aboard; he was expecting her to sheer off, until the |ast nonent;
then it flashed upon himthat she was trying to run hi m down,

m staking his lantern for the buoy-light; so he sang out,

"Stand by to spring for the guard, nmen!' and the next instant the

junp was nmade.

Chapter 13

A Pilot's Needs

BUT | am wandering fromwhat | was intending to do, that is,

make pl ai ner than perhaps appears in the previous chapters,

some of the peculiar requirenments of the science of piloting.
First of all, there is one faculty which a pilot nust incessantly
cultivate until he has brought it to absolute perfection

Not hi ng short of perfection will do. That faculty is nmenory.

He cannot stop with nerely thinking a thing is so and so;

he nmust know it; for this is emnently one of the 'exact' sciences.
Wth what scorn a pilot was | ooked upon, in the old tines,

if he ever ventured to deal in that feeble phrase 'I think,

i nstead of the vigorous one 'l know' One cannot easily realize

what a trenendous thing it is to know every trivial detail of twelve



hundred niles of river and know it with absol ute exactness.

If you will take the longest street in New York, and travel up

and down it, conning its features patiently until you know every
house and wi ndow and door and | anp-post and big and little sign

by heart, and know them so accurately that you can instantly

nane the one you are abreast of when you are set down at random
in that street in the mddle of an inky black night, you will then
have a tol erable notion of the ambunt and the exactness of a
pilot's know edge who carries the M ssissippi River in his head.
And then if you will go on until you know every street crossing,
the character, size, and position of the crossing-stones,

and the varying depth of nud in each of those nunberless places,
you wi Il have sone idea of what the pilot nust know in order

to keep a M ssissippi steanmer out of trouble. Next, if you

will take half of the signs in that long street, and CHANGE THEIR
PLACES once a nonth, and still nanage to know their new positions
accurately on dark nights, and keep up with these repeated changes
wi t hout naki ng any nistakes, you will understand what is required

of a pilot's peerless nenory by the fickle M ssissippi

I think a pilot's nenory is about the nost wonderful thing

in the world. To know the A d and New Testaments by heart,
and be able to recite themglibly, forward or backward,

or begin at random anywhere in the book and recite both ways
and never trip or make a nmistake, is no extravagant mass

of know edge, and no nmarvelous facility, conpared to a pilot's
massed know edge of the M ssissippi and his marvelous facility
in the handling of it. | make this conparison deliberately,
and believe | amnot expanding the truth when | do it.

Many will think my figure too strong, but pilots will not.

And how easily and confortably the pilot's menory does its work;

how placidly effortless is its way; how UNCONSCI QUSLY it |ays up



its vast stores, hour by hour, day by day, and never |oses or

m sl ays a single valuabl e package of themall! Take an instance.

Let a |l eadsman cry, 'Half twain! half twain! half twain! half twain!
hal f twain!' until it become as nonotonous as the ticking of a clock

| et conversation be going on all the tinme, and the pilot be doing

his share of the tal king, and no | onger consciously |istening

to the leadsman; and in the midst of this endless string of half
twains let a single 'quarter twain!' be interjected, w thout enphasis,
and then the half twain cry go on again, just as before:

two or three weeks later that pilot can describe with precision

the boat's position in the river when that quarter twain

was uttered, and give you such a | ot of head-narks, stern-narks,

and side-nmarks to guide you, that you ought to be able to take

the boat there and put her in that sane spot again yourself!

The cry of 'quarter twain' did not really take his mnd fromhis talk,
but his trained faculties instantly photographed the beari ngs,

noted the change of depth, and laid up the inportant details for future
reference without requiring any assistance fromhimin the natter.

If you were wal king and talking with a friend, and another friend

at your side kept up a monotonous repetition of the vowel sound A,

for a couple of blocks, and then in the nmdst interjected an R

thus, A, A A A A R A A A etc., and gave the R no enphasis,

you woul d not be able to state, two or three weeks afterward,

that the R had been put in, nor be able to tell what objects you

were passing at the nonent it was done. But you could if your

menory had been patiently and | aboriously trained to do that sort

of thing nechanically.

Gve a nman a tolerably fair nenory to start with, and piloting
will develop it into a very col ossus of capability.

But ONLY IN THE MATTERS I T IS DAILY DRILLED IN

A time would cone when the man's faculties could not help

noticing | andmar ks and soundi ngs, and his nmenory coul d not



hel p holding on to themwith the grip of a vise; but if you
asked that same man at noon what he had had for breakfast,

it would be ten chances to one that he could not tell you

Ast oni shing things can be done with the human menory if you will

devote it faithfully to one particular |line of business.

At the time that wages soared so high on the Mssouri R ver, ny chief,

M. Bi xby, went up there and | earned nore than a thousand niles

of that streamwith an ease and rapidity that were astonishing.

When he had seen each division once in the daytime and once at night,

his education was so nearly conplete that he took out a 'daylight' |icense;
a fewtrips later he took out a full license, and went to piloting day

and ni ght--and he ranked A 1, too.

M. Bixby placed nme as steersman for a while under a pilot whose feats
of menory were a constant nmarvel to nme. However, his nmenory was born
in him | think, not built. For instance, sonebody would nmention a nane.

Instantly M. Brown would break in--

"Oh, | knew HHM  Sal |l owfaced, red-headed fellow, with a
little scar on the side of his throat, |ike a splinter under
the flesh. He was only in the Southern trade six nonths.

That was thirteen years ago. | nmade a trip with him

There was five feet in the upper river then; the "Henry Bl ake"
grounded at the foot of Tower Island drawi ng four and a half;
the "CGeorge Elliott" unshi pped her rudder on the weck

of the "Sunflower"----

"Wiy, the "Sunflower" didn't sink until----

"I know when she sunk; it was three years before that, on the 2nd of Decenber;
Asa Hardy was captain of her, and his brother John was first clerk

and it was his first trip in her, too; Tom Jones told nme these things



a week afterward in New Ol eans; he was first mate of the "Sunflower."
Captain Hardy stuck a nail in his foot the 6th of July of the next year

and died of the lockjaw on the 15th. His brother died tw years after

3rd of March,--erysipelas. | never saw either of the Hardys,--they were

Al l eghany River nen,--but people who knew themtold me all these things.

And they said Captain Hardy wore yarn socks wi nter and sumer just the sane,
and his first wife's nane was Jane Shook--she was from New Engl and- -

and his second one died in a lunatic asylum It was in the bl ood.

She was from Lexi ngton, Kentucky. Nanme was Horton before she was married.

And so on, by the hour, the man's tongue woul d go.

He could NOT forget any thing. It was sinply inpossible.

The nost trivial details remained as distinct and |uminous in his head,
after they had lain there for years, as the nost nenorabl e events.

H's was not sinply a pilot's nenory; its grasp was uni versal

If he were tal king about a trifling letter he had received seven

years before, he was pretty sure to deliver you the entire screed
fromnmenory. And then wi thout observing that he was departing
fromthe true Iine of his talk, he was nore than likely to hurl

in a |long-drawn parenthetical biography of the witer of that letter
and you were lucky indeed if he did not take up that witer's relatives,

one by one, and give you their biographies, too.

Such a nenory as that is a great msfortune. To it, all occurrences
are of the sanme size. |Its possessor cannot distinguish an interesting
circunstance froman uninteresting one. As a talker, he is bound

to clog his narrative with tiresone details and nake hinsel f

an insufferable bore. Moreover, he cannot stick to his subject.

He picks up every little grain of nenory he discerns in his way,

and so is led aside. M. Brown would start out with the honest
intention of telling you a vastly funny anecdote about a dog.

He woul d be '"so full of laugh' that he could hardly begin; then his

menory would start with the dog's breed and personal appearance;



drift into a history of his owner; of his owner's fanily,

with descriptions of weddings and burials that had occurred in it,
together with recitals of congratul atory verses and obituary poetry
provoked by the same: then this nenory would recollect that one

of these events occurred during the celebrated 'hard wi nter'

of such and such a year, and a minute description of that w nter
woul d follow, along with the nanmes of people who were frozen to death,
and statistics showing the high figures which pork and hay went up to.
Pork and hay woul d suggest corn and fodder; corn and fodder would
suggest cows and horses; cows and horses woul d suggest the circus

and certain cel ebrated bare-back riders; the transition from

the circus to the nenagerie was easy and natural; fromthe el ephant

to equatorial Africa was but a step; then of course the heathen
savages woul d suggest religion; and at the end of three or four hours
tedi ous jaw, the watch would change, and Brown woul d go out

of the pilot-house nuttering extracts from sernons he had heard

years before about the efficacy of prayer as a neans of grace.

And the original first nmention would be all you had | earned about that

after all this waiting and hungeri ng.

A pilot nust have a nenory; but there are two higher qualities

whi ch he nmust al so have. He nust have good and qui ck judgnent

and deci sion, and a cool, calmcourage that no peril can shake.

Gve a nan the nerest trifle of pluck to start with, and by the tine
he has becone a pilot he cannot be unmanned by any danger a steanboat
can get into; but one cannot quite say the sane for judgnent.
Judgnment is a matter of brains, and a man nust START with a good

stock of that article or he will never succeed as a pilot.

The growmt h of courage in the pilot-house is steady all the tine,
but it does not reach a high and satisfactory condition unti
some time after the young pilot has been 'standing his own watch,

al one and under the staggering weight of all the responsibilities

dog,



connected with the position. Wen an apprentice has becone pretty
t horoughly acquainted with the river, he goes clattering al ong

so fearlessly with his steanboat, night or day, that he presently
begins to inmagine that it is H'S courage that ani mates him

but the first time the pilot steps out and |l eaves himto his

own devices he finds out it was the other man's. He discovers
that the article has been left out of his own cargo altogether
The whole river is bristling with exigencies in a nonment;

he is not prepared for them he does not know how to neet them
all his know edge forsakes him and within fifteen m nutes

he is as white as a sheet and scared al nost to deat h.

Therefore pilots wisely train these cubs by various strategic
tricks to |l ook danger in the face a little nore calnly.

A favorite way of theirs is to play a friendly sw ndl e upon

t he candi dat e.

M. Bixby served nme in this fashion once, and for years afterward
| used to blush even in ny sleep when | thought of it.

| had becone a good steersnan; so good, indeed, that | had al

the work to do on our watch, night and day; M. Bi xby sel dom
made a suggestion to me; all he ever did was to take the wheel

on particularly bad nights or in particularly bad crossings,

| and t he boat when she needed to be | anded, play gentleman

of leisure nine-tenths of the watch, and coll ect the wages.

The | ower river was about bank-full, and if anybody had questi oned
my ability to run any crossing between Cairo and New Ol eans

wi thout help or instruction, | should have felt irreparably hurt.
The i dea of being afraid of any crossing in the |ot,

in the DAY-TIME, was a thing too preposterous for contenplation
Well, one matchless summer's day | was bow i ng down the bend
above island 66, brinful of self-conceit and carrying ny nose

as high as a giraffe's, when M. Bixby said--



"I am going below a while. | suppose you know t he next crossing?

This was alnost an affront. It was about the plainest and sinplest crossing
in the whole river. One couldn't cone to any harm whether he ran it
right or not; and as for depth, there never had been any bottomthere.

I knew all this, perfectly well.

"Know howto RUNit? Wy, | can run it with nmy eyes shut.

"How nmuch water is there in it?

"Wll, that is an odd question. | couldn't get bottomthere

with a church steeple.

"You think so, do you?

The very tone of the question shook nmy confi dence.

That was what M. Bixby was expecting. He left, wthout saying
anything nore. | began to imagine all sorts of things.

M. Bi xby, unknown to me, of course, sent sonebody down to

the forecastle with some mysterious instructions to the | eadsnen,
anot her nessenger was sent to whi sper anong the officers,

and then M. Bixby went into hiding behind a snoke-stack where
he coul d observe results. Presently the captain stepped out on
the hurricane deck; next the chief mate appeared; then a clerk
Every monent or two a straggler was added to my audi ence;

and before | got to the head of the island | had fifteen

or twenty peopl e assenbl ed down there under my nose.

| began to wonder what the trouble was. As | started across,
the captain glanced aloft at ne and said, with a sham uneasi ness

in his voice--

"Where is M. Bixby?



' Gone bel ow, sir.

But that did the business for me. M inmgination began to construct
dangers out of nothing, and they nultiplied faster than I coul d keep

the run of them Al at once | inmagined | saw shoal water ahead!

The wave of coward agony that surged through ne then cane near dislocating
every joint in me. Al ny confidence in that crossing vani shed.

| seized the bell-rope; dropped it, ashamed; seized it again;

dropped it once nore; clutched it trenblingly one again,

and pulled it so feebly that | could hardly hear the stroke nyself.

Captain and mate sang out instantly, and both together--

"Starboard |l ead there! and qui ck about it!

This was another shock. | began to clinb the wheel like a squirrel
but | would hardly get the boat started to port before | would see new
dangers on that side, and away | would spin to the other; only to find
perils accunul ating to starboard, and be crazy to get to port again.

Then cane the | eadsnan's sepul chral cry--

'D-e-e-p four!

Deep four in a bottonm ess crossing! The terror of it took ny breath away.

"Ma-r-k three!... Ma-r-k three... Quarter less threel!..
Hal f twai n!
This was frightful! | seized the bell-ropes and stopped the engines.

"Quarter twain! Quarter twain! MARK twain!

I was helpless. | did not know what in the world to do.
I was quaking fromhead to foot, and | could have hung ny hat on

my eyes, they stuck out so far.



"Quarter LESS twain! N ne and a HALF!

We were DRAW NG nine! M hands were in a nerveless flutter
I could not ring a bell intelligibly with them | flewto the

speaki ng-tube and shouted to the engi neer--

"Ch, Ben, if you love nme, BACK her! Quick, Ben! Oh, back the inmmortal

SOUL out of her! '

I heard the door close gently. | |ooked around, and there stood
M. Bixby, smling a bland, sweet snile. Then the audi ence on
the hurricane deck sent up a thundergust of huniliating |aughter
| sawit all, now, and | felt neaner than the nmeanest man in
human history. | laid in the |lead, set the boat in her marks,

came ahead on the engines, and said--

"It was a fine trick to play on an orphan, WASN' T it?
| suppose I'Il never hear the last of how | was ass enough to heave

the lead at the head of 66.

"Wll, no, you won't, maybe. |In fact | hope you won't;
for I want you to |l earn sonething by that experience.

Didn't you KNOWthere was no bottomin that crossing?

"Yes, sir, | did.

"Very well, then. You shouldn't have allowed ne or anybody el se
to shake your confidence in that know edge. Try to renenber that.
And anot her thing: when you get into a dangerous place, don't turn coward.

That isn't going to help matters any.

It was a good enough | esson, but pretty hardly | earned.



Yet about the hardest part of it was that for nonths | so often had
to hear a phrase which | had conceived a particul ar distaste for

It was, 'Oh, Ben, if you love nme, back her!

Chapter 14

Rank and Dignity of Piloting

IN nmy preceding chapters | have tried, by going into the mnutiae
of the science of piloting, to carry the reader step by step

to a conprehension of what the science consists of; and at

the sane tine | have tried to show himthat it is a very curious
and wonderful science, too, and very worthy of his attention.

If I have seened to love ny subject, it is no surprising thing,
for 1 loved the profession far better than any I have foll owed since,
and | took a neasureless pride init. The reason is plain:

a pilot, in those days, was the only unfettered and

entirely independent human being that lived in the earth.

Ki ngs are but the hanpered servants of parlianment and peopl e;
parlianments sit in chains forged by their constituency;

the editor of a newspaper cannot be independent, but nust

work with one hand tied behind himby party and patrons,

and be content to utter only half or two-thirds of his mnd,

no clergyman is a free man and may speak the whol e truth,

regardl ess of his parish's opinions; witers of all kinds are
manacl ed servants of the public. W wite frankly and fearlessly,
but then we 'nodify' before we print. In truth, every man and
wonman and child has a master, and worries and frets in servitude;
but in the day | wite of, the Mssissippi pilot had none.

The captain could stand upon the hurricane deck, in the ponp

of a very brief authority, and give himfive or six orders while
the vessel backed into the stream and then that skipper's reign

was over. The noment that the boat was under way in the river



she was under the sole and unquestioned control of the pilot.

He could do with her exactly as he pleased, run her when and whit her
he chose, and tie her up to the bank whenever his judgnent said
that that course was best. His novenents were entirely free;

he consulted no one, he received comands from nobody,

he pronptly resented even the nerest suggestions. Indeed, the |aw
of the United States forbade himto |isten to commands

or suggestions, rightly considering that the pilot necessarily
knew better how to handl e the boat than anybody could tell him

So here was the novelty of a king w thout a keeper, an absol ute nonarch
who was absolute in sober truth and not by a fiction of words.

I have seen a boy of eighteen taking a great steaner serenely

into what seened al nost certain destruction, and the aged captain
standing nutely by, filled with apprehension but powerless
tointerfere. H s interference, in that particular instance

m ght have been an excellent thing, but to permt it would

have been to establish a npost pernicious precedent. It wll

easily be guessed, considering the pilot's boundl ess authority,
that he was a great personage in the old steanboating days.

He was treated with marked courtesy by the captain and w th nmarked
deference by all the officers and servants; and this deferentia
spirit was quickly comunicated to the passengers, too. | think
pilots were about the only people | ever knew who failed to show,
in some degree, enbarrassnent in the presence of traveling

foreign princes. But then, people in one's own grade of life

are not usually enbarrassing objects.

By long habit, pilots cane to put all their wi shes in the form of conmands.
It "gravels' ne, to this day, to put nmy will in the weak shape of

a request, instead of launching it in the crisp | anguage of an order.

In those old days, to load a steanboat at St. Louis, take her to New

Ol eans and back, and di scharge cargo, consumed about twenty-five days,

on an average. Seven or eight of these days the boat spent at the wharves



of St. Louis and New Ol eans, and every soul on board was hard at work,
except the two pilots; they did nothing but play gentleman up town,

and receive the same wages for it as if they had been on duty.

The nmonent the boat touched the wharf at either city, they were ashore;

and they were not likely to be seen again till the last bell was ringing and

everything in readi ness for another voyage.

When a captain got hold of a pilot of particularly high reputation
he took pains to keep him \Wen wages were four hundred dollars

a month on the Upper M ssissippi, | have known a captain

to keep such a pilot in idleness, under full pay, three nonths

at atinme, while the river was frozen up. And one nust renenber
that in those cheap tinmes four hundred dollars was a sal ary

of al nost inconceivable splendor. Few nmen on shore got such pay

as that, and when they did they were mightily | ooked up to.

When pilots fromeither end of the river wandered into our snall

M ssouri village, they were sought by the best and the fairest,

and treated with exalted respect. Lying in port under wages

was a thing which many pilots greatly enjoyed and appreci at ed;
especially if they belonged in the Mssouri River in the heyday

of that trade (Kansas tinmes), and got nine hundred dollars a trip,
whi ch was equival ent to about eighteen hundred dollars a nonth.

Here is a conversation of that day. A chap out of the Illinois R ver
with a little stern-wheel tub, accosts a couple of ornate and gil ded

M ssouri River pilots--

"CGentlenen, |'ve got a pretty good trip for the upcountry,

and shall want you about a nonth. How much will it be?

' Ei ght een hundred dol | ars api ece.

' Heavens and earth! You take ny boat, |et nme have your wages,

and ' 11 divide!



I will remark, in passing, that M ssissippi steanboatnmen were
important in landsnmen's eyes (and in their own, too, in a degree)
according to the dignity of the boat they were on.

For instance, it was a proud thing to be of the crew of such
stately craft as the 'Aleck Scott' or the 'Gand Turk.

Negro firenen, deck hands, and barbers bel onging to those boats
wer e distingui shed personages in their grade of life, and they were
wel|l aware of that fact too. A stalwart darkey once gave offense
at a negro ball in New Oleans by putting on a good nany airs.

Finally one of the managers bustled up to himand said--

"Who IS you, any way? Who is you? dat's what |

wants to know '

The of fender was not disconcerted in the [east, but swelled hinmself up
and threw that into his voice which showed that he knew he was not putting

on all those airs on a stinted capital

"Wo IS1? WolSI? | let you know m ghty quick who | is!
I want you niggers to understan' dat | fires de mddle do' <footnote

[Door]> on de "Aleck Scott! " '

That was sufficient.

The barber of the 'Grand Turk' was a spruce young nhegro

who aired his inportance with bal my conpl acency,

and was greatly courted by the circle in which he noved.

The young col ored popul ati on of New Ol eans were nuch given

to flirting, at twilight, on the banquettes of the back streets.
Somebody saw and heard sonmething |ike the follow ng,

one evening, in one of those localities. A mddle-aged negro

woran projected her head through a broken pane and shout ed



(very willing that the nei ghbors should hear and envy), 'You
Mary Ann, cone in de house dis minute! Stannin' out dah foolin
"long wid dat |low trash, an' heah's de barber offn de "G an' Turk"

wants to conwerse wid you!

My reference, a nonent ago, to the fact that a pilot's peculiar

of ficial position placed himout of the reach of criticismor comrand,
brings Stephen W--- naturally to my mind. He was a gifted pilot,

a good fellow, a tireless talker, and had both wit and hunor in him
He had a nost irreverent independence, too, and was deliciously
easy-going and confortable in the presence of age, official dignity,
and even the nost august wealth. He always had work, he never
saved a penny, he was a nost persuasive borrower, he was in debt

to every pilot on the river, and to the majority of the captains.

He could throw a sort of splendor around a bit of harum scarum
devil -may-care piloting, that nade it al nost fascinating--

but not to everybody. He made a trip with good old Captain Y----
once, and was 'relieved" fromduty when the boat got to New Ol eans
Sonebody expressed surprise at the discharge. Captain Y----
shuddered at the nere nention of Stephen. Then his poor, thin old

voi ce piped out sonething like this:--

"Way, bless ne! | wouldn't have such a wild creature on ny boat

for the world--not for the whole world! He swears, he sings,

he whistles, he yells--1 never saw such an Injun to yell

Al tines of the night--it never nade any difference to him

He would just yell that way, not for anything in particular,

but nerely on account of a kind of devilish confort he got out of it.
I never could get into a sound sleep but he would fetch ne

out of bed, all in a cold sweat, with one of those dreadfu

war - whoops. A queer being--very queer being; no respect

for anything or anybody. Sonetines he called ne "Johnny."

And he kept a fiddle, and a cat. He played execrably.



This seened to distress the cat, and so the cat would how .
Nobody coul d sl eep where that man--and his fanily--was.

And reckl ess. There never was anything like it.

Now you nay believe it or not, but as sure as | amsitting here,
he brought ny boat a-tilting down through those awful snags

at Chicot under a rattling head of steam and the wi nd a-bl ow ng
like the very nation, at that! M officers will tell you so.
They saw it. And, sir, while he was a-tearing right down

t hrough those snags, and | a-shaking in ny shoes and praying,

I wish | may never speak again if he didn't pucker up his nouth
and go to WHI STLING Yes, sir; whistling "Buffalo gals

can't you cone out tonight, can't you cone out to-night,

can't you cone out to-night;" and doing it as calmy as if we
were attending a funeral and weren't related to the corpse.

And when | renonstrated with himabout it, he sml|ed down on ne
as if | was his child, and told ne to run in the house and try

to be good, and not be nmeddling with ny superiors!”

Once a pretty nean captain caught Stephen in New Ol eans out of work

and as usual out of noney. He laid steady siege to Stephen, who was

in a very 'close place,' and finally persuaded himto hire with him

at one hundred and twenty-five dollars per nonth, just half wages,

the captain agreeing not to divulge the secret and so bring down the contenpt
of all the guild upon the poor fellow. But the boat was not nore than

a day out of New Ol eans before Stephen discovered that the captain

was boasting of his exploit, and that all the officers had been told.

St ephen wi nced, but said nothing. About the nmiddle of the afternoon

the captain stepped out on the hurricane deck, cast his eye around,

and | ooked a good deal surprised. He glanced inquiringly aloft at Stephen
but Stephen was whistling placidly, and attending to business.

The captain stood around a while in evident disconfort, and once or tw ce
seenmed about to make a suggestion; but the etiquette of the river taught

himto avoid that sort of rashness, and so he nanaged to hold his peace.



He chafed and puzzled a few minutes longer, then retired to his apartnents.
But soon he was out again, and apparently nore perpl exed than ever

Presently he ventured to remark, with deference--

Pretty good stage of the river now, ain't it, sir?

"Well, | should say so! Bank-full IS a pretty |liberal stage.

Seenms to be a good deal of current here.

' Good deal don't describe it! It's worse than a mll-race.

Isn't it easier in toward shore than it is out here in the m ddl e?

"Yes, | reckon it is; but a body can't be too careful with a steanboat.
It's pretty safe out here; can't strike any bottom here, you can

depend on that.

The captain departed, |ooking rueful enough. At this rate,

he woul d probably die of old age before his boat got to St. Louis.
Next day he appeared on deck and again found Stephen faithfully
standing up the mddle of the river, fighting the whol e vast

force of the Mssissippi, and whistling the same placid tune.

This thing was beconing serious. In by the shore was a sl ower boat
clipping along in the easy water and gai ning steadily; she began

to make for an island chute; Stephen stuck to the mddle of the river

Speech was WRUNG fromthe captain. He said--

"M. W---, don't that chute cut off a good deal of distance?

"I think it does, but | don't know.'

"Don't know Well, isn't there water enough in it nowto go through?



"l expect there is, but | amnot certain.

"Upon ny word this is odd! Wy, those pilots on that boat yonder are going

totry it. Do you nean to say that you don't know as much as they do?

"THEY! Wy, THEY are two- hundred-and-fifty-dollar pilots!
But don't you be uneasy; | know as much as any nman can afford

to know for a hundred and twenty-five!

The captain surrendered.

Five mnutes |ater Stephen was bow ing through the chute and show ng

the rival boat a two-hundred-and-fifty-dollar pair of heels.

Chapter 15

The Pilots' Monopoly

ONE day, on board the 'Aleck Scott,' my chief, M. Bixby,

was crawl ing carefully through a close place at Cat Island,

bot h | eads goi ng, and everybody hol ding his breath. The captain,
a nervous, apprehensive man, kept still as |long as he coul d,

but finally broke down and shouted fromthe hurricane deck--

" For gracious' sake, give her steam M. Bixby! give her steam

She' |l never raise the reef on this headway!'

For all the effect that was produced upon M. Bi xby, one woul d have supposed
that no remark had been nade. But five nminutes |ater, when the danger

was past and the leads laid in, he burst instantly into a consum ng fury,
and gave the captain the nost admirable cursing | ever listened to.

No bl oodshed ensued; but that was because the captain's cause was weak;

for ordinarily he was not a man to take correction quietly.



Havi ng now set forth in detail the nature of the science of piloting,

and |ikew se described the rank which the pilot held anong the fraternity

of steanmboatnen, this seens a fitting place to say a few words about an
organi zation which the pilots once forned for the protection of their guild.
It was curious and noteworthy in this, that it was perhaps the conpactest,
the conpl etest, and the strongest commercial organization ever

fornmed anong nen.

For a long tine wages had been two hundred and fifty dollars a nonth;

but curiously enough, as steamnmboats nultiplied and business increased,
the wages began to fall little by little. It was easy to discover

the reason of this. Too many pilots were being 'nade.' |t was nice

to have a 'cub,' a steersman, to do all the hard work for a couple

of years, gratis, while his master sat on a high bench and snoked;

all pilots and captains had sons or nephews who wanted to be pilots. By and
by it came to pass that nearly every pilot on the river had a steersnan.
When a steersman had nade an amount of progress that was satisfactory

to any two pilots in the trade, they could get a pilot's license for him
by signing an application directed to the United States |nspector

Not hi ng further was needed; usually no questions were asked, no proofs

of capacity required.

Very well, this growing swarm of new pilots presently

began to underm ne the wages, in order to get berths.

Too | ate--apparently--the knights of the tiller perceived

their nmistake. Plainly, sonmething had to be done, and quickly;

but what was to be the needful thing. A close organization

Not hi ng el se would answer. To conpass this seened an inpossibility;
so it was tal ked, and tal ked, and then dropped.

It was too likely to ruin whoever ventured to nove

in the matter. But at |ast about a dozen of the bol dest--

and sone of themthe best--pilots on the river |aunched

thenselves into the enterprise and took all the chances.



They got a special charter fromthe legislature, with | arge powers
under the name of the Pilots' Benevol ent Association

el ected their officers, conpleted their organization

contributed capital, put 'association' wages up to two hundred
and fifty dollars at once--and then retired to their hones,

for they were pronptly discharged from enpl oynent.

But there were two or three unnoticed trifles in their by-Iaws
whi ch had the seeds of propagation in them For instance,

all idle nenbers of the association, in good standing,

were entitled to a pension of twenty-five dollars per nonth.

This began to bring in one straggler after another fromthe ranks
of the newfledged pilots, in the dull (sumer) season

Better have twenty-five dollars than starve; the initiation

fee was only twelve dollars, and no dues required

fromthe unenpl oyed.

Al so, the wi dows of deceased nenbers in good standing could

draw twenty-five dollars per nonth, and a certain sumfor each

of their children. Al so, the said deceased woul d be buried

at the association's expense. These things resurrected al

t he superannuated and forgotten pilots in the M ssissippi Valley.
They canme fromfarnms, they cane frominterior villages, they cane
fromeverywhere. They came on crutches, on drays, in anbul ances, --
any way, so they got there. They paid in their twelve dollars,

and strai ghtway began to draw out twenty-five dollars a nonth

and calculate their burial bills.

By and by, all the useless, helpless pilots, and a dozen first-class ones,
were in the association, and nine-tenths of the best pilots out of it

and laughing at it. It was the |aughi ng-stock of the whole river
Everybody j oked about the by-law requiring nenbers to pay ten per cent.

of their wages, every nonth, into the treasury for the support

of the association, whereas all the nenbers were outcast and tabooed,



and no one would enploy them Everybody was derisively gratefu

to the association for taking all the worthless pilots out of the way
and leaving the whole field to the excellent and the deserving;

and everybody was not only jocularly grateful for that, but for a
result which naturally foll owed, nanely, the gradual advance of wages
as the busy season approached. Wages had gone up fromthe low figure
of one hundred dollars a nonth to one hundred and twenty-five, and in
sone cases to one hundred and fifty; and it was great fun to enlarge
upon the fact that this charm ng thing had been acconplished by a body
of men not one of whomreceived a particle of benefit fromit.

Sone of the jokers used to call at the association roons and have

a good tine chaffing the nmenbers and offering themthe charity

of taking themas steersnen for a trip, so that they could see what
the forgotten river |ooked |ike. However, the association was content;
or at least it gave no sign to the contrary. Now and then it

captured a pilot who was 'out of luck,' and added himto its list;

and these later additions were very valuable, for they were good pilots;
the i nconpetent ones had all been absorbed before. As business freshened,
wages clinbed gradually up to two hundred and fifty dollars--

the association figure--and becanme firmy fixed there; and stil

wi t hout benefiting a nenber of that body, for no nmenmber was hired.

The hilarity at the association's expense burst all bounds, now.

There was no end to the fun which that poor martyr had to

put up wth.

However, it is a long lane that has no turning. Wnter approached,
busi ness doubl ed and trebl ed, and an aval anche of M ssouri

Il1linois and Upper M ssissippi River boats came pouring down

to take a chance in the New Ol eans trade. Al of a sudden

pilots were in great denand, and were correspondi ngly scarce.

The time for revenge was cone. It was a bitter pill to have to
accept association pilots at |last, yet captains and owners agreed

that there was no other way. But none of these outcasts offered!



So there was a still bitterer pill to be swall owed:

they must be sought out and asked for their services.

Captain ---- was the first man who found it necessary to take

the dose, and he had been the | oudest derider of the organization

He hunted up one of the best of the association pilots and said--

"Well, you boys have rather got the best of us for a
little while, so I'll give in with as good a grace as | can
I've come to hire you; get your trunk aboard right away.

| want to | eave at twel ve o' cl ock.

"l don't know about that. Who is your other pilot?

"I've got I. S---. Wy?

‘I can't go with him He don't belong to the association.

"VWhat !

It's so.'

Do you nmean to tell me that you won't turn a wheel with one of the very best

and ol dest pilots on the river because he don't belong to your association?

"Yes, | do.

"Well, if this isn't putting on airs! 1 supposed | was doing you
a benevol ence; but | begin to think that | amthe party that wants

a favor done. Are you acting under a law of the concern?

"Yes.'

"Show it to ne.'



So they stepped into the association roons, and the secretary

soon satisfied the captain, who said--

"Wll, what am| to do? | have hired M. S---- for the entire season.

"I will provide for you,' said the secretary. 'I will detail a pilot

to go with you, and he shall be on board at twelve o'clock.

"But if | discharge S----, he will conme on ne for the whol e season's wages.

"Of course that is a matter between you and M. S----, captain.

We cannot neddle in your private affairs.

The captain storned, but to no purpose. |n the end he had to discharge
S----, pay himabout a thousand dollars, and take an association pil ot
in his place. The laugh was beginning to turn the other way now.

Every day, thenceforward, a new victimfell; every day sone outraged
captai n discharged a non-association pet, with tears and profanity,

and installed a hated association man in his berth. In a very

little while, idle non-associationists began to be pretty plenty,

bri sk as business was, and nuch as their services were desired.

The | augh was shifting to the other side of their nouths nost pal pably.
These victins, together with the captains and owners, presently ceased
to | augh altogether, and began to rage about the revenge they woul d take

when the passing business 'spurt' was over

Soon all the laughers that were left were the owners

and crews of boats that had two non-association pilots.

But their triunmph was not very long-lived. For this reason

It was a rigid rule of the association that its nmenbers should never
under any circunstances whatever, give information about the channe
to any 'outsider.' By this time about half the boats had none

but association pilots, and the other half had none but outsiders.

At the first glance one woul d suppose that when it cane



to forbidding information about the river these two parties

could play equally at that game; but this was not so.

At every good-sized town fromone end of the river to the other
there was a 'wharf-boat' to land at, instead of a wharf or a pier
Freight was stored in it for transportation; waiting passengers slept
in its cabins. Upon each of these wharf-boats the association's

of ficers placed a strong box fastened with a peculiar |ock which was
used in no other service but one--the United States mail service.

It was the letter-bag | ock, a sacred governnental thing.

By dint of much beseechi ng the governnent had been

persuaded to all ow the association to use this |ock

Every association nman carried a key which woul d open these boxes.
That key, or rather a peculiar way of holding it in the hand

when its owner was asked for river information by a stranger--

for the success of the St. Louis and New O| eans associ ati on

had now bred tolerably thriving branches in a dozen nei ghboring
steanboat trades--was the association man's sign and dipl oma

of menbership; and if the stranger did not respond by producing

a simlar key and holding it in a certain nmanner duly prescribed,
his question was politely ignored. Fromthe association's secretary
each nenber received a package of nore or |ess gorgeous bl anks,
printed like a billhead, on handsone paper, properly ruled in colums;

a bill-head worded sonething like this--

STEAMER GREAT REPUBLI C

JOHN SM TH MASTER

PI LOTS, JOHN JONES AND THOVAS BROWN.

| CROSSINGS. | SOUNDINGS. | MARKS. | REMARKS. |



These bl anks were filled up, day by day, as the voyage
progressed, and deposited in the several wharf-boat boxes.

For instance, as soon as the first crossing, out fromSt. Louis,
was conpleted, the itenms would be entered upon the bl ank

under the appropriate headings, thus--

"St. Louis. N ne and a half (feet). Stern on court-house, head

on dead cottonwood above wood-yard, until you raise the first reef,

then pull up square.' Then under head of Remarks: 'Go just outside
the wecks; this is inportant. New snag just where you strai ghten down;

go above it.

The pilot who deposited that blank in the Cairo box (after adding

toit the details of every crossing all the way down from St. Louis)

took out and read half a dozen fresh reports (from upward-bound steaners)
concerning the river between Cairo and Menphis, posted hinself thoroughly,
returned themto the box, and went back aboard his boat again so arned
agai nst accident that he could not possibly get his boat into trouble

wi t hout bringing the nost ingenious carel essness to his aid.

I magi ne the benefits of so adnirable a systemin a piece of river twelve
or thirteen hundred mles |ong, whose channel was shifting every day!

The pilot who had fornerly been obliged to put up with seeing a shoa

pl ace once or possibly twice a nonth, had a hundred sharp eyes to watch it
for him now, and bushels of intelligent brains to tell himhowto runit.
H's information about it was sel domtwenty-four hours old. |If the reports
in the | ast box chanced to | eave any misgivings on his mnd concerning

a treacherous crossing, he had his renedy; he blew his steamwhistle

in a peculiar way as soon as he saw a boat approaching; the signal was
answered in a peculiar way if that boat's pilots were associati on nen;

and then the two steaners ranged al ongside and all uncertainties were swept



away by fresh information furnished to the inquirer by word of mouth and

in mnute detail.

The first thing a pilot did when he reached New Ol eans or St. Louis

was to take his final and el aborate report to the association parlors

and hang it up there,--after which he was free to visit his famly.

In these parlors a cromd was al ways gat hered t ogether, discussing

changes in the channel, and the nonent there was a fresh arrival

everybody stopped talking till this witness had told the newest news

and settled the latest uncertainty. Qher craftsmen can 'sink the shop,
sonmetines, and interest thenselves in other matters. Not so with a pilot;
he nmust devote hinself wholly to his profession and tal k of nothing el se;
for it would be small gain to be perfect one day and inperfect the next.

He has no tinme or words to waste if he would keep ' posted.

But the outsiders had a hard tine of it. No particular place

to neet and exchange information, no wharf-boat reports,

none but chance and unsati sfactory ways of getting news.

The consequence was that a nan sonetines had to run five hundred
mles of river on information that was a week or ten days ol d.

At a fair stage of the river that m ght have answered; but when the

dead | ow water cane it was destructive.

Now came another perfectly logical result. The outsiders began

to ground steanboats, sink them and get into all sorts of trouble,

wher eas accidents seened to keep entirely away fromthe associati on nen.
Wher ef ore even the owners and captains of boats furnished

exclusively with outsiders, and previously considered to be wholly

i ndependent of the association and free to confort thenselves

with brag and | aughter, began to feel pretty unconfortable.

Still, they nade a show of keeping up the brag, until one bl ack day
when every captain of the lot was fornmally ordered to i medi atel y

di scharge his outsiders and take association pilots in their stead.



And who was it that had the dashing presunption to do that? Alas, it came
froma power behind the throne that was greater than the throne itself.

It was the underwriters!

It was no tinme to 'swap knives.' Every outsider had to take his trunk
ashore at once. O course it was supposed that there was coll usion

bet ween the associ ation and the underwiters, but this was not so.

The latter had come to conprehend the excellence of the 'report' system
of the association and the safety it secured, and so they had made their

deci si on anong thensel ves and upon pl ai n busi ness principl es.

There was weepi ng and wailing and gnashing of teeth in

the canp of the outsiders now But no matter, there was

but one course for themto pursue, and they pursued it.

They cane forward in couples and groups, and proffered their

twel ve dollars and asked for nenbership. They were surprised

to learn that several new by-laws had been | ong ago added.

For instance, the initiation fee had been raised to fifty dollars;
that sum nust be tendered, and also ten per cent.

of the wages which the applicant had received each and every

mont h since the founding of the association. In many cases this
amounted to three or four hundred dollars. Still, the association
woul d not entertain the application until the noney was present.
Even then a single adverse vote killed the application.

Every menber had to vote 'Yes' or 'No' in person and before witnesses;
so it took weeks to decide a candi dacy, because nany pilots

were so | ong absent on voyages. However, the repentant

sinners scraped their savings together, and one by one,

by our tedious voting process, they were added to the fold.

A time came, at |ast, when only about ten renai ned outside.

They said they would starve before they would apply.

They renained idle a long while, because of course nobody could venture

to empl oy them



By and by the association published the fact that upon a certain
date the wages would be raised to five hundred dollars per nonth.
Al'l the branch associations had grown strong, now, and the Red

Ri ver one had advanced wages to seven hundred dollars a nonth.
Reluctantly the ten outsiders yielded, in view of these things,
and nade application. There was another new by-law, by this tine,
which required themto pay dues not only on all the wages they
had recei ved since the association was born, but also on what they
woul d have received if they had continued at work up to the tine
of their application, instead of going off to pout in idleness.

It turned out to be a difficult matter to elect them but it

was acconplished at last. The nost virulent sinner of this

batch had stayed out and allowed 'dues' to accunul ate agai nst
himso long that he had to send in six hundred and twenty-five

dollars with his application.

The associ ati on had a good bank account now, and was very strong.
There was no |onger an outsider. A by-law was added forbi ddi ng

the reception of any nore cubs or apprentices for five years;

after which tine a limted nunmber woul d be taken, not by individuals,
but by the association, upon these terns: the applicant nust

not be less than eighteen years old, and of respectable family

and good character; he nmust pass an examination as to education

pay a thousand dollars in advance for the privilege of becom ng

an apprentice, and must remain under the comrands of the association
until a great part of the menbership (nore than half, | think)

should be willing to sign his application for a pilot's |icense.

Al'l previously-articled apprentices were now taken away fromtheir
mast ers and adopted by the association. The president and secretary
detailed themfor service on one boat or another, as they chose,

and changed them from boat to boat according to certain rules.



If a pilot could show that he was in infirmhealth and needed assi stance,

one of the cubs would be ordered to go with him

The wi dow and orphan list grew, but so did the association's
financial resources. The association attended its own
funerals in state, and paid for them \Wen occasi on denanded,
it sent menbers down the river upon searches for the bodies

of brethren | ost by steanboat accidents; a search of this kind

soneti nes cost a thousand doll ars.

The associ ation procured a charter and went into the insurance
busi ness, also. It not only insured the lives of its nenbers,

but took risks on steanboats.

The organi zation seened indestructible. It was the tightest nonopoly
in the world. By the United States |law, no man coul d becone

a pilot unless two duly licensed pilots signed his application;

and now there was nobody outside of the association conpetent

to sign. Consequently the making of pilots was at an end.

Every year sone would die and others becone incapacitated by age
and infirmty; there would be no new ones to take their places.

In tine, the association could put wages up to any figure it chose;
and as long as it should be wi se enough not to carry the thing

too far and provoke the national governnent into anendi ng

the licensing system steanboat owners woul d have to subnit,

since there would be no help for it.

The owners and captains were the only obstruction that |ay between
the associ ati on and absol ute power; and at |ast this one was renoved.
Incredible as it may seem the owners and captains deliberately

did it themselves. Wen the pilots' association announced,

nmont hs bef orehand, that on the first day of Septenber, 1861

wages woul d be advanced to five hundred dollars per nonth, the owners



and captains instantly put freights up a few cents, and expl ai ned
to the farmers along the river the necessity of it, by calling their
attention to the burdensone rate of wages about to be established.
It was a rather slender argunent, but the farnmers did not seemto detect it.
It | ooked reasonable to themthat to add five cents freight on a bushe
of corn was justifiable under the circunstances, overlooking the fact
that this advance on a cargo of forty thousand sacks was a good dea

nmore than necessary to cover the new wages.

So, straightway the captains and owners got up an associ ation

of their own, and proposed to put captains' wages up to five
hundred dollars, too, and nove for another advance in freights.

It was a novel idea, but of course an effect which had been
produced once coul d be produced again. The new association decreed
(for this was before all the outsiders had been taken

into the pilots' association) that if any captain enployed

a non-associ ation pilot, he should be forced to di scharge him

and al so pay a fine of five hundred dollars. Several of these
heavy fines were paid before the captains' organization grew
strong enough to exercise full authority over its nenbership;

but that all ceased, presently. The captains tried to get the pilots
to decree that no nmenber of their corporation should serve under

a non-associ ation captain; but this proposition was declined.

The pilots saw that they woul d be backed up by the captains and

the underwiters anyhow, and so they wisely refrained fromentering

into entangling alliances.

As | have remarked, the pilots' association was now t he conpact est
monopoly in the world, perhaps, and seened sinply indestructible.
And yet the days of its glory were nunbered. First, the new
railroad stretching up through M ssissippi, Tennessee, and Kentucky,
to Northern railway centers, began to divert the passenger trave

fromthe steaners; next the war canme and al nbst entirely annihil ated



the steanboating industry during several years, |eaving nost of

the pilots idle, and the cost of living advancing all the tine;

then the treasurer of the St. Louis association put his hand

into the till and wal ked off with every dollar of the anple fund;

and finally, the railroads intruding everywhere, there was little

for steaners to do, when the war was over, but carry freights;

so strai ghtway sone genius fromthe Atlantic coast introduced the plan
of towi ng a dozen steaner cargoes down to New Ol eans at the tai

of a vulgar little tug-boat; and behold, in the tw nkling of an eye,
as it were, the association and the noble science of piloting were

things of the dead and pathetic past!

Chapter 16

Raci ng Days

IT was always the customfor the boats to | eave New

Ol eans between four and five o' clock in the afternoon

Fromthree o' cl ock onward they would be burning rosin and pitch pine
(the sign of preparation), and so one had the picturesque spectacle
of a rank, some two or three mles long, of tall, ascending col umms
of coal -bl ack snoke; a col onnade whi ch supported a sabl e roof of
the sane snoke bl ended toget her and spreadi ng abroad over the city.
Every outward-bound boat had its flag flying at the jack-staff,

and sonetimes a duplicate on the verge staff astern

Two or three nmles of mates were conmmandi ng and swearing with nore
than usual enphasis; countless processions of freight barrels

and boxes were spinning athwart the | evee and flying aboard

t he stage-pl anks, bel ated passengers were dodgi ng and ski ppi ng
among these frantic things, hoping to reach the forecastle
compani on way alive, but having their doubts about it;

worren with reticul es and bandboxes were trying to keep up

wi th husbands freighted with carpet-sacks and cryi ng babi es,

and making a failure of it by losing their heads in the whirl



and roar and general distraction; drays and baggage-vans were
clattering hither and thither in a wild hurry, every now and
then getting bl ocked and janmed together, and then during ten
seconds one could not see themfor the profanity, except vaguely
and dimy; every windlass connected with every forehatch
fromone end of that long array of steanboats to the other

was keeping up a deafening whiz and whir, |owering freight

into the hold, and the hal f-naked crews of perspiring negroes
that worked them were roaring such songs as 'De Las' Sack

De Las' Sack!'--inspired to uninagi nable exaltation by the chaos
of turnoil and racket that was driving everybody el se mad.

By this tine the hurricane and boiler decks of the steaners
woul d be packed and bl ack with passengers. The 'last bells'
woul d begin to clang, all down the Iine, and then the powwow
seened to double; in a nonent or two the final warning cang,--
a simultaneous din of Chinese gongs, with the cry,

"All dat ain't goin', please to git asho'! '--and behol d,

t he powwow quadrupl ed! Peopl e cane swarni ng ashore,

overturning excited stragglers that were trying to swarm aboard.
One nore nonent later a long array of stage-planks was bei ng
haul ed in, each with its custonmary | atest passenger clinging

to the end of it with teeth, nails, and everything el se,

and the customary | atest procrastinator making a wild spring

shoreward over his head.

Now a nunber of the boats slide backward into the stream

| eaving wide gaps in the serried rank of steamners.

Citizens crowd the decks of boats that are not to go, in order

to see the sight. Steaner after steaner straightens herself up
gathers all her strength, and presently comes sw nging by,

under a trenmendous head of steam with flag flying,

bl ack snoke rolling, and her entire crew of firemen and deck-hands

(usual ly swarthy negroes) massed together on the forecastle,



the best 'voice' in the lot towering fromthe midst

(being nounted on the capstan), waving his hat or a flag,

and all roaring a mighty chorus, while the parting cannons boom

and the multitudi nous spectators swing their hats and huzza!

Steaner after steanmer falls into line, and the stately processi on goes

winging its flight up the river

In the old tinmes, whenever two fast boats started out on a race,

with a big crowd of people looking on, it was inspiring to hear

the crews sing, especially if the time were night-fall, and the forecastle
lit up with the red glare of the torch-baskets. Racing was royal fun

The public always had an idea that raci ng was dangerous; whereas the opposite
was the case--that is, after the |aws were passed which restricted

each boat to just so many pounds of steamto the square inch

No engi neer was ever sleepy or carel ess when his heart was in a race.

He was constantly on the alert, trying gauge-cocks and watchi ng things.

The dangerous place was on slow, plodding boats, where the engi neers drowsed
around and allowed chips to get into the 'doctor' and shut off the water

supply fromthe boilers.

In the "flush times' of steanboating, a race between two notoriously
fleet steanmers was an event of vast inportance. The date was set

for it several weeks in advance, and fromthat tine forward, the whole
M ssissippi Valley was in a state of consunming excitement. Politics and
t he weat her were dropped, and people tal ked only of the com ng race.

As the time approached, the two steaners 'stripped and got ready.

Every encunbrance that added wei ght, or exposed a resisting surface

to wind or water, was renoved, if the boat could possibly do without it.
The 'spars,' and sonetimes even their supporting derricks, were sent ashore,
and no neans left to set the boat afloat in case she got aground.

When the 'Eclipse' and the "A L. Shotwell' ran their great race nany
years ago, it was said that pains were taken to scrape the gilding off

the fanciful device which hung between the 'Eclipse's' chimeys, and that for



that one trip the captain left off his kid gloves and had his head shaved.

But | al ways doubted these things.

If the boat was known to nmake her best speed when drawing five and a half feet
forward and five feet aft, she was carefully |oaded to that exact figure--

she woul dn't enter a dose of honoeopathic pills on her manifest after that.
Hardly any passengers were taken, because they not only add wei ght but they
never will "trimboat.' They always run to the side when there is anything
to see, whereas a conscientious and experienced steanboatman would stick to

the center of the boat and part his hair in the mddle with a spirit |evel

No way-freights and no way-passengers were allowed, for the racers would
stop only at the largest towns, and then it would be only 'touch and go.
Coal flats and wood flats were contracted for beforehand, and these were
kept ready to hitch on to the flying steaners at a nonment's warni ng.

Doubl e crews were carried, so that all work could be quickly done

The chosen date being cone, and all things in readiness,

the two great steanmers back into the stream and lie there

j ockeying a nonment, and apparently watching each other's
slightest novenent, |ike sentient creatures; flags drooping,

the pent steam shrieking through safety-valves, the black snoke
rolling and tunbling fromthe chimeys and darkening all the air.
Peopl e, peopl e everywhere; the shores, the house-tops,

the steanboats, the ships, are packed with them and you know
that the borders of the broad M ssissippi are going to be
fringed with hurmanity thence northward twel ve hundred nil es,

to wel cone these racers

Presently tall columms of steam burst fromthe 'scape-pipes
of both steanmers, two guns boom a good-bye, two red-shirted heroes
mount ed on capstans wave their snmall flags above the massed crews

on the forecastles, two plaintive solos linger on the air a few



wai ting seconds, two mghty choruses burst forth--and here they cone!
Brass bands bray Hail Col unbia, huzza after huzza thunders from

the shores, and the stately creatures go whistling by like the w nd.

Those boats will never halt a nonment between New Ol eans and St. Louis,
except for a second or two at large towns, or to hitch thirty-cord
wood- boat s al ongside. You shoul d be on board when they take a couple
of those wood-boats in tow and turn a swarmof nmen into each;

by the tinme you have w ped your gl asses and put themon, you will be

wonderi ng what has becone of that wood

Two nicely matched steamers will stay in sight of each other day after day.
They mi ght even stay side by side, but for the fact that pilots are not

all alike, and the snmartest pilots will win the race. |f one of the boats has
a 'lightning’ pilot, whose 'partner' is atrifle his inferior, you can tel

whi ch one is on watch by noting whether that boat has gai ned ground or | ost
some during each four-hour stretch. The shrewdest pilot can delay a boat

if he has not a fine genius for steering. Steering is a very high art.

One nust not keep a rudder dragging across a boat's stemif he wants to get up

the river fast.

There is a great difference in boats, of course. For along tine | was on
a boat that was so slow we used to forget what year it was we left port in.
But of course this was at rare intervals. Ferryboats used to |ose

val uabl e trips because their passengers grew old and died, waiting for us
to get by. This was at still rarer intervals. | had the docunments

for these occurrences, but through carel essness they have been m sl ai d.
This boat, the 'John J. Roe,' was so slow that when she finally sunk

in Madrid Bend, it was five years before the owners heard of it.

That was always a confusing fact to nme, but it is according to the record,
any way. She was disnmally slow, still, we often had pretty

exciting times racing with islands, and rafts, and such things.

One trip, however, we did rather well. W went to St. Louis in sixteen days.



But even at this rattling gait |I think we changed watches three tines
in Fort Adans reach, which is five mles long. A 'reach' is a piece
of straight river, and of course the current drives through such a place

in a pretty lively way.

That trip we went to Gand @ulf, from New Ol eans, in four days
(three hundred and forty miles); the 'Eclipse' and 'Shotwel |’
didit in one. W were nine days out, in the chute of 63

(seven hundred niles); the 'Eclipse' and 'Shotwell' went

there in two days. Sonething over a generation ago,

a boat called the "J. M Wiite went from New Ol eans

to Cairo in three days, six hours, and forty-four m nutes.

In 1853 the 'Eclipse' made the sanme trip in three days,

three hours, and twenty m nutes. <footnote [Tine di sputed.

Sone authorities add 1 hour and 16 minutes to this.]> In

1870 the "R E. Lee' did it in three days and ONE hour

This last is called the fastest trip on record

I will try to showthat it was not. For this reason

the di stance between New Ol eans and Cairo, when the 'J. M Wite
ran it, was about el even hundred and six mles; consequently her
average speed was a trifle over fourteen mles per hour.

In the "Eclipse's' day the distance between the two ports had becomne
reduced to one thousand and eighty miles; consequently her average
speed was a shade under fourteen and three-eighths niles per hour
In the "R E. Lee's' time the distance had dininished

to about one thousand and thirty mles; consequently her

average was about fourteen and one-eighth miles per hour

Therefore the 'Eclipse's' was conspicuously the fastest tine that has

ever been nmde.

THE RECORD OF SOMVE FAMOUS



TRI PS

(From Conmodor e Rol i ngpin's Al manack.)

FAST TI ME ON THE WESTERN WATERS

FROM NEW ORLEANS TO NATCHEZ- - 268 M LES

D H. M
1814 Ol eans made the run in 6 6 40
1814 Conet " " 5 10
1815 Enterprise " " 4 11 20
1817 Washi ngton " " 4
1817 Shel by " " 3 20
1818 Par agon " " 3 8
1828 Tecunseh " " 3 1 20
1834 Tuscarora " " 1 21
1838 Nat chez " " 1 17
1840 Ed. Shi ppen " " 1 8
1842 Bel |l e of the West " 1 18
1844 Sul tana " " 19 45
1851 Magnoli a " " 19 50
1853 A. L. Shotwell " " 19 49
1853 Southern Belle " " 20 3
1853 Princess (No. 4) " 20 26
1853 Ecli pse " " 19 47
1855 Princess (New) " " 18 53
1855 Natchez (New) " " 17 30
1856 Princess (New) " " 17 30

1870 Nat chez " " 17 17



1870 R E. Lee " " 17 11

FROM NEW ORLEANS TO CAIRO--1, 024 M LES

D H. M
1844 J. M VWite nade the run in 3 6 44
1852 Rei ndeer " " 3 12 45
1853 Ecli pse " " 3 4 4
1853 A. L. Shotwell " " 3 3 40
1869 Dext er " " 3 6 20
1870 Nat chez " " 3 4 34
1870 R E. Lee " " 3 1

FROM NEW ORLEANS TO LOUI SVI LLE--1, 440 M LES

D H. M
1815 Enterprise made the run in 25 2 40
1817 Washi ngton " " 25
1817. Shel by " " 20 4 20
1818 Par agon " " 18 10
1828 Tecunseh " " 8 4
1834 Tuscarora " " 7 16
1837 Gen. Brown " " 6 22
1837 Randol ph " " 6 22
1837 Enpress " " 6 17
1837 Sul tana " " 6 15
1840 Ed. Shi ppen " " 5 14
1842 Bell e of the West " 6 14
1843 Duke of Ol eans” " 5 23
1844 Sul t ana " " 5 12
1849 Bostona " " 5 8

1851 Bel |l e Key " " 3 4 23



1852 Rei ndeer " " 4 20 45

1852 Ecli pse " " 4 19
1853 A L. Shotwell " " 4 10 20
1853 Ecli pse " " 4 9 30

FROM NEW ORLEANS TO DONALDSONVI LLE--78 M LES

H M
1852 A. L. Shotwell nade the run in 5 42
1852 Ecli pse " " 5 42
1854 Sul t ana " " 4 51
1860 Atlantic " " 5 11
1860 Gen. Quitnman " " 5 6
1865 Ruth " " 4 43
1870 R E. Lee " " 4 59

FROM NEW ORLEANS TO ST. LOUI S--1,218 M LES

D H. M
1844 J. M White nmde the run in 3 23 9
1849 M ssouri " " 4 19
1869 Dexter " " 4 9
1870 Nat chez " " 3 21 58
1870 R E. Lee " " 3 18 14

FROM LQUI SVI LLE TO CI NCI NNATI --141 M LES

D H. M
1819 Gen. Pike made the run in 1 16
1819 Paragon " " 1 14 20

1822 Wheel i ng Packet ™" " 1 10



1837 Mosell e " " 12

1843 Duke of Ol eans " " 12

1843 Congress " " 12 20
1846 Ben Franklin (No. 6) " 11 45
1852 Al | eghaney " " 10 38
1852 Pittsburgh " " 10 23
1853 Tel egraph No. 3 " " 9 52

FROM LQUI SVI LLE TO ST. LOU S-750--M LES

D H. M
1843 Congress made the run in 2 1
1854 Pi ke " " 1 23
1854 Nort her ner " " 1 22 30
1855 Sout hener " " 1 19

FROM CI NCI NNATI TO PI TTSBURGH--490 M LES

1850 Tel egraph No. 2 nade the run in 1 17
1851 Buckeye State " " 1 16

1852 Pittsburgh " " 1 15

FROM ST. LOQUIS TO ALTON--30 M LES

D. H
1853 Al tona made the run in 1 35
1876 Col den Eagl e " " 1 37

1876 War Eagl e " " 1 37



M SCELLANEQUS RUNS

In June, 1859, the St. Louis and Keokuk Packet, City of Louisiana,
made the run from St. Louis to Keokuk (214 miles) in 16 hours

and 20 m nutes, the best tine on record.

In 1868 the steanmer Hawkeye State, of the Northern Packet Conpany,
made the run from St. Louis to St. Paul (800 nmiles) in 2 days and 20 hours.

Never was beat en.

In 1853 the steanmer Polar Star nade the run fromSt. Louis to St. Joseph
on the Mssouri River, in 64 hours. |In July, 1856, the steaner Jas.

H. Lucas, Andy Wnel and, Master, made the sane run in 60 hours

and 57 mnutes. The distance between the ports is 600 mles,

and when the difficulties of navigating the turbul ent M ssouri

are taken into consideration, the performance of the Lucas

deserves especial mention.

THE RUN OF THE ROBERT E. LEE

The tinme made by the R E. Lee fromNew Oleans to St. Louis
in 1870, in her fampbus race with the Natchez, is the best
on record, and, inasnuch as the race created a national interest,

we give below her time table fromport to port.

Left New Ol eans, Thursday, June 30th, 1870, at 4 o' clock

and 55 mnutes, p.m; reached

D H M
Carrollton 27<hal f >
Harry Hills 1 00<hal f >
Red Church 1 39

Bonnet Carre 2 38



Col | ege Poi nt
Donal dsonvill e
Pl aquem ne
Bat on Rouge
Bayou Sara
Red Ri ver

St anps

Bryaro

Hi nderson's
Nat chez

Col e's Creek
Wat er pr oof
Rodney

St. Joseph
G and Cul f

Hard Ti nes

Half M1 e bel ow Warrent on

Vi cksburg
MI1iken's Bend
Bailey's

Lake Provi dence
Geenville
Napol eon

Wiite River
Australia

Hel ena

Half M| e Bel ow St.

Menphi s

Foot of I|sland 37
Foot of Island 26

Tow head, |sland 14

New Madri d

Dry Bar No. 10

10

12

13

15

16

17

19

18

20

21

22

22

10

16

16

19

23

13

17

19

20

50<hal f >
59
05<hal f >
25
26
56
56
51<hal f >
29
11
21
53
45
02
06

18

38
37
48
47
55
22

56

25

30
23
50

37



Foot of Island 8 2 21 25

Upper Tow head--Lucas Bend 3
Cairo 3 1
St. Louis 3 18 14

The Lee landed at St. Louis at 11.25 A M, on July 4th, 1870--6 hours

and 36 ninutes ahead of the Natchez. The officers of the Natchez clained

7 hours and 1 minute stoppage on account of fog and repairing machinery.

The R E. Lee was commanded by Captain John W Cannon, and the Natchez was in

charge of that veteran Southern boatman, Captain Thomas P. Leathers.

Chapter 17

Cut-offs and Stephen

THESE dry details are of inportance in one particular

They give nme an opportunity of introducing one of the Mssissippi's
oddest peculiarities,--that of shortening its length fromtinme to tine.
If you will throw a long, pliant apple-paring over your shoul der

it will pretty fairly shape itself into an average section

of the Mssissippi River; that is, the nine or ten hundred niles
stretching fromCairo, Illinois, southward to New Ol eans,

the sane being wonderfully crooked, with a brief straight bit

here and there at wide intervals. The two hundred-nmile stretch
fromCairo northward to St. Louis is by no nmeans so crooked,

that being a rocky country which the river cannot cut mnuch.

The water cuts the alluvial banks of the '"lower' river into deep

hor seshoe curves; so deep, indeed, that in sonme places if you were to get
ashore at one extremty of the horseshoe and wal k across the neck,

hal f or three quarters of a nmile, you could sit down and rest a couple

of hours while your steanmer was coning around the |ong el bow,

at a speed of ten nmiles an hour, to take you aboard again.

When the river is rising fast, sone scoundrel whose plantation



is back in the country, and therefore of inferior val ue,

has only to watch his chance, cut a little gutter across the narrow
neck of |and sone dark night, and turn the water into it,

and in a wonderfully short tinme a miracle has happened: to wt,
the whol e M ssissippi has taken possession of that little ditch

and placed the countryman's plantation on its bank (quadrupling its
val ue), and that other party's fornerly valuable plantation finds
itself away out yonder on a big island; the old watercourse around
it will soon shoal up, boats cannot approach within ten mles

of it, and down goes its value to a fourth of its forner worth.

Wat ches are kept on those narrow necks, at needful tines,

and if a man happens to be caught cutting a ditch across them

the chances are all against his ever having another opportunity to

cut a ditch.

Pray observe sone of the effects of this ditching business.

Once there was a neck opposite Port Hudson, Louisiana, which was only
half a mle across, in its narrowest place. You could wal k across
there in fifteen mnutes; but if you nade the journey around the cape
on a raft, you traveled thirty-five mles to acconplish the same thing.
In 1722 the river darted through that neck, deserted its old bed,

and thus shortened itself thirty-five nmiles. 1In the sanme way it
shortened itself twenty-five mles at Black Hawk Point in 1699.

Bel ow Red Ri ver Landi ng, Raccourci cut-off was nade (forty or fifty
years ago, | think). This shortened the river twenty-eight niles.

In our day, if you travel by river fromthe southernnost of these
three cut-offs to the northernnost, you go only seventy niles.

To do the same thing a hundred and seventy-six years ago, one had

to go a hundred and fifty-eight mles!--shortening of eighty-eight
mles in that trifling distance. At sonme forgotten tine in the past,
cut-offs were nade above Vidalia, Louisiana;, at island 92; at island 84,
and at Hale's Point. These shortened the river, in the aggregate,

seventy-seven niles.



Since ny own day on the M ssissippi, cut-offs have been nmade at
Hurricane Island; at island 100; at Napol eon, Arkansas; at Wl nut Bend;
and at Council Bend. These shortened the river, in the aggregate,
sixty-seven nmiles. In my ow tine a cut-off was nmade at American Bend,

whi ch shortened the river ten nmiles or nore.

Therefore, the M ssissippi between Cairo and New Ol eans was twel ve
hundred and fifteen mles | ong one hundred and seventy-six years ago.
It was el even hundred and eighty after the cut-off of 1722

It was one thousand and forty after the Anerican Bend cut-off. It has
| ost sixty-seven niles since. Consequently its length is only nine

hundred and seventy-three niles at present.

Now, if | wanted to be one of those ponderous scientific people, and 'let
to prove what had occurred in the renote past by what had occurred
inagiven tinme in the recent past, or what will occur in the far future
by what has occurred in late years, what an opportunity is here!

Geol ogy never had such a chance, nor such exact data to argue fron

Nor ' devel oprment of species,' either! dacial epochs are great things,

but they are vague--vague. Pl ease observe:--

In the space of one hundred and seventy-six years the Lower

M ssi ssi ppi has shortened itself two hundred and forty-two mles.
That is an average of a trifle over one mile and a third per year.
Therefore, any cal mperson, who is not blind or idiotic,

can see that inthe Ad OQolitic Silurian Period,' just a mllion
years ago next Novenber, the Lower M ssissippi R ver was upwards
of one mllion three hundred thousand niles |ong, and stuck out
over the Gulf of Mexico like a fishing-rod. And by the same token
any person can see that seven hundred and forty-two years from now
the Lower M ssissippi will be only a mile and three-quarters |ong
and Cairo and New Oleans will have joined their streets together

and be pl oddi ng confortably al ong under a single mayor and a nut ual

on



board of aldernmen. There is sonething fascinating about science.
One gets such whol esal e returns of conjecture out of such a trifling

i nvest nent of fact.

When the water begins to flow through one of those ditches

have been speaking of, it is time for the peopl e thereabouts

to nove. The water cleaves the banks away |ike a knife.

By the time the ditch has becone twelve or fifteen feet w de,
the calamity is as good as acconplished, for no power on earth
can stop it now. \en the width has reached a hundred yards,
the banks begin to peel off in slices half an acre w de.

The current flow ng around the bend traveled fornerly

only five mles an hour; nowit is trenendously increased

by the shortening of the distance. | was on board the first
boat that tried to go through the cut-off at Anerican Bend,

but we did not get through. It was toward midnight, and a wild
night it was--thunder, lightning, and torrents of rain.

It was estimated that the current in the cut-off was making
about fifteen or twenty miles an hour; twelve or thirteen

was the best our boat could do, even in tolerably slack water,
therefore perhaps we were foolish to try the cut-off. However,
M. Brown was anbitious, and he kept on trying.

The eddy running up the bank, under the 'point,' was about

as swift as the current out in the niddle; so we would

go flying up the shore like a lightning express train,

get on a big head of steam and 'stand by for a surge

when we struck the current that was whirling by the point.

But all our preparations were useless. The instant the current hit
us it spun us around like a top, the water deluged the forecastle,
and the boat careened so far over that one could hardly keep
his feet. The next instant we were away down the river

clawing with might and main to keep out of the woods.

We tried the experinent four tinmes. | stood on the forecastle



compani on way to see. It was astonishing to observe how

suddenly the boat would spin around and turn tail the nmonent

she energed fromthe eddy and the current struck her nose.

The soundi ng concussi on and the quivering woul d have been

about the sanme if she had come full speed against a sand-bank.
Under the lightning flashes one could see the plantation cabins
and the goodly acres tunble into the river; and the crash they
made was not a bad effort at thunder. Once, when we spun around,
we only mssed a house about twenty feet, that had a |ight burning
in the window, and in the same instant that house went overboard.
Nobody coul d stay on our forecastle; the water swept across

it inatorrent every tinme we plunged athwart the current.

At the end of our fourth effort we brought up in the woods two niles
bel ow the cut-off; all the country there was overfl owed, of course.
A day or two later the cut-off was three-quarters of a mle wde
and boats passed up through it w thout rmuch difficulty, and so

saved ten m |l es.

The ol d Raccourci cut-off reduced the river's length twenty-eight niles.
There used to be a tradition connected with it. It was said that a boat
came along there in the night and went around the enornous el bow

the usual way, the pilots not knowi ng that the cut-off had been made.

It was a grisly, hideous night, and all shapes were vague and distorted.
The ol d bend had al ready begun to fill up, and the boat got to

runni ng away from nysterious reefs, and occasionally hitting one.

The perplexed pilots fell to swearing, and finally uttered the entirely
unnecessary wi sh that they m ght never get out of that place.

As al ways happens in such cases, that particular prayer was answered,
and the others neglected. So to this day that phantom steaner is stil
butting around in that deserted river, trying to find her way out.

More than one grave watchman has sworn to ne that on drizzly,

di smal nights, he has glanced fearfully down that forgotten river

as he passed the head of the island, and seen the faint glow



of the specter steaner's lights drifting through the distant gl oom
and heard the nuffled cough of her 'scape-pipes and the plaintive cry

of her | eadsnen.

In the absence of further statistics, | beg to close this chapter

with one nore reminiscence of 'Stephen.

Most of the captains and pilots held Stephen's note for
borrowed suns, ranging fromtwo hundred and fifty dollars upward.
St ephen never paid one of these notes, but he was very pronpt

and very zeal ous about renewi ng them every twelve nonths.

O course there cane a tine, at |ast, when Stephen could

no | onger borrow of his ancient creditors; so he was

obliged to lie in wait for new nen who did not know him

Such a victimwas good- hearted, sinple natured young Yates

(I use a fictitious nane, but the real nane began, as this

one does, with a Y). Young Yates graduated as a pilot,

got a berth, and when the nonth was ended and he stepped

up to the clerk's office and received his tw hundred

and fifty dollars in crisp new bills, Stephen was there!

Hi s silvery tongue began to wag, and in a very little while
Yates's two hundred and fifty dollars had changed hands.

The fact was soon known at pilot headquarters, and the anmusenent
and satisfaction of the old creditors were | arge and generous.
But innocent Yates never suspected that Stephen's prom se

to pay pronptly at the end of the week was a worthl ess one.
Yates called for his noney at the stipulated tine;

St ephen sweetened himup and put himoff a week. He called then
according to agreenent, and cane away sugar-coated again,

but suffering under another postponenent. So the thing went on
Yat es haunted Stephen week after week, to no purpose, and at | ast

gave it up. And then straightway Stephen began to haunt Yates!



Wher ever Yates appeared, there was the inevitable Stephen

And not only there, but beaming with affection and gushing

wi th apol ogi es for not being able to pay. By and by,

whenever poor Yates saw him coning, he would turn and fly,

and drag his conmpany with him if he had conpany; but it

was of no use; his debtor would run hi mdown and corner him
Panting and red-faced, Stephen would conme, with outstretched hands
and eager eyes, invade the conversation, shake both of Yates's

arnms | oose in their sockets, and begin--

"My, what a race I've had! | saw you didn't see ne,

and so | clapped on all steamfor fear 1'd miss you entirely.
And here you are! there, just stand so, and let me

| ook at you! just the sane ol d nobl e countenance.

[To Yates's friend:] 'Just look at him LOXK at him

Ain't it just GOOD to ook at himi AINT it now? Ain't he just
a picturel! SOMVE call hima picture; | call hima panorana!
That's what he is--an entire panorama. And now |'m remn nded!
How | do wish | could have seen you an hour earlier

For twenty-four hours |'ve been saving up that two hundred

and fifty dollars for you; been |ooking for you everywhere.

| waited at the Planter's fromsix yesterday evening till two o' cl ock

this nmorning, without rest or food; ny wife says, "Were have you

been all night?" | said, "This debt lies heavy on ny nmind."

She says, "In all ny days | never saw a nman take a debt to heart
the way you do." | said, "It's ny nature; how can | change it?"
She says, "Well, do go to bed and get sone rest." | said,

"Not till that poor, noble young man has got his noney."

So | set up all night, and this norning out | shot, and the first
man | struck told me you had shi pped on the "G and Turk"

and gone to New Orleans. Well, sir, | had to | ean up agai nst

a building and cry. So help nme goodness, | couldn't help it.

The man that owned the place conme out cleaning up with a rag,



and said he didn't like to have people cry against his building,
and then it seenmed to ne that the whole world had turned

against nme, and it wasn't any use to live any nore; and com ng

al ong an hour ago, suffering no man knows what agony, | net Jim
W1l son and paid himthe two hundred and fifty dollars on account;
and to think that here you are, now, and | haven't got a cent!
But as sure as | am standing here on this ground on this
particular brick,--there, 1've scratched a mark on the brick

to renenber it by,--1"Il borrow that noney and pay it over

to you at twelve o' clock sharp, tonorrow Now, stand so;

let ne | ook at you just once nore.

And so on. Yates's life becane a burden to him He could not escape his
debtor and his debtor's awful sufferings on account of not being able to pay.
He dreaded to show hinself in the street, |lest he should find Stephen |ying

in wait for himat the coner

Bogart's billiard saloon was a great resort for pilots in those days.
They net there about as nuch to exchange river news as to play.

One norning Yates was there; Stephen was there, too, but kept out

of sight. But by and by, when about all the pilots had arrived

who were in town, Stephen suddenly appeared in the mdst, and rushed

for Yates as for a long-lost brother.

"CH, | amso glad to see you! GCh ny soul, the sight of you is

such a confort to ny eyes! Gentlenen, | owe all of you nobney;

anong you | owe probably forty thousand dollars. | want to pay it;

| intend to pay it every last cent of it. You all know,

without ny telling you, what sorrow it has cost ne to remain so |ong
under such deep obligations to such patient and generous friends;

but the sharpest pang | suffer--by far the sharpest--is from

the debt | owe to this noble young man here; and | have cone to this

pl ace this norning especially to nake the announcenent that |



have at | ast found a nmethod whereby | can pay off all ny debts!

And nmost especially | wanted HHMto be here when | announced it.

Yes, ny faithful friend,--ny benefactor, |'ve found the nethod!

I"ve found the nethod to pay off all mny debts, and you'll get your noney!
Hope dawned in Yates's eye; then Stephen, bean ng beni gnantly,

and placing his hand upon Yates's head, added, '|I am going to pay them

of f in al phabetical order!

Then he turned and di sappeared. The full significance of Stephen's 'nethod
did not dawn upon the perplexed and nmusing crowd for sonme two m nutes;

and then Yates murnured with a sigh--

"Wll, the Y's stand a gaudy chance. He won't get any further than the Cs
in THS world, and | reckon that after a good deal of eternity has wasted
away in the next one, I'lIl still be referred to up there as "that poor,

ragged pilot that cane here fromSt. Louis in the early days!"

Chapter 18

| Take a Few Extra Lessons

DURI NG the two or two and a half years of ny apprenticeship,

| served under many pilots, and had experience of many

ki nds of steanmboatnmen and many varieties of steanboats;

for it was not always convenient for M. Bixby to have ne

with him and in such cases he sent nme with sonebody el se.

I amto this day profiting somewhat by that experience

for in that brief, sharp schooling, | got personally and famliarly
acquai nted with about all the different types of human nature

that are to be found in fiction, biography, or history.

The fact is daily borne in upon ne, that the average shore-enpl oynent
requires as nuch as forty years to equip a man with this sort

of an education. Wwen | say | amstill profiting by this thing,



| do not nean that it has constituted ne a judge of nen--

no, it has not done that; for judges of nmen are born, not made.
My profit is various in kind and degree; but the feature of it
which | value nost is the zest which that early experience has
given to ny later reading. Wen | find a well-drawn character
in fiction or biography, | generally take a warm persona

interest in him for the reason that | have known hi m before--

met himon the river.

The figure that comes before ne oftenest, out of the shadows of that

vani shed tine, is that of Brown, of the steanmer 'Pennsylvania' --the nman
referred to in a forner chapter, whose nenory was so good and tiresone.

He was a niddl e-aged, long, slim bony, snooth-shaven, horse-faced, ignorant,
stingy, malicious, snarling, fault hunting, note-magnifying tyrant.

| early got the habit of conming on watch with dread at ny heart.

No matter how good a tine | mght have been having with the off-watch bel ow,
and no matter how high my spirits mght be when | started aloft, my sou

becane | ead in ny body the nonment | approached the pilot-house.

| still renenber the first time | ever entered the presence of that nan.
The boat had backed out from St. Louis and was 'straighteni ng down;

| ascended to the pilot-house in high feather, and very proud

to be sem -officially a nenber of the executive famly of so fast

and fanous a boat. Brown was at the wheel. | paused in the niddle

of the room all fixed to make nmy bow, but Brown did not | ook around.

I thought he took a furtive glance at ne out of the corner of his eye,
but as not even this notice was repeated, | judged | had been m staken
By this tine he was picking his way anong sone dangerous 'breaks' abreast
the woodyards; therefore it would not be proper to interrupt him so

stepped softly to the high bench and took a seat.

There was silence for ten mnutes; then ny new boss turned

and inspected ne deliberately and pai nstakingly from head



to heel for about--as it seened to nme--a quarter of an hour
After which he renpved his countenance and | saw it no nore
for sone seconds; then it cane around once nore, and this

question greeted ne--

"Are you Horace Bigsby's cub?

"Yes, sir.

After this there was a pause and another inspection. Then--

"What's your nane?'

| told him He repeated it after ne. It was probably the only
thing he ever forgot; for although | was with hi mmany nonths
he never addressed hinmself to ne in any other way than 'Here!

and then his command fol | owed.

"Where was you born?

"In Florida, M ssouri.

A pause. Then--

"Dern sight better staid there!

By neans of a dozen or so of pretty direct questions, he punped

nmy famly history out of ne.

The | eads were going now, in the first crossing. This interrupted

the inquest. Wen the |eads had been laid in, he resuned--

"How | ong you been on the river?



| told him After a pause--

"Where'd you get them shoes?

I gave himthe information.

"Hol d up your foot!'

| did so. He stepped back, exam ned the shoe minutely and contenptuously,
scratching his head thoughtfully, tilting his high sugar-loaf hat well forward
to facilitate the operation, then ejaculated, 'Well, 1'll be dod derned!’

and returned to his wheel.

What occasion there was to be dod derned about it is a thing
which is still as rmuch of a nystery to me now as it was then.
It must have been all of fifteen mnutes--fifteen m nutes

of dull, honesick silence--before that | ong horse-face

swung round upon ne agai n--and then, what a change!

It was as red as fire, and every nuscle in it was worKking.

Now canme this shriek--

"Here!--You going to set there all day?

I lit in the mddle of the floor, shot there by the electric
suddenness of the surprise. As soon as | could get ny voice | said,

apol ogetically:--'1 have had no orders, sir.

"You' ve had no ORDERS! My, what a fine bird we are! W nust have ORDERS!
Qur father was a GENTLEMAN--owned sl aves--and we've been to SCHOOL.

Yes, WE are a gentleman, TOO, and got to have ORDERS! CORDERS, is it?
ORDERS i s what you want! Dod dern ny skin, I'LL |earn you to swell yourself
up and bl ow around here about your dod-derned ORDERS! G way from the wheel!

(I had approached it w thout knowing it.)



I noved back a step or two, and stood as in a dream all ny senses

stupefied by this frantic assault.

"What you standing there for? Take that ice-pitcher down to

the texas-tender-cone, nove along, and don't you be all day about it!

The nmonent | got back to the pilot-house, Brown said--

"Here! What was you doing down there all this tine?

"I couldn't find the texas-tender; | had to go all the way to the pantry.

"Derned likely story! Fill up the stove.

| proceeded to do so. He watched ne like a cat.

Presently he shout ed- -

'"Put down that shovel ? Deadest nunskull | ever saw -

ain't even got sense enough to |load up a stove.

Al'l through the watch this sort of thing went on. Yes, and the
subsequent watches were nmuch like it, during a stretch of nonths.
As | have said, | soon got the habit of com ng on duty with dread.
The monent | was in the presence, even in the darkest night,

I could feel those yell ow eyes upon ne, and knew their owner

was wat ching for a pretext to spit out some venom on ne.

Prelimnparily he would say-

"Here! Take the wheel.

Two minutes |ater--

"WHERE in the nation you going to? Pull her down! pull her down!



After anot her nonent--

"Say! You going to hold her all day? Let her go--neet her! neet her!

Then he would junp fromthe bench, snatch the wheel from ne,

and neet her hinmself, pouring out wath upon ne all the tine.

George Ritchie was the other pilot's cub. He was having

good times now, for his boss, George Ealer, was as kindhearted

as Brown wasn't. Ritchie had steeled for Brown the season before
consequently he knew exactly how to entertain hinself and pl ague ne,
all by the one operation. Wenever | took the wheel for a nonent

on Ealer's watch, Ritchie would sit back on the bench and play Brown,

with continual ejaculations of 'Snatch her! snatch her!

Derndest nud-cat | ever sawl' 'Here! \Were you goi ng NOAP
Going to run over that snag?" ‘'Pull her DOAN ! Don't you hear me?
Pull her DOAN!' ' There she goes! JUST as | expected!

| TOLD you not to cranp that reef G way fromthe wheel!

So | always had a rough tinme of it, no natter whose watch it was;
and sonetines it seenmed to me that Ritchie's good-natured badgering

was pretty nearly as aggravating as Brown's dead-earnest naggi ng.

| often wanted to kill Brown, but this would not answer.

A cub had to take everything his boss gave, in the way of

vi gorous conmment and criticisnm and we all believed that there
was a United States law naking it a penitentiary offense to
strike or threaten a pilot who was on duty. However, | could

| MG NE nysel f killing Brown; there was no | aw agai nst that;

and that was the thing | used always to do the nonment | was abed.
I nstead of going over ny river in ny mnd as was ny duty,

I threw business aside for pleasure, and killed Brown.

I killed Brown every night for nonths; not in old, stale,



commonpl ace ways, but in new and picturesque ones;--ways that were
sonetines surprising for freshness of design and ghastliness of

situation and envi ronnent.

Brown was ALVWAYS watching for a pretext to find fault;

and if he could find no plausible pretext, he would invent one.

He woul d scold you for shaving a shore, and for not shaving it;

for hugging a bar, and for not hugging it; for 'pulling down

when not invited, and for not pulling down when not invited,

for firing up without orders, and for waiting FOR orders. 1|In a word,
it was his invariable rule to find fault with EVERYTH NG you di d;

and another invariable rule of his was to throw all his remarks

(to you) into the formof an insult.

One day we were approachi ng New Madri d, bound down and heavily | aden

Brown was at one side of the wheel, steering; | was at the other,

standing by to 'pull down' or 'shove up.' He cast a furtive glance at ne
every now and then. | had |long ago | earned what that nmeant; viz., he was
trying to invent a trap for nme. | wondered what shape it was going to take.

By and by he stepped back fromthe wheel and said in his usual snarly way--

"Here!--See if you've got gunption enough to round her to.

This was sinply BOUND to be a success; nothing could prevent it;
for he had never allowed ne to round the boat to before;
consequently, no matter how | mght do the thing, he could

find free fault with it. He stood back there with his greedy
eye on nme, and the result was what m ght have been foreseen

I lost nmy head in a quarter of a mnute, and didn't know what |
was about; | started too early to bring the boat around,

but detected a green gleamof joy in Brown's eye, and corrected
my mstake; | started around once nore while too high up

but corrected nyself again in tine; | nade other fal se noves

and still managed to save nyself; but at last | grew so confused



and anxious that | tunbled into the very worst blunder of all--
I got too far down before beginning to fetch the boat around.

Brown's chance was cone.

H s face turned red with passion; he made one bound,

hurl ed ne across the house with a sweep of his arm

spun the wheel down, and began to pour out a stream of

vi tuperation upon nme which lasted till he was out of breath.

In the course of this speech he called ne all the different

ki nds of hard names he could think of, and once or tw ce |

t hought he was even going to swear--but he didn't this tine.

'Dod dern' was the nearest he ventured to the |luxury of swearing,
for he had been brought up with a whol esonme respect for future

fire and bri nstone.

That was an unconfortable hour; for there was a big audi ence
on the hurricane deck. Wien | went to bed that night,

I killed Brown in seventeen different ways-all of them new

Chapter 19

Brown and | Exchange Conplinents

Two trips later, | got into serious trouble. Brown was steering;

I was 'pulling down.' M younger brother appeared on the hurricane deck

and shouted to Brown to stop at sone landing or other a mle or so bel ow
Brown gave no intimation that he had heard anything. But that was

his way: he never condescended to take notice of an under clerk

The wi nd was bl owi ng; Brown was deaf (although he al ways pretended

he wasn't), and | very nuch doubted if he had heard the order

If I had two heads, | would have spoken; but as | had only one, it seened

judicious to take care of it; so | kept still.

Presently, sure enough, we went sailing by that plantation.



Captain Klinefelter appeared on the deck, and said--

‘"Let her cone around, sir, |let her cone around.

Didn't Henry tell you to |and here?

"NO, sir!

"I sent himup to do, it.

"He did cone up; and that's all the good it done, the dod-derned fool

He never sai d anything.

"Didn't YQU hear hinP' asked the captain of ne.

O course | didn't want to be nmixed up in this business,

but there was no way to avoid it; so | said--

'Yes, sir.

| knew what Brown's next remark woul d be, before he uttered it; it was--

" Shut your nouth! you never heard anything of the kind.

I closed ny nouth according to instructions. An hour |ater
Henry entered the pilot-house, unaware of what had been goi ng on
He was a thoroughly inoffensive boy, and | was sorry to see

hi m come, for | knew Brown woul d have no pity on him

Brown began, straightway--

"Here! why didn't you tell me we'd got to land at that plantation?

"l did tell you, M. Brown.

"It's alie!"



| said--

"You lie, yourself. He did tell you.

Brown glared at me in unaffected surprise; and for as nuch as a nonent

he was entirely speechl ess; then he shouted to ne--

"I'lIl attend to your case in half a nmnute!' then to Henry,

"And you | eave the pilot-house; out with you!

It was pilot |aw, and nust be obeyed. The boy started out,

and even had his foot on the upper step outside the door, when Brown,
with a sudden access of fury, picked up a ten-pound lunp of coa

and sprang after him but | was between, with a heavy stool

and | hit Brown a good honest bl ow which stretched-hi mout.

| had conmitted the crine of crimes--1 had lifted nmy hand agai nst

a pilot on duty! | supposed | was booked for the penitentiary sure,

and coul dn't be booked any surer if | went on and squared ny |ong account
with this person while | had the chance; consequently | stuck to him

and pounded himwith ny fists a considerable time--1 do not know how | ong,
the pleasure of it probably made it seemlonger than it really was;--

but in the end he struggled free and junped up and sprang to the wheel:

a very natural solicitude, for, all this time, here was this steanboat
tearing down the river at the rate of fifteen mles an hour and nobody at
the helm However, Eagle Bend was two miles wide at this bank-full stage,
and correspondingly | ong and deep; and the boat was steering herself
straight down the mddle and taking no chances. Still, that was only |uck--

a body M GHT have found her charging into the woods.

Perceiving, at a glance, that the 'Pennsylvania' was in no danger,

Brown gat hered up the big spy-glass, war-club fashion, and ordered



me out of the pilot-house with nore than Comanche bl uster

But | was not afraid of himnow, so, instead of going, | tarried,

and criticized his grammar; | reforned his feroci ous speeches for him
and put theminto good English, calling his attention to the advantage
of pure English over the bastard dial ect of the Pennsyl vani an
collieries whence he was extracted. He could have done his part

to admiration in a cross-fire of nere vituperation, of course;

but he was not equi pped for this species of controversy;

so he presently laid aside his glass and took the wheel

muttering and shaking his head; and | retired to the bench

The racket had brought everybody to the hurricane deck, and |I trenbled
when | saw the old captain |ooking up fromthe mdst of the crowd.

| said to nyself, 'Now | AM done for!'--For although, as a rule

he was so fatherly and indul gent toward the boat's fanily,

and so patient of mnor shortcom ngs, he could be stern enough when

the fault was worth it

| tried to i magi ne what he WOULD do to a cub pilot who had been guilty

of such a crime as nine, conmitted on a boat guard-deep with costly freight
and alive with passengers. Qur watch was nearly ended. | thought | would
go and hi de sonewhere till | got a chance to slide ashore. So | slipped
out of the pilot-house, and down the steps, and around to the texas door--
and was in the act of gliding within, when the captain confronted ne!

| dropped ny head, and he stood over ne in silence a nonent or two,

then said inpressively--

"Fol |l ow ne. '

| dropped into his wake; he led the way to his parlor in the forward
end of the texas. W were alone, now. He closed the after door
then noved slowy to the forward one and closed that. He sat down;

| stood before him He |ooked at ne sone little tine, then said--

'So you have been fighting, M. Brown?



I answered meekly--

"Yes, sir.

"Do you know that that is a very serious matter?

"Yes, sir.

"Are you aware that this boat was plow ng down the river fully

five mnutes with no one at the wheel ?

"Yes, sir.

"Did you strike himfirst?

"Yes, sir.

"What with?

"A stool, sir.

" Har d?'

"Mddling, sir.'

"Did it knock hi mdown?

'"He--he fell, sir.'

Did you followit up? Did you do anything further?'



"What did you do?

"Pounded him sir.'

' Pounded hi n?"

"Yes, sir.'

"Did you pound hi mnuch?--that is, severely?

"One mght call it that, sir, maybe.'

"I'"'mdeuced glad of it! Hark ye, never nention that | said that.

You have been guilty of a great crine; and don't you ever be

guilty of it again, on this boat. BUT--lay for him ashore!

G ve hima good sound thrashing, do you hear? 1'll pay the expenses.

Now go--and mind you, not a word of this to anybody. dCear out with you!--

you' ve been guilty of a great crinme, you whel p!’

| slid out, happy with the sense of a close shave and a m ghty deliverance;
and | heard himlaughing to hinself and slapping his fat thighs after | had

cl osed his door.

When Brown cane of f watch he went straight to the captain,
who was tal king with some passengers on the boil er deck,

and denmanded that | be put ashore in New Ol eans--and added- -

"I'"lIl never turn a wheel on this boat again while that cub stays.'

The captain said--

"But he needn't conme round when you are on watch, M. Brown.

"I won't even stay on the sane boat with him One of us has



got to go ashore.

"Very well,' said the captain, 'let it be yourself;

and resunmed his talk with the passengers.

During the brief remainder of the trip, | knew how an emanci pated sl ave feel s;
for 1 was an emanci pated slave nyself. Wile we |lay at |andings,

| listened to George Ealer's flute; or to his readings fromhis two bibles,
that is to say, Coldsmth and Shakespeare; or | played chess with him-

and woul d have beaten himsonetinmes, only he always took back his |ast nove

and ran the gane out differently.

Chapter 20

A Cat astrophe

VE |ay three days in New Ol eans, but the captain did not succeed

in finding another pilot; so he proposed that | should stand

a daylight watch, and | eave the night watches to George Eal er

But | was afraid; | had never stood a watch of any sort by nyself,

and | believed | should be sure to get into trouble in the head of
some chute, or ground the boat in a near cut through sonme bar or other
Brown renmained in his place; but he would not travel with ne.

So the captain gave ne an order on the captain of the 'A T. Lacey,
for a passage to St. Louis, and said he would find a new

pilot there and ny steersnman's berth could then be resuned.

The 'Lacey' was to | eave a couple of days after the 'Pennsyl vani a.

The ni ght before the 'Pennsylvania left, Henry and | sat
chatting on a freight pile on the levee till mdnight.

The subject of the chat, mainly, was one which | think we
had not exploited before--steanboat disasters. One was then
onits way to us, little as we suspected it; the water which

was to nake the steam which should cause it, was washi ng past



sone point fifteen hundred nmiles up the river while we tal ked; --
but it would arrive at the right tinme and the right place.

We doubted if persons not clothed with authority were of nuch
use in cases of disaster and attendant panic; still, they m ght
be of SOVE use; so we decided that if a disaster ever fel

wi thin our experience we would at |east stick to the boat,

and give such mnor service as chance might throw in the way.
Henry renmenbered this, afterward, when the disaster cane,

and acted accordingly.

The 'Lacey' started up the river two days behind the ' Pennsyl vani a.
We touched at Geenville, Mssissippi, a couple of days out,

and sonebody shout ed- -

' The "Pennsylvania" is blown up at Ship Island, and a hundred

and fifty lives lost!'

At Napol eon, Arkansas, the sane evening, we got an extra,
i ssued by a Menphis paper, which gave sone particul ars.

It mentioned ny brother, and said he was not hurt.

Further up the river we got a later extra. M brother was
again nentioned; but this time as being hurt beyond hel p.
We did not get full details of the catastrophe until we reached Menphis.

This is the sorrowful story--

It was six o' clock on a hot summer norning. The 'Pennsylvania
was creeping along, north of Ship Island, about sixty nmiles bel ow
Menmphi s on a hal f-head of steam towi ng a wood-flat which was fast
being enptied. George Ealer was in the pilot-house-alone, | think
the second engi neer and a striker had the watch in the engine room
the second nate had the watch on deck; George Bl ack, M. Woaod,

and ny brother, clerks, were asleep, as were also Brown and



the head engi neer, the carpenter, the chief mate, and one striker

Captain Klinefelter was in the barber's chair, and the barber was
preparing to shave him There were a good many cabi n passengers aboard,
and three or four hundred deck passengers--so it was said at the tine--
and not very many of themwere astir. The wood being nearly all out

of the flat now, Ealer rang to 'cone ahead' full steam and the next
monent four of the eight boilers exploded with a thunderous crash

and the whole forward third of the boat was hoisted toward the sky!

The main part of the mass, with the chi meys, dropped upon the boat again,
a nmountain of riddled and chaotic rubbish--and then, after a little,

fire broke out.

Many people were flung to considerable distances, and fell in the river;
anong these were M. Wod and ny brother, and the carpenter

The carpenter was still stretched upon his mattress when he struck

the water seventy-five feet fromthe boat. Brown, the pilot,

and George Bl ack, chief clerk, were never seen or heard of after

the explosion. The barber's chair, with Captain Klinefelter

init and unhurt, was left with its back overhangi ng vacancy- -
everything forward of it, floor and all, had di sappeared;

and t he stupefied barber, who was al so unhurt, stood with one toe

proj ecting over space, still stirring his |ather unconsciously,

and saying, not a word.

When Ceorge Eal er saw the chimeys plunging aloft in front of him

he knew what the matter was; so he nmuffled his face in the | apels of
his coat, and pressed both hands there tightly to keep this protection
inits place so that no steamcould get to his nose or nouth.

He had anple tine to attend to these details while he was goi ng up

and returning. He presently |landed on top of the unexpl oded boil ers,
forty feet below the forner pilot-house, acconpani ed by his whee

and a rain of other stuff, and enveloped in a cloud of scalding steam

Al'l of the many who breathed that steam died; none escaped.



But Eal er breathed none of it. He nade his way to the free air

as quickly as he could; and when the steam cl eared away he returned
and clinbed up on the boilers again, and patiently hunted

out each and every one of his chessnen and the several joints

of his flute.

By this time the fire was beginning to threaten. Shrieks and
groans filled the air. A great many persons had been scal ded,
a great many crippled; the explosion had driven an iron crowbar
through one man's body--1 think they said he was a priest.

He did not die at once, and his sufferings were very dreadful
A young French naval cadet, of fifteen, son of a French adniral
was fearfully scal ded, but bore his tortures manfully.

Both mates were badly scal ded, but they stood to their

posts, nevertheless. They drew the wood-boat aft, and they
and the captain fought back the frantic herd of frightened
immgrants till the wounded coul d be brought there and pl aced

in safety first.

When M. Wod and Henry fell in the water, they struck out for shore,
whi ch was only a few hundred yards away; but Henry presently said

he believed he was not hurt (what an unaccountable error!), and
therefore would swi mback to the boat and hel p save t he wounded.

So they parted, and Henry returned.

By this tine the fire was naking fierce headway, and severa
persons who were inprisoned under the ruins were begging piteously
for help. Al efforts to conquer the fire proved fruitless;

so the buckets were presently thrown aside and the officers
fell-to with axes and tried to cut the prisoners out.

A striker was one of the captives; he said he was not injured,

but could not free hinself; and when he saw that the fire was

likely to drive away the workers, he begged that sone one woul d



shoot him and thus save himfromthe nore dreadful death
The fire did drive the axmen away, and they had to listen
hel pl ess, to this poor fellow s supplications till the flanes

ended his m series.

The fire drove all into the wood-flat that could be acconmodated there;
it was cut adrift, then, and it and the burning steaner floated

down the river toward Ship Island. They nmoored the flat at the head

of the island, and there, unsheltered fromthe blazing sun

t he hal f-naked occupants had to remain, without food or stimulants,

or help for their hurts, during the rest of the day. A steaner

came along, finally, and carried the unfortunates to Menphis,

and there the nost |avish assistance was at once forthconmi ng.

By this tine Henry was insensible. The physicians exam ned his
injuries and saw that they were fatal, and naturally turned their

main attention to patients who could be saved.

Forty of the wounded were placed upon pallets on the floor of a great
public hall, and anbng these was Henry. There the |adies of Menphis
came every day, with flowers, fruits, and dainties and delicacies

of all kinds, and there they renai ned and nursed the wounded.

Al'l the physicians stood watches there, and all the nedical students;
and the rest of the town furni shed noney, or whatever else was wanted.
And Menphis knew how to do all these things well; for many a

di saster |like the 'Pennsylvania's' had happened near her doors,

and she was experienced, above all other cities on the river,

in the gracious office of the Good Samaritan

The sight | saw when | entered that large hall was new and strange to ne.

Two |l ong rows of prostrate forms--nore than forty, in all--and every face
and head a shapel ess wad of | oose raw cotton. |t was a gruesone spectacle.

I watched there six days and nights, and a very nel ancholy experience it was.

There was one daily incident which was peculiarly depressing:



this was the renoval of the doonmed to a chanber apart. It was done

in order that the MORALE of the other patients night not be injuriously
af fected by seeing one of their nunber in the death-agony. The fated one
was always carried out with as little stir as possible, and the stretcher
was al ways hi dden fromsight by a wall of assistants; but no natter:
everybody knew what that cluster of bent forms, with its nmuffled

step and its slow novenent neant; and all eyes watched it wistfully,

and a shudder went abreast of it |ike a wave.

| saw many poor fellows renoved to the 'death-room' and saw them no
nore afterward. But | saw our chief nmate carried thither nore than once
H's hurts were frightful, especially his scalds. He was clothed in
linseed oil and raw cotton to his waist, and resenbl ed not hi ng hunman.

He was often out of his mind; and then his pains would make himrave

and shout and sonetinmes shriek. Then, after a period of dunb exhaustion
his disordered i magi nati on woul d suddenly transformthe great apartnent
into a forecastle, and the hurrying throng of nurses into the crew

and he would come to a sitting posture and shout, 'Hunp yoursel ves,

HUMP your sel ves, you petrifactions, snail-bellies, pall-bearers! going
to be all DAY getting that hatful of freight out? and suppl enent

this explosion with a firmanent-obliterating irruption or profanity

whi ch nothing could stay or stop till his crater was enpty. And now
and then while these frenzies possessed him he would tear off handfuls
of the cotton and expose his cooked flesh to view It was horrible.

It was bad for the others, of course--this noise and these exhibitions;
so the doctors tried to give himnorphine to quiet him But, in his mnd
or out of it, he would not take it. He said his wife had been killed

by that treacherous drug, and he would die before he would take it.

He suspected that the doctors were concealing it in his ordinary nedicines
and in his water--so he ceased fromputting either to his lips.

Once, when he had been wi thout water during two sweltering days,

he took the dipper in his hand, and the sight of the linpid fluid,

and the misery of his thirst, tenpted himal nost beyond his strength;



but he nastered hinself and threw it away, and after that he all owed
no nore to be brought near him Three tinmes | saw himcarried

to the death-room insensible and supposed to be dying; but each tinme
he revived, cursed his attendants, and demanded to be taken back

He lived to be mate of a steanboat again.

But he was the only one who went to the death-room and returned alive.
Dr. Peyton, a principal physician, and rich in all the attributes

that go to constitute high and flawl ess character, did all that
educat ed judgnment and trained skill could do for Henry; but, as the
newspapers had said in the beginning, his hurts were past help.

On the evening of the sixth day his wandering nmind busied itself with
matters far away, and his nerveless fingers 'picked at his coverlet.

H s hour had struck; we bore himto the death-room poor boy.

Chapter 2l

A Section in My Biography

IN due course | got ny license. | was a pilot now, full fledged.

| dropped into casual enploynents; no msfortunes resulting,
intermttent work gave place to steady and protracted engagenents.
Time drifted smoothly and prosperously on, and | supposed--and hoped- -
that | was going to followthe river the rest of ny days, and die

at the wheel when ny mssion was ended. But by and by the war cane,

comrer ce was suspended, ny occupation was gone.

I had to seek another livelihood. So | becane a silver niner

i n Nevada; next, a newspaper reporter; next, a gold m ner

in California; next, a reporter in San Francisco; next, a specia
correspondent in the Sandw ch |Islands; next, a roving correspondent
in Europe and the East; next, an instructional torch-bearer on

the lecture platform and, finally, | becane a scribbler of books,

and an i nmmovabl e fixture anong the other rocks of New Engl and



In so few words have | disposed of the twenty-one slowdrifting
years that have conme and gone since | |ast |ooked fromthe w ndows

of a pilot-house.

Let us resune, now.

Chapter 22

| Return to My Muttons

AFTER twenty-one years' absence, | felt a very strong desire

to see the river again, and the steanboats, and such of

the boys as might be left; so | resolved to go out there.

| enlisted a poet for conpany, and a stenographer to 'take hi m down,

and started westward about the middle of April

As | proposed to make notes, with a viewto printing,

| took sone thought as to nethods of procedure.

| reflected that if | were recognized, on the river, | should
not be as free to go and cone, talk, inquire, and spy around,
as | should be if unknown; | renmenbered that it was the custom
of steanmboatnmen in the old times to load up the confiding
stranger with the nost picturesque and admrable lies, and put
the sophisticated friend off with dull and ineffectual facts:
so | concluded, that, froma business point of view, it would
be an advantage to disguise our party with fictitious nanes.
The idea was certainly good, but it bred infinite bother

for although Snmith, Jones, and Johnson are easy nanes

to renenber when there is no occasion to renmenber them

it is next to inpossible to recollect themwhen they are want ed.
How do criminals manage to keep a brand-new ALIAS in nind?
This is a great nystery. | was innocent; and yet was sel dom

able to lay ny hand on ny new nane when it was needed;



and it seened to me that if | had had a crime on ny conscience
to further confuse ne, | could never have kept the nane by me

at all.

We | eft per Pennsylvania Railroad, at 8 A M April 18

"EVENI NG. Speaking of dress. Gace and picturesqueness drop

gradually out of it as one travels away from New YorKk.

I find that anmong nmy notes. It nakes no difference

whi ch direction you take, the fact remains the sane.

Whet her you nove north, south, east, or west, no matter:

you can get up in the norning and guess how far you have cone,
by noting what degree of grace and picturesqueness is by

that tinme lacking in the costunmes of the new passengers, --

I do not nmean of the women al one, but of both sexes.

It may be that CARRIAGE is at the bottom of this thing;

and | think it is; for there are plenty of |adies and gentlenen
in the provincial cities whose garnents are all rmade by the best
tailors and dressmakers of New York; yet this has no perceptible
ef fect upon the grand fact: the educated eye never ni stakes

t hose people for New Yorkers. No, there is a godl ess grace,

and snap, and style about a born and bred New Yorker which nere

cl ot hing cannot effect.

"APRIL 19. This norning, struck into the region of full goatees-sonetines

acconpani ed by a nustache, but only occasionally.

It was odd to conme upon this thick crop of an obsol ete and

unconely fashion; it was |like running suddenly across a forgotten
acquai nt ance whom you had supposed dead for a generation

The goat ee extends over a wide extent of country; and is acconpanied

by an iron-clad belief in Adam and the biblical history of creation



whi ch has not suffered fromthe assaults of the scientists.

" AFTERNOON. At the railway stations the |oafers carry BOTH
hands in their breeches pockets; it was observable, heretofore,
that one hand was sonetines out of doors,--here, never

This is an inportant fact in geography.

If the loafers determined the character of a country, it would

be still nmore inportant, of course.

"Heretofore, all along, the station-loafer has been often observed to scratch
one shin with the other foot; here, these remains of activity are wanting.

This has an om nous | ook.

By and by, we entered the tobacco-chew ng region.
Fifty years ago, the tobacco-chew ng region covered the Union

It is greatly restricted now.

Next, boots began to appear. Not in strong force, however.
Later--away down the M ssissippi--they becane the rule.

They di sappeared from other sections of the Union with the nud,
no doubt they will disappear fromthe river villages, also,

when proper pavenents cone in.

We reached St. Louis at ten o'clock at night. At the counter
of the hotel | tendered a hurriedly-invented fictitious nane,
with a miserable attenpt at carel ess ease. The clerk paused
and inspected ne in the conpassi onate way in which one inspects
a respectabl e person who is found in doubtful circunstances;

t hen he said--

"It's all right; I know what sort of a room you want.

Used to clerk at the St. Janes, in New York.'



An unprom sing beginning for a fraudulent career. W started to

the supper room and net two other nmen whom | had known el sewhere.
How odd and unfair it is: wcked inpostors go around | ecturing under
my NOM DE GUERRE and nobody suspects them but when an honest nan

attenpts an inposture, he is exposed at once.

One thing seened plain: we must start down the river the next day,

i f people who could not be deceived were going to crop up at this rate:

an unpal at abl e di sappoi ntnent, for we had hoped to have a week in St. Louis.
The Sout hern was a good hotel, and we could have had a confortable

time there. It is large, and well conducted, and its decorations do

not make one cry, as do those of the vast Pal mer House, in Chicago.

True, the billiard-tables were of the Od Silurian Period, and the cues and
balls of the Post-Pliocene; but there was refreshnent in this, not disconfort;

for there is rest and healing in the contenplation of antiquities.

The nmost not abl e absence observable in the billiard-room was the
absence of the river man. |If he was there he had taken in his sign,
he was in disguise. | saw there none of the swell airs and graces,

and ostentatious displays of noney, and ponpous squanderings of it,

whi ch used to distinguish the steanboat crowd fromthe dry-1land crowd

in the bygone days, in the thronged billiard-roons of St. Louis.

In those times, the principal saloons were always popul ous with river nen;
given fifty players present, thirty or thirty-five were likely

to be fromthe river. But | suspected that the ranks were thin now,

and the steanboatnmen no | onger an aristocracy. Wy, in ny tine they

used to call the 'barkeep' Bill, or Joe, or Tom and slap himon

the shoulder; | watched for that. But none of these people did it.

Mani festly a glory that once was had di ssolved and vani shed away in

these twenty-one years.

When | went up to ny room | found there the young man call ed Rogers, crying.

Rogers was not his nane; neither was Jones, Brown, Dexter, Ferguson, Bascom



nor Thonpson; but he answered to either of these that a body found handy
in an energency; or to any other nane, in fact, if he perceived that you

nmeant him He said--

"What is a person to do here when he wants a drink of water?--

drink this slush?

"Can't you drink it?

"l could if |I had sone other water to wash it wth.

Here was a thing which had not changed; a score of years had not affected
this water's nmulatto conplexion in the least; a score of centuries
woul d succeed no better, perhaps. It cones out of the turbul ent,
bank-caving M ssouri, and every tunblerful of it holds nearly an acre
of land in solution. | got this fact fromthe bishop of the diocese.
If you will let your glass stand half an hour, you can separate

the land fromthe water as easy as Genesis; and then you will find
them both good: the one good to eat, the other good to drink

The land is very nourishing, the water is thoroughly whol esone.

The one appeases hunger; the other, thirst. But the natives

do not take them separately, but together, as nature m xed them

When they find an inch of nud in the bottom of a gl ass,

they stir it up, and then take the draught as they woul d gruel

It is difficult for a stranger to get used to this batter, but once
used to it he will prefer it to water. This is really the case.

It is good for steamboating, and good to drink; but it is worthless

for all other purposes, except baptizing.

Next norning, we drove around town in the rain.
The city seened but little changed. It WAS greatly changed,
but it did not seem so; because in St. Louis, as in London

and Pittsburgh, you can't persuade a new thing to | ook new



the coal snoke turns it into an antiquity the nonent you take

your hand off it. The place had just about doubled its size,
since | was a resident of it, and was now beconme a city

of 400,000 inhabitants; still, in the solid business parts,

it looked about as it had | ooked fornerly. Yet | amsure there

is not as nmuch snoke in St. Louis now as there used to be.

The snoke used to bank itself in a dense billow black canopy over
the town, and hide the sky fromview This shelter is very nuch
thinner now, still, there is a sufficiency of snoke there, | think

I heard no conpl aint.

However, on the outskirts changes were apparent enough; notably in

dwel 1'i ng- house architecture. The fine new homes are nobl e and beautiful
and nodern. They stand by thenselves, too, with green | awns around them
whereas the dwellings of a fornmer day are packed together in bl ocks,

and are all of one pattern, with windows all alike, set in an arched
frame-work of tw sted stone; a sort of house which was handsonme enough

when it was rarer.

There was anot her change--the Forest Park. This was new to ne.

It is beautiful and very extensive, and has the excellent nerit

of having been made mainly by nature. There are other parks,

and fine ones, notably Tower Grove and the Botanical Gardens;

for St. Louis interested herself in such inprovenents at an earlier

day than did the nost of our cities.

The first time | ever saw St. Louis, | could have bought it for six
mllion dollars, and it was the mistake of ny |life that | did not do it.
It was bitter now to | ook abroad over this donmed and steepl ed netropolis,
this solid expanse of bricks and nortar stretching away on every hand
into dim neasure-defying distances, and renenber that | had all owed
that opportunity to go by. Wy | should have allowed it to go by seens,

of course, foolish and inexplicable to-day, at a first glance; yet there



were reasons at the tine to justify this course.

A Scot chman, Hon. Charles Augustus Murray, witing sone forty-five or fifty

years ago, said--'The streets are narrow, ill paved and ill |ighted.
Those streets are narrow still, of course; many of themare ill paved yet;
but the reproach of ill lighting cannot be repeated, now. The 'Catholic

New Church' was the only notable building then, and M. Mrray was confidently
called upon to adnmire it, with its 'species of Gecian portico, surnounted by
a kind of steeple, nuch too dimnutive in its proportions, and surnounted

by sundry ornaments' which the unimaginative Scotchman found hinself 'quite
unabl e to describe;' and therefore was grateful when a German tourist hel ped
himout with the exclamation--'By ----, they | ook exactly |ike bed-posts!

St. Louis is well equipped with stately and nobl e public buil di ngs now,

and the little church, which the people used to be so proud of, lost its
importance a long tine ago. Still, this would not surprise M. Mirray,

if he could come back; for he prophesied the com ng greatness of St. Louis

with strong confidence

The further we drove in our inspection-tour, the nore sensibly I
realized how the city had grown since | had seen it last; changes in
detail becane steadily nore apparent and frequent than at first, too:

changes uniformy evidencing progress, energy, prosperity.

But the change of changes was on the 'levee.' This tine,

a departure fromthe rule. Half a dozen sound-asl eep steanboats
where | used to see a solid nmile of w de-awake ones!

This was nel ancholy, this was woeful. The absence of the pervading
and jocund steanboatnman fromthe billiard-sal oon was expl ai ned.

He was absent because he is no nore. Hi s occupation is gone,

hi s power has passed away, he is absorbed into the comon herd,

he grinds at the mll, a shorn Sanson and i nconspi cuous.

Hal f a dozen lifeless steanboats, a mle of enpty wharves,

a negro fatigued with whi skey stretched asleep, in a wi de and



soundl ess vacancy, where the serried hosts of conmerce used to
contend! <footnote [Capt. Marryat, witing forty-five years ago says:
"St. Louis has 20,000 inhabitants. THE R VER ABREAST OF THE TOMN
'S CRONDED W TH STEAMBOATS, LYING IN TWO OR THREE TIERS. '] > Here

was desol ation, indeed.

"The old, old sea, as one in tears,
Cones murnuring, with foany I|ips,
And knocking at the vacant piers,

Calls for his long-lost nultitude of ships.

The towboat and the railroad had done their work, and done it

well and conpletely. The mighty bridge, stretching along over

our heads, had done its share in the slaughter and spoliation
Remai ns of former steanboatmen told ne, with wan satisfaction
that the bridge doesn't pay. Still, it can be no sufficient
conpensation to a corpse, to know that the dynanite that laid him

out was not of as good quality as it had been supposed to be.

The pavenments along the river front were bad: the sidewal ks

were rather out of repair; there was a rich abundance of nud.

Al this was famliar and satisfying; but the ancient arm es of drays,
and struggling throngs of nen, and nountains of freight, were gone;
and Sabbath reigned in their stead. The imenorial mle of cheap

foul doggeries renmmined, but business was dull with them

the multitudes of poison-swilling Irishnmen had departed, and in

their places were a few scattering handfuls of ragged negroes,

some drinking, sone drunk, sone noddi ng, others asleep

St. Louis is a great and prosperous and advancing city;

but the river-edge of it seens dead past resurrection

M ssi ssi ppi steanboati ng was born about 1812; at the end of thirty years,
it had grown to mighty proportions; and in less than thirty nore,

it was dead! A strangely short life for so najestic a creature.



O course it is not absolutely dead, neither is a crippled octogenarian
who coul d once junp twenty-two feet on |evel ground; but as contrasted
with what it was in its prime vigor, M ssissippi steanboating may

be cal |l ed dead.

It killed the ol d-fashi oned keel -boating, by reducing

the freight-trip to New Orleans to | ess than a week.

The railroads have killed the steanboat passenger traffic by doing
in tw or three days what the steanboats consuned a week in doing;
and the tow ng-fleets have killed the through-freight traffic

by draggi ng six or seven steaner-|oads of stuff down the river

at a time, at an expense so trivial that steanboat conpetition

was out of the question

Frei ght and passenger way-traffic remains to the steaners

This is in the hands--along the two thousand mles of river between
St. Paul and New Orl eans---of two or three close corporations well
fortified with capital; and by able and thoroughly business-1like
managenent and system these make a sufficiency of noney out

of what is left of the once prodigious steanboating industry.

| suppose that St. Louis and New Ol eans have not suffered materially

by the change, but alas for the wood-yard man!

He used to fringe the river all the way; his close-ranked nerchandi se
stretched fromthe one city to the other, along the banks,

and he sold uncountable cords of it every year for cash on the nail;
but all the scattering boats that are | eft burn coal now,

and t he sel donest spectacle on the Mssissippi to-day is a wood-pile.

Where now i s the once wood-yard man?

Chapter 23

Traveling Incognito



MY idea was, to tarry a while in every town between St. Louis

and New Orleans. To do this, it would be necessary to go from pl ace

to place by the short packet lines. It was an easy plan to nake,

and woul d have been an easy one to follow, twenty years ago-but not now.

There are wide intervals between boats, these days.

| wanted to begin with the interesting old French settlenents

of St. Genevieve and Kaskaskia, sixty nmiles below St. Louis.
There was only one boat advertised for that section--

a Grand Tower packet. Still, one boat was enough; so we went
down to |l ook at her. She was a venerable rack-heap, and a fraud
to boot; for she was playing herself for personal property,

wher eas the good honest dirt was so thickly caked all over

her that she was righteously taxable as real estate.

There are places in New Engl and where her hurricane deck

woul d be worth a hundred and fifty dollars an acre.

The soil on her forecastle was quite good--the new crop of wheat
was al ready springing fromthe cracks in protected pl aces.

The conpani onway was of a dry sandy character, and woul d

have been well suited for grapes, with a southern exposure

and a little subsoiling. The soil of the boiler deck

was thin and rocky, but good enough for grazing purposes.

A col ored boy was on watch here--nobody el se visible.

We gathered fromhimthat this cal mcraft would go, as adverti sed,
"if she got her trip;' if she didn't get it, she would wait

for it.

'Has she got any of her trip?

"Bl ess you, no, boss. She ain't unloadened, yit. She only cone

in dis mawnin'.

He was uncertain as to when she m ght get her trip, but thought it



m ght be to-norrow or maybe next day. This would not answer at all

so we had to give up the novelty of sailing down the river on a farm

We had one nore arrow in our quiver: a Vicksburg packet, the ' Gold Dust,
was to leave at 5 P.M W took passage in her for Menphis, and gave

up the idea of stopping off here and there, as being inpracticable.

She was neat, clean, and confortable. W canped on the boil er deck

and bought some cheap literature to kill time with. The vender was a
venerable Irishman with a benevol ent face and a tongue that worked easily
in the socket, and fromhimwe |earned that he had lived in St. Louis
thirty-four years and had never been across the river during that period.
Then he wandered into a very flowing lecture, filled with classic nanes
and al | usions, which was quite wonderful for fluency until the fact becane
rather apparent that this was not the first time, nor perhaps the fiftieth,
that the speech had been delivered. He was a good deal of a character

and nuch better conpany than the sappy literature he was selling.

A random remark, connecting Irishmen and beer, brought this nugget of

informati on out of him-

They don't drink it, sir. They can't drink it, sir.
G ve an Irishman | ager for a nonth, and he's a dead nan.
An Irishman is lined with copper, and the beer corrodes it.

But whi skey polishes the copper and is the saving of him sir.

At eight o' clock, pronptly, we backed out and crossed the river

As we crept toward the shore, in the thick darkness, a blinding

glory of white electric light burst suddenly from our forecastle,

and lit up the water and the warehouses as with a noon-day gl are.

Anot her bi g change, this--no nore flickering, snoky, pitch-dripping,

i neffectual torch-baskets, now their day is past. Next, instead of
calling out a score of hands to man the stage, a couple of nen and a
hatful of steamlowered it fromthe derrick where it was suspended

| aunched it, deposited it in just the right spot, and the whole thing

was over and done with before a mate in the olden tinme could have



got his profanity-mll adjusted to begin the preparatory services.
Why this new and sinple nethod of handling the stages was not thought
of when the first steanboat was built, is a nystery which hel ps one to

realize what a dull-witted slug the average hunman being is.

W finally got away at two in the nmorning, and when | turned out

at six, we were rounding to at a rocky point where there was an old

stone warehouse--at any rate, the ruins of it; two or three decayed

dwel I i ng- houses were near by, in the shelter of the leafy hills;

but there were no evidences of hunman or other animal life to be seen

I wondered if | had forgotten the river; for | had no recollection whatever
of this place; the shape of the river, too, was unfaniliar; there was

not hing in sight, anywhere, that | could renenber ever having seen before.

| was surprised, disappointed, and annoyed.

We put ashore a well-dressed | ady and gentl eman, and two wel | -dressed,
| ady-1i ke young girls, together with sundry Russi a-|eather bags.

A strange place for such folk! No carriage was waiting.

The party noved off as if they had not expected any, and struck

down a wi nding country road afoot.

But the nystery was expl ai ned when we got under way agai n;

for these people were evidently bound for a large town which | ay
shut in behind a towhead (i.e., newisland) a couple of niles
below this landing. | couldn't renenmber that town; | couldn't
place it, couldn't call its name. So | lost part of ny tenper.
| suspected that it might be St. Genevieve--and so it proved
to be. (Observe what this eccentric river had been about:

it had built up this huge usel ess tow head directly

in front of this town, cut off its river conmunications,

fenced it away conmpletely, and made a 'country' town of it.

It is afine old place, too, and deserved a better fate.

It was settled by the French, and is a relic of a tine when one



could travel fromthe nouths of the M ssissippi to Quebec and be

on French territory and under French rule all the way.

Presently | ascended to the hurricane deck and cast a | onging

gl ance toward the pilot-house.

Chapter 24

My Incognito is Expl oded

AFTER a cl ose study of the face of the pilot on watch, | was satisfied that |
had never seen himbefore; so | went up there. The pilot inspected ne;

I re-inspected the pilot. These customary prelimnaries over, | sat

down on the high bench, and he faced about and went on with his work.

Every detail of the pilot-house was faniliar to ne, with one exception,--

a | arge-nout hed tube under the breast-board. | puzzled over that thing a

consi derabl e time; then gave up and asked what it was for

'To hear the engine-bells through.

It was another good contrivance which ought to have been invented

hal f a century sooner. So | was thinking, when the pilot asked--

"Do you know what this rope is for?

I managed to get around this question, without comrtting myself.

"Is this the first tinme you were ever in a pilot-house?

| crept under that one.

"Where are you fron?

" New Engl and.



"First tinme you have ever been West?

I clinbed over this one.

"If you take an interest in such things, | can tell you what al

these things are for.

| said | should like it.

"This,' putting his hand on a backing-bell rope, '"is to sound the fire-alarm
this,' putting his hand on a go-ahead bell, 'is to call the texas-tender
this one,' indicating the whistle-lever, '"is to call the captain'--

and so he went on, touching one object after another, and reeling off

his tranquil spool of lies.

I had never felt so |like a passenger before.

| thanked him w th enmotion, for each new fact, and wote it
down in ny note-book. The pilot warned to his opportunity,

and proceeded to load ne up in the good ol d-fashi oned way.

At times | was afraid he was going to rupture his invention

but it always stood the strain, and he pulled through all right.
He drifted, by easy stages, into reveal nents of the river's
marvel ous eccentricities of one sort and another

and backed themup with sonme pretty gigantic illustrations.

For instance-

"Do you see that little boulder sticking out of the water yonder? well,
when | first canme on the river, that was a solid ridge of rock,
over sixty feet high and two miles long. Al washed away but that.

[This with a sigh.)

I had a mighty inpulse to destroy him but it seened to nme that killing,



in any ordinary way, would be too good for him

Once, when an odd-1ooking craft, with a vast coal -scuttle slanting
aloft on the end of a beam was steaming by in the distance,

he indifferently drew attention to it, as one mght to an object
grown wearisone through fanmliarity, and observed that it was

an 'alligator boat.

"An alligator boat? Wiat's it for?

"To dredge out alligators wth.

"Are they so thick as to be troubl esome?’

"Well, not now, because the Government keeps them down.
But they used to be. Not everywhere; but in favorite pl aces,
here and there, where the river is w de and shoal -1ike Pl um Poi nt,

and Stack Island, and so on--places they call alligator beds.

"Did they actually inpede navigation?

'Years ago, yes, in very low water; there was hardly a trip, then, that we

didn't get aground on alligators.

It seemed to ne that | should certainly have to get out mny tomahawk.

However, | restrained nyself and said--

"It nmust have been dreadful .

"Yes, it was one of the main difficulties about piloting.

It was so hard to tell anything about the water; the dammed
things shift around so--never lie still five minutes at a tine.
You can tell a wind-reef, straight off, by the look of it;

you can tell a break; you can tell a sand-reef--that's all easy;



but an alligator reef doesn't show up, worth anything.

Nine times in ten you can't tell where the water is;

and when you do see where it is, like as not it ain't there

when YQU get there, the devils have swapped around so, neantine.
O course there were some few pilots that could judge of
alligator water nearly as well as they could of any other Kkind,
but they had to have natural talent for it; it wasn't a thing

a body could learn, you had to be born with it. Let ne see:
there was Ben Thornburg, and Beck Jolly, and Squire Bell

and Horace Bi xby, and Maj or Downi ng, and John Stevenson

and Billy Gordon, and Ji m Brady, and Ceorge Eal er

and Billy Youngblood--all A 1 alligator pilots. THEY could tel
alligator water as far as another Christian could tell whiskey.
Read it?--Ah, COULDN T they, though! | only wish | had as many
dollars as they could read alligator water a mle and a half off.
Yes, and it paid themto do it, too. A good alligator pilot could
al ways get fifteen hundred dollars a month. N ghts, other people
had to lay up for alligators, but those fellows never laid

up for alligators; they never laid up for anything but fog.

They could SMELL the best alligator water it was said;

I don't know whether it was so or not, and | think a body's got
his hands full enough if he sticks to just what he knows hinself,
wi t hout goi ng around backi ng up other people's say-so's,

though there's a plenty that ain't backward about doing it,

as long as they can roust out sonething wonderful to tell.

Which is not the style of Robert Styles, by as nuch as

three fathom -nmaybe quarter-LESS.

[My! Vs this Rob Styl es?--This nustached and stately figure?-A slim
enough cub, in my time. How he has inproved in coneliness in five-and-twenty
year and in the noble art of inflating his facts.] After these nusings,

| said al oud-



"l should think that dredging out the alligators wouldn't have done nuch good,

because they could cone back again right away.'

"I'f you had had as rmuch experience of alligators as | have, you wouldn't
talk like that. You dredge an alligator once and he's CONVI NCED.

It's the last you hear of HM He wouldn't cone back for pie.

If there's one thing that an alligator is nore down on than another

it's being dredged. Besides, they were not sinply shoved

out of the way; the nost of the scoopful were scooped aboard;

they enptied theminto the hold; and when they had got a trip,

they took themto Orleans to the Governnent worKks.

"What for?

"Wy, to make sol di er-shoes out of their hides.

Al'l the Governnent shoes are nade of alligator hide.

It makes the best shoes in the world. They last five years,
and they won't absorb water. The alligator fishery is a
Governnent nonopoly. All the alligators are Governnment property--
just like the live-oaks. You cut down a live-oak, and
Governnent fines you fifty dollars; you kill an alligator,

and up you go for misprision of treason--lucky duck if they
don't hang you, too. And they will, if you' re a Denocrat.

The buzzard is the sacred bird of the South, and you can't
touch him the alligator is the sacred bird of the Governnent,

and you've got to let himalone.

"Do you ever get aground on the alligators now?

"Ch, no! it hasn't happened for years.

"Wll, then, why do they still keep the alligator boats in service?

"Just for police duty--nothing nore. They nerely go up and down



now and then. The present generation of alligators know t hem
as easy as a burglar knows a roundsman; when they see one comi ng,

they break canp and go for the woods.

After rounding-out and finishing-up and polishing-off the alligator business,
he dropped easily and confortably into the historical vein, and told of sone
trenmendous feats of half-a-dozen old-tine steanboats of his acquai ntance

dwel ling at special Iength upon a certain extraordi nary performance of his

chief favorite anmong this distinguished fleet--and then addi ng--

' That boat was the "Cyclone,"--last trip she ever made--she sunk

that very trip--captain was Tom Bal |l ou, the nost inmortal liar that ever

| struck. He couldn't ever seemto tell the truth, in any kind of weather
Why, he woul d nmake you fairly shudder. He WAS the npbst scandal ous liar!

I left him finally; | couldn't stand it. The proverb says, "like master
like man;" and if you stay with that kind of a man, you'll cone under
suspicion by and by, just as sure as you live. He paid first-class wages;
but said I, What's wages when your reputation's in danger? So | |et

the wages go, and froze to ny reputation. And |'ve never regretted it.
Reputation's worth everything, ain't it? That's the way | look at it.

He had nore selfish organs than any seven nen in the world--all packed

in the stern-sheets of his skull, of course, where they bel onged.

They wei ghed down the back of his head so that it nmade his nose tilt up
inthe air. People thought it was vanity, but it wasn't, it was malice.
If you only saw his foot, you' d take himto be nineteen feet high

but he wasn't; it was because his foot was out of draw ng.

He was intended to be nineteen feet high, no doubt, if his foot

was made first, but he didn't get there; he was only five feet ten

That's what he was, and that's what he is. You take the lies out of him
and he'll shrink to the size of your hat; you take the nmalice out of him
and he'll disappear. That "Cyclone" was a rattler to go, and the sweetest
thing to steer that ever wal ked the waters. Set her ami dships,

inabigriver, and just let her go; it was all you had to do.



She woul d hold herself on a star all night, if you let her alone.

You couldn't ever feel her rudder. It wasn't any nore |abor to steer
her than it is to count the Republican vote in a South Carolina el ection.
One norning, just at daybreak, the last trip she ever made, they took
her rudder aboard to mend it; | didn't know anything about it; | backed
her out fromthe wood-yard and went a-weaving down the river all serene.
When | had gone about twenty-three niles, and made four horribly crooked

crossings----'

"Wthout any rudder?

"Yes--old Capt. Tom appeared on the roof and began to find fault

with me for running such a dark night--'

"Such a DARK NI GHT ?--Wy, you said----'

"Never mind what | said,--'"twas as dark as Egypt now, though pretty

soon the noon began to rise, and----'

"You nean the SUN -because you started out just at break of---- | ook here!

Was this BEFORE you quitted the captain on account of his lying, or----

"It was before--oh, a long tinme before. And as | was saying, he----'

"But was this the trip she sunk, or was----'

"Ch, no!--nonths afterward. And so the old man, he----'

' Then she made TWD | ast trips, because you said----'

He stepped back fromthe wheel, swabbing away his perspiration,

and sai d--

"Here!' (calling ne by nane), 'YOU take her and lie a while--



you' re handier at it than | am Trying to play yourself for a stranger
and an innocent!--why, | knew you before you had spoken seven words;
and | nmade up ny nind to find out what was your little gane.

It was to DRAWME QUT. Well, | let you, didn't 17?

Now t ake the wheel and finish the watch; and next tine play fair,

and

you won't have to work your passage.

Thus ended the fictitious-name business. And not six hours out

fromSt. Louis! but | had gained a privilege, any way, for | had

been itching to get ny hands on the wheel, fromthe begi nning.

| seened to have forgotten the river, but | hadn't forgotten

how to steer a steanboat, nor how to enjoy it, either

THE
and

and

and

Chapter 25

From Cairo to Hi ckman

scenery, fromSt. Louis to Cairo--two hundred niles--is varied
beautiful. The hills were clothed in the fresh foliage of spring now,
were a gracious and worthy setting for the broad river flow ng between.
trip began auspiciously, with a perfect day, as to breeze and sunshi ne,

our boat threw the mles out behind her with satisfactory despatch

We found a railway intruding at Chester, Illinois; Chester has

al so a penitentiary now, and is otherwi se marching on. At G and

Tower, too, there was a railway; and another at Cape G rardeau

The

former town gets its nanme froma huge, squat pillar of rock

whi ch stands up out of the water on the M ssouri side of the river--

a piece of nature's fanciful handiwork--and is one of the

nmost picturesque features of the scenery of that region

For

nearer or renoter neighbors, the Tower has the Devil's

Bake Oven--so called, perhaps, because it does not powerfully

resenbl e anybody el se's bake oven; and the Devil's Tea Tabl e--



this latter a great snooth-surfaced nmass of rock, wi th dimnishing
wi ne-gl ass stem perched sonme fifty or sixty feet above the river,
besi de a befl owered and garl anded precipice, and sufficiently

like a tea-table to answer for anybody, Devil or Christian

Away down the river we have the Devil's El bow and the Devil's
Race-course, and lots of other property of his which |I cannot now

call to m nd.

The Town of Grand Tower was evidently a busier place than it

had been in old tines, but it seened to need sone repairs

here and there, and a new coat of whitewash all over

Still, it was pleasant to nme to see the old coat once nore.

"Uncl e’ Munford, our second officer, said the place had been
suffering fromhigh water, and consequently was not | ooking

its best now But he said it was not strange that it didn't

wast e white-wash on itself, for nore |ime was nade there,

and of a better quality, than anywhere in the West;

and added--'On a dairy farmyou never can get any mlk

for your coffee, nor any sugar for it on a sugar plantation

and it is against sense to go to a linme town to hunt for white-wash.
In my own experience | knew the first two itens to be true;

and al so that people who sell candy don't care for candy;

therefore there was plausibility in Uncle Munford's final observation
that 'people who make Iine run nore to religion than whitewash.
Uncle Munford said, further, that Grand Tower was a great coaling

center and a prospering place.

Cape Grardeau is situated on a hillside, and nakes a handsome appear ance.
There is a great Jesuit school for boys at the foot of the town by the river
Uncle Munford said it had as high a reputation for thoroughness as any

simlar institution in M ssouri There was anot her coll ege hi gher up on
an airy sunmit--a bright new edifice, picturesquely and peculiarly towered

and pinnacl ed--a sort of gigantic casters, with the cruets all conplete.



Uncle Munford said that Cape G rardeau was the Athens of M ssouri,

and cont ai ned several colleges besides those already nentioned; and all of
themon a religious basis of one kind or another. He directed ny attention
to what he called the 'strong and pervasive religious |ook of the town,'

but | could not see that it |ooked nore religious than the other hill

towns with the same slope and built of the sanme kind of bricks.

Partialities often nmake people see nore than really exists.

Uncle Munford has been thirty years a nmate on the river.

He is a man of practical sense and a | evel head; has observed;
has had much experience of one sort and anot her; has opi nions;
has, also, just a perceptible dash of poetry in his conposition,
an easy gift of speech, a thick growl in his voice, and an oath
or two where he can get at them when the exigencies of his
office require a spiritual lift. He is a mate of the bl essed
ol d-tinme kind; and goes gravely daming around, when there

is work to the fore, in a way to nellow the ex-steanboatman's
heart with sweet soft |ongings for the vani shed days that shall
cone no nore. 'G T up there you! Going to be all day?

Wy d'n't you SAY you was petrified in your hind |egs,

bef ore you shi pped!"’

He is a steady man with his crew, kind and just, but firm

so they like him and stay with him He is still in the slouchy
garb of the old generation of nmates; but next trip the Anchor
Line will have himin uniform-a natty blue naval uniform

with brass buttons, along with all the officers of the line--

and then he will be a totally different style of scenery from what

he is now
Unifornms on the Mssissippi! It beats all the other changes
put together, for surprise. Still, there is another surprise--

that it was not nade fifty years ago. It is so manifestly sensible,



that it m ght have been thought of earlier, one would suppose.
During fifty years, out there, the innocent passenger in need
of help and information, has been m staking the mate for

the cook, and the captain for the barber--and bei ng roughly
entertained for it, too. But his troubles are ended now.

And the greatly inproved aspect of the boat's staff is another

advant age achi eved by the dress-reform period.

St eered down the bend bel ow Cape G rardeau. They used to call it
"Steersman's Bend;' plain sailing and plenty of water in it, always;
about the only place in the Upper R ver that a new cub was all owed

to take a boat through, in | ow water.

Thebes, at the head of the Gand Chain, and Conmerce at the foot
of it, were towns easily renenberable, as they had not undergone
conspi cuous alteration. Nor the Chain, either--in the nature

of things; for it is a chain of sunken rocks admrably

arranged to capture and kill steanboats on bad nights.

A good many steanboat corpses lie buried there, out of sight;
anong the rest nmy first friend the ' Paul Jones;' she knocked her
bottom out, and went down like a pot, so the historian told ne--
Uncle Munford. He said she had a gray mare aboard, and a preacher
To ne, this sufficiently accounted for the disaster; as it did,

of course, to Munford, who added--

"But there are nmany ignorant people who would scoff at such

a matter, and call it superstition. But you will always notice
that they are people who have never traveled with a gray nare
and a preacher. | went down the river once in such conpany.

We grounded at Bl oody Island; we grounded at Hangi ng Dog;

we grounded just below this same Commerce; we jolted Beaver

Dam Rock; we hit one of the worst breaks in the ' G aveyard

behi nd Goose Island; we had a roustabout killed in a fight;



we burnt a boiler; broke a shaft; collapsed a flue; and went into
Cairo with nine feet of water in the hol d--my have been nore,

may have been less. | renenber it as if it were yesterday.

The men lost their heads with terror. They painted the nmare bl ue,
in sight of town, and threw the preacher overboard, or we should
not have arrived at all. The preacher was fished out and saved.
He acknow edged, hinself, that he had been to bl ane.

I renenber it all, as if it were yesterday.

That this conbination--of preacher and gray mare--should breed cal anity,
seens strange, and at first glance unbelievable; but the fact is fortified
by so nmuch unassail abl e proof that to doubt is to di shonor reason

I nyself remenber a case where a captain was warned by nunerous friends
against taking a gray mare and a preacher with him but persisted in his
purpose in spite of all that could be said; and the sane day--it nay have
been the next, and some say it was, though | think it was the same day--

he got drunk and fell down the hatchway, and was borne to his hone a corpse.

This is literally true.

No vestige of Hat Island is left now, every shred of it is washed away.

I do not even renenber what part of the river it used to be in,

except that it was between St. Louis and Cairo somewhere.

It was a bad region--all around and about Hat Island, in early days.

A farmer who lived on the Illinois shore there, said that twenty-nine
steanboats had left their bones strung along within sight fromhis house.
Between St. Louis and Cairo the steanboat wecks average one to the nile;--

two hundred w ecks, altogether

I could recogni ze big changes from Comrerce down. Beaver Dam Rock was
out in the mddle of the river now, and throwi ng a prodigi ous ' break;
it used to be close to the shore, and boats went down outside of it.

A big island that used to be away out in md-river, has retired

to the Mssouri shore, and boats do not go near it any nore.



The island called Jacket Pattern is whittled down to a wedge now,
and is booked for early destruction. Goose Island is all gone

but a little dab the size of a steanboat. The perilous ' G aveyard,
anong whose nunberl ess wecks we used to pick our way so slowy

and gingerly, is far away fromthe channel now, and a terror to nobody.
One of the islands fornerly called the Two Sisters is gone entirely;
the other, which used to lie close to the Illinois shore, is now on
the Mssouri side, a mle away; it is joined solidly to the shore,
and it takes a sharp eye to see where the seamis--but it is
Illinois ground yet, and the people who live on it have to ferry

t hensel ves over and work the Illinois roads and pay Illinois taxes:

si ngul ar state of things!

Near the nmouth of the river several islands were m ssing--washed away.
Cairo was still there--easily visible across the long, flat point upon
whose further verge it stands; but we had to steama | ong way around

to get toit. N ght fell as we were going out of the 'Upper River'

and neeting the floods of the Chio. W dashed al ong wi thout anxiety;

for the hidden rock which used to lie right in the way has noved up
stream a | ong di stance out of the channel; or rather, about one county

has gone into the river fromthe Mssouri point, and the Cairo point has
"made down' and added to its long tongue of territory correspondingly.

The M ssissippi is a just and equitable river; it never tunbles one nman's farm
overboard without building a new farmjust like it for that man's nei ghbor

Thi s keeps down hard feelings.

Going into Cairo, we cane near killing a steanboat which paid
no attention to our whistle and then tried to cross our bows.
By doi ng sonme strong backing, we saved him which was a great |oss

for he woul d have made good literature.

Cairo is a brisk town now, and is substantially built, and has a city

| ook about it which is in noticeable contrast to its fornmer estate,



as per M. Dickens's portrait of it. However, it was already
building with bricks when | had seen it |ast--which was when Col one
(now General) Grant was drilling his first comuand there

Uncle Munford says the libraries and Sunday-school s have

done a good work in Cairo, as well as the brick nasons.

Cairo has a heavy railroad and river trade, and her situation at
the junction of the two great rivers is so advantageous that she

cannot well help prospering.

When | turned out, in the norning, we had passed Col unbus, Kentucky,

and were approaching H ckman, a pretty town, perched on a handsone hill.
Hi ckman is in a rich tobacco region, and fornerly enjoyed a great

and lucrative trade in that staple, collecting it there in her

war ehouses froma |l arge area of country and shipping it by boat;

but Uncle Munford says she built a railway to facilitate this comerce
alittle nore, and he thinks it facilitated it the wong way--

took the bulk of the trade out of her hands by 'collaring it al ong

the line without gathering it at her doors.

Chapter 26

Under Fire

TALK began to run upon the war now, for we were getting down
into the upper edge of the former battle-stretch by this tine.
Col unbus was just behind us, so there was a good deal said

about the fanous battle of Belnont. Several of the boat's

of ficers had seen active service in the Mssissippi war-fleet. |
gathered that they found thensel ves sadly out of their el enent
in that kind of business at first, but afterward got accustoned
toit, reconciled to it, and nore or less at hone init.

One of our pilots had his first war experience in the Bel nont
fight, as a pilot on a boat in the Confederate service.

| had often had a curiosity to know how a green hand night feel



in his naiden battle, perched all solitary and al one on high

in a pilot house, a target for Tom Dick and Harry, and nobody at
his el bow to shame himfrom showi ng the white feather when matters
grew hot and perilous around him so, to nme his story was val uabl e--
it filled a gap for ne which all histories had left till

that tinme enpty.

THE PI LOT" S FI RST BATTLE

He said--

It was the 7th of Novenber. The fight began at seven in the norning.

I was on the 'R H W Hill." Took over a |load of troops from Col unbus.

Cane back, and took over a battery of artillery. M partner said he was going
to see the fight; wanted nme to go along. | said, no, | wasn't anxious,

I would ook at it fromthe pilot-house. He said | was a coward, and left.

That fight was an awful sight. General Cheatham nmade his nen strip

their coats off and throwthemin a pile, and said, 'Now follow me

to hell or victory!" | heard himsay that fromthe pilot-house;

and then he galloped in, at the head of his troops. dd General Pillow,
with his white hair, nounted on a white horse, sailed in, too, leading his
troops as lively as a boy. By and by the Federals chased the rebels back
and here they cane! tearing along, everybody for hinself and Devil take
the hi ndnost! and down under the bank they scranbled, and took shelter

I was sitting with my | egs hanging out of the pilot-house w ndow

Al'l at once | noticed a whizzing sound passing ny ear.

Judged it was a bullet. | didn't stop to think about anything,

I just tilted over backwards and | anded on the floor, and staid there.

The balls came booni ng around. Three cannon-balls went through the chi mey;

one ball took off the corner of the pilot-house; shells were scream ng



and bursting all around. Mghty warmtines--1 wi shed | hadn't cone.

| lay there on the pilot-house floor, while the shots cane faster and faster
I crept in behind the big stove, in the mddle of the pilot-house.
Presently a minie-ball canme through the stove, and just grazed ny head,

and cut nmy hat. | judged it was tine to go away fromthere. The captain
was on the roof with a red-headed major from Menphis--a fine-Iooking man.

| heard himsay he wanted to | eave here, but 'that pilot is killed.

I crept over to the starboard side to pull the bell to set her back

rai sed up and took a | ook, and | saw about fifteen shot holes

t hrough the w ndow panes; had cone so lively | hadn't noticed them

I glanced out on the water, and the spattering shot were like a hailstorm

| thought best to get out of that place. | went down the pilot-house guy,
head first--not feet first but head first--slid down--before | struck

the deck, the captain said we nmust |eave there. So | clinbed up the guy
and got on the floor again. About that time, they collared ny partner

and were bringing himup to the pilot-house between two sol diers.

Sonebody had said | was killed. He put his head in and saw nme on the floor
reaching for the backing bells. He said, 'Ch, hell, he ain't shot,

and jerked away fromthe nen who had himby the collar, and ran bel ow.

W were there until three o' clock in the afternoon, and then got away al

right.

The next tine | saw ny partner, | said, 'Now, cone out, be honest,
and tell ne the truth. Where did you go when you went to see that battle?

He says, '|I went down in the hold.

Al'l through that fight | was scared nearly to death.

I hardly knew anything, | was so frightened; but you see,

nobody knew that but nme. Next day CGeneral Polk sent for ne,

and praised ne for ny bravery and gallant conduct.

I never said anything, | let it go at that. | judged it wasn't so,

but it was not for ne to contradict a general officer



Pretty soon after that | was sick, and used up, and had to go
off to the Hot Springs. Wen there, | got a good nmany
letters from conmanders saying they wanted nme to cone back

| declined, because | wasn't well enough or strong enough

but | kept still, and kept the reputation | had made.

A plain story, straightforwardly told; but Munford told ne
that that pilot had 'gilded that scare of his, in spots;

that his subsequent career in the war was proof of it.

We struck down through the chute of Island No. 8, and | went bel ow
and fell into conversation with a passenger, a handsone nan,

with easy carriage and an intelligent face. W were approaching
Island No. 10, a place so celebrated during the war.

This gentleman's honme was on the main shore in its nei ghborhood.

I had sone talk with himabout the war tines; but presently

the discourse fell upon 'feuds,' for in no part of the South

has the vendetta flourished nore briskly, or held out |onger
between warring famlies, than in this particular region

This gentl eman sai d- -

"There's been nore than one feud around here, in old tines, but |

reckon the worst one was between the Darnells and the Watsons.

Nobody don't know now what the first quarrel was about, it's so |ong ago;
the Darnells and the Watsons don't know, if there's any of themliving,
which | don't think there is. Sonme says it was about a horse or a cow-
anyway, it was a little matter; the noney in it wasn't of no consequence--
none in the world--both famlies was rich. The thing could have been
fixed up, easy enough; but no, that wouldn't do. Rough words had been passed;
and so, nothing but blood could fix it up after that. That horse

or cow, whichever it was, cost sixty years of killing and crippling!

Every year or so sonebody was shot, on one side or the other; and as fast

as one generation was laid out, their sons took up the feud and kept



it a-going. And it's just as | say; they went on shooting each other

year in and year out--making a kind of a religion of it, you see--

till they'd done forgot, |ong ago, what it was all about. \Werever a

Darnel | caught a Watson, or a Watson caught a Darnell, one of 'em was going
to get hurt--only question was, which of them got the drop on the other
They' d shoot one another down, right in the presence of the famly.

They didn't hunt for each other, but when they happened to neet,

they puffed and begun. Men woul d shoot boys, boys woul d shoot nen.

A man shot a boy twelve years ol d--happened on himin the woods,

and didn't give himno chance. |If he HAD 'a' given hima chance

the boy'd "a' shot him Both fanilies belonged to the same church
(everybody around here is religious); through all this fifty or

sixty years' fuss, both tribes was there every Sunday, to worship.

They lived each side of the line, and the church was at a | anding

call ed Conpronmise. Half the church and half the aisle was in Kentucky,

the other half in Tennessee. Sundays you'd see the fanmilies drive up

all in their Sunday clothes, nmen, wonen, and children, and file up the aisle,
and set down, quiet and orderly, one lot on the Tennessee side of the church
and the other on the Kentucky side; and the men and boys would | ean their guns
up agai nst the wall, handy, and. then all hands would join in with the prayer
and praise; though they say the man next the aisle didn't kneel down,

along with the rest of the famly; kind of stood guard. | don't know,

never was at that church in ny life; but | renmenber that that's what used

to be said.

"Twenty or twenty-five years ago, one of the feud famlies

caught a young man of nineteen out and killed him

Don't renenber whether it was the Darnells and Watsons,

or one of the other feuds; but anyway, this young man rode up--
steanboat laying there at the tine--and the first thing

he saw was a whol e gang of the enemy. He junped down behi nd

a wood-pile, but they rode around and begun on him he firing back,

and t hey gall oping and cavorting and yelling and bangi ng away



with all their mght. Think he wounded a couple of them

but they closed in on himand chased himinto the river

and as he swum al ong down stream they followed al ong the bank
and kept on shooting at him and when he struck shore he was dead.
W ndy Marshall told nme about it. He sawit. He was captain

of the boat.

"Years ago, the Darnells was so thinned out that the old man

and his two sons concluded they'd | eave the country. They started
to take steamboat just above No. 10; but the Watsons got wind of it;
and they arrived just as the two young Darnells was wal ki ng up

the conpanion-way with their wives on their arns. The fight

begun then, and they never got no further--both of themkilled.
After that, old Darnell got into trouble with the man that run

the ferry, and the ferry-man got the worst of it--and died.

But his friends shot old Darnell through and through--filled him

full of bullets, and ended him'

The country gentl eman who told ne these things had been reared

in ease and confort, was a man of good parts, and was col |l ege bred.

Hi s | oose grammar was the fruit of careless habit, not ignorance.

This habit anmong educated nmen in the West is not universal, but it

is prevalent--prevalent in the tows, certainly, if not in the cities;

and to a degree which one cannot hel p noticing, and marveling at.

I heard a Westerner who would be accounted a highly educated man

in any country, say 'never mind, it DON T MAKE NO DI FFERENCE, anyway.

A life-long resident who was present heard it, but it nmade no inpression
upon her. She was able to recall the fact afterward, when rem nded of it;
but she confessed that the words had not grated upon her ear at the tine--
a confession which suggests that if educated people can hear such

bl asphenobus granmar, from such a source, and be unconsci ous of the deed,
the crinme nmust be tolerably common--so common that the general ear has

beconme dulled by fam liarity with it, and is no | onger alert, no |onger



sensitive to such affronts.

No one in the world speaks bl eni shless granmar; no one has
ever witten it--NO one, either in the world or out of it
(taking the Scriptures for evidence on the latter point);
therefore it would not be fair to exact grammatical perfection
fromthe peoples of the Valley; but they and all other peoples
may justly be required to refrain from KNON NGLY and PURPOSELY

debauchi ng their granmar.

I found the river greatly changed at I|sland No. 10.

The island which | renenbered was sone three niles |ong

and a quarter of a mle wide, heavily tinbered, and |ay

near the Kentucky shore--within two hundred yards of it,

I should say. Now, however, one had to hunt for it with

a spy-glass. Nothing was left of it but an insignificant

little tuft, and this was no | onger near the Kentucky shore;

it was clear over against the opposite shore, a nmile away.

In war tinmes the island had been an inportant place,

for it commanded the situation; and, being heavily fortified,
there was no getting by it. It lay between the upper and | ower
divisions of the Union forces, and kept them separate, until a
junction was finally effected across the M ssouri neck of |and;
but the island being itself joined to that neck now, the wi de river

is without obstruction.

In this region the river passes from Kentucky into Tennessee,
back into Mssouri, then back into Kentucky, and thence into Tennessee again.

So amle or two of Mssouri sticks over into Tennessee.

The town of New Madrid was | ooking very unwel;
but ot herw se unchanged fromits forner condition and aspect.
Its bl ocks of franme-houses were still grouped in the sane

old flat plain, and environed by the sane old forests.



It was as tranquil as formerly, and apparently had neither grown
nor dimnished in size. It was said that the recent high water
had invaded it and damaged its | ooks. This was surprising news;
for in lowwater the river bank is very high there (fifty feet), and
in my day an overfl ow had al ways been considered an inpossibility.
This present flood of 1882 WII| doubtl ess be cel ebrated

inthe river's history for several generations before a del uge

of like magnitude shall be seen. It put all the unprotected

| ow | ands under water, fromCairo to the nouth; it broke down

the |l evees in a great nmany places, on both sides of the river

and in sonme regions south, when the flood was at its highest,

the M ssissippi was SEVENTY M LES wi de! a nunber of lives

were |l ost, and the destruction of property was fearful

The crops were destroyed, houses washed away, and shelterless nen
and cattle forced to take refuge on scattering el evations here

and there in field and forest, and wait in peril and suffering
until the boats put in comm ssion by the national and | oca
governnents and by newspaper enterprise could cone and rescue them
The properties of multitudes of people were under water for nonths,
and the poorer ones nust have starved by the hundred if succor

had not been pronptly afforded. <footnote [For a detailed and
interesting description of the great flood, witten on board

of the New Ol eans TlI MES- DEMOCRAT' S relief-boat, see Appendi x

Al > The water had been falling during a considerable tine now,

yet as a rule we found the banks still under water.

Chapter 27

Sone Inported Articles

VE nmet two steanboats at New Madrid. Two steanboats in sight

at once! an infrequent spectacle now in the | onesonme M ssissippi



The | oneliness of this solemm, stupendous flood is inpressive--

and depressing. League after |eague, and still |eague after |eague,
it pours its chocolate tide along, between its solid forest walls,
its al nost untenanted shores, with seldoma sail or a noving

obj ect of any kind to disturb the surface and break the nonotony

of the blank, watery solitude; and so the day goes, the night cones,
and again the day--and still the sane, night after night

and day after day--mmjestic, unchangi ng sameness of serenity,
repose, tranquillity, |ethargy, vacancy--synbol of eternity,
realization of the heaven pictured by priest and prophet,

and | onged for by the good and t houghtl ess!

I medi ately after the war of 1812, tourists began to cone

to America, from England; scattering ones at first, then a sort
of procession of them-a procession which kept up its plodding,
patient march through the |Iand during many, nmany years.

Each tourist took notes, and went hone and published a book--

a book which was usually calm truthful, reasonable, kind,

but which seenmed just the reverse to our tender-footed progenitors.
A gl ance at these tourist-books shows us that in certain of its
aspects the M ssissippi has undergone no change since those
strangers visited it, but remmins to-day about as it was then
The enotions produced in those foreign breasts by these aspects
were not all forned on one pattern, of course; they HAD

to be various, along at first, because the earlier tourists

were obliged to originate their enotions, whereas in ol der
countries one can al ways borrow enotions fromone's predecessors.
And, m nd you, enotions are anong the toughest things in

the world to manufacture out of whole cloth; it is easier to
manuf acture seven facts than one enotion. Captain Basil Hall

RN, witing fifty-five years ago, says--



"Here | caught the first glinpse of the object | had so | ong w shed
to behold, and felt nyself anply repaid at that nonent for al

the trouble | had experienced in comng so far; and stood | ooking at
the river flowing past till it was too dark to distinguish anything.
But it was not till | had visited the same spot a dozen tines,

that | came to a right conprehension of the grandeur of the scene.

Following are Ms. Trollope's enotions. She is witing a few nonths |ater

in the same year, 1827, and is comng in at the mouth of the M ssissippi--

"The first indication of our approach to | and was the appearance

of this mghty river pouring forth its nuddy nass of waters,

and ningling with the deep blue of the Mexican Gulf. | never beheld

a scene so utterly desolate as this entrance of the M ssissippi

Had Dante seen it, he mi ght have drawn i mages of another Bolgia from
its horrors. One only object rears itself above the eddying waters;
this is the mast of a vessel |long since wecked in attenpting to cross
the bar, and it still stands, a dismal w tness of the destruction

that has been, and a bodi ng prophet of that which is to cone.'

Enoti ons of Hon. Charles Augustus Miurray (near St. Louis), seven years later--

"It is only when you ascend the mighty current for fifty or a

hundred mles, and use the eye of imagination as well as that

of nature, that you begin to understand all his mght and majesty.

You see himfertilizing a boundl ess valley, bearing along in his course
the trophies of his thousand victories over the shattered forest--

here carrying away | arge nasses of soil with all their growh

and there forming islands, destined at sone future period to be

the residence of man; and while indulging in this prospect,



it is then time for reflection to suggest that the current
before you has flowed through two or three thousand nmiles, and has
yet to travel one thousand three hundred nore before reaching

its ocean destination.

Receive, now, the enptions of Captain Marryat, R N author of the sea tales,

witing in 1837, three years after M. Mirray--

"Never, perhaps, in the records of nations, was there an instance of a
century of such unvarying and unnitigated crime as is to be collected
fromthe history of the turbul ent and bl ood-stai ned M ssi ssi ppi

The streamitself appears as if appropriate for the deeds which have
been conmitted. It is not |like nost rivers, beautiful to the sight,
bestowing fertility in its course; not one that the eye | oves

to dwell upon as it sweeps along, nor can you wander upon

its banks, or trust yourself w thout danger to its stream

It is a furious, rapid, desolating torrent, |oaded with alluvial soil
and few of those who are received into its waters ever rise again,
<footnote [ There was a foolish superstition of sone little preval ence
in that day, that the M ssissippi would neither buoy up a sw mer,

nor permt a drowned person's body to rise to the surface.]> or can
support thensel ves long upon its surface w thout assistance from
some friendly log. It contains the coarsest and nost uneatabl e

of fish, such as the cat-fish and such genus, and as you descend,

its banks are occupied with the fetid alligator, while the panther
basks at its edge in the cane-brakes, alnost inpervious to man.
Pouring its inpetuous waters through wild tracks covered with

trees of little value except for firewdod, it sweeps down whol e
forests in its course, which disappear in tumultuous confusion
whirl ed away by the stream now | oaded with the nasses of soi

whi ch nourished their roots, often blocking up and changi ng



for atine the channel of the river, which, as if in anger at its

bei ng opposed, inundates and devastates the whole country round;

and as soon as it forces its way through its forner channel

plants in every direction the uprooted nonarchs of the forest

(upon whose branches the bird will never again perch, or the raccoon
the opossum or the squirrel clinb) as traps to the adventurous

navi gators of its waters by steam who, borne down upon these conceal ed
dangers which pierce through the planks, very often have not tine

to steer for and gain the shore before they sink to the bottom

There are no pleasing associ ati ons connected with the great comopn sewer
of the Western America, which pours out its nmud into the Mexican Qulf,
polluting the clear blue sea for many mles beyond its nouth.

It is ariver of desolation; and instead of reninding you

i ke other beautiful rivers, of an angel which has descended

for the benefit of man, you inmagine it a devil, whose energies

have been only overcone by the wonderful power of steam'

It is pretty crude literature for a nman accustoned to

handling a pen; still, as a panoranma of the enotions sent
weltering through this noted visitor's breast by the aspect

and traditions of the 'great common sewer,' it has a val ue.

A val ue, though nmarred in the matter of statistics by inaccuracies;
for the catfish is a plenty good enough fish for anybody,

and there are no panthers that are 'inpervious to man.

Later still comes Al exander Mackay, of the Mddle Tenple, Barrister at Law,

with a better digestion, and no catfish dinner aboard, and feels as foll ows--

"The Mssissippi! It was with indescribable enotions that | first felt myself
afl oat upon its waters. How often in ny school boy dreans, and in ny waking

vi sions afterwards, had ny inmagination pictured to itself the lordly stream



rolling with tunultuous current through the boundless region to which it

has given its name, and gathering into itself, in its course to the ocean
the tributary waters of alnost every latitude in the tenperate zone!

Here it was then in its reality, and I, at length, steami ng against its tide.
I looked upon it with that reverence with which everyone nust regard a great

feature of external nature.

So much for the enotions. The tourists, one and all, remark upon
the deep, brooding |oneliness and desol ati on of the vast river

Captain Basil Hall, who saw it at flood-stage, says--

" Sonetines we passed al ong di stances of twenty or thirty niles wthout
seeing a single habitation. An artist, in search of hints for a painting

of the deluge, would here have found themin abundance.

The first shall be last, etc. just two hundred years ago,

the old original first and gallantest of all the foreign tourists,

pi oneer, head of the procession, ended his weary and tedi ous

di scovery-voyage down the sol enn stretches of the great river--

La Salle, whose nane will last as long as the river itself shall |ast.

We quote from M. Parknan-

"And now they neared their journey's end. On the sixth

of April, the river divided itself into three broad channel s.
La Salle followed that of the west, and D Autray

that of the east; while Tonty took the mi ddl e passage.

As he drifted down the turbid current, between the | ow

and marshy shores, the brackish water changed to brine,

and the breeze grew fresh with the salt breath of the sea.



Then the broad bosom of the great Qulf opened on his sight,
tossing its restless billows, limitless, voiceless, lonely as when

born of chaos, without a sail, without a sign of life.

Then, on a spot of solid ground, La Salle reared a colum ' bearing
the arnms of France; the Frenchmen were nustered under arns;

and while the New England | ndians and their squaws | ooked on

in wondering silence, they chanted the TE DEUM THE EXAUDI AT

and the DOM NE SALVUM FAC REGEM '

Then, whilst the nmusketry voll eyed and rejoicing shouts burst forth,
the victorious discoverer planted the colum, and nade procl anation
in a loud voice, taking formal possession of the river and
the vast countries watered by it, in the name of the King.

The colum bore this inscription-

LOU S LE GRAND, ROY DE FRANCE ET DE NAVARRE, REGNE; LE NEUVI EME AVRI L,

1682.

New Orl eans intended to fittingly celebrate, this present year

the bicentennial anniversary of this illustrious event;

but when the tine came, all her energies and surplus noney were
required in other directions, for the fl ood was upon the I and then

maki ng havoc and devastati on everywhere.

Chapter 28

Uncl e Munford Unl oads

ALL day we swung al ong down the river, and had the stream al nost

wholly to ourselves. Formerly, at such a stage of the water,



we shoul d have passed acres of lunber rafts, and dozens of big
coal barges; also occasional little tradi ng-scows, peddling
along fromfarmto farm wth the peddler's famly on board,
possi bly, a random scow, bearing a hunble Hanl et and Co.

on an itinerant dramatic trip. But these were all absent.

Far along in the day, we saw one steanboat; just one, and no nore.
She was lying at rest in the shade, within the wooded nouth

of the Obhion River. The spy-glass revealed the fact that she
was naned for nme--or HE was named for me, whichever you prefer
As this was the first tine | had ever encountered this species
of honor, it seens excusable to nmention it, and at the sanme tine
call the attention of the authorities to the tardiness of ny

recognition of it.

Noted a big change in the river, at Island 21. It was a very large island,

and used to be out toward mid-stream but it is joined fast to the main

shore now, and has retired from busi ness as an i sl and.

As we approached fanous and form dable Plum Point, darkness fell
but that was nothing to shudder about--in these nodemtines.

For now the national governnment has turned the M ssissipp

into a sort of two-thousand-nile torchlight procession

In the head of every crossing, and in the foot of every

crossing, the governnment has set up a clear-burning |anp.

You are never entirely in the dark, now, there is always a beacon
in sight, either before you, or behind you, or abreast.

One night al nbst say that |anps have been squandered there.
Dozens of crossings are |ighted which were not shoa

when they were created, and have never been shoal since;
crossings so plain, too, and al so so straight, that a steanboat
can take herself through themw thout any help, after she has been
through once. Lanps in such places are of course not wasted;

it is much nore convenient and confortable for a pilot to hold



on themthan on a spread of fornless blackness that won't
stay still; and noney is saved to the boat, at the sane tine,
for she can of course make nore nmiles with her rudder

am dshi ps than she can with it squared across her stern and

hol di ng her back

But this thing has knocked the romance out of piloting, to a large extent.
It, and sone other things together, have knocked all the romance out of it.
For instance, the peril fromsnags is not now what it once was.

The governnent's snag-boats go patrolling up and down, in these
matter-of-fact days, pulling the river's teeth; they have rooted out

all the old clusters which nade many localities so formn dable; and they
all ow no new ones to collect. Formerly, if your boat got away from you

on a bl ack night, and broke for the woods, it was an anxious tine with you
so was it al so, when you were groping your way through solidified

darkness in a narrow chute; but all that is changed now-you flash out

your electric light, transformnight into day in the tw nkling of an eye,
and your perils and anxieties are at an end. Horace Bi xby and George

Ri tchi e have charted the crossings and | aid out the courses by conpass;
they have invented a lanp to go with the chart, and have patented t he whol e.
Wth these helps, one may run in the fog now, with considerable security,

and with a confidence unknown in the old days.

Wth these abundant beacons, the bani shnent of snags, plenty of
daylight in a box and ready to be turned on whenever needed,

and a chart and conpass to fight the fog with, piloting, at a good
stage of water, is now nearly as safe and sinple as driving stage,

and is hardly nore than three tines as romantic.

And now in these new days, these days of infinite change, the Anchor
Li ne have rai sed the captain above the pilot by giving himthe bigger
wages of the two. This was going far, but they have not stopped there.

They have decreed that the pilot shall remain at his post, and stand his



wat ch cl ear through, whether the boat be under way or tied up to the shore.
We, that were once the aristocrats of the river, can't go to bed now,

as we used to do, and sleep while a hundred tons of freight are

| ugged aboard; no, we nust sit in the pilot-house; and keep awake, too.
Verily we are being treated like a parcel of mates and engi neers.

The CGovernnent has taken away the romance of our calling; the Conpany has

taken away its state and dignity.

Pl um Poi nt | ooked as it had al ways | ooked by night, with the
exception that now there were beacons to mark the crossings,

and also a lot of other lights on the Point and along its shore;
these latter glinting fromthe fleet of the United States

Ri ver Conmi ssion, and froma village which the officials have built
on the land for offices and for the enpl oyes of the service.

The mlitary engineers of the Conmi ssion have taken upon

their shoul ders the job of nmaking the M ssissippi over again--

a job transcended in size by only the original job of creating it.
They are buil ding wing-dans here and there, to deflect the current;
and dikes to confine it in narrower bounds; and other dikes to make
it stay there; and for unnunbered mles along the M ssissippi

they are felling the tinber-front for fifty yards back

with the purpose of shaving the bank down to | ow water mark

with the slant of a house roof, and ballasting it with stones;

and in many places they have protected the wasting shores with rows
of piles. One who knows the M ssissippi will pronptly aver--

not al oud, but to hinself--that ten thousand Ri ver Conmi ssions,
with the mines of the world at their back, cannot tane that

| awl ess stream cannot curb it or confine it, cannot say to it,

Go here, or Go there, and make it obey; cannot save a shore

which it has sentenced; cannot bar its path with an obstruction
which it will not tear down, dance over, and |augh at.

But a discreet man will not put these things into spoken words;

for the West Point engineers have not their superiors anywhere;



they know all that can be known of their abstruse science;

and so, since they conceive that they can fetter and handcuff

that river and boss him it is but wisdomfor the unscientific nman
to keep still, lie low, and wait till they do it. Captain Eads
with his jetties, has done a work at the nouth of the M ssissipp
whi ch seenmed clearly inpossible; so we do not feel full confidence
now to prophesy against like inpossibilities. Oherw se one would
pi pe out and say the Conmission nmight as well bully the conets

in their courses and undertake to make them behave, as try to bully

the M ssissippi into right and reasonabl e conduct.

| consulted Uncle Munford concerning this and cognate matters;

and | give here the result, stenographically reported, and therefore
to be relied on as being full and correct; except that | have

here and there |l eft out remarks which were addressed to the nen,
such as 'where in blazes are you going with that barrel now?'

and which seenmed to ne to break the flow of the witten statenent,

wi t hout conpensating by adding to its information or its clearness.
Not that | have ventured to strike out all such interjections;

I have renoved only those which were obviously irrel evant;

wher ever one occurred which | felt any question about, | have

judged it safest to let it remain

UNCLE MUMFORD S | MPRESSI ONS

Uncl e Munford sai d- -

"As long as | have been mate of a steanboat--thirty years--

| have watched this river and studied it. Maybe | could have |earnt
nore about it at West Point, but if | believe it | wish | nmay be VWHAT
ARE YQOU SUCKI NG YOUR FI NGERS THERE FOR ?-- COLLAR THAT KAG OF NAILS

Four years at West Point, and plenty of books and schooling, will learn



a man a good deal, | reckon, but it won't learn himthe river

You turn one of those little European rivers over to this Conmm ssion
with its hard bottomand clear water, and it would just be a holiday
job for themto wall it, and pile it, and dike it, and tane it down,
and boss it around, and make it go wherever they wanted it to,

and stay where they put it, and do just as they said, every tine.

But this ain't that kind of a river. They have started in here

with big confidence, and the best intentions in the world;

but they are going to get left. Wat does Ecclesiastes vii. 13 say?
Says enough to knock THEIR little gane galley-west, don't it?

Now you | ook at their methods once. There at Devil's Island,

in the Upper River, they wanted the water to go one way, the water wanted
to go another. So they put up a stone wall. But what does the river
care for a stone wall? When it got ready, it just bulged through it.
Maybe they can build another that will stay; that is, up there--

but not down here they can't. Down here in the Lower River, they drive
some pegs to turn the water away fromthe shore and stop it fromslicing
of f the bank; very well, don't it go straight over and cut sonebody

el se's bank? Certainly. Are they going to peg all the banks?

Wy, they could buy ground and build a new M ssi ssi ppi cheaper

They are pegging Bulletin Towhead now. It won't do any good.

If the river has got a nortgage on that island, it will foreclose,
sure, pegs or no pegs. Away down yonder, they have driven two rows

of piles straight through the niddle of a dry bar half a nmile |ong,
which is forty foot out of the water when the river is |ow

What do you reckon that is for? |If I know, | wish I may |and

i n- HUMP YOURSELF, YOU SON OF AN UNDERTAKER! --OQUT W TH THAT COAL-O L, NOW
LI VELY, LIVELY! And just look at what they are trying to do down
there at MIliken's Bend. There's been a cut-off in that section

and Vicksburg is left out inthe cold. It's a country town now.

The river strikes in belowit; and a boat can't go up to the town
except in high water. Well, they are going to build wi ng-danms in

the bend opposite the foot of 103, and throw the water over and cut



off the foot of the island and plow down into an old ditch where

the river used to be in ancient tines; and they think they can persuade
the water around that way, and get it to strike in above Vicksburg,

as it used to do, and fetch the town back into the world again.

That is, they are going to take this whole M ssissippi

and twist it around and make it run several niles UP STREAM

Well you've got to admire nen that deal in ideas of that size and can
tote them around w t hout crutches; but you haven't got to believe

they can DO such miracles, have you! And yet you ain't absolutely
obliged to believe they can't. | reckon the safe way, where a man

can afford it, is to copper the operation, and at the sane tine buy
enough property in Vicksburg to square you up in case they wn.
Government is doing a deal for the M ssissippi, now-spending | oads

of nmoney on her. Wen there used to be four thousand steanboats

and ten thousand acres of coal -barges, and rafts and tradi ng scows,
there wasn't a lantern from St. Paul to New Ol eans, and the snags

were thicker than bristles on a hog's back; and now when there's

three dozen steanboats and nary barge or raft, Governnent has

snatched out all the snags, and lit up the shores |ike Broadway,

and a boat's as safe on the river as she'd be in heaven

And | reckon that by the tine there ain't any boats left at all

the Conmission will have the old thing all reorganized, and dredged out,
and fenced in, and tidied up, to a degree that will nake navigation
just sinply perfect, and absolutely safe and profitable; and al

the days will be Sundays, and all the mates will be Sunday-schoo

su- VWHAT- | N- THE- NATI ON- YOU- FOOLI NG ARCUND- THERE- FOR, YOU SONS

OF UNRI GHTEQUSNESS, HEIRS OF PERDITION ! GO NG TO BE A YEAR GETTI NG THAT

HOGSHEAD ASHORE ?

During our trip to New Ol eans and back, we had nmany conversations with
river nmen, planters, journalists, and officers of the Ri ver Conm ssion--

with conflicting and confusing results. To wt:-



1. Some believed in the Conmission's schene to arbitrarily
and permanently confine (and thus deepen) the channel

preserve threatened shores, etc.

2. Some believed that the Comm ssion's noney ought to be spent

only on building and repairing the great system of |evees.

3. Sone believed that the higher you build your |evee,
the higher the river's bottomw Il rise; and that consequently

the | evee systemis a m stake.

4. Sone believed in the schene to relieve the river, in flood-tine,

by turning its surplus waters off into Lake Borgne, etc.

5. Sone believed in the schenme of northern | ake-reservoirs to replenish

the M ssissippi in | owwater seasons.

Wherever you find a man down there who believes in one of these
theories you may turn to the next man and frame your talk upon

the hypothesis that he does not believe in that theory; and after
you have had experience, you do not take this course doubtfully,

or hesitatingly, but with the confidence of a dying nurderer--
converted one, | nean. For you will have conme to know, with a deep
and restful certainty, that you are not going to neet two people
sick of the sane theory, one right after the other. No, there wll
al ways be one or two with the other diseases al ong between.

And as you proceed, you will find out one or two other things.

You will find out that there is no distenper of the | ot but

is contagi ous; and you cannot go where it is without catching it.
You may vaccinate yourself with deterrent facts as nuch as you pl ease--
it will do no good; it will seemto 'take,' but it doesn't;

the nmonent you rub agai nst any one of those theorists, nmake up



your mind that it is time to hang out your yellow flag.

Yes, you are his sure victim vyet his work is not all to your hurt--
only part of it; for he is like your famly physician, who cones

and cures the nunps, and | eaves the scarlet-fever behind.

If your man is a Lake-Borgne-relief theorist, for instance,

he will exhale a cloud of deadly facts and statistics which will lay
you out with that disease, sure; but at the same time he will cure
you of any other of the five theories that nmay have previously got

into your system

I have had all the five; and had them'bad;' but ask ne not,

i n nmournful numbers, which one racked nme hardest, or which
one nunbered the biggest sick list, for | do not know

In truth, no one can answer the latter question

M ssi ssippi Inprovement is a mighty topic, down yonder

Every man on the river banks, south of Cairo, tal ks about it
every day, during such monents as he is able to spare from
tal ki ng about the war; and each of the several chief theories
has its host of zeal ous partisans; but, as | have said,

it is not possible to determ ne which cause nunbers

the nost recruits.

Al'l were agreed upon one point, however: if Congress would nake
a sufficient appropriation, a colossal benefit would result.
Very well; since then the appropriation has been nade--

possi bly a sufficient one, certainly not too |large a one.

Let us hope that the prophecy will be anply fulfilled.

One thing will be easily granted by the reader; that an opinion from

M. Edward Atkinson, upon any vast national conmmercial matter, comes as near
ranki ng as authority, as can the opinion of any individual in the Union

What he has to say about M ssissippi River Inprovenent will be found

in the Appendi x. <footnote [ See Appendix B.]>



Sonetinmes, half a dozen figures will reveal, as with a lightning-flash
the i nmportance of a subject which ten thousand | abored words,
with the sane purpose in view, had left at |ast but dimand uncertain.

Here is a case of the sort--paragraph fromthe ' C ncinnati Commercial’-

' The towboat "Jos. B. WIllians" is on her way to New Ol eans with
a tow of thirty-two barges, containing six hundred thousand bushel s
(seventy-six pounds to the bushel) of coal exclusive of her own fuel
being the |l argest tow ever taken to New Ol eans or anywhere el se
inthe world. Her freight bill, at 3 cents a bushel, ampunts to
$18,000. It would take eighteen hundred cars, of three hundred and
thirty-three bushels to the car, to transport this anount of coal

At $10 per ton, or $100 per car, which would be a fair price for
the distance by rail, the freight bill would anmount to $180, 000,

or $162,000 nore by rail than by river. The tow wll be taken
fromPittsburg to New Oleans in fourteen or fifteen days.

It woul d take one hundred trains of eighteen cars to the train

to transport this one tow of six hundred thousand bushel s of coal
and even if it made the usual speed of fast freight lines, it would

take one whol e sumrer to put it through by rail.

Wien a river in good condition can enable one to save $162, 000 and a whol e
sunmer's tinme, on a single cargo, the wi sdom of taking neasures to keep

the river in good condition is nmade plain to even the uncomrercial mind.

Chapter 29

A Few Speci men Bri cks

WE passed through the Pl um Point region, turned Crai ghead' s Point,



and glided unchal | enged by what was once the form dable Fort Pill ow,
menor abl e because of the nassacre perpetrated there during the war.
Massacres are sprinkled with sone frequency through the histories

of several Christian nations, but this is alnpbst the only one

that can be found in American history; perhaps it is the only one
which rises to a size correspondent to that huge and sonber title.

We have the 'Boston Massacre,' where two or three people were killed;
but we nust bunch Angl o- Saxon history together to find the fellow

to the Fort Pillow tragedy; and doubtless even then we nust trave
back to the days and the perfornances of Coeur de Lion, that fine

"hero,' before we acconplish it.

More of the river's freaks. 1In tines past, the channel used
to strike above Island 37, by Brandyw ne Bar, and down towards
Island 39. Afterward, changed its course and went from

Br andywi ne down t hrough Vogel man's chute in the Devil's El bow,
to Island 39--part of this course reversing the old order

the river running UP four or five mles, instead of down,

and cutting off, throughout, sone fifteen mles of distance.

This in 1876. Al that region is now called Centennial Island.

There is a tradition that Island 37 was one of the principal abiding

pl aces of the once celebrated 'Miurel's Gang.' This was a col ossa

combi nation of robbers, horse-thieves, negro-stealers, and counterfeiters,
engaged in business along the river sone fifty or sixty years ago.

Whi |l e our journey across the country towards St. Louis was in

progress we had had no end of Jesse Janmes and his stirring history;

for he had just been assassinated by an agent of the Governor of M ssouri
and was in consequence occupying a good deal of space in the newspapers.
Cheap histories of himwere for sale by train boys. According to these,
he was the nost marvel ous creature of his kind that had ever existed.

It was a nmistake. Mirel was his equal in boldness; in pluck; in rapacity;

in cruelty, brutality, heartlessness, treachery, and in general and



conpr ehensi ve vil eness and shanel essness; and very nuch his superi or

in some larger aspects. Janes was a retail rascal; Mirel, whol esal e.
Janmes' s nodest genius dreanmed of no loftier flight than the planning

of raids upon cars, coaches, and country banks; Mirel projected

negro insurrections and the capture of New Ol eans; and furthernore,

on occasion, this Mirel could go into a pulpit and edify the congregation
What are Janes and his hal f-dozen vul gar rascals conpared with this
stately old-tine crinminal, with his sernons, his neditated insurrections
and city-captures, and his majestic follow ng of ten hundred nen,

sworn to do his evil wll!

Here is a paragraph or two concerning this big operator

froma now forgotten book which was published half a century ago--

He appears to have been a npbst dexterous as well as consunmate villain.
When he travel ed, his usual disguise was that of an itinerant preacher
and it is said that his discourses were very 'soul -noving'--interesting
the hearers so much that they forgot to | ook after their horses,

which were carried away by his confederates while he was preaching.

But the stealing of horses in one State, and selling themin another
was but a snmall portion of their business; the nost lucrative

was the enticing slaves to run away fromtheir masters, that they

m ght sell themin another quarter. This was arranged as foll ows;

they would tell a negro that if he would run away from his master

and allow themto sell him he should receive a portion of the noney
paid for him and that upon his return to thema second tine they would
send himto a free State, where he would be safe. The poor wetches
complied with this request, hoping to obtain noney and freedom

they would be sold to another master, and run away again, to their enployers;
sometinmes they would be sold in this manner three or four tines,

until they had realized three or four thousand dollars by them

but as, after this, there was fear of detection, the usual custom was

to get rid of the only witness that could be produced agai nst them



whi ch was the negro hinself, by nurdering him and throwi ng his body into
the Mssissippi. Even if it was established that they had stolen a negro,
bef ore he was nurdered, they were always prepared to evade puni shnent;

for they conceal ed the negro who had run away, until he was adverti sed,
and a reward offered to any man who would catch him An advertisenent

of this kind warrants the person to take the property, if found.

And then the negro becones a property in trust, when, therefore,

they sold the negro, it only became a breach of trust, not stealing;

and for a breach of trust, the owner of the property can only have redress
by a civil action, which was usel ess, as the danmages were never paid.

It may be inquired, how it was that Mirel escaped Lynch | aw under

such circunmstances This will be easily understood when it is stated

that he had MORE THAN A THOUSAND SWORN CONFEDERATES, all ready at

a monent's notice to support any of the gang who might be in trouble.

The nanes of all the principal confederates of Mirel were obtained
fromhinself, in a nmanner which | shall presently explain.

The gang was conposed of two classes: the Heads or Council, as they

were call ed, who planned and concerted, but sel dom acted; they ampunted
to about four hundred. The other class were the active agents,

and were termed strikers, and anobunted to about six hundred and fifty.
These were the tools in the hands of the others; they ran all the risk
and received but a snmall portion of the noney; they were in the power

of the | eaders of the gang, who would sacrifice themat any tine by handi ng
them over to justice, or sinking their bodies in the M ssissippi

The general rendezvous of this gang of miscreants was on the Arkansas
side of the river, where they conceal ed their negroes in the norasses and

cane- br akes.

The depredations of this extensive conbination were severely felt;

but so well were their plans arranged, that although Mirel

who was al ways active, was everywhere suspected, there was no proof

to be obtained. It so happened, however, that a young man of the nane

of Stewart, who was | ooking after two slaves which Miurel had decoyed



away, fell in with himand obtained his confidence, took the oath,
and was adnmitted into the gang as one of the General Council.

By this neans all was discovered; for Stewart turned traitor,

al t hough he had taken the oath, and havi ng obtai ned every information,
exposed the whol e concern, the nanes of all the parties, and finally
succeeded in bringing honme sufficient evidence agai nst Mirel

to procure his conviction and sentence to the Penitentiary

(Murel was sentenced to fourteen years' inprisonment); so many

peopl e who were supposed to be honest, and bore a respectable

nane in the different States, were found to be anong the |ist

of the Grand Council as published by Stewart, that every attenpt

was made to throw discredit upon his assertions--his character

was vilified, and nore than one attenpt was nade to assassinate him
He was obliged to quit the Southern States in consequence.

It is, however, now well| ascertained to have been all true;

and al though some blane M. Stewart for having violated his oath

they no longer attenpt to deny that his revelations were correct.

I will quote one or two portions of Miurel's confessions to

M. Stewart, nade to hi mwhen they were journeying together

| ought to have observed, that the ultinmate intentions of Mirel

and his associates were, by his own account, on a very extended scal e;
having no | ess an object in view than RAI SING THE BLACKS AGAI NST

THE WHI TES, TAKI NG POSSESSI ON OF, AND PLUNDERI NG NEW CRLEANS

AND MAKI NG THEMSELVES POSSESSORS OF THE TERRI TORY. The following are

a few extracts: --

"I collected all ny friends about New Orl eans at one of our friends
houses in that place, and we sat in council three days before we

got all our plans to our notion; we then deternined to undertake
the rebellion at every hazard, and nake as many friends as we

could for that purpose. Every man's business being assigned him

| started to Natchez on foot, having sold ny horse in New Ol eans, - -

with the intention of stealing another after | started.



I wal ked four days, and no opportunity offered for ne to get a horse.

The fifth day, about twelve, | had becone tired, and stopped at a creek

to get some water and rest a little. Wile | was sitting on a |og,

| ooki ng down the road the way that | had cone, a nan cane in sight

riding on a good-1looking horse. The very noment | saw him | was
determned to have his horse, if he was in the garb of a traveler

He rode up, and | saw from his equi page that he was a travel er

| arose and drew an elegant rifle pistol on himand ordered himto disnmount.
He did so, and | took his horse by the bridle and pointed down the creek
and ordered himto wal k before ne. He went a few hundred yards

and stopped. | hitched his horse, and then made hi m undress hinsel f,

all to his shirt and drawers, and ordered himto turn his back to ne.

He said, 'If you are determined to kill me, let nme have tinme to pray

before | die," | told himl had no tinme to hear himpray. He turned around
and dropped on his knees, and | shot himthrough the back of the head.

I ripped open his belly and took out his entrails, and sunk himin the creek
| then searched his pockets, and found four hundred dollars and thirty-seven
cents, and a nunber of papers that |I did not take time to exam ne.

I sunk the pocket-book and papers and his hat, in the creek

Hi s boots were brand-new, and fitted nme genteelly; and | put

them on and sunk my old shoes in the creek, to atone for them

I rolled up his clothes and put theminto his portnanteau, as they were
brand-new cloth of the best quality. | nounted as fine a horse as ever

| straddled, and directed ny course for Natchez in nuch better style

than | had been for the |ast five days.

"Myself and a fellow by the nane of Crenshaw gathered four good
horses and started for Georgia. W got in conmpany with a young
South Carolinian just before we got to Cunberland Mount ai n,

and Crenshaw soon knew all about his business. He had been

to Tennessee to buy a drove of hogs, but when he got there pork
was dearer than he cal cul ated, and he declined purchasing.

We concluded he was a prize. Crenshaw winked at ne; | understood



his idea. Crenshaw had traveled the road before, but | never had;
we had travel ed several nmles on the nountain, when he passed

near a great precipice; just before we passed it Crenshaw asked

me for ny whip, which had a pound of lead in the butt; | handed

it to him and he rode up by the side of the South Carolinian

and gave hima blow on the side of the head and tunbl ed him
fromhis horse; we Iit fromour horses and fingered his pockets;

we got twelve hundred and sixty-two dollars. Crenshaw said

he knew a place to hide him and he gathered hi munder his arns,

and | by his feet, and conveyed himto a deep crevice in the brow
of the precipice, and tunbled himinto it, and he went out of sight;
we then tunbled in his saddl e, and took his horse with us, which was

worth two hundred doll ars.

"W were detained a few days, and during that tinme our friend went
toalittle village in the nei ghborhood and saw t he negro adverti sed
(a negro in our possession), and a description of the two nmen of whom
he had been purchased, and giving his suspicions of the nen.

It was rather squally times, but any port in a storm

we took the negro that night on the bank of a creek which runs

by the farmof our friend, and Crenshaw shot himthrough the head.

We took out his entrails and sunk himin the creek

'"He had sold the other negro the third tinme on Arkansaw River for upwards
of five hundred dollars; and then stole himand delivered himinto the hand
of his friend, who conducted himto a swanp, and veiled the tragi c scene,
and got the last gleanings and sacred pl edge of secrecy; as a gane of that
kind will not do unless it ends in a nmystery to all but the fraternity.

He sold the negro, first and last, for nearly two thousand dollars,

and then put himfor ever out of the reach of all pursuers; and they can
never graze himunless they can find the negro; and that they cannot do,
for his carcass has fed nany a tortoise and catfish before this tine,

and the frogs have sung this many a |l ong day to the silent repose



of his skel eton.

We were approaching Menphis, in front of which city, and wi tnessed by

its people, was fought the nost fampus of the river battles of the Cvil War
Two men whom | had served under, in ny river days, took part in that fight:
M. Bi xby, head pilot of the Union fleet, and Montgonery, Conmnodore of the
Confederate fleet. Both saw a great deal of active service during the war,

and achi eved high reputations for pluck and capacity.

As we neared Menphis, we began to cast about for an excuse to stay
with the 'Gold Dust' to the end of her course--Vicksburg. W were

so pleasantly situated, that we did not wish to nake a change

I had an errand of considerable inportance to do at Napol eon, Arkansas,
but perhaps |I could nanage it without quitting the ' Gold Dust.

| said as nuch; so we decided to stick to present quarters.

The boat was to tarry at Menphis till ten the next nmorning. It is a
beautiful city, nobly situated on a commandi ng bl uff overl ooking the river
The streets are strai ght and spaci ous, though not paved in a way to incite

di stenpered admiration. No, the admiration nmust be reserved for the town's
sewerage system which is called perfect; a recent reform however, for it
was just the other way, up to a few years ago--a reformresulting from

the | esson taught by a desolating visitation of the yellowfever. In

those awful days the people were swept off by hundreds, by thousands;

and so great was the reduction caused by flight and by death together,

that the popul ation was di m ni shed three-fourths, and so renained for a tine.

Busi ness stood nearly still, and the streets bore an enpty Sunday aspect.

Here is a picture of Menphis, at that disastrous tine,

drawn by a Gernman tourist who seens to have been an eye-witness

of the scenes which he describes. It is from Chapter VII

of his book, just published, in Leipzig, 'Mssissippi-Fahrten, von

Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg.'--



"I'n August the yellowfever had reached its extrenest height.

Daily, hundreds fell a sacrifice to the terrible epidemc.

The city was beconme a nmighty graveyard, two-thirds of the popul ation
had deserted the place, and only the poor, the aged and the sick
remai ned behind, a sure prey for the insidious eneny.

The houses were closed: little lanps burned in front of many--

a sign that here death had entered. O ten, several |ay

dead in a single house; fromthe wi ndows hung bl ack crape.

The stores were shut up, for their owners were gone away or dead.

"Fearful evil! 1In the briefest space it struck down and swept away

even the nost vigorous victim A slight indisposition, then an hour

of fever, then the hideous delirium then--the Yellow Death !

On the street corners, and in the squares, lay sick nen, suddenly overtaken
by the di sease; and even corpses, distorted and rigid. Food failed.

Meat spoiled in a few hours in the fetid and pestiferous air,

and turned bl ack.

"Fearful clanors issue from nany houses; then after a season
they cease, and all is still: noble, self-sacrificing men cone
with the coffin, nail it up, and carry it away, to the graveyard
In the night stillness reigns. Only the physicians and the
hearses hurry through the streets; and out of the distance,

at intervals, comes the nuffled thunder of the railway train,
which with the speed of the wind, and as if hunted by furies,

flies by the pest-ridden city w thout halting.

But there is |ife enough there now The popul ati on exceeds forty thousand
and is augnmenting, and trade is in a flourishing condition. W drove
about the city; visited the park and the sociable horde of squirrels there;
saw the fine residences, rose-clad and in other ways enticing to the eye;

and got a good breakfast at the hotel



A thriving place is the Good Samaritan City of the M ssissippi
has a great whol esal e jobbing trade; foundries, machine shops;
and manuf actories of wagons, carriages, and cotton-seed oil

and is shortly to have cotton nills and el evators.

Her cotton receipts reached five hundred thousand bal es | ast year--
an increase of sixty thousand over the year before. Qut from
her healthy commercial heart issue five trunk lines of railway;

and a sixth is being added.

This is a very different Menphis fromthe one which the vani shed
and unrenenbered procession of foreign tourists used to put

into their books long time ago. In the days of the now
forgotten but once renowned and vigorously hated Ms. Troll ope,
Menphi s seens to have consisted mainly of one |long street of

| og- houses, with sonme outlying cabins sprinkled around rearward
toward the woods; and now and then a pig, and no end of nud.

That was fifty-five years ago. She stopped at the hotel

Plainly it was not the one which gave us our breakfast.

She says- -

"The table was laid for fifty persons, and was nearly full.

They ate in perfect silence, and with such astonishing rapidity
that their dinner was over literally before ours was begun

the only sounds heard were those produced by the knives and forks,

with the unceasing chorus of coughing, ETC.

' Coughing, etc.' The 'etc.' stands for an unpl easant word there,

a word which she does not always charitably cover up, but sonetines prints.
You will find it in the follow ng description of a steanboat dinner

whi ch she ate in conpany with a lot of aristocratic planters;

weal thy, well-born, ignorant swells they were, tinselled with the usua
harm ess military and judicial titles of that old day of cheap shans

and wi ndy pretense--



"The total want of all the usual courtesies of the table;
the voracious rapidity with which the viands were seized
and devoured; the strange uncouth phrases and pronunci ati on;
the | oathsone spitting, fromthe contam nati on of which it
was absolutely inpossible to protect our dresses; the frightfu
manner of feeding with their knives, till the whole bl ade
seened to enter into the nouth; and the still nore frightful
manner of cleaning the teeth afterward with a pocket knife,
soon forced us to feel that we were not surrounded

by the generals, colonels, and majors of the old world;

and that the dinner hour was to be anything rather than an

hour of enjoynent.'

Chapter 30

Sket ches by the Wy

IT was a big river, bel ow Menphis; banks brinmng full, everywhere,
and very frequently nore than full, the waters pouring out over

the land, flooding the woods and fields for miles into the interior
and in places, to a depth of fifteen feet; signs, all about,

of men's hard work gone to ruin, and all to be done

over again, with straitened neans and a weakened courage.

A nel ancholy picture, and a continuous one;--hundreds of niles of it.
Sonetinmes the beacon lights stood in water three feet deep

in the edge of dense forests which extended for miles without farm
wood-yard, clearing, or break of any kind; which neant that

the keeper of the light nust conme in a skiff a great distance

to discharge his trust,--and often in desperate weather

Yet | was told that the work is faithfully perforned,

in all weathers; and not always by nen, sonetines by wonen

if the man is sick or absent. The Governnent furnishes oil,



and pays ten or fifteen dollars a nonth for the lighting and tending.

A Governnent boat distributes oil and pays wages once a nonth

The Ship Island region was as woodsy and tenantl ess as ever.

The island has ceased to be an island; has joined itself conpactly
to the main shore, and wagons travel, now, where the steanboats used
to navigate. No signs left of the weck of the 'Pennsyl vania.

Sone farmer will turn up her bones with his plow one day, no doubt,

and be surprised.

W were getting down now into the nigrating negro region

These poor people could never travel when they were sl aves;

so they make up for the privation now. They stay on a plantation till
the desire to travel seizes them then they pack up, hail a steanboat,
and clear out. Not for any particular place; no, nearly any

place will answer; they only want to be noving. The anount

of money on hand will answer the rest of the conundrum for them

If it will take themfifty mles, very well; let it be fifty.

If not, a shorter flight will do.

During a couple of days, we frequently answered these hails.
Sonetinmes there was a group of high-water-stained, tunble-down cabins,
popul ous with colored folk, and no whites visible; with grassless

pat ches of dry ground here and there; a few felled trees,

with skeleton cattle, mules, and horses, eating the | eaves and
gnhawi ng the bark--no other food for themin the flood-wasted | and.
Sonetines there was a single lonely | andi ng-cabin; near it

the colored fanmly that had hailed us; little and big, old and young,
roosting on the scant pile of household goods; these consisting

of a rusty gun, sone bed-ticks, chests, tinware, stools, a crippled

| ooki ng-gl ass, a venerable armchair, and six or eight base-born

and spiritless yellow curs, attached to the famly by strings.

They nmust have their dogs; can't go without their dogs.



Yet the dogs are never willing; they always object; so, one after another
in ridiculous procession, they are dragged aboard; all four feet

braced and sliding along the stage, head likely to be pulled off;

but the tugger nmarching determinedly forward, bending to his work,

with the rope over his shoulder for better purchase.

Sonetinmes a child is forgotten and | eft on the bank; but never

a dog.

The usual river-gossip going on in the pilot-house. Island No. 63--

an island with a lovely 'chute,' or passage, behind it in the former tines.
They said Jesse Jamieson, in the 'Skylark,' had a visiting pilot

with himone trip--a poor old broken-down, superannuated fellow -

left himat the wheel, at the foot of 63, to run off the watch.

The ancient mariner went up through the chute, and down the river outside;
and up the chute and down the river again; and yet again and again;

and handed the boat over to the relieving pilot, at the end of three

hours of honest endeavor, at the same old foot of the island where

he had originally taken the wheel! A darkey on shore who had observed

the boat go by, about thirteen tines, said, ‘clar to gracious,

I wouldn't be s'prised if dey's a whole Iine o' dem Sk'yl arks!

Anecdote illustrative of influence of reputation in the changing
of opinion. The 'Eclipse' was renowned for her sw ftness.

One day she passed al ong; an ol d darkey on shore, absorbed in
his own matters, did not notice what steaner it was.

Presently sonmeone asked- -

" Any boat gone up?

'Yes, sah.'

'Was she going fast?



'Ch, so-so--loafin' along.

"Now, do you know what boat that was?'

' No, sabh.

"Wy, uncle, that was the "Eclipse."

"No! |Is dat so? Well, | bet it was--cause she jes' went by here a- SPARKLIN !

Pi ece of history illustrative of the violent style of sonme of the people
down al ong here, During the early weeks of high water, A's fence rails

washed down on B's ground, and B's rails washed up in the eddy and | anded

on A's ground. A said, 'Let the thing remain so; | will use your rails,
and you use nine.' But B objected--wouldn't have it so. One day,

A came down on B's ground to get his rails. B said, "I'Il kill you!

and proceeded for himwith his revolver. A said, 'l'mnot arned.'

So B, who wished to do only what was right, threw down his revol ver
then pulled a knife, and cut A's throat all around, but gave his
principal attention to the front, and so failed to sever the jugul ar
Struggling around, A managed to get his hands on the discarded revol ver

and shot B dead with it--and recovered fromhis own injuries.

Furt her gossip;--after which, everybody went below to get
afternoon coffee, and left me at the wheel, alone,

Sonet hi ng presently rem nded me of our last hour in St. Louis,
part of which | spent on this boat's hurricane deck, aft.

I was joined there by a stranger, who dropped into conversation
with me--a brisk young fellow, who said he was born in a town

in the interior of Wsconsin, and had never seen a steanboat
until a week before. Also said that on the way down from La
Crosse he had inspected and exanmi ned his boat so diligently

and with such passionate interest that he had mastered the whol e

thing fromstemto rudder-blade. Asked ne where | was from



| answered, New England. 'Ch, a Yank!' said he; and went
chatting straight along, without waiting for assent or denial
He i medi ately proposed to take nme all over the boat and tel
me the names of her different parts, and teach me their uses.
Before | could enter protest or excuse, he was already
rattling glibly away at his benevol ent work; and when |

percei ved that he was m snami ng the things, and inhospitably
anusi ng hinmself at the expense of an innocent stranger from

a far country, | held ny peace, and | et himhave his way.

He gave ne a world of misinformation; and the further he went,
the wi der his inmagination expanded, and the nore he enjoyed
his cruel work of deceit. Sonetines, after palmng off

a particularly fantastic and outrageous |lie upon nme, he was

so 'full of laugh' that he had to step aside for a m nute,
upon one pretext or another, to keep ne from suspecti ng.

| staid faithfully by himuntil his comedy was finished.

Then he remarked that he had undertaken to 'learn' ne

all about a steanboat, and had done it; but that if he had
over | ooked anything, just ask himand he would supply the |ack
" Anyt hi ng about this boat that you don't know the name

of or the purpose of, you come to ne and I'Il tell you.

| said | would, and took ny departure; disappeared, and approached
hi m from anot her quarter, whence he could not see ne.

There he sat, all alone, doubling hinmself up and withing

this way and that, in the throes of unappeasabl e | aughter

He nmust have nade hinsel f sick; for he was not publicly visible
afterward for several days. Meantine, the episode dropped out

of nmy m nd.

The thing that rem nded me of it now, when | was al one at the wheel
was the spectacle of this young fellow standing in the pilot-house door
with the knob in his hand, silently and severely inspecting ne.

I don't know when | have seen anybody | ook so injured as he did.



He did not say anything--sinmply stood there and | ooked;
reproachfully | ooked and pondered. Finally he shut the door

and started away; halted on the texas a mnute; canme slowy back
and stood in the door again, with that grieved look in his face;

gazed upon ne awhile in neek rebuke, then said--

"You let nme learn you all about a steanboat, didn't you?

"Yes,' | confessed.

"Yes, you did--DIDN T you?

"Yes.'

" You are the feller that--that-- --

Language failed. Pause--inpotent struggle for further words--

then he gave it up, choked out a deep, strong oath, and departed for good.
Afterward | saw himseveral tinmes below during the trip; but he was cold--
woul d not ook at me. Idiot, if he had not been in such a sweat

to play his witless practical joke upon ne, in the beginning,

I woul d have persuaded his thoughts into sonme other direction

and saved himfromcomitting that wanton and silly inpoliteness.

I had myself called with the four o' clock watch, nornings,

for one cannot see too many sunmmer sunrises on the M ssissippi
They are enchanting. First, there is the el oquence of silence;
for a deep hush broods everywhere. Next, there is the haunting
sense of |oneliness, isolation, renoteness fromthe worry

and bustle of the world. The dawn creeps in stealthily;

the solid walls of black forest soften to gray, and vast
stretches of the river open up and reveal thenselves; the water

is glass-snmooth, gives off spectral little weaths of white mist,



there is not the faintest breath of wind, nor stir of |eaf;
the tranquillity is profound and infinitely satisfying.

Then a bird pi pes up, another follows, and soon the pipings
develop into a jubilant riot of nmusic. You see none of the birds;
you sinply nove through an atnosphere of song which seens

to sing itself. Wen the light has becone a little stronger
you have one of the fairest and softest pictures inaginable.
You have the intense green of the nmassed and crowded foliage
near by; you see it paling shade by shade in front of you
upon the next projecting cape, a mle off or nore, the tint
has lightened to the tender young green of spring; the cape
beyond that one has al nost |ost color, and the furthest one,
m | es away under the horizon, sleeps upon the water a nere

di m vapor, and hardly separable fromthe sky above it

and about it. And all this stretch of river is a mrror

and you have the shadowy reflections of the |eafage and

the curving shores and the receding capes pictured in it.
Vell, that is all beautiful; soft and rich and beauti ful

and when the sun gets well up, and distributes a pink flush
here and a powder of gold yonder and a purple haze where it wll
yield the best effect, you grant that you have seen sonet hi ng

that is worth renenbering.

We had the Kentucky Bend country in the early norning--

scene of a strange and tragic accident in the old tines,

Captain Poe had a snmall stern-wheel boat, for years the home

of hinself and his wife. One night the boat struck a snag in

the head of Kentucky Bend, and sank with astoni shing suddenness;
wat er already well above the cabin floor when the captain got aft.
So he cut into his wife's state-room from above with an ax;

she was asleep in the upper berth, the roof a flinsier one than
was supposed; the first bl ow crashed down through the rotten

boards and cl ove her skull



This bend is all filled up now-result of a cut-off; and the sane
agent has taken the great and once nuch-frequented Wal nut Bend,
and set it away back in a solitude far fromthe accustonmed track

of passing steamers

Hel ena we visited, and also a town | had not heard of before, it being
of recent birth--Arkansas City. It was born of a railway; the Little Rock
M ssi ssi ppi River and Texas Railroad touches the river there.

We asked a passenger who bel onged there what sort of a place it was.
"Well,' said he, after considering, and with the air of one who

wi shes to take tine and be accurate, 'It's a hell of a place.

A description which was photographic for exactness. There were

several rows and clusters of shabby frane-houses, and a supply of nud
sufficient to insure the town against a famine in that article

for a hundred years; for the overflow had but |ately subsided.

There were stagnant ponds in the streets, here and there, and a dozen
rude scows were scattered about, |ying aground wherever they happened
to have been when the waters drained off and people could do their
visiting and shopping on foot once nore. Still, it is a thriving place,
with a rich country behind it, an elevator in front of it,

and also a fine big mll for the manufacture of cotton-seed oil.

I had never seen this kind of a m|| before.

Cotton-seed was conparatively valueless in ny tine; but it

is worth $12 or $13 a ton now, and none of it is thrown away.

The oil made fromit is colorless, tasteless, and alnost if not
entirely odorless. It is clained that it can, by proper manipul ation
be nade to resenble and performthe office of any and all oils,

and be produced at a cheaper rate than the cheapest of the originals.
Sagaci ous people shipped it to Italy, doctored it, labeled it,

and brought it back as olive oil. This trade grew to be so formnidable

that Italy was obliged to put a prohibitory inpost upon it to keep it



fromworking serious injury to her oil industry.

Hel ena occupi es one of the prettiest situations on the M ssissippi

Her perch is the last, the southernnost group of hills which one sees
on that side of the river. 1In its normal condition it is a pretty town;
but the flood (or possibly the seepage) had lately been ravaging it;
whol e streets of houses had been invaded by the nuddy water,

and the outsides of the buildings were still belted with a broad stain
extendi ng upwards fromthe foundations. Stranded and di scarded scows | ay
al | about; plank sidewal ks on stilts four feet high were still standing;
the board sidewal ks on the ground | evel were | oose and ruinous, --

a couple of nen trotting along themcould make a blind man think

a cavalry charge was com ng; everywhere the nmud was bl ack and deep

and in many places nal ari ous pool s of stagnant water were standing.

A M ssissippi inundation is the next nbst wasting and desol ating

infliction to a fire.

We had an enjoyable time here, on this sunny Sunday:

two full hours' liberty ashore while the boat discharged freight.
In the back streets but few white people were visible,

but there were plenty of colored fol k--mainly wormen and girls;
and al nost without exception upholstered in bright new cl ot hes

of swell and el aborate style and cut--a glaring and hil ari ous

contrast to the nournful nud and the pensive puddl es.

Hel ena is the second town in Arkansas, in point of population--
which is placed at five thousand. The country about it is
exceptionally productive. Helena has a good cotton trade;
handl es fromforty to sixty thousand bal es annually; she has

a large lunber and grain conmmrerce; has a foundry, oil mlls,
machi ne shops and wagon factories--in brief has $1, 000, 000

i nvested in manufacturing industries. She has two railways,

and is the cormercial center of a broad and prosperous region.



Her gross receipts of noney, annually, fromall sources, are placed by

the New Ol eans 'Tines-Denocrat' at $4, 000, 000.

Chapter 31

A Thunb-print and What Cane of It

WE wer e approachi ng Napol eon, Arkansas. So | began to think
about ny errand there. Tinme, noonday; and bright and sunny.

This was bad--not best, anyway; for mne was not

(preferably) a noonday kind of errand. The nore | thought,

the nmore that fact pushed itself upon me--now in one form

now in another. Finally, it took the formof a distinct question
is it good common sense to do the errand in daytine, when, by a
little sacrifice of confort and inclination, you can have night
for it, and no inquisitive eyes around. This settled it.

Pl ai n question and plain answer nake the shortest road out

of nost perplexities.

I got my friends into ny stateroom and said | was sorry to create
annoyance and di sappoi ntnment, but that upon reflection it really

seemed best that we put our |uggage ashore and stop over at Napol eon
Thei r di sapproval was pronpt and | oud; their |anguage mnuti nous.

Their nmain argunent was one whi ch has al ways been the first to cone

to the surface, in such cases, since the beginning of tine:

"But you decided and AGREED to stick to this boat, etc.; as if,

having determ ned to do an unwi se thing, one is thereby bound to go ahead

and nake TWD unwi se things of it, by carrying out that determ nation

| tried various nollifying tactics upon them wth reasonably good success:
under whi ch encouragenment, | increased ny efforts; and, to show themthat I
had not created this annoying errand, and was in no way to blame for it,

| presently drifted into its history--substantially as follows:



Toward the end of last year, | spent a few nmonths in Minich, Bavari a.

In Novermber | was living in Fraul ein Dahl wei ner's PENSI ON

la, Karlstrasse; but ny working quarters were a nmile fromthere,

in the house of a wi dow who supported herself by taking | odgers.

She and her two young children used to drop in every norning and talk
German to ne--by request. One day, during a ranmble about the city,

I visited one of the two establishnents where the Government keeps and
wat ches corpses until the doctors decide that they are pernanently dead,
and not in a trance state. It was a grisly place, that spacious room
There were thirty-six corpses of adults in sight, stretched on their
backs on slightly slanted boards, in three long rows--all of them

with wax-white, rigid faces, and all of them wapped in white shrouds.
Al ong the sides of the roomwere deep al coves, |ike bay w ndows;

and in each of these |lay several marble-visaged babes, utterly hidden and

buri ed under banks of fresh flowers, all but their faces and crossed hands.

Around a finger of each of these fifty still forms, both great
and small, was a ring; and fromthe ring a wire led to the ceiling,
and thence to a bell in a watch-roomyonder, where, day and night,

a watchman sits always alert and ready to spring to the aid of any

of that pallid conpany who, waking out of death, shall nmake a novenent--
for any, even the slightest, novenent will twitch the wire and ring

that fearful bell. | imagined nyself a death-sentinel drowsing

there alone, far in the draggi ng watches of some wailing, gusty night,
and having in a twinkling all ny body stricken to quivering jelly by

t he sudden cl anor of that awful summons! So | inquired about this thing;
asked what resulted usually? if the watchman di ed, and the restored
corpse cane and did what it could to make his | ast nonents easy.

But | was rebuked for trying to feed an idle and frivolous curiosity

in so solemm and so nournful a place; and went ny way with

a hunbl ed crest.

Next norning | was telling the wi dow ny adventure, when she excl ai ned- -



"Cone with ne! | have a | odger who shall tell you all you want to know.

He has been a ni ght-watchman there.

He was a living man, but he did not look it. He was abed, and had
his head propped high on pillows; his face was wasted and col orl ess,
hi s deep-sunken eyes were shut; his hand, |lying on his breast,

was talon-like, it was so bony and | ong-fingered. The w dow

began her introduction of me. The man's eyes opened slowy,

and glittered wickedly out fromthe twilight of their caverns;

he frowned a black frown; he lifted his | ean hand and waved us
perenptorily away. But the wi dow kept straight on, till she

had got out the fact that | was a stranger and an American

The man's face changed at once; brightened, became even eager--

and the next nonment he and | were al one together

| opened up in cast-iron German; he responded in quite flexible English

thereafter we gave the German | anguage a pernanent rest.

This consunptive and | becane good friends. | visited himevery day, and we
tal ked about everything. At |east, about everything but w ves and children
Let anybody's w fe or anybody's child be nmentioned, and three things

al ways foll owed: the nost gracious and |oving and tender |ight glinmered

in the man's eyes for a nonent; faded out the next, and in its place came
that deadly | ook which had flamed there the first tine | ever saw his

lids unclose; thirdly, he ceased from speech, there and then for that day;
lay silent, abstracted, and absorbed; apparently heard nothing that | said;
took no notice of nmy good-byes, and plainly did not know, by either sight

or hearing, when |I left the room

When | had been this Karl Ritter's daily and sole intimte during two nonths,

he one day said, abruptly--

"I will tell you ny story.



A DYI NG MAN S CONFESSI ON

Then he went on as foll ows: --

I have never given up, until now But now | have given up.

| amgoing to die. | nmade up ny mnd last night that it

must be, and very soon, too. You say you are going to

revisit your river, by-and-bye, when you find opportunity.

Very well; that, together with a certain strange experience
which fell to ny ot last night, determines me to tell you

my history--for you will see Napol eon, Arkansas; and for ny
sake you will stop there, and do a certain thing for ne--

a thing which you will willingly undertake after you shall have

heard ny narrative

Let us shorten the story wherever we can, for it will need it, being |ong.
You al ready know how | cane to go to Anerica, and how | cane to settle

in that lonely region in the South. But you do not know that | had a wife.
My wife was young, beautiful, loving, and oh, so divinely good and

bl anel ess and gentle! And our little girl was her nother in nminiature.

It was the happi est of happy househol ds.

One night--it was toward the close of the war--1 woke up

out of a sodden |ethargy, and found nysel f bound and gagged,

and the air tainted with chloroform | saw two nen in the room
and one was saying to the other, in a hoarse whisper, 'l told

her I would, if she nade a noise, and as for the child--

The other man interrupted in a low, half-crying voice--

"You said we'd only gag them and rob them not hurt them

or | wouldn't have cone.'



" Shut up your whining; had to change the plan when they waked up
you done all you could to protect them now let that satisfy you

come, help rummage.'

Bot h nen were nmasked, and wore coarse, ragged 'nigger' clothes;
they had a bull's-eye lantern, and by its light | noticed

that the gentler robber had no thunb on his right hand.

They rummaged around ny poor cabin for a nonment; the head bandit

then said, in his stage whisper--

"It's a waste of tinme--he shall tell where it's hid.

Undo his gag, and revive himup.

The ot her sai d--

"Al'l right--provided no cl ubbing.

"No clubbing it is, then--provided he keeps still."’

They approached ne; just then there was a sound outsi de;
a sound of voices and tranpling hoofs; the robbers held their
breath and listened; the sounds canme slowy nearer and nearer

then cane a shout--

"HELLO, the house! Show a light, we want water.

"The captain's voice, by G---1" said the stage-whispering ruffian

and both robbers fled by the way of the back door, shutting off

their bull's-eye as they ran

The strangers shouted several times nore, then rode by--

there seenmed to be a dozen of the horses--and | heard not hing nore.

| struggled, but could not free myself from ny bonds.



| tried to speak, but the gag was effective; | could not make a sound.

I listened for ny wife's voice and nmy child s--listened long and intently,
but no sound cane fromthe other end of the roomwhere their bed was.

Thi s silence becane nore and nore awful, nore and nore omni nous,

every nonent. Could you have endured an hour of it, do you think?

Pity ne, then, who had to endure three. Three hours--? it was three ages!
Whenever the clock struck, it seened as if years had gone by since

had heard it last. Al this time | was struggling in ny bonds;

and at | ast, about dawn, | got nyself free, and rose up and stretched

my stiff linbs. | was able to distinguish details pretty well.

The floor was littered with things thrown there by the robbers

during their search for ny savings. The first object that caught

my particular attention was a docunment of mine which | had seen

the rougher of the two ruffians glance at and then cast away.

It had blood on it! | staggered to the other end of the room

Oh, poor unoffending, hel pless ones, there they lay, their troubles ended,

m ne begun!

Did | appeal to the law-1? Does it quench the pauper's thirst if the King
drink for hin? OCh, no, no, no--1 wanted no inpertinent interference of
the law. Laws and the gallows could not pay the debt that was owing to ne!
Let the laws | eave the matter in ny hands, and have no fears: | would
find the debtor and collect the debt. How acconplish this, do you say?
How acconplish it, and feel so sure about it, when | had neither seen

the robbers' faces, nor heard their natural voices, nor had any idea

who they might be? Nevertheless, | WAS sure--quite sure, quite confident.
| had a clue--a clue which you woul d not have val ued--a clue which woul d
not have greatly hel ped even a detective, since he would | ack the secret

of howto apply it. | shall conme to that, presently--you shall see

Let us go on, now, taking things in their due order. There was one

ci rcunst ance which gave nme a slant in a definite direction to begin wth:
Those two robbers were manifestly soldiers in tranp disguise; and not

newto mlitary service, but old in it--regulars, perhaps; they did



not acquire their soldierly attitude, gestures, carriage, in a day,
nor a nonth, nor yet in a year. So | thought, but said nothing.
And one of them had said, 'the captain's voice, by G---!'--the one whose

life I would have. Two niles away, several reginments were in canp,

and two conpanies of U S. cavalry. Wen | |earned that Captain Bl akely,
of Conpany C had passed our way, that night, with an escort, | said nothing,
but in that conpany | resolved to seek my man. |n conversation | studiously

and persistently described the robbers as tranps, canmp foll owers;
and anong this class the peopl e nade usel ess search, none suspecting the

sol di ers but ne.

Wrking patiently, by night, in ny desol ated hone, | nade

a di sguise for myself out of various odds and ends of cl othing;

in the nearest village | bought a pair of blue goggles.

By- and- bye, when the nilitary canp broke up, and Conpany C was

ordered a hundred mles north, to Napoleon, | secreted ny small

hoard of noney in ny belt, and took ny departure in the night.

When Conpany C arrived in Napoleon, | was already there.

Yes, | was there, with a new trade--fortune-teller. Not to seem parti al
I made friends and told fortunes anong all the conpanies

garrisoned there; but | gave Conpany C the great bulk of my attentions.
I made nyself limtlessly obliging to these particul ar nen;

they could ask nme no favor, put upon ne no risk, which | would decline.
| becanme the willing butt of their jokes; this perfected nmy popularity;

| becane a favorite.

| early found a private who | acked a thumb--what joy it was to ne!
And when | found that he alone, of all the conpany, had | ost

a thunmb, ny last nisgiving vanished; | was SURE | was on

the right track. This man's nane was Kruger, a German.

There were nine Gernans in the conpany. | watched, to see who night
be his intinmates; but he seened to have no especial intimates.

But | was his intimate; and | took care to make the intimacy grow.



Sometimes | so hungered for ny revenge that | could hardly

restrain nyself from going on ny knees and beggi ng himto point

out the man who had nmurdered ny wife and child; but | managed

to bridle ny tongue. | bided ny tine, and went on telling fortunes,

as opportunity offered.

My apparatus was sinmple: a little red paint and a bit of white paper

| painted the ball of the client's thunb, took a print of it on the paper
studied it that night, and revealed his fortune to hi mnext day.

VWhat was ny idea in this nonsense? It was this: Wen | was a youth,

I knew an old Frenchman who had been a prison-keeper for thirty years,

and he told ne that there was one thing about a person whi ch never changed,
fromthe cradle to the grave--the lines in the ball of the thunb;

and he said that these lines were never exactly alike in the thunbs

of any two human beings. |n these days, we photograph the new crim nal
and hang his picture in the Rogues' Gallery for future reference;

but that Frenchnan, in his day, used to take a print of the ball of a new
prisoner's thunb and put that away for future reference. He always said
that pictures were no good--future disguises could make them usel ess;

"The thunb's the only sure thing,' said he; 'you can't disguise that.

And he used to prove his theory, too, on ny friends and acquai nt ances;

it always succeeded.

I went on telling fortunes. Every night | shut myself in, all alone,

and studied the day's thunb-prints with a nmagnifying-glass. |nmagine

the devouring eagerness with which | pored over those mazy red spirals,

with that docunment by ny side which bore the right-hand thunb-and-finger-marks
of that unknown rurderer, printed with the dearest bl ood--to ne--

that was ever shed on this earth! And many and many a tinme | had to repeat

the sane ol d disappointed remark, 'will they NEVER correspond!

But ny reward cane at last. It was the print of the thunmb of the forty-third

man of Conpany C whom | had experinmented on--Private Franz Adl er



An hour before, | did not know the nurderer's name, or voice,

or figure, or face, or nationality; but now |l knew all these things!

| believed | nmight feel sure; the Frenchman's repeated denobnstrations

being so good a warranty. Still, there was a way to MAKE sure.

I had an inpression of Kruger's left thunb. 1In the norning I took him aside
when he was of f duty; and when we were out of sight and hearing of w tnesses,

| said, inpressively-

"A part of your fortune is so grave, that | thought it would be
better for you if | did not tell it in public. You and another nan
whose fortune | was studying |ast night,--Private Adler,--

have been nmurdering a woman and a child! You are being dogged:

within five days both of you will be assassi nated.

He dropped on his knees, frightened out of his wts;
and for five minutes he kept pouring out the sane set of words,
i ke a denmented person, and in the sanme hal f-crying way which

was one of ny nenories of that nurderous night in ny cabin--

"I didn't do it; upon ny soul | didn't doit; and | tried
to keep HMfromdoing it; | did, as God is ny wtness.

He did it al one.

This was all | wanted. And | tried to get rid of the fool; but no,

he clung to ne, inploring me to save himfromthe assassin. He said--

"l have money--ten thousand dollars--hid away, the fruit of |oot
and thievery; save ne--tell nme what to do, and you shal
have it, every penny. Two-thirds of it is ny cousin Adler's;

but you can take it all. We hid it when we first came here.

But | hidit in a new place yesterday, and have not told him-
shall not tell him | was going to desert, and get away with it all

It is gold, and too heavy to carry when one is running and dodgi ng;



but a woman who has been gone over the river two days to prepare
my way for me is going to followne with it; and if | got no chance
to describe the hiding-place to her | was going to slip ny silver
watch into her hand, or send it to her, and she woul d under st and.
There's a piece of paper in the back of the case, which tells it all

Here, take the watch--tell ne what to do!

He was trying to press his watch upon nme, and was exposi ng the paper
and explaining it to me, when Adler appeared on the scene,

about a dozen yards away. | said to poor Kruger--

"Put up your watch, | don't want it. You shan't cone
to any harm Go, now, | nust tell Adler his fortune.
Presently I will tell you how to escape the assassin;
meantinme | shall have to exam ne your thunbmark again.

Say nothing to Adler about this thing--say nothing to anybody.

He went away filled with fright and gratitude, poor devil.

| told Adler a long fortune--purposely so long that |I could

not finish it; promsed to come to himon guard, that night,

and tell himthe really inportant part of it--the tragica

part of it, | said--so nust be out of reach of eavesdroppers

They al ways kept a picket-watch outside the town--nere discipline

and cerenony--no occasion for it, no eneny around.

Toward midnight | set out, equipped with the countersign

and picked ny way toward the |lonely region where Adler was

to keep his watch. It was so dark that | stunbled right on

a dimfigure alnost before | could get out a protecting word.

The sentinel hailed and | answered, both at the same nonent.

| added, 'It's only nme--the fortune-teller.' Then | slipped to the poor
devil's side, and without a word | drove ny dirk into his heart!

YA WOHL, laughed I, it WAS the tragedy part of his fortune, indeed!



As he fell fromhis horse, he clutched at ne, and ny bl ue goggles
remai ned in his hand; and away pl unged the beast dragging him

with his foot in the stirrup.

I fled through the woods, and nade good mny escape, |eaving the accusing

goggl es behind nme in that dead nman's hand.

This was fifteen or sixteen years ago. Since then | have wandered

ai m essly about the earth, sonetinmes at work, sonetines idle;

sometines with nmoney, sonetimes with none; but always tired of life,
and wishing it was done, for nmy mission here was finished, with the act
of that night; and the only pleasure, solace, satisfaction | had,

in all those tedious years, was in the daily reflection

"I have killed him"

Four years ago, ny health began to fail. | had wandered into Minich
in my purposel ess way. Being out of money, | sought work,

and got it; did ny duty faithfully about a year, and was then

given the berth of night watchnman yonder in that dead-house

which you visited lately. The place suited nmy nood. | liked it.

I liked being with the dead--Iiked being alone with them

| used to wander anobng those rigid corpses, and peer into

their austere faces, by the hour. The later the tine,

the nmore inpressive it was; | preferred the late tine.

Sonetinmes | turned the lights low this gave perspective, you see
and the inmagination could play; always, the di mreceding ranks

of the dead inspired one with weird and fascinating fancies.

Two years ago--1 had been there a year then--1 was sitting all al one
in the watch-room one gusty winter's night, chilled, nunb, confortless;
drowsi ng gradual ly into unconsci ousness; the sobbing of the w nd

and the slamrng of distant shutters falling fainter and fainter
upon ny dulling ear each nonment, when sharp and suddenly

that dead-bell rang out a blood-curdling al arum over ny head!



The shock of it nearly paralyzed ne; for it was the first time | had

ever heard it.

| gathered nmyself together and flew to the corpse-room About m dway
down the outside rank, a shrouded figure was sitting upright,

wagging its head slowy fromone side to the other--a grisly spectacl e!
Its side was toward ne. | hurried to it and peered into its face.

Heavens, it was Adl er

Can you divine what ny first thought was? Put into words,
it was this: 'It seens, then, you escaped nme once:

there will be a different result this tinme!'

Evidently this creature was suffering uni magi nable terrors

Thi nk what it nust have been to wake up in the midst of that

voi cel ess hush, and, | ook out over that grim congregation

of the dead! What gratitude shone in his skinny white face
when he saw a living formbefore him And how the fervency

of this nmute gratitude was augnented when his eyes fel

upon the life-giving cordials which I carried in ny hands!

Then i magi ne the horror which cane into this pinched face when |

put the cordials behind ne, and sai d nockingly--

' Speak up, Franz Adler--call upon these dead. Doubtless they will |isten

and have pity; but here there is none else that will.'

He tried to speak, but that part of the shroud which bound his jaws,
held firmand would not let him He tried to lift inploring hands,

but they were crossed upon his breast and tied. | said-

" Shout, Franz Adler; nmake the sleepers in the distant
streets hear you and bring help. Shout--and |ose no tine,
for there is little to lose. Wat, you cannot? That is a pity;

but it is no matter--it does not always bring help.



When you and your cousin murdered a hel pl ess woman and child

in a cabin in Arkansas--ny wife, it was, and ny child!--

they shrieked for help, you remenber; but it did no good,

you renenber that it did no good, is it not so? Your teeth chatter--
then why cannot you shout? Loosen the bandages wi th your hands--
then you can. Ah, | see--your hands are tied, they cannot aid you
How strangely things repeat thenselves, after |ong years;

for MY hands were tied, that night, you renenber? Yes, tied nuch
as yours are now-how odd that is. | could not pull free.

It did not occur to you to untie nme; it does not occur

to ne to untie you. Sh----! there's a late footstep

It is coning this way. Hark, how near it is! One can count

the footfalls--one--two--three. There--it is just outside.

Now is the time! Shout, man, shout!--it is the one sole chance

bet ween you and eternity! Ah, you see you have del ayed too |ong--
it is gone by. There--it is dying out. It is gone! Think of it--
reflect upon it--you have heard a human footstep for the last tine.
How curious it nmust be, to listen to so commpn a sound as that,

and know that one will never hear the fellowto it again.

Oh, ny friend, the agony in that shrouded face was ecstasy to see!
| thought of a new torture, and applied it--assisting nyself with a trifle

of lying invention--

' That poor Kruger tried to save ny wife and child, and

did hima grateful good turn for it when the time cane.

| persuaded himto rob you; and I and a woman hel ped hi mto desert,
and got himaway in safety.' A look as of surprise and triunph
shone out dinmy through the anguish in ny victims face.

I was disturbed, disquieted. | said--

"What, then--didn't he escape?



A negative shake of the head.

'No? What happened, then?

The satisfaction in the shrouded face was still plainer

The man tried to nmunbl e out some words--could not succeed;
tried to express sonething with his obstructed hands--fail ed;
paused a nonent, then feebly tilted his head, in a neani ng way,

toward the corpse that lay nearest him

'Dead?'’ | asked. 'Failed to escape?--caught in the act and shot?

Negati ve shake of the head.

" How, then?
Again the man tried to do sonmething with his hands. | watched cl osely,
but could not guess the intent. | bent over and watched still nore intently.

He had twisted a thunmb around and was weakly punching at his breast with it.

' Ah- - st abbed, do you nean?

Affirmative nod, acconpani ed by a spectral smile of such
pecul i ar devilishness, that it struck an awakening |ight

through ny dull brain, and | cried--

"Did | stab him mistaking himfor you?--for that stroke was neant

for none but you.

The affirmati ve nod of the re-dying rascal was as joyous as his failing

strength was able to put into its expression

'O, mserable, mserable ne, to slaughter the pitying soul that,
stood a friend to ny darlings when they were hel pl ess, and woul d

have saved themif he could! m serable, oh, mserable, mserable ne!’



I fancied I heard the nmuffled gurgle of a, nocking |augh
I took ny face out of ny hands, and saw nmy eneny sinking back upon

his inclined board.

He was a satisfactory long tine dying. He had a wonderful vitality,
an astoni shing constitution. Yes, he was a pleasant long tine at it.
I got a chair and a newspaper, and sat down by himand read.
Cccasionally | took a sip of brandy. This was necessary,

on account of the cold. But | did it partly because |I saw,

that along at first, whenever | reached for the bottle,

he thought | was going to give himsonme. | read al oud:

mai nly i magi nary accounts of people snatched fromthe grave's
threshold and restored to life and vigor by a few spoonsfu

of liquor and a warmbath. Yes, he had a |long, hard death of it--

three hours and six mnutes, fromthe tine he rang his bell.

It is believed that in all these eighteen years that have el apsed since
the institution of the corpse-watch, no shrouded occupant of the Bavarian
dead- houses has ever rung its bell. Well, it is a harm ess belief.

Let it stand at that.

The chill of that death-room had penetrated ny bones.

It revived and fastened upon ne the di sease which had been
afflicting me, but which, up to that night, had been

steadily di sappearing. That man nurdered ny wife and ny child;
and in three days hence he will have added ne to his list.

No matter--Cod! how delicious the menory of it!--1 caught him

escaping fromhis grave, and thrust himback into it.

After that night, | was confined to ny bed for a week;
but as soon as | could get about, | went to the dead-house
books and got the nunber of the house which Adler had died in.

A wetched | odgi ng-house, it was. It was ny idea that he would



naturally have gotten hold of Kruger's effects, being his cousin;

and | wanted to get Kruger's watch, if | could. But while |I was sick,
Adl er's things had been sold and scattered, all except a fewold letters,
and sone odds and ends of no value. However, through those letters,

| traced out a son of Kruger's, the only relative left.

He is a nan of thirty now, a shoenaker by trade, and living at

No. 14 Koni gstrasse, Mannhei m-w dower, with several small children.
Wthout explaining to himwhy, | have furnished two-thirds of

his support, ever since.

Now, as to that watch--see how strangely things happen!

| traced it around and about Germany for nore than a year,

at considerable cost in noney and vexation; and at last | got it.
Got it, and was unspeakably gl ad; opened it, and found not hi ng
init! Wy, | mght have known that that bit of paper was not
going to stay there all this time. O course | gave up that ten
thousand dollars then; gave it up, and dropped it out of ny m nd:

and nost sorrowfully, for |I had wanted it for Kruger's son.

Last night, when | consented at last that | nust die, | began to
make ready. | proceeded to burn all usel ess papers; and sure enough,
froma batch of Adler's, not previously exan ned with thoroughness,
out dropped that |ong-desired scrap! | recognized it in a nonent.

Here it is--1 will translate it:

"Brick livery stable, stone foundation, mddle of town, corner of Ol eans
and Market. Corner toward Court-house. Third stone, fourth row

Stick notice there, saying how many are to cone.'

There--take it, and preserve it. Kruger explained that that stone
was renovable; and that it was in the north wall of the foundation,

fourth row fromthe top, and third stone fromthe west.



The nmoney is secreted behind it. He said the closing sentence was
a blind, to nislead in case the paper should fall into wong hands.

It probably perforned that office for Adler

Now | want to beg that when you make your intended journey down the river
you wi Il hunt out that hidden noney, and send it to Adam Kruger, care of

t he Mannhei m address which | have nmentioned. It will nake a rich man of him
and | shall sleep the sounder in ny grave for knowi ng that | have done

what | could for the son of the nan who tried to save ny wife and chil d--

al beit ny hand ignorantly struck himdown, whereas the inpulse of ny heart

woul d have been to shield and serve him

Chapter 32

The Di sposal of a Bonanza

"SUCH was Ritter's narrative,' said | to ny two friends

There was a profound and i npressive silence, which |asted

a considerable time; then both nmen broke into a fusillade

of exciting and admring ejacul ati ons over the strange incidents
of the tale; and this, along with a rattling fire of questions,
was kept up until all hands were about out of breath.

Then ny friends began to cool down, and draw off,

under shelter of occasional volleys, into silence and

abysmal reverie. For ten minutes now, there was still ness.

Then Rogers said dream|y--

'"Ten thousand dol |l ars.

Addi ng, after a considerabl e pause--

"Ten thousand. It is a heap of noney.

Presently the poet inquired--



"Are you going to send it to himright away?

"Yes,' | said. 'It is a queer question.

No reply. After alittle, Rogers asked, hesitatingly:

"ALL of it?--That is--I nean----

"Certainly, all of it.

| was going to say nore, but stopped--was stopped by a
train of thought which started up in ne. Thonpson spoke,
but ny m nd was absent, and |I did not catch what he said.

But | heard Rogers answer--

"Yes, it seens so to nme. It ought to be quite sufficient;

for I don't see that he has done anyt hi ng.

Presently the poet said--

"When you conme to look at it, it is nmore than sufficient. Just look at it--
five thousand dollars! Wy, he couldn't spend it in a lifetimne!

And it would injure him too; perhaps ruin him-you want to | ook at that.
Inalittle while he would throw his | ast away, shut up his shop, maybe take
to drinking, maltreat his notherless children, drift into other evil courses,

go steadily frombad to worse----

"Yes, that's it,"' interrupted Rogers, fervently, 'I've seen it

a hundred tinmes--yes, nore than a hundred. You put noney into

the hands of a man like that, if you want to destroy him that's all;
just put noney into his hands, it's all you' ve got to do;

and if it don't pull himdown, and take all the useful ness out of him

and all the self-respect and everything, then | don't know human nature--



ain't that so, Thonpson? And even if we were to give hima TH RD

of it; why, in less than six nonths--

"Less than six WEEKS, you'd better say!' said I, warnm ng up and breaking in.
"Unl ess he had that three thousand dollars in safe hands where he couldn't

touch it, he would no nore last you six weeks than----

'O COURSE he wouldn't,' said Thonpson; 'I've edited books for that
ki nd of people; and the noment they get their hands on the royalty--

maybe it's three thousand, maybe it's two thousand----

"What business has that shoenmaker with two thousand doll ars,

I should like to know?' broke in Rogers, earnestly. 'A man perhaps
perfectly contented now, there in Mannheim surrounded by his own cl ass,
eating his bread with the appetite which | aborious industry al one

can give, enjoying his hunble life, honest, upright, pure in heart;

and BLEST!--yes, | say blest! blest above all the nyriads that go
insilk attire and walk the enpty artificial round of social folly--

but just you put that tenptati on before himonce! just you lay fifteen

hundred dollars before a man like that, and say----

"Fifteen hundred devils!' cried |, 'FIVE hundred would rot his principles,
paral yze his industry, drag himto the runshop, thence to the gutter

thence to the al nshouse, thence to----

"VHY put upon ourselves this crime, gentlemen? interrupted the poet
earnestly and appealingly. 'He is happy where he is, and AS he is.

Every sentinment of honor, every sentinent of charity, every sentinent

of high and sacred benevol ence warns us, beseeches us, commands us to |eave
hi m undi sturbed. That is real friendship, that is true friendship.

We could foll ow other courses that would be nore showy; but none that would

be so truly kind and w se, depend upon it.



After sonme further talk, it becane evident that each of us, down in his heart,
felt some nmisgivings over this settlenent of the matter. It was nanifest

that we all felt that we ought to send the poor shoemaker SOVETH NG

There was | ong and t houghtful discussion of this point; and we finally decided

to send hima chrono.

Well, now that everything seened to be arranged satisfactorily

to everybody concerned, a new trouble broke out: it transpired that
these two nmen were expecting to share equally in the noney with ne.
That was not ny idea. | said that if they got half of it between them

they m ght consider thenselves |ucky. Rogers said--

"Who woul d have had ANY if it hadn't been for ne? | flung out the first hint--

but for that it would all have gone to the shoenaker.

Thonpson said that he was thinking of the thing hinself at the very nonent

that Rogers had originally spoken

| retorted that the idea would have occurred to ne plenty soon enough

and wi thout anybody's help. | was sl ow about thinking, nmaybe, but | was sure.

This matter warmed up into a quarrel; then into a fight; and each man
got pretty badly battered. As soon as | had got nyself nended up after
a fashion, | ascended to the hurricane deck in a pretty sour hunor.

I found Captain McCord there, and said, as pleasantly as ny hunor would permt--

"l have cone to say good-bye, captain. | wish to go ashore at Napol eon.

'Go ashore where?

" Napol eon.

The captain | aughed; but seeing that | was not in a jovial nood,

stopped that and said--



"But are you serious?

"Serious? | certainly am'

The captain glanced up at the pilot-house and sai d--

'"He wants to get off at Napol eon!

' Napol eon ?

'That's what he says.

'Great Caesar's ghost!'’

Uncl e Munford approached al ong the deck. The captain said--

"Uncle, here's a friend of yours wants to get off at Napol eon!

"Vell, by ----?'

| said--

"Cone, what is all this about? Can't a nman go ashore at Napol eon

if he wants to?

"Why, hang it, don't you know? There |ISN T any Napol eon any nore.
Hasn't been for years and years. The Arkansas River burst through it,

tore it all to rags, and enptied it into the M ssissippi!

"Carried the WHOLE t own away?- banks, churches, jails,
newspaper - of fi ces, court-house, theater, fire departmnent,

livery stable EVERYTHH NG ?'



"Everything. just a fifteen-mnute job.' or such a matter.
Didn't |leave hide nor hair, shred nor shingle of it, except the
fag-end of a shanty and one brick chimey. This boat is paddling
al ong right now, where the dead-center of that town used to be
yonder is the brick chimey-all that's left of Napol eon

These dense woods on the right used to be a mle back of the town.
Take a | ook behind you--up-stream-now you begin to recognize

this country, don't you?

"Yes, | do recognize it now. It is the nost wonderful thing | ever heard of;

by a I ong shot the nost wonderful --and unexpect ed.

M. Thonpson and M. Rogers had arrived, neantine, with satchels
and unbrellas, and had silently listened to the captain's news.

Thonpson put a half-dollar in nmy hand and said softly--

"For mny share of the chrono.'

Rogers foll owed suit.

Yes, it was an astonishing thing to see the M ssissippi rolling

bet ween unpeopl ed shores and strai ght over the spot where

used to see a good big sel f-conplacent town twenty years ago.

Town that was county-seat of a great and inportant county; town with

a big United States marine hospital; town of innumerable fights--

an i nquest every day; town where | had used to know the prettiest girl
and the nost acconplished in the whole M ssissippi Valley;

town where we were handed the first printed news of the 'Pennsylvania's
mour nful disaster a quarter of a century ago; a town no nore--
swal | owed up, vanished, gone to feed the fishes; nothing left but a

fragment of a shanty and a crunbling brick chi mey!

Chapter 33



Ref reshnents and Ethics

INregard to Island 74, which is situated not far fromthe former Napol eon

a freak of the river here has sorely perplexed the | aws of nmen and made
thema vanity and a jest. Wen the State of Arkansas was chartered,

she controlled "to the center of the river'--a nost unstable line. The State
of Mssissippi clained 'to the channel'--another shifty and unstable |ine.
No. 74 belonged to Arkansas. By and by a cut-off threw this big island out
of Arkansas, and yet not within Mssissippi. 'Mddle of the river' on one
side of it, 'channel' on the other. That is as | understand the probl em
Whet her | have got the details right or wong, this FACT renmins:

that here is this big and exceedingly valuable island of four thousand acres,
thrust out in the cold, and belonging to neither the one State nor the other
payi ng taxes to neither, owing allegiance to neither. One nan owns

the whol e island, and of right is "the man w thout a country.

I sland 92 belongs to Arkansas. The river noved it over

and joined it to Mssissippi. A chap established a whiskey
shop there, without a M ssissippi |license, and enriched

hi msel f upon M ssissippi custom under Arkansas protection

(where no license was in those days required).

We glided steadily down the river in the usual privacy--
steanboat or other noving thing sel domseen. Scenery as al ways:
stretch upon stretch of al nbst unbroken forest, on both sides

of the river; soundless solitude. Here and there a cabin or two,
standing in snmall openings on the gray and grassl ess banks--
cabi ns which had fornmerly stood a quarter or half-nmle farther
to the front, and gradually been pulled farther and farther back
as the shores caved in. As at Pilcher's Point, for instance,
where the cabins had been noved back three hundred yards

in three nonths, so we were told; but the caving banks had

al ready caught up with them and they were bei ng conveyed



rearward once nore.

Napol eon had but snall opinion of Geenville, Mssissippi, in the old tines;
but behol d, Napol eon is gone to the cat-fishes, and here is Geenville ful
of life and activity, and neking a considerable flourish in the Vall ey;
havi ng three thousand inhabitants, it is said, and doing a gross trade of

$2, 500, 000 annual ly. A grow ng town.

There was nmuch tal k on the boat about the Cal houn Land Conpany,
an enterprise which is expected to work whol esone results.

Col onel Cal houn, a grandson of the statesnan, went to Boston
and formed a syndicate which purchased a | arge tract of |and on
the river, in Chicot County, Arkansas--sone ten thousand acres--
for cotton-growing. The purpose is to work on a cash basis:

buy at first hands, and handle their own product; supply their negro
| aborers with provisions and necessaries at a trifling profit,
say 8 or 10 per cent.; furnish themconfortable quarters,

etc., and encourage themto save noney and remain on the place.
If this proves a financial success, as seens quite certain,

they propose to establish a banking-house in Geenville,

and | end noney at an unburdensome rate of interest--6 per cent.

i s spoken of.

The troubl e heretofore has been--1 am quoting renmarks of planters

and steanboatmen--that the planters, although owning the |and,

were without cash capital; had to hypothecate both |Iand and crop

to carry on the business. Consequently, the comi ssion deal er

who furnishes the noney takes sone risk and demands big interest--
usual ly 10 per cent., and 2<hal f> per cent. for negotiating the |oan
The planter has also to buy his supplies through the sane deal er
payi ng comi ssions and profits. Then when he ships his crop

the deal er adds his commi ssions, insurance, etc. So, taking it

by and large, and first and last, the dealer's share of that crop



i s about 25 per cent.' <footnote ['But what can the State do
where the people are under subjection to rates of interest ranging
from18 to 30 per cent., and are al so under the necessity of
purchasing their crops in advance even of planting, at these rates,
for the privilege of purchasing all their supplies at 100 per cent.

profit? -- EDWARD ATKI NSON.] >

A cotton-planter's estimate of the average margin of profit

on planting, in his section: One man and nule will raise ten
acres of cotton, giving ten bales cotton, worth, say, $500; cost
of producing, say $350; net profit, $150, or $15 per acre.

There is also a profit now fromthe cotton-seed, which formerly
had little val ue--none where nmuch transportati on was necessary.
In sixteen hundred pounds crude cotton four hundred are lint,
worth, say, ten cents a pound; and twel ve hundred pounds of seed,
worth $12 or $13 per ton. Maybe in future even the stens wll
not be thrown away. M. Edward Atki nson says that for each
bal e of cotton there are fifteen hundred pounds of stens,

and that these are very rich in phosphate of |inme and potash;
that when ground and m xed with ensilage or cotton-seed neal
(which is too rich for use as fodder in large quantities),

the stem m xture makes a superior food, rich in all the

el ements needed for the production of nmilk, nmeat, and bone.

Heretof ore the stens have been consi dered a nui sance.

Conplaint is made that the planter remains grouty toward the former slave
since the war; will have nothing but a chill business relation with him
no sentinment pernmitted to intrude, will not keep a 'store' hinself,

and supply the negro's wants and thus protect the negro's pocket

and nake himable and willing to stay on the place and an advant age

to himto do it, but lets that privilege to sonme thrifty Israelite,

who encourages the thoughtless negro and wife to buy all sorts

of things which they could do without--buy on credit, at big prices,



nmonth after nmonth, credit based on the negro's share of the growi ng crop

and at the end of the season, the negro's share belongs to the Israelite,

the negro is in debt besides, is discouraged, dissatisfied, restless, and both
he and the planter are injured; for he will take steanboat and mgrate,

and the planter nust get a stranger in his place who does not know him

does not care for him wll fatten the Israelite a season, and follow his

predecessor per steanboat.

It is hoped that the Cal houn Conpany will show, by its

humane and protective treatnment of its laborers, that its
met hod is the nost profitable for both planter and negro;
and it is believed that a general adoption of that nethod

will then follow.

And where so many are saying their say, shall not the

bar keeper testify? He is thoughtful, observant, never drinks;
endeavors to earn his salary, and WOULD earn it if there

wer e custom enough. He says the people along here in

M ssi ssi ppi and Louisiana will send up the river to buy
veget abl es rather than raise them and they will cone

aboard at the | andings and buy fruits of the barkeeper

Thi nks they 'don't know anything but cotton;' believes they
don't know how to raise vegetables and fruit--'at |east the nost
of them' Says 'a nigger will go to Hfor a waternelon

("H is all I find in the stenographer's report--

means Hal i fax probably, though that seens a good way to go

for a waternelon). Barkeeper buys waternelons for five cents
up the river, brings themdown and sells themfor fifty.

"Why does he mi x such el aborate and picturesque drinks for the
ni gger hands on the boat?' Because they won't have any other
'"They want a big drink; don't nake any difference what

you make it of, they want the worth of their npney.

You give a nigger a plain gill of half-a-dollar brandy for



five cents--will he touch it? No. Ain't size enough to it.

But you put up a pint of all kinds of worthless rubbish, and heave
in some red stuff to make it beautiful--red's the nmain thing--

and he woul dn't put down that glass to go to a circus.

Al'l the bars on this Anchor Line are rented and owned

by one firm They furnish the Iiquors fromtheir

own establishment, and hire the barkeepers 'on salary.

Good liquors? Yes, on sone of the boats, where there are

the kind of passengers that want it and can pay for it.

On the other boats? No. Nobody but the deck hands and firenen
todrink it. 'Brandy? Yes, |I've got brandy, plenty of it;

but you don't want any of it unless you' ve made your will.'

It isn'"t as it used to be in the old tines. Then everybody travel ed
by steanboat, everybody drank, and everybody treated everybody el se.
' Now nost everybody goes by railroad, and the rest don't drink.

In the old tines the barkeeper owned the bar hinself, 'and was

gay and smarty and talky and all jeweled up, and was the toniest
aristocrat on the boat; used to make $2,000 on a trip.

A father who left his son a steanboat bar, left hima fortune.

Now he | eaves hi m board and | odgi ng; yes, and washi ng,

if ashirt atripwll do. Yes, indeedy, tinmes are changed.

Way, do you know, on the principal line of boats on

the Upper M ssissippi, they don't have any bar at all

Sounds |ike poetry, but it's the petrified truth.

Chapter 34

Tough Yarns

STACK | SLAND. | remenbered Stack |sland; also Lake Providence,
Loui si ana--which is the first distinctly Southern-1ooking town
you cone to, downward-bound; lies |level and | ow, shade-trees hung

with venerabl e gray beards of Spanish noss; 'restful, pensive,



Sunday aspect about the place,' comrents Uncle Munford, with feeling--

also with truth.

A M. H furnished sone mnor details of fact concerning this

regi on which I would have hesitated to believe if | had not

known himto be a steanboat nate. He was a passenger of ours,

a resident of Arkansas City, and bound to Vicksburg to join his boat,
alittle Sunflower packet. He was an austere nan, and had

the reputation of being singularly unworldly, for a river man.

Anmong ot her things, he said that Arkansas had been injured and kept
back by generations of exaggerations concerning the nosquitoes here.
One may smile, said he, and turn the matter off as being a small thing;
but when you cone to | ook at the effects produced, in the way

of discouragenent of inmigration, and di m ni shed val ues of property,
it was quite the opposite of a small thing, or thing in any w se

to be coughed down or sneered at. These nosquitoes had been
persistently represented as being fornidable and | aw ess;

whereas 'the truth is, they are feeble, insignificant in size,
diffident to a fault, sensitive'--and so on, and so on; you would
have supposed he was tal king about his fanmily. But if he was soft

on the Arkansas nosquitoes, he was hard enough on the nosquitoes

of Lake Providence to nake up for it--'those Lake Provi dence col ossi,
as he finely called them He said that two of themcould whip a dog
and that four of themcould hold a man down; and except hel p cone,
they would kill him-'butcher him' as he expressed it.

Referred in a sort of casual way--and yet significant way--

to 'the fact that the life policy inits sinplest formis unknown

in Lake Providence--they take out a nobsquito policy besides.

He told nany renarkabl e things about those | aw ess insects.

Anmong ot hers, said he had seen themtry to vote. Noticing that

this statenent seened to be a good deal of a strain on us,

he nodified it alittle: said he mght have been m staken

as to that particular, but knew he had seen them around



the polls 'canvassing.

There was anot her passenger--friend of H's--who backed up the harsh

evi dence agai nst those npsquitoes, and detail ed sone stirring adventures

whi ch he had had with them The stories were pretty sizabl e,

merely pretty sizable; yet M. H was continually interrupting with

a cold, inexorable 'Vit--knock off twenty-five per cent. of that;

now go on;' or, 'Wait--you are getting that too strong; cut it down,

cut it down--you get a leetle too much costumery on to your statenents:

al ways dress a fact in tights, never in an ulster;' or, 'Pardon, once nore:

if you are going to |oad anything nore on to that statenment, you want

to get a couple of lighters and tow the rest, because it's draw ng

all the water there is in the river already; stick to facts--just stick

to the cold facts; what these gentlenen want for a book is the frozen truth--
ain't that so, gentlenmen?" He explained privately that it was necessary

to watch this man all the time, and keep himw thin bounds; it would

not do to neglect this precaution, as he, M. H, 'knew to his sorrow.

Said he, 'l will not deceive you; he told me such a nonstrous |ie once,

that it swelled ny left ear up, and spread it so that | was actually not able
to see out around it; it remained so for nonths, and people cane nmiles to see

me fan nyself with it.

Chapter 35

Vi cksburg During the Troubl e

WE used to plow past the lofty hill-city, Vicksburg, down-stream
but we cannot do that now. A cut-off has made a country town of it,
i ke Csceola, St. Genevieve, and several others. There is
currentless water--also a big island--in front of Vicksburg now

You cone down the river the other side of the island,

then turn and cone up to the town; that is, in high water:

in low water you can't conme up, but nmust |and some distance belowit.



Signs and scars still remain, as rem nders of Vicksburg's
trenendous war experiences; earthworks, trees crippled by

the cannon balls, cave-refuges in the clay precipices, etc.

The caves did good service during the six weeks

bonbardnent of the city--May 8 to July 4, 1863. They were

used by the non-conbatants--nmainly by the wonmen and chil dren
not to live in constantly, but to fly to for safety on occasion
They were nmere holes, tunnels, driven into the perpendicul ar
clay bank, then branched Y shape, within the hill

Life in Vicksburg, during the six weeks was perhaps--but wait;

here are sone materials out of which to reproduce it:--

Popul ati on, twenty-seven thousand soldiers and three

t housand non-conbatants; the city utterly cut off fromthe world--
wal l ed solidly in, the frontage by gunboats, the rear by soldiers
and batteries; hence, no buying and selling with the outside;

no passing to and fro; no God-speeding a parting guest,

no wel com ng a com ng one; no printed acres of world-w de news

to be read at breakfast, nornings--a tedious dull absence of

such matter, instead; hence, also, no running to see steanboats
snoking into view in the distance up or down, and plow ng toward
the town--for none cane, the river lay vacant and undi st urbed;

no rush and turnoil around the railway station, no struggling
over bew | dered swarns of passengers by noi sy nobs of hacknen--
all quiet there; flour two hundred dollars a barrel, sugar thirty,
corn ten dollars a bushel, bacon five dollars a pound,

ruma hundred dollars a gallon; other things in proportion
consequently, no roar and racket of drays and carriages tearing
along the streets; nothing for themto do, anmpong that handfu

of non-conbatants of exhausted means; at three o'clock in

the norning, silence; silence so dead that the neasured tranp

of a sentinel can be heard a seem ngly inpossible distance; out of



hearing of this lonely sound, perhaps the stillness is absol ute:
all in a nonment come ground-shaki ng thunder-crashes of artillery,
the sky is cobwebbed with the crisscrossing red |ines strean ng
from soaring bonb-shells, and a rain of iron fragnents

descends upon the city; descends upon the enpty streets:

streets which are not enpty a nonent later, but nottled with dim
figures of frantic wonen and children scurrying from hone and bed
toward the cave dungeons--encouraged by the hunmorous grim soldiery,

who shout 'Rats, to your holes!' and | augh

The cannon-thunder rages, shells scream and crash overhead, the iron
rain pours down, one hour, two hours, three, possibly six, then stops;
silence follows, but the streets are still enpty; the silence continues;
by-and-bye a head projects froma cave here and there and yonder

and reconnoitres, cautiously; the silence still continuing,

bodi es foll ow heads, and jaded, half snothered creatures group

t hensel ves about, stretch their cranmped |inbs, draw in deep draughts

of the grateful fresh air, gossip with the neighbors fromthe next cave
maybe straggle off home presently, or take a | ounge through the town,

if the stillness continues; and will scurry to the hol es again,

by-and- bye, when the war-tenpest breaks forth once nore.

There being but three thousand of these cave-dwellers--
nmerely the popul ation of a village--wuld they not cone
to know each other, after a week or two, and famliarly;
i nsonuch that the fortunate or unfortunate experiences of one

woul d be of interest to all?

Those are the materials furnished by history. Fromthem i ght not al npost
anybody reproduce for hinself the life of that time in Vicksburg?

Coul d you, who did not experience it, come nearer to reproducing it

to the imagination of another non-participant than could a Vicksburger

who did experience it? It seenms inpossible; and yet there are reasons



why it might not really be. Wen one nmakes his first voyage in a ship,

it is an experience which nmultitudinously bristles with striking novelties;
novelties which are in such sharp contrast with all this person's fornmer
experiences that they take a seem ngly deathless grip upon his inagination
and nmenory. By tongue or pen he can nmake a |l andsman |ive that strange

and stirring voyage over with him nake himsee it all and feel it all

But if he wait? |f he nake ten voyages in succession--what then?

Why, the thing has lost color, snap, surprise; and has become commonpl ace.

The man woul d have nothing to tell that would quicken a | andsman's pul se.

Years ago, | talked with a couple of the Vicksburg non-conbatants- -
a man and his wife. Left to tell their story in their own way,

those people told it without fire, alnopst without interest.

A week of their wonderful life there would have nmade their tongues el oquent
for ever perhaps; but they had six weeks of it, and that wore the novelty

all out; they got used to being bonb-shelled out of home and into the ground;
the matter becanme comonpl ace. After that, the possibility of their

ever being startlingly interesting in their tal ks about it was gone.

What the man said was to this effect:--

"It got to be Sunday all the tine. Seven Sundays in the week--to us, anyway.
We hadn't anything to do, and tine hung heavy. Seven Sundays, and all

of them broken up at one tine or another, in the day or in the night,

by a few hours of the awful stormof fire and thunder and iron. At first

we used to shin for the holes a good deal faster than we did afterwards.

The first time, | forgot the children, and Maria fetched them both al ong.

When she was all safe in the cave she fainted. Two or three weeks afterwards,
when she was running for the holes, one norning, through a shell-shower, a big
shel | burst near her, and covered her all over with dirt, and a pi ece of

the iron carried away her gane-bag of false hair fromthe back of her head.
Well, she stopped to get that gane-bag before she shoved al ong agai n!

Was getting used to things already, you see. W all got so that we could



tell a good deal about shells; and after that we didn't always go under
shelter if it was a light shower. Us nen would |oaf around and talk;

and a man woul d say, 'There she goes!' and nane the kind of shell it was from
the sound of it, and go on talking--if there wasn't any danger fromit.

If a shell was bursting close over us, we stopped tal king and stood still;--
unconfortable, yes, but it wasn't safe to nove. Wen it let go, we went

on tal king again, if nobody hurt--maybe saying, 'That was a ripper!

or some such comonpl ace coment before we resuned; or, naybe, we would
see a shell poising itself away high in the air overhead. 1In that case
every fellow just whipped out a sudden, 'See you again, gents!' and shoved.
Oten and often | saw gangs of |adies promenadi ng the streets, |ooking as
cheerful as you please, and keeping an eye canted up watching the shells;
and |'ve seen themstop still when they were uncertain about what a

shell was going to do, and wait and make certain; and after that they
sa'ntered along again, or lit out for shelter, according to the verdict.
Streets in some towns have a litter of pieces of paper, and odds and ends
of one sort or another lying around. Qurs hadn't; they had IRON litter
Sonetinmes a man woul d gather up all the iron fragnents and unbursted
shells in his neighborhood, and pile theminto a kind of nonunent

in his front yard--a ton of it, sonetines. No glass left;

gl ass couldn't stand such a bonbardnent; it was all shivered out.

W ndows of the houses vacant--|ooked |ike eye-holes in a skull

WHOLE panes were as scarce as news.

"W had church Sundays. Not many there, along at first; but by-and-bye
pretty good turnouts. |1've seen service stop a minute, and everybody
sit quiet--no voice heard, pretty funeral-like then--and all the nore
so on account of the awful boom and crash goi ng on outside and over head;
and pretty soon, when a body could be heard, service would go on again.
Organs and church-nusic mixed up with a bonbardnent is a powerful

gueer conbination--along at first. Coning out of church, one norning,
we had an accident--the only one that happened around nme on a Sunday.

I was just having a hearty handshake with a friend | hadn't seen for



a while, and saying, 'Drop into our cave to-night, after bonbardnent;
we' ve got hold of a pint of prime wh--.' Whiskey, | was going to say,
you know, but a shell interrupted. A chunk of it cut the man's arm off,
and left it dangling in ny hand. And do you know the thing that is
going to stick the longest in ny nmenory, and outl ast everything el se,
little and big, | reckon, is the nean thought I had then? It was 'the
whi skey IS SAVED.' And yet, don't you know, it was kind of excusable;
because it was as scarce as di anonds, and we had only just that little;

never had another taste during the siege.

"Sometines the caves were desperately crowded, and al ways hot and cl ose.
Sonetinmes a cave had twenty or twenty-five people packed into it;

no turning-roomfor anybody; air so foul, sonetinmes, you couldn't have nade
a candle burninit. A child was born in one of those caves one night,

Think of that; why, it was like having it born in a trunk

"Twi ce we had sixteen people in our cave; and a nunber of tines we
had a dozen. Pretty suffocating in there. W always had eight;

ei ght bel onged there. Hunger and misery and sickness and fright
and sorrow, and | don't know what all, got so |oaded into themthat
none of themwere ever rightly their old selves after the siege.
They all died but three of us within a couple of years.

One night a shell burst in front of the hole and caved it in and
stopped it up. It was lively tines, for a while, digging out.

Sone of us came near snothering. After that we made two openi ngs--

ought to have thought of it at first.

"Miule neat. No, we only got down to that the |ast day or two.

O course it was good; anything is good when you are starving.

This man had kept a diary during--six weeks? No, only the first six days.
The first day, eight close pages; the second, five; the third, one--
| cosely witten; the fourth, three or four lines; aline or two the fifth

and si xth days; seventh day, diary abandoned; life in terrific Vicksburg



havi ng now becone commonpl ace and nmatter of course.

The war history of Vicksburg has nore about it to interest the genera
reader than that of any other of the river-towns. It is full of variety,
full of incident, full of the picturesque. Vicksburg held out |onger
than any other inportant river-town, and saw warfare in all its phases,
both Iand and water--the siege, the nine, the assault, the repul se,

t he bonbardnent, sickness, captivity, fanine.

The nost beautiful of all the national ceneteries is here.

Over the great gateway is this inscription:--

"HERE REST | N PEACE 16, 600 WHO DI ED FOR THEI R

COUNTRY I N THE YEARS 1861 TO 1865"

The grounds are nobly situated; being very high and commandi ng a w de

prospect of land and river. They are tastefully laid out in broad terraces,
with winding roads and paths; and there is profuse adornment in the way

of semi-tropical shrubs and flowers,' and in one part is a piece of native

wi | d-wood, left just as it grew, and, therefore, perfect in its charm
Everythi ng about this cenetery suggests the hand of the national Governnent.
The Government's work i s always conspi cuous for excellence, solidity,

t hor oughness, neatness. The Governnment does its work well in the first place,

and then takes care of it.

By wi ndi ng-roads--which were often cut to so great a depth between
perpendi cul ar walls that they were nere roofless tunnel s--we drove

out a mle or two and visited the nonunent which stands upon the scene
of the surrender of Vicksburg to General Grant by General Penberton.
Its netal will preserve it from the hackings and chi ppi ngs which

so defaced its predecessor, which was of marble; but the brick
foundations are crunbling, and it will tunble down by-and-bye. It

over| ooks a picturesque region of wooded hills and ravines; and is



not unpicturesque itself, being well snothered in flowering weeds.
The battered remmant of the marbl e nonunment has been renoved to

the National Cenetery.

On the road, a quarter of a mle towward, an aged col ored nan showed us,
with pride, an unexpl oded bonb-shell which has lain in his yard since the day

it fell there during the siege.

"I was a-stannin' heah, an' de dog was a-stannin' heah; de dog
he went for de shell, gwine to pick a fuss wid it; but | didn't;
| says, "Jes' nmke you' seff at hone heah; lay still whah you is,

or bust up de place, jes' as you's a mnd to, but I's got business

out in de woods, | has!"

Vi cksburg is a town of substantial business streets and pl easant residences;
it commands the commerce of the Yazoo and Sunflower Rivers; is pushing
rai lways in several directions, through rich agricultural regions,

and has a promising future of prosperity and inportance.

Apparently, nearly all the river towns, big and little, have made

up their minds that they nust look mainly to railroads for wealth

and upbui |l di ng, henceforth. They are acting upon this idea.

The signs are, that the next twenty years will bring about sone

not eworthy changes in the Valley, in the direction of increased

popul ati on and wealth, and in the intell ectual advancenent

and the liberalizing of opinion which go naturally with these.

And yet, if one may judge by the past, the river towns will manage to find
and use a chance, here and there, to cripple and retard their progress.
They kept thensel ves back in the days of steanboating supremacy,

by a system of wharfage-dues so stupidly graded as to prohibit

what may be called small RETAIL traffic in freights and passengers.
Boats were charged such heavy wharfage that they could not afford

to land for one or two passengers or a light lot of freight.

I nstead of encouraging the bringing of trade to their doors, the towns



diligently and effectively discouraged it. They could have had nany
boats and low rates; but their policy rendered few boats and hi gh
rates compul sory. It was a policy which extended--and extends--

fromNew Oleans to St. Paul.

We had a strong desire to nake a trip up the Yazoo and the Sunfl ower--
an interesting region at any tinme, but additionally interesting at this tine,
because up there the great inundation was still to be seen in force--
but we were nearly sure to have to wait a day or nore for a New Ol eans boat

on our return; so we were obliged to give up the project.

Here is a story which | picked up on board the boat that night.

I insert it in this place nerely because it is a good story,

not because it belongs here--for it doesn't. It was told by a passenger--
a coll ege professor--and was called to the surface in the course

of a general conversation which began with tal k about horses,

drifted into tal k about astronony, then into tal k about the |ynching

of the ganblers in Vicksburg half a century ago, then into talk

about dreams and superstitions; and ended, after m dnight,

in a dispute over free trade and protection

Chapter 36

The Professor's Yarn

ITwas in the early days. | was not a college professor then

I was a hunbl e-m nded young | and-surveyor, with the world before ne--

to survey, in case anybody wanted it done. | had a contract to survey
aroute for a great mning-ditch in California, and I was on ny way thither,
by sea--a three or four weeks' voyage. There were a good many passengers,
but I had very little to say to them reading and dream ng were ny passions,
and | avoi ded conversation in order to indul ge these appetites.

There were three professional ganblers on board--rough, repul sive fellows.



I never had any talk with them yet | could not hel p seeing them

with sonme frequency, for they ganbled in an upper-deck stateroomevery
day and night, and in ny promenades | often had glinpses of them
through their door, which stood a little ajar to |l et out the surplus
tobacco snmoke and profanity. They were an evil and hateful presence,

but I had to put up with it, of course,

There was one ot her passenger who fell under ny eye a good deal

for he seened deternined to be friendly with ne, and | could not have

gotten rid of himw thout running some chance of hurting his feelings,

and | was far fromw shing to do that. Besides, there was sonethi ng engagi ng
in his countrified sinmplicity and his beam ng good-nature. The first tine

| saw this M. John Backus, | guessed, fromhis clothes and his | ooks,

that he was a grazier or farmer fromthe backwoods of some western State--
doubt | ess Chi o--and afterward when he dropped into his personal history

and | discovered that he WAS a cattle-raiser frominterior Ohio,

| was so pleased with nmy own penetration that | warmed toward him for

verifying ny instinct.

He got to dropping al ongside ne every day, after breakfast,

to help me nmake ny promenade; and so, in the course of tine,
hi s easy-working jaw had told nme everything about his business,
his prospects, his famly, his relatives, his politics--

in fact everything that concerned a Backus, |iving or dead.

And meantinme | think he had nmanaged to get out of ne everything
I knew about ny trade, ny tribe, ny purposes, ny prospects,

and nyself. He was a gentle and persuasive genius, and this thing
showed it; for | was not given to tal king about ny matters.

| said sonething about triangulation, once; the stately word

pl eased his ear; he inquired what it nmeant; | expl ained;

after that he quietly and inoffensively ignored ny nane,

and al ways called ne Triangl e.



What an enthusiast he was in cattle! At the bare nane of a bull or a cow,
his eye would light and his el oquent tongue would turn itself |oose. As |long
as | would walk and listen, he would wal k and tal k; he knew all breeds,

he |l oved all breeds, he caressed themall with his affectionate tongue.

| tranped along in voiceless nisery whilst the cattle question was up;

when | could endure it no longer, | used to deftly insert a scientific topic
into the conversation; then ny eye fired and his faded; ny tongue fluttered,

his stopped; life was a joy to ne, and a sadness to him

One day he said, alittle hesitatingly, and with sonewhat of diffidence--

"Triangle, would you mind conming down to nmy stateroom a ninute,

and have a little talk on a certain matter?

I went with himat once. Arrived there, he put his head out, glanced up
and down the sal oon warily, then closed the door and | ocked it.

He sat down on the sofa, and he said--

"I'"'ma-going to make a little proposition to you, and if it strikes
you favorable, it'll be a mddling good thing for both of us

You ain't a-going out to Californy for fun, nuther aml--

it's business, ain't that so? WlIl, you can do ne a good turn

and so can | you, if we see fit. 1've raked and scraped and saved
a consi derable many years, and |'ve got it all here.

He unl ocked an old hair trunk, tunbled a chaos of shabby

cl ot hes aside, and drew a short stout bag into view for a nmonment,
then buried it again and rel ocked the trunk. Dropping his voice
to a cautious |ow tone, he continued, 'She's all there--a round
ten thousand dollars in yell ow boys; nowthis is ny little idea:
What | don't know about raising cattle, ain't worth know ng.
There's mints of money init, in Californy. Well, | know,

and you know, that all along a line that 's being surveyed,

there 's little dabs of land that they call "gores," that fal

to the surveyor free gratis for nothing. Al you' ve got to do,



on your side, is to survey in such a way that the "gores" will fall
on good fat land, then you turn "emover to ne, | stock "emwth cattle,
inrolls the cash, | plank out your share of the dollars regul ar

ri ght along, and--'

I was sorry to wither his bl ooning enthusiasm but it could not be hel ped.

| interrupted, and said severely--

‘I amnot that kind of a surveyor. Let us change the subject, M. Backus.

It was pitiful to see his confusion and hear his awkward

and shamef aced apologies. | was as much di stressed as he was--
especially as he seened so far from havi ng suspect ed

that there was anything inproper in his proposition

So | hastened to console himand | ead himon to forget his

m shap in a conversational orgy about cattle and butchery.

We were |lying at Acapul co; and, as we went on deck, it happened
luckily that the crew were just beginning to hoist sonme beeves

aboard in slings. Backus's nelancholy vani shed instantly,

and with it the menory of his |ate m stake.

"Now only look at that!' cried he; 'My goodness, Triangle, what WOULD t hey say
toit in OHO Wuldn't their eyes bug out, to see 'em handl ed |ike that?--

woul dn't they, though?

Al'l the passengers were on deck to | ook--even the ganblers--

and Backus knew themall, and had afflicted themall with his pet topic.
As | nmoved away, | saw one of the ganbl ers approach and accost him
then another of them then the third. | halted; waited; watched;

the conversation continued between the four men; it grew earnest;
Backus drew gradually away; the ganblers followed, and kept at his el bow
I was unconfortable. However, as they passed ne presently, | heard

Backus say, with a tone of persecuted annoyance--



"But it ain't any use, gentlemen; | tell you again, as |'ve

told you a half a dozen tinmes before, | warn't raised to it,

and | ain't a-going to resk it.

| felt relieved. 'H s level head will be his sufficient protection,

| said to nyself.

During the fortnight's run from Acapul co to San Franci sco
several tinmes saw the ganblers tal king earnestly w th Backus,
and once | threw out a gentle warning to him He chuckl ed

confortably and said--

"Ch, yes! they tag around after me consi derable--want ne to play
alittle, just for amusenent, they say--but laws-a-nme, if ny fol ks
have told ne once to | ook out for that sort of live-stock, they've

told me a thousand tines, | reckon.

By- and-bye, in due course, we were approaching San Francisco.

It was an ugly black night, with a strong wi nd bl owi ng, but there
was not much sea. | was on deck, alone. Toward ten | started bel ow.
A figure issued fromthe ganbl ers’ den, and disappeared in the darkness.
| experienced a shock, for | was sure it was Backus.

I flew down the conpani on-way, |ooked about for him could not

find him then returned to the deck just in time to catch a glinpse
of himas he re-entered that confounded nest of rascality.

Had he yielded at last? | feared it. What had he gone bel ow for?--
H s bag of coin? Possibly. 1 drew near the door, full of bodings.
It was a-crack, and | glanced in and saw a si ght that nade

me bitterly wish | had given ny attention to saving ny poor
cattle-friend, instead of reading and dreaming ny foolish tinme away.
He was ganbling. Wrse still, he was being plied w th chanpagne,

and was al ready showi ng sone effect fromit. He praised the 'cider,

as he called it, and said now that he had got a taste of it



he al nost believed he would drink it if it was spirits, it was

so good and so ahead of anything he had ever run across before.
Surreptitious snmles, at this, passed fromone rascal to another
and they filled all the glasses, and whil st Backus honestly drained
his to the bottomthey pretended to do the sane, but threw the w ne

over their shoul ders.

| could not bear the scene, so | wandered forward and tried

to interest nmyself in the sea and the voices of the wi nd.

But no, ny uneasy spirit kept draggi ng ne back at

quarter-hour intervals; and always | saw Backus drinking his w ne--
fairly and squarely, and the others throwi ng theirs away.

It was the painfullest night | ever spent.

The only hope | had was that we night reach our anchorage

with speed--that would break up the ganme. | hel ped the ship

along all | could with my prayers. At |last we went booni ng
through the Golden Gate, and ny pul ses | eaped for joy.

I hurried back to that door and glanced in. Alas, there was

smal | room for hope--Backus's eyes were heavy and bl oodshot,

his sweaty face was crinson, his speech maudlin and thick

his body sawed drunkenly about with the weaving notion of the ship.
He drai ned another glass to the dregs, whilst the cards

were being dealt.

He took his hand, glanced at it, and his dull eyes lit up for a noment.
The ganbl ers observed it, and showed their gratification by

hardly percepti bl e signs.

' How many cards?

'None! ' said Backus.



One villain--named Hank W1 ey--di scarded one card, the others three each
The betting began. Heretofore the bets had been trifling--

a dollar or two; but Backus started off with an eagle now,

Wley hesitated a nonent, then 'saw it' and 'went ten dollars better.

The other two threw up their hands.

Backus went twenty better. WIley said--

'l see that, and go you a hundred better!' then sniled and reached

for the noney.

"Let it alone,' said Backus, with drunken gravity.

"What! you nmean to say you're going to cover it?

"Cover it? Well, | reckon | am-and |ay another hundred on top

of it, too.

He reached down inside his overcoat and produced the required sum

"Ch, that's your little ganme, is it? | see your raise,

and raise it five hundred!' said WIey.

"Five hundred better.' said the foolish bull-driver
and pulled out the amount and showered it on the pile.

The three conspirators hardly tried to conceal their exultation

Al'l di pl omacy and pretense were dropped now, and the sharp exclamations
cane thick and fast, and the yellow pyranid grew higher and higher
At |last ten thousand dollars lay in view WIley cast a bag of coin on

the table, and said with nocking gentl eness--

'"Five thousand dollars better, nmy friend fromthe rural districts--

what do you say NOWP



"l CALL you!' said Backus, heaving his gol den shot-bag on the pile.

'What have you got ?

"Four kings, you d--d fool!' and Wley threw down his cards and surrounded

the stakes with his arns.

" Four ACES, you ass!' thundered Backus, covering his man
with a cocked revolver. 'I'M A PROFESSI ONAL GAMBLER MYSELF,

AND |'VE BEEN LAYI NG FOR YOU DUFFERS ALL TH S VOYAGE!

Down went the anchor, runbl edy-dumdum and the long trip was ended.

Well--well, it is a sad world. One of the three ganblers was Backus's ' pal.
It was he that dealt the fateful hands. According to an understanding with

the two victins, he was to have given Backus four queens, but alas, he didn't.

A week later, | stunbled upon Backus--arrayed in the height of fashion--

in Montgonery Street. He said, cheerily, as we were parting--

" Ah, by-the-way, you needn't mind about those gores. | don't really
know anyt hi ng about cattle, except what | was able to pick up

in a week's apprenticeship over in Jersey just before we sail ed.

My cattle-culture and cattl e-enthusi asm have served their turn--

I shan't need them any nore.

Next day we reluctantly parted fromthe 'CGold Dust' and her officers,
hoping to see that boat and all those officers again, some day.

A thing which the fates were to render tragically inpossible!

Chapter 37

The End of the ' Gold Dust



FOR, three nonths |ater, August 8, while | was witing one of these

foregoi ng chapters, the New York papers brought this tel egram -

A TERRI BLE DI SASTER.

SEVENTEEN PERSONS Kl LLED BY AN EXPLOSI ON ON THE STEAMER ' GOLD DUST.'

" NASHVI LLE, Aug. 7.--A despatch from Hi ckman, Ky., says--

"The steanmer "Cold Dust" expl oded her boilers at

three o' clock to-day, just after |eaving H cknan.

Forty-seven persons were scal ded and seventeen are m ssing.

The boat was | anded in the eddy just above the town,

and t hrough the exertions of the citizens the cabin passengers,
of ficers, and part of the crew and deck passengers were

taken ashore and renoved to the hotels and residences.
Twenty-four of the injured were lying in Hol conb's dry-goods
store at one tinme, where they received every attention before

bei ng removed to nore confortabl e places.

A list of the nanes followed, whereby it appeared that of the seventeen dead,
one was the barkeeper; and anong the forty-seven wounded, were the captain,
chief mate, second mate, and second and third clerks; also M. LemS. Gay,

pilot, and several nenmbers of the crew.

In answer to a private telegram we |earned that none of these was
severely hurt, except M. Gray. Letters received afterward confirned
this news, and said that M. Gay was inproving and woul d get well.
Later letters spoke | ess hopefully of his case; and finally cane one
announci ng his death. A good nan, a nobst conpani onabl e and nmanly nan,

and worthy of a kindlier fate.



Chapter 38

The House Beauti f ul

WE t ook passage in a G ncinnati boat for New Ol eans; or on a G ncinnati boat--
either is correct; the forner is the eastern formof putting it,

the latter the western.

M. Dickens declined to agree that the M ssissippi steanboats
were 'magnificent,' or that they were 'floating pal aces,'--
terns which had al ways been applied to them terns which did not

over-express the admration with which the people viewed them

M. Dickens's position was unassail abl e, possibly; the people's
position was certainly unassailable. [If M. D ckens was

conmparing these boats with the crown jewels; or with the Taj,

or with the Matterhorn; or with sone other priceless or wonderfu
thi ng which he had seen, they were not magnificent--he was right.

The peopl e conpared themw th what they had seen; and, thus neasured,
thus judged, the boats were magnificent--the termwas the correct one,
it was not at all too strong. The people were as right as was

M. Dickens. The steanboats were finer than anything on shore.
Conpared with superior dwelling-houses and first-class hotels in

the Valley, they were indubitably magnificent, they were 'pal aces.

To a few people living in New Ol eans and St. Louis, they were

not magni ficent, perhaps; not palaces; but to the great majority

of those popul ations, and to the entire popul ati ons spread over

bot h banks between Baton Rouge and St. Louis, they were pal aces;

they tallied with the citizen's dream of what magnificence was,

and satisfied it.

Every town and village along that vast stretch of double
river-frontage had a best dwelling, finest dwelling, mansion,--

the hone of its wealthiest and nost conspicuous citizen



It is easy to describe it: |large grassy yard, with paling
fence painted white--in fair repair; brick walk fromgate

to door; big, square, two-story 'frane' house, painted white
and porticoed like a Grecian tenple--with this difference,
that the inmposing fluted colums and Corinthian capitals
were a pathetic sham being nmade of white pine, and painted,
i ron knocker; brass door knob--discolored, for |ack

of polishing. Wthin, an uncarpeted hall, of planed boards;
opening out of it, a parlor, fifteen feet by fifteen--

in sonme instances five or ten feet larger; ingrain carpet;
mahogany center-table; lanp on it, with green-paper shade--
standing on a gridiron, so to speak, made of high-col ored yarns,
by the young | adi es of the house, and called a | anp-nat;
several books, piled and disposed, with cast-iron exactness,
according to an inherited and unchangeabl e pl an; anong them
Tupper, nuch penciled; also, 'Friendship's Ofering,

and 'Affection's Weath,' with their sappy inanities illustrated
in die-away nezzotints; also, Gssian; 'Alonzo and Melissa:
maybe 'Ivanhoe:' also 'Album' full of original 'poetry

of the Thou- hast-wounded-the-spirit-that-Ioved-thee breed,
two or three goody-goody works--'Shepherd of Salisbury Plain,
etc.; current nunmber of the chaste and i nnocuous Godey's
'Lady's Book,' with painted fashion-plate of wax-figure
worren with nouths all alike--lips and eyelids the sane size--
each five-foot wonan with a two-inch wedge sticking from
under her dress and letting-on to be half of her foot.
Pol i shed air-tight stove (new and deadly invention), wth

pi pe passing through a board which closes up the discarded
good old fireplace. On each end of the wooden mantel,

over the fireplace, a | arge basket of peaches and other fruits,
natural size, all done in plaster, rudely, or in wax,

and painted to resenble the originals--which they don't. Over

m ddl e of mantel, engraving--Wshington Crossing the Del aware;



on the wall by the door, copy of it done in thunder-and-I|i ghtning
crewel s by one of the young | adi es--work of art which would

have made Washi ngton hesitate about crossing, if he could

have foreseen what advantage was going to be taken of it.

Pi ano--kettle in disguise--with nmusic, bound and unbound,

piled onit, and on a stand near by: Battle of Prague;

Bird Waltz; Arkansas Travel er; Rosin the Bow, Marseilles Hym;

On a Lone Barren Isle (St. Helena); The Last Link is Broken

She wore a Weath of Roses the Night when | ast we net;

Go, forget ne, Wiy should Sorrow o' er that Brow a Shadow fling
Hours there were to Menory Dearer; Long, Long Ago; Days of Absence;
A Life on the OCcean Wave, a Home on the Rolling Deep; Bird at Sea;
and spread open on the rack, where the plaintive singer has left it,
RO hol |l on, silver MOO hoon, guide the TRAV-el-lerr his WAY, etc
Tilted pensively against the piano, a guitar--guitar capable

of playing the Spanish Fandango by itself, if you give it a start.
Frantic work of art on the wall--pious notto, done on the prenises,
sometines in colored yarns, sonetines in faded grasses

progenitor of the 'God Bl ess Qur Hone' of nodern comerce.

Framed in black noldings on the wall, other works of arts,
conceived and coimmitted on the premi ses, by the young | adies;

bei ng gri m bl ack-and-white crayons; |andscapes, nostly:

| ake, solitary sail-boat, petrified clouds, pre-geological trees
on shore, anthracite precipice; nanme of crimnal conspicuous

in the corner. Lithograph, Napoleon Crossing the Al ps.

Li t hograph, The G ave at St. Helena. Steel-plates, Trunbull's
Battle of Bunker Hill, and the Sally from G braltar

Copper-pl ates, Mses Smiting the Rock, and Return of the

Prodigal Son. In big gilt frame, slander of the famly in oil:
papa hol ding a book (' Constitution of the United States');

gui tar | eaning agai nst manma, blue ribbons fluttering fromits neck
the young ladies, as children, in slippers and scall oped pantelettes,

one enbracing toy horse, the other beguiling kitten with bal



of yarn, and both sinpering up at mamm, who si npers back

These persons all fresh, raw, and red--apparently skinned.

Qpposite, in gilt frame, grandpa and grandma, at thirty and
twenty-two, stiff, old-fashioned, high-collared, puff-sleeved,
glaring pallidly out froma background of solid Egyptian night.
Under a gl ass French cl ock done, |arge bouquet of stiff

flowers done in corpsy-white wax. Pyram dal what - not

in the corner, the shelves occupied chiefly with bric-a-brac

of the period, disposed with an eye to best effect:

shell, with the Lord's Prayer carved on it; another shell--

of the Iong-oval sort, narrow, straight orifice, three inches |ong,
running fromend to end--portrait of Washington carved on it;

not well done; the shell had Washington's nouth, originally--
artist should have built to that. These two are nenorials of

the Il ong-ago bridal trip to New Ol eans and the French Market.

O her bric-a-brac: Californian 'specinmens'--quartz,

with gold wart adhering; old CGuinea-gold | ocket, with circlet

of ancestral hair init; Indian arrow heads, of flint;

pai r of bead nobccasins, fromuncle who crossed the Plains;

three '"alum baskets of various col ors--being skeleton-frane of wre,
cl ot hed-on with cubes of crystallized alumin the rock-candy style--
wor ks of art which were achieved by the young | adies; their doubles
and duplicates to be found upon all what-nots in the |and;
convention of desiccated bugs and butterflies pinned to a card,

pai nted toy-dog, seated upon bellows-attachnent--drops its

under jaw and squeaks when pressed upon; sugar-candy rabbit--

Iinbs and features nerged together, not strongly defined;

pewt er presidential-canpaign nedal; niniature card-board wood- sawyer
to be attached to the stove-pipe and operated by the heat;

smal | Napol eon, done in wax; spread-open daguerreotypes

of dimchildren, parents, cousins, aunts, and friends,

in all attitudes but customary ones; no tenpled portico at back

and manufactured | andscape stretching away in the distance--



that cane in later, with the photograph; all these vague figures
I avi shly chai ned and ringed--netal indicated and secured

from doubt by stripes and splashes of vivid gold bronze;

all of themtoo nmuch conbed, too nmuch fixed up; and all of them
unconfortable in inflexible Sunday-cl othes of a pattern which
the spectator cannot realize could ever have been in fashion
husband and wi fe generally grouped together--husband sitting,

wi fe standing, with hand on his shoul der--and both preserving,
all these fading years, sone traceable effect of the daguerreotypist's
brisk '"Now smle, if you please!'" Bracketed over what-not--

pl ace of special sacredness--an outrage in water-color, done

by the young niece that came on a visit |long ago, and di ed.

Pity, too; for she m ght have repented of this in tine.
Horse-hair chairs, horse-hair sofa which keeps sliding from
under you. W ndow shades, of oil stuff, with mlk-maids

and ruined castles stenciled on themin fierce colors.

Lanbr equi ns dependent from gaudy boxi ngs of beaten tin, gilded.
Bedrooms with rag carpets; bedsteads of the 'corded sort,

with a sag in the mddle, the cords needing tightening;

snuffy feather-bed--not aired often enough; cane-seat chairs,
splint-bottonmed rocker; | ooking-glass on wall, school -slate size,
veneered frame; inherited bureau; wash-bow and pitcher, possibly--
but not certainly; brass candlestick, tallow candle, snuffers.
Not hing else in the room Not a bathroomin the house;

and no visitor likely to cone al ong who has ever seen

one.

That was the residence of the principal citizen, all the way from

the suburbs of New Oleans to the edge of St. Louis. Wen he stepped
aboard a big fine steanboat, he entered a new and narvel ous worl d:

chi mey-tops cut to counterfeit a spraying crown of plunes--

and maybe painted red; pilot-house, hurricane deck, boiler-deck guards,

all garnished with white wooden filigree work of fanciful patterns;



gilt acorns topping the derricks; gilt deer-horns over the big bell
gaudy synbolical picture on the paddl e-box, possibly; big roony

boi | er-deck, painted blue, and furnished with Wndsor arnthairs;
inside, a far-receding snowwhite 'cabin;' porcelain knob and oil-picture
on every stateroom door; curving patterns of filigree-work touched
up with gilding, stretching overhead all down the converging vista;
big chandeliers every little way, each an April shower of

glittering gl ass-drops; lovely rainbowlight falling everywhere
fromthe col ored glazing of the skylights; the whole a | ong-drawn,
respl endent tunnel, a bew |l dering and soul -satisfying spectacle!

In the ladies' cabin a pink and white WIlton carpet, as soft as nush,
and glorified with a ravishing pattern of gigantic flowers.

Then the Bridal Chanber--the aninmal that invented that idea was stil
alive and unhanged, at that day--Bridal Chanber whose pretentious
flumrery was necessarily overawing to the now tottering intellect

of that hosannahing citizen. Every state-roomhad its couple

of cozy cl ean bunks, and perhaps a | ooki ng-glass and a snug cl oset;
and sonetimes there was even a washbow and pitcher, and part

of a towel which could be told fromnosquito netting by an expert--
t hough generally these things were absent, and the shirt-sleeved
passengers cl eansed thenselves at a long row of stationary bow s

in the barber shop, where were also public towels, public conbs,

and public soap.

Take the steanboat which |I have just described, and you have her
in her highest and finest, and nost pleasing, and confortable,
and satisfactory estate. Now cake her over with a | ayer

of ancient and obdurate dirt, and you have the Ci ncinnati
steaner awhile ago referred to. Not all over--only inside;

for she was ably officered in all departnents except the steward's.

But wash that boat and repaint her, and she would be about the

counterpart of the nost conplinented boat of the old flush tines:



for the steanboat architecture of the Wst has undergone no change

nei ther has steanboat furniture and ornanmentati on undergone any.

Chapter 39

Manuf act ures and M screants

WHERE t he river, in the Vicksburg region, used to be corkscrewed,
it is now conparatively straight--nmade so by cut-off;

a former distance of seventy miles is reduced to thirty-five. It
is a change which threw Vi cksburg' s nei ghbor, Delta, Louisiana
out into the country and ended its career as a river town.

Its whole river-frontage i s now occupi ed by a vast sand-bar
thickly covered with young trees--a growh which will magnify
itself into a dense forest by-and-bye, and conpletely hide

the exil ed town.

In due time we passed Grand Gulf and Rodney, of war fanme, and reached Natchez,
the |l ast of the beautiful hill-cities--for Baton Rouge, yet to cone,

is not on a hill, but only on high ground. Fanbus Natchez-under-the-hil

has not changed notably in twenty years; in outward aspect--

judging by the descriptions of the ancient procession of foreign tourists--

it has not changed in sixty; for it is still small, straggling, and shabby.

It had a desperate reputation, norally, in the old keel -boating and

early steanboating tinmes--plenty of drinking, carousing, fisticuffing,

and killing there, anong the riff-raff of the river, in those days.

But Natchez-on-top-of-the-hill is attractive; has always been attractive.

Even Ms. Trollope (1827) had to confess its charns:

"At one or two points the wearisone level line is relieved
by bluffs, as they call the short intervals of high ground.
The town of Natchez is beautifully situated on one of those high spots.

The contrast that its bright green hill forms with the dismal |ine of black



forest that stretches on every side, the abundant growth of the pawpaw,
pal retto and orange, the copious variety of sweet-scented flowers

that flourish there, all make it appear like an oasis in the desert.
Natchez is the furthest point to the north at which oranges

ripen in the open air, or endure the winter w thout shelter

Wth the exception of this sweet spot, | thought all the little towns

and villages we passed wetched-1o0oking in the extrene.'

Nat chez, like her near and far river neighbors, has railways now,
and is adding to them-pushing themhither and thither into al
rich outlying regions that are naturally tributary to her

And |ike Vicksburg and New Ol eans, she has her ice-factory:

she nakes thirty tons of ice a day. In Vicksburg and Natchez,
inmy time, ice was jewelry; none but the rich could wear it.

But anybody and everybody can have it now. | visited one of

the ice-factories in New Ol eans, to see what the polar regions

m ght | ook |ike when lugged into the edge of the tropics.

But there was nothing striking in the aspect of the place.

It was nmerely a spaci ous house, with sone innocent steam nachinery
in one end of it and sone big porcelain pipes running here and there.
No, not porcelain--they nerely seened to be; they were iron

but the ammoni a whi ch was bei ng breat hed through them had coated
themto the thickness of your hand with solid mlk-white ice.

It ought to have nelted; for one did not require winter clothing
in that atnosphere: but it did not nelt; the inside of the pipe

was too col d.

Sunk into the floor were nunberless tin boxes, a foot square and two

feet long, and open at the top end. These were full of clear water;

and around each box, salt and other proper stuff was packed; also, the anmonia
gases were applied to the water in sone way which will always remain

a secret to ne, because | was not able to understand the process.

While the water in the boxes gradually froze, men gave it a stir or



two with a stick occasionally--to liberate the air-bubbles, | think

O her nen were continually lifting out boxes whose contents had becone
hard frozen. They gave the box a single dip into a vat of boiling water,
to nelt the block of ice free fromits tin coffin, then they shot

the bl ock out upon a platformcar, and it was ready for market.

These big bl ocks were hard, solid, and crystal-clear. In certain of them
bi g bouquets of fresh and brilliant tropical flowers had been frozen-in;
in others, beautiful silken-clad French dolls, and other pretty objects.
These bl ocks were to be set on end in a platter, in the center of
dinner-tables, to cool the tropical air; and also to be ornanental,

for the flowers and things inprisoned in themcould be seen as through
plate glass. | was told that this factory could retail its ice, by wagon,
t hroughout New Ol eans, in the hunbl est dwelling-house quantities,

at six or seven dollars a ton, and make a sufficient profit.

This being the case, there is business for ice-factories in the North;

for we get ice on no such terns there, if one take | ess than three hundred

and fifty pounds at a delivery.

The Rosalie Yarn MI1, of Natchez, has a capacity of 6,000 spindles and

160 | oons, and enpl oys 100 hands. The Natchez Cotton MI|s Conpany began
operations four years ago in a two-story building of 50 x 190 feet, with 4,000
spindl es and 128 | oons; capital $105,000, all subscribed in the town.

Two years later, the sanme stockholders increased their capital to $225, 000;
added a third story to the mll, increased its length to 317 feet;

added machinery to increase the capacity to 10, 300 spindles and 304 | oons.

The conpany now enpl oy 250 operatives, many of whomare citizens of Natchez.
"The m |l works 5,000 bales of cotton annually and manufactures

the best standard quality of brown shirtings and sheetings and drills,

turni ng out 5,000, 000 yards of these goods per year.'<footnote [New
Ol eans Tinmes-Denocrat, 26 Aug, 1882.]> A close corporation--stock held

at $5,000 per share, but none in the market.

The changes in the Mssissippi River are great and strange,



yet were to be expected; but | was not expecting to live to see
Nat chez and these other river towns becone manufacturing

stronghol ds and railway centers.

Speaki ng of manufactures remnds ne of a talk upon that topic

whi ch | heard--which | overheard--on board the C ncinnati boat.

| awoke out of a fretted sleep, with a dull confusion of voices in ny ears.
I listened--two nmen were tal king; subject, apparently, the great inundation
| | ooked out through the open transom The two nmen were eating

a |late breakfast; sitting opposite each other; nobody el se around.

They closed up the inundation with a few words--having used it,

evidently, as a nere ice-breaker and acquai nt anceshi p- breeder--

then they dropped into business. It soon transpired that they

were drummrers--one belonging in Cincinnati, the other in New Ol eans.

Bri sk men, energetic of novenent and speech; the dollar their god,

how to get it their religion

"Now as to this article,' said Cncinnati, slashing into the ostensible
butter and holding forward a slab of it on his knife-bl ade,

"it's fromour house; look at it--snmell of it--taste it.

Put any test on it you want to. Take your own time--no hurry--

make it thorough. There now-what do you say? butter, ain't it.

Not by a thundering sight--it's ol eomargarine! Yes, sir, that's what
it is--oleomargarine. You can't tell it frombutter; by George,

an EXPERT can't. It's fromour house. W supply nost of the boats

in the West; there's hardly a pound of butter on one of them

We are craw ing right along--JUWING right along is the word.

We are going to have that entire trade. Yes, and the hotel trade, too.
You are going to see the day, pretty soon, when you can't find

an ounce of butter to bless yourself with, in any hotel in

the M ssissippi and Ohio Valleys, outside of the biggest cities.

Why, we are turning out ol eonmargari ne NOW by the thousands of tons.

And we can sell it so dirt-cheap that the whol e country has



GOT to take it--can't get around it you see. Butter don't
stand any show-there ain't any chance for conpetition
Butter's had its DAY--and fromthis out, butter goes to the wall.

There's nore noney in ol eonmargari ne than--why, you can't

i magi ne the business we do. |'ve stopped in every town from
Cincinnati to Natchez; and |'ve sent honme big orders from every

one of them'

And so-forth and so-on, for ten mnutes longer, in the sanme fervid strain.

Then New Ol eans pi ped up and sai d- -

Yes, it's a first-rate imtation, that's a certainty;
but it ain't the only one around that's first-rate. For instance,
they make olive-oil out of cotton-seed oil, nowadays, so that you

can't tell them apart.

"Yes, that's so,' responded Cincinnati, 'and it was a tip-top

busi ness for a while. They sent it over and brought it back from
France and Italy, with the United States custom house mark on it

to indorse it for genuine, and there was no end of cash in it;

but France and Italy broke up the gane--of course they naturally woul d.
Cracked on such a rattling inpost that cotton-seed olive-oil couldn't

stand the raise; had to hang up and quit.

"Ch, it DID, didit? You wait here a m nute.

CGoes to his state-room brings back a couple of long bottles,

and takes out the corks--says:

"There now, snell them taste them exanmine the bottles, inspect the |abels.
One of "m's from Europe, the other's never been out of this country.
One's European olive-o0il, the other's American cotton-seed olive-oil.

Tell "mapart? 'Course you can't. Nobody can. People that want to,



can go to the expense and trouble of shipping their oils to Europe and back- -
it's their privilege; but our firmknows a trick worth six of that.

We turn out the whole thing--clean fromthe word go--in our factory

in Nw Oleans: |labels, bottles, oil, everything. Wll, no, not |abels:
been buyi ng them abroad--get themdirt-cheap there. You see,

there's just one little wee speck, essence, or whatever it is,

in a gallon of cotton-seed oil, that give it a snell, or a flavor

or sonething--get that out, and you're all right--perfectly easy then

to turn the oil into any kind of oil you want to, and there ain't anybody
that can detect the true fromthe false. WlIlIl, we know how to get

that one little particle out--and we're the only firmthat does.

And we turn out an olive-oil that is just sinply perfect--undetectable!

We are doing a ripping trade, too--as | could easily show you by ny
order-book for this trip. Mybe you'll butter everybody's bread pretty soon
but we'll cotton-seed his salad for himfromthe Gulf to Canada, and that's

a dead-certain thing.

C ncinnati glowed and flashed with admration
The two scoundrel s exchanged busi ness-cards, and rose.

As they left the table, G ncinnati said--

"But you have to have custom house marks, don't you?

How do you nmanage that?

| did not catch the answer.

We passed Port Hudson, scene of two of the nost terrific episodes of the war--
the night-battle there between Farragut's fleet and the Confederate

| and batteries, April 14th, 1863; and the menorable | and battle,

two nonths |ater, which | asted eight hours--eight hours of exceptionally
fierce and stubborn fighting--and ended, finally, in the repul se

of the Union forces with great slaughter



Chapter 40

Castles and Culture

BATON ROUGE was clothed in flowers, like a bride--no, nuch nore so;

Ii ke a greenhouse. For we were in the absolute South now -

no nodi fications, no conprom ses, no hal f-way neasures.

The magnolia-trees in the Capitol grounds were lovely and fragrant,
with their dense rich foliage and huge snow ball bl ossons.

The scent of the flower is very sweet, but you want distance on it,
because it is so powerful. They are not good bedroom bl ossons- -

they mght suffocate one in his sleep. W were certainly in the South
at last; for here the sugar region begins, and the plantations--

vast green levels, with sugar-mll and negro quarters clustered together
in the mddle distance--were in view And there was a tropical sun

overhead and a tropical swelter in the air.

And at this point, also, begins the pilot's paradise:
a wide river hence to New Ol eans, abundance of water from shore

to shore, and no bars, snags, sawyers, or wecks in his road.

Sir Walter Scott is probably responsible for the Capitol building;
for it is not conceivable that this little shamcastle woul d

ever have been built if he had not run the people mad, a couple
of generations ago, with his nmedi eval romances. The South has
not yet recovered fromthe debilitating influence of his books.
Admiration of his fantastic heroes and their grotesque

"chivalry' doings and romantic juvenilities still survives here,
in an atnosphere in which is already perceptible the whol esone
and practical nineteenth-century snell of cotton-factories

and | oconotives; and traces of its inflated | anguage and ot her

wi ndy hunbuggeries survive along with it. It is pathetic enough,
that a whitewashed castle, with turrets and things--materials al

ungenui ne within and without, pretending to be what they are not--



shoul d ever have been built in this otherw se honorabl e place;

but it is nuch nore pathetic to see this architectural falsehood
under goi ng restoration and perpetuation in our day, when it

woul d have been so easy to let dynamte finish what a charitable
fire began, and then devote this restoration-noney to the building

of somet hi ng genui ne.

Bat on Rouge has no patent on imtation castles, however, and no nonopoly
of them Here is a picture fromthe adverti senent of the 'Female Institute

of Col unbi a; Tennessee. The following remark is fromthe sanme advertisenent--

"The Institute building has | ong been famed as a nodel of striking
and beautiful architecture. Visitors are charmed with its resenbl ance
to the old castles of song and story, with its towers, turreted walls,

and ivy-mant| ed porches.

Keepi ng school in a castle is a romantic thing; as romantic as keeping

hotel in a castle.

By itself the imtation castle is doubtless harm ess, and well enough;

but as a synbol and breeder and sustainer of nmaudlin M ddl e-Age romantici sm
here in the mdst of the plainest and sturdiest and infinitely greatest

and worthiest of all the centuries the world has seen, it is necessarily

a hurtful thing and a m st ake.

Here is an extract fromthe prospectus of a Kentucky 'Fenal e Coll ege.
Fermal e col | ege sounds wel |l enough; but since the phrasing it in

that unjustifiable way was done purely in the interest of brevity,

it seens to ne that she-coll ege would have been still better--
because shorter, and nmeans the sane thing: that is, if either phrase

means anything at all--

"The president is southern by birth, by rearing, by education

and by sentinent; the teachers are all southern in sentinent,



and with the exception of those born in Europe were born and raised
in the south. Believing the southern to be the highest type of
civilization this continent has seen,' the young<footnote (long one)

[ITTustrations of it thoughtlessly onitted by the advertiser:

KNOXVI LLE, Tenn., GCctober 19.--This norning a few m nutes

after ten o' clock, General Joseph A. Mabry, Thomas O Connor,
and Joseph A Mabry, Jr., were killed in a shooting affray.

The difficulty began yesterday afternoon by General Mbry
attacking Major O Connor and threatening to kill him

This was at the fair grounds, and O Connor told Mabry

that it was not the place to settle their difficulties.

Mabry then told O Connor he should not Iive.

It seens that Mabry was arned and O Connor was not.

The cause of the difficulty was an old feud about the transfer
of some property from Mabry to O Connor. Later in the afternoon
Mabry sent word to O Connor that he would kill himon sight.

Thi s norning Maj or O Connor was standing in the door of

the Mechani cs' National Bank, of which he was president.

General Mabry and another gentl erman wal ked down Gay Street on
the opposite side fromthe bank. O Connor stepped into the bank,
got a shot gun, took deliberate aimat General Mabry and fired.
Mabry fell dead, being shot in the left side. As he fell

O Connor fired again, the shot taking effect in Mabry's thigh.
O Connor then reached into the bank and got another shot gun.
About this tinme Joseph A Mabry, Jr., son of General Mabry,
cane rushing down the street, unseen by O Connor until w thin
forty feet, when the young man fired a pistol, the shot taking
effect in O Connor's right breast, passing through the body near
the heart. The instant Mabry shot, O Connor turned and fired,
the | oad taking effect in young Mabry's right breast and side.
Mabry fell pierced with twenty buckshot, and al nbst instantly

O Connor fell dead without a struggle. Mbry tried to rise,



but fell back dead. The whole tragedy occurred wthin

two m nutes, and neither of the three spoke after he was shot.
General Mabry had about thirty buckshot in his body.

A bystander was painfully wounded in the thigh with a buckshot,
and anot her was wounded in the arm Four other nmen had their
clothing pierced by buckshot. The affair caused great excitenent,
and Gay Street was thronged with thousands of people.

General Mabry and his son Joe were acquitted only a few

days ago of the nmurder of Mdses Lusby and Don Lusby,

father and son, whomthey killed a few weeks ago.

W1l Mabry was killed by Don Lusby last Christmas. Major Thomas
O Connor was President of the Mechanics' National Bank here,

and was the weal thiest man in the State.--ASSCCl ATED PRESS

TELEGRAM

One day | ast nonth, Professor Sharpe, of the Sonerville,

Tenn., Fenmale College, 'a quiet and gentlemanly nan,' was told that
his brother-in-law, a Captain Burton, had threatened to kill him
Burton, t seens, had already killed one man and driven his knife
into another. The Professor arned himself with a doubl e-barrel ed
shot gun, started out in search of his brother-in-law, found
himplaying billiards in a saloon, and blew his brains out.

The ' Menphi s Aval anche' reports that the Professor's course net
with pretty general approval in the comunity; knowi ng that the |aw
was powerless, in the actual condition of public sentinent,

to protect him he protected hinself.

About the sane tinme, two young nen in North Carolina quarreled

about a girl, and 'hostile nessages' were exchanged.

Friends tried to reconcile them but had their |abor for their pains.
On the 24th the young nen net in the public highway.

One of them had a heavy club in his hand, the other an ax.

The man with the club fought desperately for his life, but it



was a hopeless fight fromthe first. A well-directed bl ow
sent his club whirling out of his grasp, and the next nonent

he was a dead man.

About the sanme tinme, two 'highly connected' young Virginians,

clerks in a hardware store at Charlottesville, while 'skyl arking,
came to blows. Peter Dick threw pepper in Charles Roads's eyes;
Roads denanded an apol ogy; Dick refused to give it, and it

was agreed that a duel was inevitable, but a difficulty arose;
the parties had no pistols, and it was too | ate at night

to procure them One of them suggested that butcher-knives
woul d answer the purpose, and the other accepted the suggestion
the result was that Roads fell to the floor with a gash

in his abdonen that nay or may not prove fatal

If Dick has been arrested, the news has not reached us.

He 'expressed deep regret,' and we are told by a Staunton
correspondent of the PHI LADELPHI A PRESS that 'every effort has
been made to hush the matter up.'--EXTRACTS FROM THE PUBLI C
JOURNALS. ] > |l adies are trained according to the southern ideas
of delicacy, refinenent, wonanhood, religion, and propriety;
hence we offer a first-class female college for the south and

solicit southern patronage.

What, warder, ho! the man that can bl ow so conpl acent a blast as that,

probably blows it froma castle.

From Bat on Rouge to New Ol eans, the great sugar plantations border
both sides of the river all the way, and stretch their | eague-w de
| evel s back to the dimforest-walls of bearded cypress in the rear
Shores lonely no longer. Plenty of dwellings all the way,

on both banks--standi ng so cl ose together, for |ong distances,

that the broad river |ying between the two rows, becones a sort

of spacious street. A nost hone-Ilike and happy-| ooki ng region



And now and then you see a pillared and porticoed great nanor-house,
enbowered in trees. Here is testinony of one or two of the procession
of foreign tourists that filed along here half a century ago.

Ms. Trollope says--

' The unbroken flatness of the banks of the M ssissippi continued unvaried
for many mles above New Ol eans; but the graceful and |uxuriant pal netto,
the dark and noble ilex, and the bright orange, were everywhere to be seen

and it was many days before we were weary of |ooking at them'

Captain Basil Hall--

"The district of country which lies adjacent to the M ssissippi
in the |lower parts of Louisiana, is everywhere thickly

peopl ed by sugar planters, whose showy houses, gay piazzas,
trig gardens, and numerous slave-villages, all clean and neat,

gave an exceedingly thriving air to the river scenery.

Al'l the procession paint the attractive picture in the same way.
The descriptions of fifty years ago do not need to have a word
changed in order to exactly describe the sane region as it
appears to-day--except as to the "trigness' of the houses.

The whitewash is gone fromthe negro cabins now, and nany,

possi bly nmost, of the big mansions, once so shining white,

have worn out their paint and have a decayed, neglected | ook

It is the blight of the war. Twenty-one years ago everything was
trimand trig and bright along the 'coast,' just as it had been

in 1827, as described by those tourists.

Unfortunate tourists! People hunmbugged themw th stupid and silly lies,
and then | aughed at them for believing and printing the sane.
They told Ms. Trollope that the alligators--or crocodiles, as she calls them-

were terrible creatures; and backed up the statenent with a bl ood-curdling



account of how one of these slandered reptiles crept into a squatter

cabin one night, and ate up a woman and five children. The wonan,

by herself, would have satisfied any ordinarily-inpossible alligator

but no, these liars nust nake himgorge the five children besides.

One woul d not imagine that jokers of this robust breed would be sensitive--
but they were. It is difficult, at this day, to understand,

and inpossible to justify, the reception which the book of the grave,
honest, intelligent, gentle, manly, charitable, well-meaning Capt. Basi

Hall got. Ms. Trollope's account of it may perhaps entertain the reader

therefore | have put it in the Appendi x. <footnote [ See Appendix C. ]>

Chapter 41

The Metropolis of the South

THE approaches to New Ol eans were faniliar; general aspects were unchanged.
When one goes flying through London along a railway propped in the air on
tall arches, he may inspect nmiles of upper bedroons through the open w ndows,
but the | ower half of the houses is under his | evel and out of sight.
Similarly, in high-river stage, in the New Ol eans region, the water is up
to the top of the enclosing levee-rim the flat country behind it lies | ow-
representing the bottomof a dish--and as the boat swi ns al ong, high on

the flood, one | ooks down upon the houses and into the upper w ndows.

There is nothing but that frail breastwork of earth between the people

and destruction.

The old brick salt-warehouses clustered at the upper end of the city
| ooked as they had al ways | ooked; warehouses which had had a kind

of Aladdin's |anp experience, however, since | had seen them

for when the war broke out the proprietor went to bed one night

| eavi ng them packed with thousands of sacks of vulgar salt,

worth a couple of dollars a sack, and got up in the norning and found
his nountain of salt turned into a nmountain of gold, so to speak

so suddenly and to so dizzy a height had the war news sent up



the price of the article.

The vast reach of plank wharves renmai ned unchanged, and there were
as many ships as ever: but the long array of steanboats had vani shed;

not altogether, of course, but not rmuch of it was left.

The city itself had not changed--to the eye. It had greatly increased
in spread and popul ati on, but the | ook of the town was not altered.

The dust, waste-paper-littered, was still deep in the streets;

the deep, trough-like gutters alongside the curbstones were still half
full of reposeful water with a dusty surface; the sidewal ks were still--
in the sugar and bacon regi on--encunbered by casks and barrels

and hogsheads; the great blocks of austerely plain comrercial houses

were as dusty-looking as ever.

Canal Street was finer, and nore attractive and stirring than fornerly,
with its drifting crowds of people, its several processions of hurrying
Street-cars, and--toward evening--its broad second-story verandas crowded

with gentlenen and | adies clothed according to the |atest node.

Not that there is any 'architecture' in Canal Street: to speak

in broad, general terns, there is no architecture in New Ol eans,

except in the ceneteries. It seens a strange thing to say of a wealthy,
far-seeing, and energetic city of a quarter of a million inhabitants,

but it is true. There is a huge granite U S. Custom house--costly enough
genui ne enough, but as a decoration it is inferior to a gasoneter

It looks like a state prison. But it was built before the war.

Architecture in Arerica nay be said to have been born since the war.

New Ol eans, | believe, has had the good luck--and in a sense the bad | uck--
to have had no great fire in late years. It nust be so. |If the opposite
had been the case, | think one would be able to tell the "burnt district

by the radical inprovenent in its architecture over the old forns.

One can do this in Boston and Chicago. The 'burnt district' of Boston



was conmonpl ace before the fire; but now there is no comrercial district
in any city in the world that can surpass it--or perhaps even rival it--

in beauty, elegance, and tasteful ness.

However, New Ol eans has begun--just this nonent, as one nay say.

When conpl eted, the new Cotton Exchange will be a stately and

beauti ful building; nmassive, substantial, full of architectural graces;
no shans or fal se pretenses or uglinesses about it anywhere.

To the city, it will be worth many tines its cost, for it wll

breed its species. VWhat has been | acking hitherto, was a node

to build toward; sonething to educate eye and taste; a SUGGESTER

so to speak.

The city is well outfitted with progressive nmen--thinking, sagacious,

| ong- headed nen. The contrast between the spirit of the city and

the city's architecture is like the contrast between waking and sl eep
Apparently there is a 'boom in everything but that one dead feature.

The water in the gutters used to be stagnant and sliny, and a potent

di sease-breeder; but the gutters are flushed now, two or three tines a day,
by powerful machinery; in many of the gutters the water never stands still,
but has a steady current. Qher sanitary inprovenents have been made

and with such effect that New Ol eans clainms to be (during the |ong

i nterval s between the occasional yellowfever assaults) one of the
healthiest cities in the Union. There's plenty of ice now for everybody,
manufactured in the town. It is a driving place comercially, and has

a great river, ocean, and railway business. At the date of our visit,

it was the best lighted city in the Union, electrically speaking.

The New Orleans electric lights were nore nunerous than those of New York,
and very much better. One had this nodified noonday not only in Cana

and sone nei ghboring chief streets, but all along a stretch of five

mles of river frontage. There are good clubs in the city now -

several of them but recently organized--and inviting nodern-style pleasure

resorts at West End and Spanish Fort. The tel ephone is everywhere.



One of the nobst notable advances is in journalism The newspapers,

as | remenber them were not a striking feature. Now they are.

Money is spent upon themwith a free hand. They get the news, let it cost
what it may. The editorial work is not hack-grinding, but literature.

As an exanmple of New Orleans journalistic achievenent, it my be

mentioned that the 'Tinmes-Denocrat' of August 26, 1882, contained a

report of the year's business of the towns of the M ssissippi Valley,
fromNew Oleans all the way to St. Paul --two thousand m | es.

That issue of the paper consisted of forty pages; seven colums to the page;
two hundred and eighty colums in all; fifteen hundred words to the col um,;
an aggregate of four hundred and twenty thousand words. That is to say,
not nuch short of three tinmes as nmany words as there are in this book

One may with sorrow contrast this with the architecture of New Ol eans.

| have been speaking of public architecture only. The domestic
article in New Ol eans is reproachl ess, notwi thstanding it
remains as it always was. All the dwellings are of wood--

in the Arerican part of the town, | nean--and all have a
confortable I ook. Those in the wealthy quarter are spacious;
pai nted snowwhite usually, and generally have w de verandas,
or doubl e-verandas, supported by ornanmental col ums.

These mansions stand in the center of |arge grounds,

and rise, garlanded with roses, out of the mdst of swelling
masses of shining green foliage and nany-col ored bl ossons.

No houses could well be in better harnmony with their surroundi ngs,

or nore pleasing to the eye, or nore hone-like and confortabl e-1ooki ng.

One even becones reconciled to the cistern presently; this is a nighty cask
pai nted green, and sonetines a couple of stories high, which is propped
agai nst the house-corner on stilts. There is a nmansion-and-brewery
suggesti on about the conbi nati on which seens very incongruous at first.

But the people cannot have wells, and so they take rain-water. Neither

can they conveniently have cellars, or graves, <footnote [The Israelites



are buried in graves--by permission, | take it, not requirenent;
but none el se, except the destitute, who are buried at public expense.

The graves are but three or four feet deep.]> the town being built upon

made' ground; so they do w thout both, and few of the |iving conplain,

and none of the others.

Chapter 42

Hygi ene and Senti nent

THEY bury their dead in vaults, above the ground. These vaults

have a resenbl ance to houses--sonetines to tenples; are built

of marble, generally; are architecturally graceful and shapely;

they face the wal ks and driveways of the cenetery; and when one

moves through the nidst of a thousand or so of them and sees their
white roofs and gables stretching into the distance on every hand,

the phrase 'city of the dead' has all at once a neaning to him

Many of the cemeteries are beautiful, and are kept in perfect order.
When one goes fromthe | evee or the business streets near it,

to a cenetery, he observes to hinself that if those people down there
would live as neatly while they are alive as they do after they are dead,
they would find nmany advantages in it; and besides, their quarter would
be the wonder and adniration of the business world. Fresh flowers,

in vases of water, are to be seen at the portals of nmany of the vaults:
pl aced there by the pious hands of bereaved parents and children
husbands and wi ves, and renewed daily. A mlder formof sorrow finds
its inexpensive and lasting remenbrancer in the coarse and ugly

but indestructible "imortelle --which is a weath or cross or some
such enblem nade of rosettes of black linen, with sonetines a yell ow
rosette at the conjunction of the cross's bars--kind of sorrowf ul
breast-pin, so to say. The imortelle requires no attention

you just hang it up, and there you are; just leave it alone, it will take

care of your grief for you, and keep it in nind better than you can



stands weather first-rate, and lasts like boiler-iron

On sunny days, pretty little chanel eons--gracefullest of |egged reptiles--
creep along the marble fronts of the vaults, and catch flies. Their changes
of color--as to variety--are not up to the creature's reputation

They change col or when a person cones al ong and hangs up an i nmortell e;

but that is nothing: any right-feeling reptile would do that.

I will gradually drop this subject of graveyards. | have been
trying all | could to get dowmn to the sentinmental part of it,
but | cannot acconplish it. | think there is no genuinely
sentimental part to it. It is all grotesque, ghastly, horrible.
G aveyards may have been justifiable in the bygone ages

when nobody knew that for every dead body put into the ground,
to glut the earth and the plant-roots, and the air wth

di sease-gerns, five or fifty, or maybe a hundred persons nust die
before their proper tine; but they are hardly justifiable now,
when even the children know that a dead saint enters upon

a century-long career of assassination the nonment the earth

cl oses over his corpse. It is a grimsort of a thought.

The relics of St. Anne, up in Canada, have now, after nineteen
hundred years, gone to curing the sick by the dozen

But it is nerest matter-of-course that these same relics

within a generation after St. Anne's death and buri al

MADE several thousand people sick. Therefore these

m racl e-performances are sinply conpensation, nothing nore.

St. Anne is somewhat slow pay, for a Saint, it is true

but better a debt paid after nineteen hundred years,

and outlawed by the statute of linitations, than not paid at all
and nost of the knights of the halo do not pay at all

Where you find one that pays--like St. Anne--you find

a hundred and fifty that take the benefit of the statute.

And none of them pay any nore than the principal of what they owe--



they pay none of the interest either sinple or conpound.

A Saint can never QU TE return the principal, however;

for his dead body KILLS people, whereas his relics HEAL only--
they never restore the dead to life. That part of the account is

al ways left unsettl ed.

"Dr. F. Julius Le Muyne, after fifty years of nedical practice, wote:
"The inhumation of human bodi es, dead frominfectious diseases,

results in constantly | oading the atnosphere, and polluting the waters,
with not only the gerns that rise fromsinply putrefaction, but also with

the SPECI FI C gerns of the diseases from which death resulted."

' The gases (fromburied corpses) will rise to the surface
through eight or ten feet of gravel, just as coal-gas wll do,

and there is practically nolimt to their power of escape.

"During the epidemic in New Oleans in 1853, Dr. E. H Barton
reported that in the Fourth District the nortality was four hundred
and fifty-two per thousand--nore than double that of any other.

In this district were three large ceneteries, in which during

the previous year nore than three thousand bodi es had been buri ed.
In other districts the proximty of ceneteries seened to

aggravat e the di sease.

"In 1828 Prof essor Bianchi denonstrated how the fearful reappearance
of the plague at Mbdena was caused by excavations in ground where,
THREE HUNDRED YEARS PREVI QUSLY, the victins of the pestilence had

been buried. M. Cooper, in explaining the causes of sone epidemcs,
remarks that the opening of the plague burial-grounds at Eyamresulted
in an i nmedi ate outbreak of disease.'--NORTH AMERI CAN REVI EW NO

3, vO.. 135.

In an address before the Chicago Medical Society, in advocacy of cremation



Dr. Charles W Purdy nade sone striking conparisons to show what a burden

is laid upon society by the burial of the dead:--

"One and one-fourth times nore noney is expended annually in funerals in
the United States than the Government expends for public-school purposes.
Funeral s cost this country in 1880 enough noney to pay the liabilities

of all the commercial failures in the United States during the sanme year
and give each bankrupt a capital of $8,630 with which to resume business.
Funeral s cost annually nore noney than the value of the conbined

gold and silver yield of the United States in the year 1880!

These figures do not include the suns invested in burial-grounds

and expended in tonbs and nonunents, nor the |oss from depreciation

of property in the vicinity of ceneteries.

For the rich, cremation would answer as well as burial

for the cerenonies connected with it could be made as costly

and ostentatious as a H ndu suttee; while for the poor,
cremati on woul d be better than burial, because so cheap<footnote
[Four or five dollars is the mninumcost.]>--so cheap unti

the poor got to imtating the rich, which they would do

by-and- bye. The adoption of cremation would relieve us of a nuck
of threadbare burial-witticisms; but, on the other hand,

it would resurrect a ot of mldewed old crenation-jokes

that have had a rest for two thousand years.

| have a col ored acquai ntance who earns his living by odd jobs and heavy
manual | abor. He never earns above four hundred dollars in a year

and as he has a wife and several young children, the closest scrinping
is necessary to get himthrough to the end of the twelve nonths debtl ess.
To such a man a funeral is a colossal financial disaster. Wile I was
witing one of the preceding chapters, this man lost a little child.

He wal ked the town over with a friend, trying to find a coffin that

was within his nmeans. He bought the very cheapest one he could find,



pl ain wood, stained. It cost himtwenty-six dollars. |t would have cost

| ess than four,

probably, if it had been built to put something usefu

He and his family will feel that outlay a good nmany nonths.

Chapter 43

The Art of | nhumation

ABOUT the sane tine, | encountered a nman in the street,

whom | had not seen for six or seven years; and sonething

like this talk followed. | said--

"But you used to | ook sad and ol di sh; you don't now.

Where did you get all this youth and bubbling cheerful ness?

G ve ne the address.'

He chuckled blithely, took off his shining tile, pointed to a notched

pink circlet of
on it, and went
Then he cl apped

and cried out--

"That's what's the natter!

paper pasted into its crown, with sonething lettered
on chuckling while I read, 'J. B ----, UNDERTAKER

his hat on, gave it an irreverent tilt to | eeward,

knew me--i nsurance-agency business, you know, m ghty irregular.

Big fire, all ri

after that, dul

ght--brisk trade for ten days while peopl e scared;

policy-business till next fire. Town like this don't

have fires often enough--a fellow strikes so many dull weeks in a row

that he gets discouraged. But you bet you, this is the business!

People don't wait for exanples to die. No, sir, they drop off

right along--there ain't any dull spots in the undertaker |ine.

| just started i

a hired hearse

nwth tw or three little old coffins and

and now | ook at the thing! 1've worked up

a business here that would satisfy any man, don't care who he is.

Fi ve years ago,

| odged in an attic; live in a swell house now,

It used to be rough tinmes with ne when you

i nto.



with a mansard roof, and all the npdern inconveni ences.

"Does a coffin pay so well. |Is there nuch profit on a coffin?

' Go-way! How you talk!' Then, with a confidential w nk, a dropping

of the voice, and an inpressive laying of his hand on ny arm

'Look here; there's one thing in this world which isn't ever cheap
That's a coffin. There's one thing in this world which a person don't
ever try to jew you down on. That's a coffin. There's one thing
inthis world which a person don't say--"I'Il look around a little
and if | find | can't do better I'll conme back and take it."

That's a coffin. There's one thing in this world which a person

won't take in pine if he can go wal nut; and won't take in wal nut

if he can go mahogany; and won't take in mahogany if he can go an iron
casket with silver door-plate and bronze handles. That's a coffin.
And there's one thing in this world which you don't have to worry
around after a person to get himto pay for. And that's a coffin.
Undert aki ng?--why it's the dead-surest business in Christendom

and t he nobbi est.

"Way, just look at it. A rich man won't have anything but your very best;
and you can just pile it on, too--pile it on and sock it to him-he won't
ever holler. And you take in a poor man, and if you work himright he'l
bust hinself on a single lay-out. O especially a wonan. F'r instance:
Ms. O Flaherty comes in--w dow -w ping her eyes and kind of npaning.

Unhandker chi efs one eye, bats it around tearfully over the stock; says--

"And fhat mght ye ask for that wan?"

"Thirty-nine dollars, nadam" says |

" "It 's a foine big price, sure, but Pat shall be buried like

a gintleman, as he was, if | have to work nme fingers off for it



1"l have that wan, sor.

' "Yes, madam " says |, "and it is a very good one, too; not costly,

to be sure, but in this life we nust cut our garnent to our clothes,

as the saying is.” And as she starts out, | heave in, kind of casually,
"This one with the white satin lining is a beauty, but | am afraid--
well, sixty-five dollars is a rather--rather--but no natter, | felt

obliged to say to Ms. O Shaughnessy--"

' "D ye mane to soy that Bridget O Shaughnessy bought the mate

to that joo-ul box to ship that dhrunken divil to Purgatory in?"

" "Yes, madam"

' "Then Pat shall go to heaven in the twinto it, if it takes
the last rap the O Flaherties can raise; and noind you

stick on sone extras, too, and I'lIl give ye another dollar."

"And as | lay-in with the livery stables, of course | don't forget to nention
that Ms. O Shaughnessy hired fifty-four dollars' worth of hacks and flung

as much style into Dennis's funeral as if he had been a duke or an assassin.
And of course she sails in and goes the O Shaughnessy about four hacks

and an omi bus better. That used to be, but that's all played now

that is, in this particular towmn. The Irish got to piling up hacks so,

on their funerals, that a funeral |left themragged and hungry for

two years afterward; so the priest pitched in and broke it all up

He don't allow themto have but two hacks now, and sometimes only one.

"Wll,'" said I, "if you are so light-hearted and jolly in ordinary tines,

what nmust you be in an epidemnic?

He shook hi s head.

"No, you're off, there. W don't like to see an epidemc.



An epidemic don't pay. Well, of course | don't nean that, exactly;
but it don't pay in proportion to the regular thing.

Don't it occur to you, why?'

" Thi nk."

"I can't inmagine. Wat is it?

"I't's just two things.

"Wll, what are they?

' One' s Enmbanmi ng.

"And what's the other?

"lce.'

"How is that?

"Wll, in ordinary tinmes, a person dies, and we lay himup in ice;
one day two days, maybe three, to wait for friends to cone.

Takes a lot of it--nelts fast. W charge jewelry rates for that ice
and war-prices for attendance. WIlIl, don't you know, when there's
an epidenic, they rush "emto the cenetery the nminute the breath's out.
No market for ice in an epidenmic. Same wth Emrbanmi ng

You take a fanmily that's able to enmbam and you've got a soft thing.
You can nmention sixteen different ways to do it--though there

AIN T only one or two ways, when you conme down to the bottom facts
of it--and they'l|l take the highest-priced way, every tine.

It's human nature--human nature in grief. It don't reason, you see

Time being, it don't care a dam Al it wants is physical immortality



for deceased, and they're willing to pay for it. Al you' ve got

to do is to just be ca'mand stack it up--they'll stand the racket.

Why, man, you can take a defunct that you couldn't G VE away; and get

your enbamming traps around you and go to work; and in a couple of hours
he is worth a cool six hundred--that's what HE' S worth. There ain't
anything equal to it but trading rats for di'nonds in tine of fanine.
Well, don't you see, when there's an epidenic, people don't wait to enbam
No, indeed they don't; and it hurts the business like hell-th, as we say--
hurts it like hell-th, HEALTH, see?--Qur little joke in the trade.

Vell, | must be going. Gve ne a call whenever you need any--1 mean,

when you're goi ng by, sonetine.

In his joyful high spirits, he did the exaggerating hinself,

i f any has been done. | have not enlarged on him

Wth the above brief references to i nhumation, let us |eave the subject.
As for me, | hope to be cremated. | nade that remark to ny pastor once,

who said, with what he seened to think was an inpressive manner--

"I wouldn't worry about that, if | had your chances.

Much he knew about it--the fanmily all so opposed to it.

Chapter 44

Cty Sights

THE ol d French part of New Ol eans--anciently the Spanish part--
bears no resenbl ance to the American end of the city:

the Anerican end which lies beyond the intervening

brick business-center. The houses are massed in bl ocks;

are austerely plain and dignified; uniformof pattern

with here and there a departure fromit with pleasant effect;

all are plastered on the outside, and nearly all have |ong,



iron-rail ed verandas running al ong the several stories.

Their chief beauty is the deep, warm varicolored stain

with which tine and the weat her have enriched the plaster

It harmonizes with all the surroundi ngs, and has as natura

a | ook of belonging there as has the flush upon sunset cl ouds.
This charm ng decoration cannot be successfully imtated,

neither is it to be found el sewhere in Anerica.

The iron railings are a specialty, also. The pattern is often
exceedingly light and dainty, and airy and graceful--with a |arge

ci pher or nonogramin the center, a delicate cobweb of baffling,
intricate forms, wought in steel. The ancient railings are hand- nmade,
and are now conparatively rare and proportionately val uable.

They are becone BRI C- A- BRAC.

The party had the privilege of idling through this ancient
quarter of New Oleans with the South's finest literary genius,
the author of "the Grandissinmes.' |In himthe South has found
a masterly delineator of its interior life and its history.

In truth, I find by experience, that the untrai ned eye and
vacant mind can inspect it, and learn of it, and judge of it,
nmore clearly and profitably in his books than by persona

contact with it.

Wth M. Cable along to see for you, and describe and explain and illuninate
a jog through that old quarter is a vivid pleasure. And you have a vivid
sense as of unseen or dimy seen things--vivid, and yet fitful and darkling;
you glinpse salient features, but lose the fine shades or catch them

i nperfectly through the vision of the imgination: a case, as it were,

of ignorant near-sighted stranger traversing the rimof w de vague hori zons

of Alps with an inspired and enlightened | ong-sighted native.

W visited the old St. Louis Hotel, now occupied by municipal offices.



There is nothing strikingly remarkabl e about it; but one can say of it

as of the Academy of Music in New York, that if a broomor a shovel has ever
been used in it there is no circunstantial evidence to back up the fact.

It is curious that cabbages and hay and things do not grow in the Acadeny

of Music; but no doubt it is on account of the interruption of the Iight by
the benches, and the inpossibility of hoeing the crop except in the aisles.
The fact that the ushers grow their buttonhol e-bouquets on the prenises
shows what mi ght be done if they had the right kind of an agricultural head

to the establishnent.

We visited al so the venerable Cathedral, and the pretty square in front of it;
the one dimwith religious light, the other brilliant with the worldly sort,
and lovely with orange-trees and bl ossony shrubs; then we drove in the hot sun
through the w | derness of houses and out on to the w de dead | evel beyond,
where the villas are, and the water wheels to drain the town, and the conmons
popul ous with cows and children; passing by an old cenetery where we were
told lie the ashes of an early pirate; but we took himon trust, and did

not visit him He was a pirate with a trenmendous and sangui nary history;

and as long as he preserved unspotted, in retirenent, the dignity of his

nane and the grandeur of his ancient calling, homage and reverence were his
fromhigh and | ow; but when at |ast he descended into politics and becane

a paltry alderman, the public 'shook' him and turned aside and wept.

When he died, they set up a nonunent over him and little by little he has
come into respect again; but it is respect for the pirate, not the al dernan.
To-day the |oyal and generous renenber only what he was, and charitably forget

what he becane.

Thence, we drove a few mles across a swanp, along a raised shell road,
with a canal on one hand and a dense wood on the other; and here and there,
in the distance, a ragged and angul ar-1inbed and noss-bearded cypress,

top standing out, clear cut against the sky, and as quaint of formas the
appl e-trees in Japanese pictures--such was our course and the surroundi ngs

of it. There was an occasional alligator swi nmring confortably al ong



in the canal, and an occasi onal picturesque colored person on the bank
flinging his statue-rigid reflection upon the still water and watching

for a bite.

And by-and-bye we reached the West End, a collection of hotels of

the usual light sumer-resort pattern, with broad verandas all around,

and the waves of the wi de and bl ue Lake Pontchartrain | apping the threshol ds.
We had di nner on a ground-veranda over the water--the chief dish the renowned

fish called the ponpano, delicious as the less crinmnal forns of sin.

Thousands of people cone by rail and carriage to West End and
to Spanish Fort every evening, and dine, listen to the bands,
take strolls in the open air under the electric lights,

go sailing on the lake, and entertain thenselves in various

and sundry other ways.

We had opportunities on other days and in other places to test the ponpano.
Not ably, at an editorial dinner at one of the clubs in the city.

He was in his |last possible perfection there, and justified his fane.

In his suite was a tall pyram d of scarlet cray-fish--large ones; as large
as one's thunb--delicate, palatable, appetizing. Al so deviled whitebait;
al so shrinps of choice quality; and a platter of small soft-shell crabs

of a nost superior breed. The other dishes were what one m ght get

at Del noni co's, or Bucki ngham Pal ace; those | have spoken of can be had

in simlar perfection in New Oleans only, | suppose.

In the West and South they have a new institution--the Broom Bri gade.
It is conposed of young | adies who dress in a uniform costune,

and go through the infantry drill, with broomin place of nusket.

It is a very pretty sight, on private view. Wen they perform

on the stage of a theater, in the blaze of colored fires,

it must be a fine and fascinating spectacle. | saw them go through
their conplex nmanual with grace, spirit, and adm rabl e precision

I saw them do everything which a human bei ng can possibly do with a broom



except sweep. | did not see themsweep. But | know they could |earn.
What they have already |earned proves that. And if they ever

shoul d | earn, and should go on the war-path down Tchoupitoul as

or sone of those other streets around there, those thoroughfares

woul d bear a greatly inproved aspect in a very few m nutes.

But the girls thensel ves wouldn't; so nothing would be really gained,

after all.

The drill was in the Washington Artillery building.

In this building we saw nany interesting relics of the war.
Also a fine oil-painting representing Stonewall Jackson's

last interview with General Lee. Both nen are on horseback.
Jackson has just ridden up, and is accosting Lee.

The picture is very valuable, on account of the portraits,
which are authentic. But, |ike nany another historical picture,
it means nothing without its label. And one label will fit it

as wel |l as another--

First Interview between Lee and Jackson.

Last Interview between Lee and Jackson.

Jackson Introducing Hi nmself to Lee.

Jackson Accepting Lee's Invitation to Dinner.

Jackson Declining Lee's Invitation to Dinner--wth Thanks.

Jackson Apol ogi zing for a Heavy Defeat.

Jackson Reporting a Great Victory.

Jackson Asking Lee for a Match.



It tells ONE story, and a sufficient one; for it says quite

plainly and satisfactorily, 'Here are Lee and Jackson together.

The artist would have made it tell that this is Lee and Jackson's | ast
interviewif he could have done it. But he couldn't, for there wasn't

any way to do it. A good legible label is usually worth, for information,
a ton of significant attitude and expression in a historical picture.

In Rone, people with fine synpathetic natures stand up and weep in front
of the celebrated 'Beatrice Cenci the Day before her Execution.

It shows what a | abel can do. |If they did not know the picture,

they woul d inspect it unnoved, and say, 'Young girl with hay fever

young girl with her head in a bag.

I found the half-forgotten Southern intonations and

elisions as pleasing to ny ear as they had fornerly been

A Sout herner talks nusic. At least it is nusic to ne,

but then | was born in the South. The educated Southerner

has no use for an r, except at the beginning of a word.

He says 'honah,' and 'dinnah,' and ' Gove' nuh,' and 'befo' the waw, '
and so on. The words nmay |lack charmto the eye, in print,

but they have it to the ear. When did the r disappear

from Sout hern speech, and how did it conme to di sappear?

The custom of dropping it was not borrowed fromthe North,

nor inherited fromEngl and. Many Sout herners--nobst Sout her ners- -
put a y into occasional words that begin with the k sound.

For instance, they say M. K yahtah (Carter) and speak

of playing k'yahds or of riding in the k'yahs. And they

have t he pleasant custom-long ago fallen into decay in

the North--of frequently enploying the respectful 'Sir.

Instead of the curt Yes, and the abrupt No, they say 'Yes, Suh'

"No, Suh.’

But there are sone infelicities. Such as 'like' for 'as,



and the addition of an "at' where it isn't needed.

| heard an educated gentlenan say, 'Like the flag-officer did.

Hi s cook or his butler would have said, 'Like the flag-officer done.
You hear gentlenmen say, 'Were have you been at?'" And here is

the aggravated form-heard a ragged street Arab say it to a conrade:

"I was a-ask'n' Tom whah you was a-sett'n' at.' The very elect
carelessly say "will' when they nean 'shall'; and many of them say,
"l didn't go to doit,' meaning 'l didn't mean to do it.

The Northern word 'guess'--inported from Engl and, where it

used to be common, and now regarded by satirical Englishnen

as a Yankee original--is but little used anong Sout herners.

They say 'reckon.' They haven't any 'doesn't' in their |anguage;
they say 'don't' instead. The unpolished often use 'went' for 'gone.
It is nearly as bad as the Northern 'hadn't ought.' This rem nds ne
that a remark of a very peculiar nature was nmade here in ny nei ghborhood
(in the North) a few days ago: 'He hadn't ought to have went.

How is that? Isn't that a good deal of a triunmph?

One knows the orders conmbined in this half-breed' s architecture

wi thout inquiring: one parent Northern, the other Southern.

To-day | heard a school nistress ask, 'Were is John gone?

This formis so comobn--so nearly universal, in fact--that if she
had used 'whither' instead of 'where,' | think it would have sounded

li ke an affectation.

We picked up one excellent word--a word worth traveling to New
Orleans to get; a nice |linber, expressive, handy word--'1|agni appe.
They pronounce it lanny-yap. It is Spanish--so they said.

We discovered it at the head of a columm of odds and ends in

the Picayune, the first day; heard twenty people use it the second;
inquired what it neant the third; adopted it and got facility
inswinging it the fourth. It has a restricted meaning,

but I think the people spread it out a little when they choose.

It is the equivalent of the thirteenth roll in a 'baker's dozen.



It is sonething thrown in, gratis, for good neasure.

The customoriginated in the Spanish quarter of the city.

When a child or a servant buys sonmething in a shop--

or even the mayor or the governor, for aught | know -he finishes

t he operation by saying--

"G ve me sonething for |agniappe.

The shopman al ways responds; gives the child a bit of licorice-root,
gi ves the servant a cheap cigar or a spool of thread, gives the governor--

I don't know what he gives the governor; support, |ikely.

When you are invited to drink, and this does occur now and then

in New Ol eans--and you say, 'What, again?--no, |'ve had enough;

the other party says, '"But just this one time nmore--this is for |agniappe.
When the beau perceives that he is stacking his conplinents a trifle too high
and sees by the young | ady's countenance that the edifice would have been
better with the top conplinment left off, he puts his 'I beg pardon--

no harmintended,' into the briefer formof 'Ch, that's for |agni appe.

If the waiter in the restaurant stunbles and spills a gill of coffee down

the back of your neck, he says 'For |agniappe, sah,' and gets you another cup

wi t hout extra charge

Chapter 45

Sout hern Sports

IN the North one hears the war mentioned, in social conversation

once a nonth; sonetinmes as often as once a week; but as a distinct
subject for talk, it has long ago been relieved of duty. There are
sufficient reasons for this. Gven a dinner conpany of six gentlenen
to-day, it can easily happen that four of them-and possibly five--

were not in the field at all. So the chances are four to two,



or five to one, that the war will at no time during the evening
become the topic of conversation; and the chances are still greater
that if it become the topic it will remain so but a little while.
If you add six ladies to the conpany, you have added si x peopl e
who saw so little of the dread realities of the war that they ran
out of talk concerning themyears ago, and now woul d soon weary of

the war topic if you brought it up.

The case is very different in the South. There, every nan you

meet was in the war; and every lady you neet saw the war.

The war is the great chief topic of conversation. The interest in it
is vivid and constant; the interest in other topics is fleeting.
Mention of the war will wake up a dull conpany and set

their tongues going, when nearly any other topic would fail

In the South, the war is what A D. is el sewhere: they date fromit.
Al'l day |long you hear things 'placed as having happened since the waw,
or du'in' the waw, or befo' the waw, or right aftah the waw,

or 'bout two yeahs or five yeahs or ten yeahs befo' the waw

or aftah the waw. It shows how intimtely every individua

was visited, in his own person, by that tremendous epi sode

It gives the inexperienced stranger a better idea of what a vast

and conprehensive calanity invasion is than he can ever get by reading

books at the fireside.

At a club one evening, a gentleman turned to ne and said,

in an aside--

"You notice, of course, that we are nearly always tal ki ng about the war.

It isn't because we haven't anything else to talk about, but because not hing
el se has so strong an interest for us. And there is another reason

In the war, each of us, in his own person, seens to have sanpled

all the different varieties of human experience; as a consequence,

you can't nmention an outside matter of any sort but it will certainly



rem nd sone |istener of sonmething that happened during the war--

and out he comes with it. O course that brings the talk back to the war.
You may try all you want to, to keep other subjects before the house,

and we may all join in and help, but there can be but one result:

the nmost random topic would | oad every man up with war rem ni scences,

and shut himup, too; and talk would be likely to stop presently,

because you can't talk pale inconsequentialities when you've

got a crinson fact or fancy in your head that you are burning

to fetch out.

The poet was sitting sone little distance away; and presently

he began to speak--about the noon.

The gentl eman who had been talking to ne remarked in an 'aside:
"There, the noon is far enough fromthe seat of war, but you
will see that it will suggest sonething to sonebody about the war;

inten mnutes fromnow the noon, as a topic, will be shelved.

The poet was saying he had noticed sonething which was a surprise
to him had had the inpression that down here, toward the equator
the moonlight was nmuch stronger and brighter than up North;

had had the inpression that when he visited New Ol eans,

many years ago, the noon--

Interruption fromthe other end of the room -

"Let me explain that. Reninds ne of an anecdote.

Everything is changed since the war, for better or for worse;

but you'll find people down here born grunblers, who see no
change except the change for the worse. There was an old negro
worman of this sort. A young New Yorker said in her presence
"What a wonderful noon you have down here!" She sighed and said,
"Ah, bless yo' heart, honey, you ought to seen dat noon befo

de waw! "



The new topic was dead already. But the poet resurrected it,

and gave it a new start.

A brief dispute followed, as to whether the difference between

Nort hern and Sout hern noonlight really existed or was only inagi ned.
Moonlight talk drifted easily into talk about artificia

met hods of dispelling darkness. Then sonebody renenbered

t hat when Farragut advanced upon Port Hudson on a dark night--

and did not wish to assist the aimof the Confederate gunners--

he carried no battle-lanterns, but painted the decks of his ships white,
and thus created a di mbut valuable light, which enabled his

own nen to grope their way around with considerable facility.

At this point the war got the floor again--the ten minutes not

quite up yet.

I was not sorry, for war talk by nmen who have been in a war
is always interesting; whereas noon talk by a poet who has

not been in the moon is likely to be dull

W went to a cockpit in New Ol eans on a Saturday afternoon

I had never seen a cock-fight before. There were nmen and boys there
of all ages and all colors, and of nany | anguages and nationalities.
But | noticed one quite conspicuous and surprising absence:

the traditional brutal faces. There were no brutal faces.

Wth no cock-fighting going on, you could have played the gathering

on a stranger for a prayer-neeting; and after it began

for a revival --provided you blindfol ded your stranger--

for the shouting was sonethi ng prodigi ous.

A negro and a white man were in the ring; everybody el se outside.
The cocks were brought in in sacks; and when tinme was call ed,

they were taken out by the two bottl e-hol ders, stroked,



caressed, poked toward each other, and finally |iberated.

The big black cock plunged instantly at the little gray one and struck
himon the head with his spur. The gray responded with spirit.

Then t he Babel of many-tongued shoutings broke out, and ceased

not thenceforth. Wen the cocks had been fighting sone little tine,
I was expecting themnonently to drop dead, for both were blind,

red with blood, and so exhausted that they frequently fell down.

Yet they would not give up, neither would they die.

The negro and the white nman woul d pick them up every few seconds,

wi pe themoff, blow cold water on themin a fine spray,

and take their heads in their nouths and hold themthere

a monent--to warm back the perishing life perhaps

I do not know. Then, being set down again, the dying

creatures would totter gropingly about, w th draggi ng w ngs,

find each other, strike a guesswork blow or two, and fal

exhaust ed once nore.

I did not see the end of the battle. | forced nyself to endure
it as long as | could, but it was too pitiful a sight;

so | made frank confession to that effect, and we retired.

We heard afterward that the black cock died in the ring,

and fighting to the |ast.

Evidently there is abundant fascination about this 'sport' for such
as have had a degree of famliarity with it. | never saw people
enj oy anything nore than this gathering enjoyed this fight.

The case was the sane with old gray-heads and with boys of ten

They | ost thenselves in frenzies of delight. The 'cocking-nmnain

is an inhunan sort of entertainnent, there is no question

about that; still, it seens a nuch nore respectable and far

| ess cruel sport than fox-hunting--for the cocks like it;

they experience, as well as confer enjoynent; which is not

the fox's case.



We assisted--in the French sense--at a nmule race, one day.

| believe | enjoyed this contest nore than any other nule there.

| enjoyed it nore than | remenber having enjoyed any other anim

race | ever saw. The grand-stand was well filled with the beauty

and the chivalry of New Orleans. That phrase is not original with ne.
It is the Southern reporter's. He has used it for two generations.

He uses it twenty tinmes a day, or twenty thousand tines a day;

or amllion times a day--according to the exigencies.

He is obliged to use it anillion tines a day, if he have

occasion to speak of respectable nmen and wonen that often

for he has no other phrase for such service except that single one.
He never tires of it; it always has a fine sound to him

There is a kind of swell nedieval bulliness and tinsel about it

that pleases his gaudy barbaric soul. |[|f he had been in Pal estine
inthe early tines, we should have had no references to 'nmuch people
out of him No, he would have said 'the beauty and the chivalry

of CGalilee' assenbled to hear the Sernon on the Munt.

It is likely that the men and wonen of the South are sick enough

of that phrase by this time, and would |ike a change, but there is no

i medi at e prospect of their getting it.

The New Orl eans editor has a strong, conpact, direct, unflowery style;
wastes no words, and does not gush. Not so with his average correspondent.
In the Appendix | have quoted a good letter, penned by a trained hand,

but the average correspondent hurls a style which differs fromthat.

For instance--

The ' Ti mes-Denocrat' sent a relief-steamer up one of the bayous, |ast April
This steamer | anded at a village, up there sonewhere, and the Captain
invited sone of the |adies of the village to nmake a short trip with him
They accepted and canme aboard, and the steanboat shoved out up the creek

That was all there was 'to it." And that is all that the editor



of the 'Tines-Denocrat' would have got out of it. There was nothing

in the thing but statistics, and he woul d have got nothing el se out of it.
He woul d probably have even tabul ated them partly to secure

perfect clearness of statenment, and partly to save space.

But his special correspondent knows other nethods of handling statistics.

He just throws off all restraint and wallows in them-

"On Saturday, early in the norning, the beauty of the place graced our cabin,

and proud of her fair freight the gallant little boat glided up the bayou.

Twenty-two words to say the |ladies cane aboard and the boat
shoved out up the creek, is a clean waste of ten good words,

and is al so destructive of conpactness of statement.

The trouble with the Southern reporter is--Wnen. They unsettle him
they throw himoff his balance. He is plain, and sensible,

and satisfactory, until a woman heaves in sight. Then he goes

all to pieces; his mnd totters, he becones flowery and idiotic.

From readi ng the above extract, you would inmagine that this student

of Sir Walter Scott is an apprentice, and knows next to nothing

about handling a pen. On the contrary, he furnishes plenty of proofs,
in his long letter, that he knows well enough how to handle it when
the wonen are not around to give himthe artificial-flower conplaint.

For instance--

"At 4 o' clock om nous clouds began to gather in the south-east, and presently
fromthe @ulf there came a bl ow which increased in severity every nonent.

It was not safe to | eave the I anding then, and there was a del ay.

The oaks shook off long tresses of their nossy beards to the tugging

of the wind, and the bayou in its anbition put on miniature waves

i n nocking of much | arger bodies of water. A lull pernmitted a start,

and honewards we steaned, an inky sky overhead and a heavy wi nd bl ow ng.

As darkness crept on, there were few on board who did not w sh

t hensel ves nearer hone.'



There is nothing the matter with that. It is good description
conmpactly put. Yet there was great tenptation, there, to drop

into lurid witing.

But let us return to the mule. Since | left him | have rummaged
around and found a full report of the race. In it | find confirmation
of the theory which | broached just now-nanely, that the trouble

with the Southern reporter is Wnen: Wnen, supplenmented by Walter
Scott and his knights and beauty and chivalry, and so on.

This is an excellent report, as long as the wonen stay out of it.

But when they intrude, we have this frantic result--

"It will be probably a long time before the | adies

stand presents such a sea of foamlike loveliness as it

did yesterday. The New Ol eans wonen are al ways charm ng,

but never so nuch so as at this time of the year, when

in their dainty spring costunes they bring with thema breath
of balny freshness and an odor of sanctity unspeakabl e.

The stand was so crowded with themthat, walking at their feet
and seeing no possibility of approach, many a man appreci ated
as he never did before the Peri's feeling at the Gates of Paradise,
and wondered what was the pricel ess boon that would admt him
to their sacred presence. Sparkling on their white-robed
breasts or shoulders were the colors of their favorite knights,
and were it not for the fact that the doughty heroes appeared
on unromantic nules, it would have been easy to imgi ne one of

King Arthur's gal a-days.

There were thirteen mules in the first heat; all sorts of mules,
they were; all sorts of conplexions, gaits, dispositions, aspects.
Sone were handsonme creatures, sone were not; sone were sleek

some hadn't had their fur brushed lately; sonme were innocently



gay and frisky; some were full of malice and all unrighteousness;

guessing from| ooks, some of themthought the matter on hand was war,

some thought it was a lark, the rest took it for a religious occasion

And each nul e acted according to his convictions. The result was an
absence of harnony well conpensated by a conspi cuous presence of variety--

variety of a picturesque and entertaining sort.

Al'l the riders were young gentlenen in fashi onable society.
If the reader has been wondering why it is that the | adies of New Ol eans
attend so hunble an orgy as a nule-race, the thing is expl ai ned now.

It is a fashion-freak; all connected with it are peopl e of fashion

It is great fun, and cordially liked. The nmule-race is one of the marked
occasions of the year. It has brought some pretty fast nules to the front.
One of these had to be ruled out, because he was so fast that he turned
the thing into a one-nule contest, and robbed it of one of its

best features--variety. But every now and then sonmebody di sguises him

with a new nanme and a new conpl exi on, and rings himin again.

The riders dress in full jockey costunes of bright-colored silks,

satins, and vel vets.

The thirteen nules got away in a body, after a couple

of false starts, and scanpered off with prodigious spirit.

As each nule and each rider had a distinct opinion of his own
as to how the race ought to be run, and which side of the track
was best in certain circunstances, and how often the track ought
to be crossed, and when a collision ought to be acconplished,
and when it ought to be avoided, these twenty-six conflicting
opi nions created a nost fantastic and picturesque confusion

and the resulting spectacle was killingly com cal

Mle heat; tine 2:22. Eight of the thirteen nul es di stanced.



| had a bet on a mul e which would have won if the procession
had been reversed. The second heat was good fun; and so was
the 'consol ation race for beaten nmules,' which followed | ater

but the first heat was the best in that respect.

I think that nuch the nost enjoyable of all races is

a steanboat race; but, next to that, | prefer the gay

and joyous mul e-rush. Two red-hot steanboats ragi ng al ong,

neck- and- neck, straining every nerve--that is to say,

every rivet in the boilers--quaking and shaki ng and groaning
fromstemto stern, spouting white steamfromthe pipes,

pouring black snoke fromthe chi meys, raining down sparKks,
parting the river into long breaks of hissing foam-this is
sport that makes a body's very liver curl with enjoynent.

A horse-race is pretty tame and col orl ess in conparison

Still, a horse-race m ght be well enough, in its way,

perhaps, if it were not for the tiresone false starts.

But then, nobody is ever killed. At |east, nobody was ever killed
when | was at a horse-race. They have been crippled, it is true;

but this is little to the purpose.

Chapter 46

Enchant nents and Enchanters

THE | argest annual event in New Orleans is a sonething which we
arrived too late to sanple--the Mardi -G as festivities.

| saw the procession of the Mystic Crew of Comus there
twenty-four years ago--with kni ghts and nobl es and so on
clothed in silken and gol den Pari s-nade gorgeousnesses,

pl anned and bought for that single night's use; and in their
train all manner of giants, dwarfs, nonstrosities, and other

di verting grotesquerie--a startling and wonderful sort of show,



as it filed solemmly and silently down the street in the |light

of its snmoking and flickering torches; but it is said that

in these latter days the spectacle is mghtily augmented,

as to cost, splendor, and variety. There is a chief personage--'Rex;
and if | remenber rightly, neither this king nor any of his

great follow ng of subordinates is known to any outsider

Al'l these people are gentlenen of position and consequence;

and it is a proud thing to belong to the organi zation; so the mystery
in which they hide their personality is nmerely for romance's sake,

and not on account of the police.

Mardi -Gras is of course a relic of the French and Spani sh occupation; but |
judge that the religious feature has been pretty well knocked out of it now
Sir Walter has got the advantage of the gentlenen of the cow and rosary,

and he will stay. His nedieval business, supplenented by the nonsters and
the oddities, and the pleasant creatures fromfairy-land, is finer to | ook

at than the poor fantastic inventions and perfornmances of the reveling rabble
of the priest's day, and serves quite as well, perhaps, to enphasize the day
and adnoni sh men that the grace-line between the worldly season and the holy

one i s reached.

This Mardi -G as pageant was the exclusive possession of New
Oleans until recently. But now it has spread to Menphis and
St. Louis and Baltinore. It has probably reached its linmt.
It is a thing which could hardly exist in the practical North;
woul d certainly last but a very brief tinme; as brief a tine
as it would last in London. For the soul of it is the romantic,
not the funny and the grotesque. Take away the romantic
mysteries, the kings and kni ghts and bi g-sounding titles,

and Mardi -G as would die, down there in the Sout h.

The very feature that keeps it alive in the South--
girly-girly romance--would kill it in the North or in London

Puck and Punch, and the press universal, would fall upon it



and nmake nerciless fun of it, and its first exhibition would be

also its |last.

Against the crinmes of the French Revolution and of Bonaparte
may be set two conpensating benefactions: the Revol ution
broke the chains of the ANCIEN REG ME and of the Church

and nade of a nation of abject slaves a nation of freenen;

and Bonaparte instituted the setting of nerit above birth,

and al so so conpletely stripped the divinity fromroyalty,

t hat whereas crowned heads in Europe were gods before,

they are only nen, since, and can never be gods again,

but only figureheads, and answerable for their acts |ike common clay.
Such benefactions as these conpensate the tenporary harm which
Bonaparte and the Revolution did, and | eave the world in debt
to themfor these great and permanent services to |iberty,

humani ty, and progress.

Then comes Sir Walter Scott with his enchantnments, and by his

singl e m ght checks this wave of progress, and even turns it back

sets the world in love with dreans and phantons; w th decayed and swi ni sh
forns of religion; with decayed and degraded systens of governnent;
with the sillinesses and enpti nesses, sham grandeurs, sham gauds,

and sham chivalries of a brainless and worthl ess | ong-vani shed soci ety.
He did nmeasureless harm nore real and |asting harm perhaps, than any
ot her individual that ever wote. Mst of the world has now

outlived good part of these harns, though by no neans all of them

but in our South they flourish pretty forcefully still. Not so
forcefully as half a generation ago, perhaps, but still forcefully.
There, the genuine and whol esone civilization of the nineteenth
century is curiously confused and commingled with the Walter

Scott M ddl e- Age sham civilization; and so you have practi cal

conmon- sense, progressive ideas, and progressive works; mxed up

with the duel, the inflated speech, and the jejune romanticismof an



absurd past that is dead, and out of charity ought to be buried.

But for the Sir Walter disease, the character of the Southerner--

or Southron, according to Sir Walter's starchier way of phrasing it--
woul d be wholly nobdern, in place of nodern and nedi eval nixed,

and the South would be fully a generation further advanced than it is.
It was Sir VWalter that nmade every gentleman in the South a Mj or

or a Colonel, or a General or a Judge, before the war; and it

was he, also, that nade these gentl enmen val ue these bogus decorations.
For it was he that created rank and caste down there, and al so
reverence for rank and caste, and pride and pl easure in them

Enough is laid on slavery, without fathering upon it these creations and

contributions of Sir Walter.

Sir Walter had so large a hand in maki ng Sout hern character, as it existed
before the war, that he is in great neasure responsible for the war.

It seems a little harsh toward a dead man to say that we never should have had
any war but for Sir VWalter; and yet sonething of a plausible argunment m ght,
per haps, be nmade in support of that wild proposition. The Southerner of

the Anerican Revol ution owned slaves; so did the Southerner of the Cvil War
but the former resenbles the latter as an Englishman resenbl es a Frenchman.
The change of character can be traced rather nore easily to Sir Walter's

i nfluence than to that of any other thing or person

One nmay observe, by one or two signs, how deeply

that influence penetrated, and how strongly it holds.

If one take up a Northern or Southern literary periodica

of forty or fifty years ago, he will find it filled with wordy,
wi ndy, flowery 'eloquence,' romanticism sentinentality--

all imtated fromSir Walter, and sufficiently badly done, too--
i nnocent travesties of his style and nethods, in fact.

This sort of literature being the fashion in both sections of
the country, there was opportunity for the fairest conpetition

and as a consequence, the South was able to show as many



wel | -known |iterary nanmes, proportioned to popul ation,

as the North coul d.

But a change has conme, and there is no opportunity

now for a fair conpetition between North and Sout h.

For the North has thrown out that old inflated style,

whereas the Southern witer still clings to it--clings to it

and has a restricted market for his wares, as a consequence.

There is as nuch literary talent in the South, now, as ever

there was, of course; but its work can gain but slight currency
under present conditions; the authors wite for the past,

not the present; they use obsolete forns, and a dead | anguage.

But when a Sout herner of genius wites nodern English

hi s book goes upon crutches no | onger, but upon wi ngs;

and they carry it swiftly all about Anmerica and Engl and,

and t hrough the great English reprint publishing houses of Germany--
as witness the experience of M. Cable and Uncle Renus, two of the
very few Southern authors who do not wite in the Southern style.
Instead of three or four w dely-known literary names, the South
ought to have a dozen or two--and will have themwhen Sir Walter's

time is out.

A curious exenplification of the power of a single book for
good or harmis shown in the effects wought by 'Don Quixote
and those wought by 'Ivanhoe.' The first swept the world's
admration for the nedieval chivalry-silliness out of existence;
and the other restored it. As far as our South is concerned,
the good work done by Cervantes is pretty nearly a dead letter

so effectually has Scott's pernicious work undermned it.

Chapter 47

Uncl e Renmus and M. Cabl e



MR.  JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS ('Uncle Renus') was to arrive fromAtlanta

at seven o' clock Sunday norning; so we got up and received him

We were able to detect himanong the crowd of arrivals at

the hotel -counter by his correspondence with a description

of himwhich had been furnished us froma trustworthy source.

He was said to be undersized, red-haired, and sonewhat freckl ed.

He was the only man in the party whose outside tallied with this

bill of particulars. He was said to be very shy. He is a shy nman.

O this there is no doubt. It may not show on the surface,

but the shyness is there. After days of intinmacy one wonders

to see that it is still in about as strong force as ever

There is a fine and beautiful nature hidden behind it, as all know

who have read the Uncl e Renmus book; and a fine genius, too, as all know
by the sanme sign. | seemto be talking quite freely about this nei ghbor
but in talking to the public | ambut talking to his personal friends,

and these things are perm ssible anmong friends.

He deeply disappointed a nunber of children who had fl ocked
eagerly to M. Cable's house to get a glinpse of the illustrious

sage and oracle of the nation's nurseries. They said--

"Way, he 's white!

They were grieved about it. So, to console them the book was brought,
that they m ght hear Uncle Renus's Tar-Baby story fromthe lips of Uncle
Renmus hinself--or what, in their outraged eyes, was |left of him

But it turned out that he had never read aloud to people, and was too shy
to venture the attenpt now. M. Cable and | read from books of ours,

to show hi mwhat an easy trick it was; but his imortal shyness was

proof agai nst even this sagaci ous strategy, so we had to read about

Brer Rabbit oursel ves.

M. Harris ought to be able to read the negro dial ect better



than anybody else, for in the matter of witing it he is the only
master the country has produced. M. Cable is the only nmaster
inthe witing of French dialects that the country has produced;
and he reads themin perfection. It was a great treat to hear him
read about Jean-ah Poquelin, and about Innerarity and his fanous

' pi gshoo' representing 'Louisihanna RIF-fusing to Hanter the Union,
along with passages of nicely-shaded German dial ect froma nove

whi ch was still in manuscript.

It cane out in conversation, that in two different instances
M. Cable got into grotesque trouble by using, in his books,
next -t o-i npossi bl e French nanes whi ch neverthel ess happened
to be borne by living and sensitive citizens of New Ol eans.
Hi s names were either inventions or were borrowed from

the ancient and obsol ete past, | do not now renmenber which
but at any rate living bearers of themturned up, and were
a good deal hurt at having attention directed to thensel ves

and their affairs in so excessively public a manner.

M. Warner and | had an experience of the sane sort when we wote the book
called '"The G lded Age.' There is a character in it called 'Sellers.

I do not remenber what his first nanme was, in the beginning;

but anyway, M. Warner did not like it, and wanted it inproved.

He asked nme if | was able to inmagine a person named ' Eschol Sellers.

O course | said | could not, without stimulants. He said that away

out West, once, he had net, and contenplated, and actually shaken

hands with a man bearing that inpossible name--'Eschol Sellers.

He added- -

"I't was twenty years ago; his nane has probably carried himoff
before this; and if it hasn't, he will never see the book anyhow.
We will confiscate his name. The nane you are using i s conmon,

and t herefore dangerous; there are probably a thousand Sellerses



bearing it, and the whole horde will come after us; but Escho

Sellers is a safe nane--it is a rock.

So we borrowed that nanme; and when the book had been out about a week,
one of the stateliest and handsonest and nobst aristocratic |ooking
white men that ever lived, called around, with the nost formidable
libel suit in his pocket that ever--well, in brief, we got his

perm ssion to suppress an edition of ten nmllion<footnote [Figures
taken from nenory, and probably incorrect. Think it was nore.]>
copi es of the book and change that nane to 'Miul berry Sellers

in future editions.

Chapter 48

Sugar and Post age

ONE day, on the street, | encountered the man whom of all nen,

I nost wished to see--Horace Bi xby; fornerly pilot under ne--

or rather, over nme--now captain of the great steaner 'City of

Bat on Rouge,' the latest and swiftest addition to the Anchor Line.
The sane slender figure, the sanme tight curls, the sane springy step
the sane al ertness, the sane decision of eye and answering deci sion
of hand, the same erect military bearing; not an inch gained or |ost
in girth, not an ounce gained or lost in weight, not a hair turned.

It is a curious thing, to |leave a nan thirty-five years old, and cone
back at the end of twenty-one years and find himstill only thirty-five.
I have not had an experience of this kind before, | believe.

There were sone crow s-feet, but they counted for next to nothing,

since they were inconspicuous.

H s boat was just in. | had been waiting several days for her
purposing to return to St. Louis in her. The captain and

joined a party of ladies and gentl enen, guests of Major Wod,



and went down the river fifty-four mles, in a swft tug,

to ex- Governor Warmouth's sugar plantation. Strung al ong bel ow
the city, were a nunber of decayed, ram shackly, superannuated
ol d steanboats, not one of which had | ever seen before.

They had all been built, and worn out, and thrown aside,

since | was here last. This gives one a realizing sense

of the frailness of a M ssissippi boat and the briefness

of its life.

Six mles belowtown a fat and battered brick chi mey, sticking above

the magnolias and |ive-oaks, was pointed out as the nonunent erected

by an appreciative nation to celebrate the battle of New Ol eans- -
Jackson's victory over the British, January 8, 1815. The war had ended,

the two nations were at peace, but the news had not yet reached New Ol eans.
If we had had the cable telegraph in those days, this blood woul d

not have been spilt, those lives would not have been wasted;

and better still, Jackson woul d probably never have been president.

W have gotten over the harnms done us by the war of 1812, but not over sone

of those done us by Jackson's presidency.

The Warnouth plantation covers a vast deal of ground, and the hospitality

of the Warnouth mansion is graduated to the same | arge scal e.

W saw steam plows at work, here, for the first time. The traction engine
travel s about on its own wheels, till it reaches the required spot;

then it stands still and by neans of a wire rope pulls the huge plow toward
itself two or three hundred yards across the field, between the rows of cane.
The thing cuts down into the black nold a foot and a hal f deep

The plow | ooks like a fore-and-aft brace of a Hudson river steaner, inverted.
When the negro steersnman sits on one end of it, that end tilts down near

the ground, while the other sticks up high in air. This great see-saw goes
rolling and pitching like a ship at sea, and it is not every circus rider

that could stay on it.



The plantation contains two thousand six hundred acres;

six hundred and fifty are in cane; and there is a fruitful
orange grove of five thousand trees. The cane is
cultivated after a nmodern and intricate scientific fashion
too el aborate and conplex for me to attenpt to descri be;

but it l|ost $40,000 last year. | forget the other details.
However, this year's crop will reach ten or twelve hundred
tons of sugar, consequently last year's loss will not matter
These troubl esone and expensive scientific nmethods achieve a yield
of a ton and a half and fromthat to two tons, to the acre;
which is three or four times what the yield of an acre was

innm tine.

The drai nage-ditches were everywhere alive with

little crabs--'fiddlers." One saw them scanpering sidew se
in every direction whenever they heard a disturbing noise.
Expensi ve pests, these crabs; for they bore into the | evees,

and ruin them

The great sugar-house was a w |l derness of tubs and tanks

and vats and filters, punps, pipes, and nachinery.

The process of naking sugar is exceedingly interesting.

First, you heave your cane into the centrifugals and grind out
the juice; then run it through the evaporating pan to extract
the fiber; then through the bone-filter to renove the al cohol
then through the clarifying tanks to di scharge the nol asses;
then through the granul ating pi pe to condense it; then through
the vacuum pan to extract the vacuum It is now ready for narket.
I have jotted these particul ars down from nenory.

The thing | ooks sinple and easy. Do not deceive yourself.

To nmake sugar is really one of the nost difficult things
inthe world. And to make it right, is next to inpossible.

If you will exam ne your own supply every now and then



for a termof years, and tabulate the result, you will find
that not two nen in twenty can make sugar w thout getting sand

into it.

We coul d have gone down to the nmouth of the river and visited Captain Eads
great work, the 'jetties,' where the river has been conpressed between walls,
and t hus deepened to twenty-six feet; but it was voted useless to go,

since at this stage of the water everything would be covered up and invisible.

We coul d have visited that ancient and singular burg,
"Pilot-town,' which stands on stilts in the water--so they say;
where nearly all conmunication is by skiff and canoe, even to
the attendi ng of weddings and funerals; and where the littlest
boys and girls are as handy with the oar as unanphi bi ous

children are with the vel oci pede.

We coul d have done a nunber of other things; but on account of limted tine,
we went back hone. The sail up the breezy and sparkling river was

a charm ng experience, and woul d have been satisfyingly sentinental

and romantic but for the interruptions of the tug's pet parrot,

whose tirel ess comments upon the scenery and the guests were al ways
this-worldly, and often profane. He had al so a superabundance

of the discordant, ear-splitting, netallic |augh conmon to his breed--

a machi ne-made | augh, a Frankenstein laugh, with the soul left out of it.
He applied it to every sentinental remark, and to every pathetic song.

He cackled it out with hideous energy after 'Hone again, honme again
froma foreign shore,' and said he "wouldn't give a damm for a tug-1|oad
of such rot.' Romance and sentinment cannot |ong survive this sort

of discouragenent; so the singing and tal king presently ceased; which so

delighted the parrot that he cursed hinself hoarse for joy.

Then the mal e nenbers of the party noved to the forecastle,

to smoke and gossip. There were several old steanboat men al ong



and | learned fromthem a great deal of what had been
happening to nmy forner river friends during ny |ong absence.

| learned that a pilot whom| used to steer for is becone

a spiritualist, and for nore than fifteen years has been
receiving a letter every week froma deceased rel ative
through a New York spiritualist nedi um named Manchester--
postage graduated by distance: fromthe |ocal post-office

in Paradise to New York, five dollars; fromNew York to

St. Louis, three cents. | remenber M. Manchester very well.
| called on himonce, ten years ago, with a couple of friends,
one of whom wi shed to inquire after a deceased uncle.

This uncle had lost his |ife in a peculiarly violent and
unusual way, half a dozen years before: a cyclone blew him
sone three niles and knocked a tree down with hi mwhich was
four feet through at the butt and sixty-five feet high

He did not survive this triunph. At the </s<e acute>ance/>
just referred to, nmy friend questioned his |late uncle,

through M. Manchester, and the late uncle wote down his replies,
using M. Manchester's hand and pencil for that purpose.

The following is a fair exanple of the questions asked,

and al so of the sloppy twaddle in the way of answers, furnished by
Manchest er under the pretense that it came fromthe specter.

If this man is not the paltriest fraud that lives, | owe himan

apol ogy- -

QUESTI ON.  \Where are you?

ANSVER.  In the spirit world.

Q Are you happy?

A. Very happy. Perfectly happy.

Q How do you amuse yoursel f?



A. Conversation with friends, and other spirits.

Q Wiat el se?

A. Nothing else. Nothing else is necessary.

Q What do you tal k about?

A. About how happy we are; and about friends left behind in the earth,

and how to influence themfor their good.

Q When your friends in the earth all get to the spirit Iand,
what shall you have to tal k about then?--nothing but about

how happy you all are?

No reply. It is explained that spirits will not answer frivol ous questi ons.

Q Howis it that spirits that are content to spend an eternity
in frivol ous enploynents, and accept it as happi ness,

are so fastidious about frivol ous questions upon the subject?

No reply.

Q Wuuld you like to come back?

Q Wuuld you say that under oath?

A. Yes.

Q VWhat do you eat there?



A. W& do not eat.

Q What do you drink?

A. W& do not drink.

Q What do you snoke?

A. W& do not snpke.

Q What do you read?

A. W& do not read.

Q Do all the good people go to your place?

A. Yes.

Q You know ny present way of life. Can you suggest any additions to it,

in the way of crinme, that will reasonably insure ny going to some other place.

A. No reply.

Q When did you die?

A | did not die, | passed away.

Q Very well, then, when did you pass away? How | ong have you

been in the spirit |and?

A. W have no neasurenents of tinme here.

Q Though you may be indifferent and uncertain as to dates
and tines in your present condition and environnent,

this has nothing to do with your former condition.



You had dates then. One of these is what | ask for
You departed on a certain day in a certain year

Is not this true?

A. Yes.

Q Then name the day of the nonth

(Much fumbling with pencil, on the part of the medium acconpani ed by
vi ol ent spasnodic jerkings of his head and body, for sone little tine.
Finally, explanation to the effect that spirits often forget dates,

such things being without inportance to them)

Q Then this one has actually forgotten the date of its translation

to the spirit land?

This was granted to be the case.

Q This is very curious. Well, then, what year was it?

(More funmbling, jerking, idiotic spasns, on the part of the nedi um

Finally, explanation to the effect that the spirit has forgotten the year.)

Q This is indeed stupendous. Let ne put one nore question
one | ast question, to you, before we part to nmeet no nore;--
for even if | fail to avoid your asylum a neeting there will go
for nothing as a neeting, since by that tine you will easily
have forgotten ne and ny nanme: did you die a natural death,

or were you cut off by a catastrophe?

A. (After long hesitation and many throes and spasns.) NATURAL DEATH.

This ended the interview M friend told the nmediumthat when his relative

was in this poor world, he was endowed with an extraordinary intellect



and an absolutely defectless nenory, and it seened a great pity that he had
not been allowed to keep sonme shred of these for his anusenment in the real ns
of everlasting contentnent, and for the amazenent and admiration of the rest

of the popul ation there.

This man had plenty of clients--has plenty yet. He receives

letters fromspirits located in every part of the spirit world,

and delivers themall over this country through the United States mail .
These letters are filled with advice--advice from'spirits' who don't
know as much as a tadpole--and this advice is religiously foll owed

by the receivers. One of these clients was a nman whomthe spirits

(if one may thus plurally describe the ingenious Manchester)

were teaching how to contrive an inproved railway car-wheel. It

is coarse enploynment for a spirit, but it is higher and whol esomer

activity than talking for ever about 'how happy we are.

Chapter 49

Epi sodes in Pilot Life

IN the course of the tug-boat gossip, it cane out that out

of every five of ny former friends who had quitted the river
four had chosen farmi ng as an occupation. O course this was not
because they were peculiarly gifted, agriculturally, and thus
nore likely to succeed as farnmers than in other industries:

the reason for their choice nust be traced to sone other source.
Doubt | ess they chose farnming because that life is private

and secluded fromirruptions of undesirable strangers--

Iike the pilot-house hernmitage. And doubtless they also chose
it because on a thousand nights of black storm and danger

they had noted the twinkling lights of solitary farm houses,

as the boat swung by, and pictured to themnmselves the serenity

and security and cozi ness of such refuges at such tines,



and so had by-and-bye conme to dream of that retired and peacefu
life as the one desirable thing to long for, anticipate, earn, and

at | ast enjoy.

But | did not learn that any of these pilot-farners had astoni shed anybody
with their successes. Their farns do not support them they support
their farms. The pilot-farner disappears fromthe river annually,

about the breaking of spring, and is seen no nore till next frost.

Then he appears again, in damaged honmespun, conbs the hayseed

out of his hair, and takes a pilot-house berth for the wnter

In this way he pays the debts which his farning has achi eved during

the agricultural season. So his river bondage is but half broken

he is still the river's slave the hardest half of the year

One of these nmen bought a farm but did not retire to it.

He knew a trick worth two of that. He did not propose to pauperize
his farm by applying his personal ignorance to working it.

No, he put the farminto the hands of an agricultura

expert to be worked on shares--out of every three |oads

of corn the expert to have two and the pilot the third.

But at the end of the season the pilot received no corn

The expert explained that his share was not reached. The farm

produced only two | oads.

Sone of the pilots whom| had known had had adventures--

the outcone fortunate, sonetines, but not in all cases.

Captai n Montgonery, whom | had steered for when he was a pilot,
commanded the Confederate fleet in the great battle before Menphis;
when his vessel went down, he swam ashore, fought his way through
a squad of soldiers, and nade a gallant and narrow escape.

He was always a cool nan; nothing could disturb his serenity.

Once when he was captain of the 'Crescent City,' | was bringing

the boat into port at New Ol eans, and nonently expecting orders



fromthe hurricane deck, but received none. | had stopped

the wheels, and there ny authority and responsibility ceased.

It was evening--dimtw light--the captain's hat was perched upon

the big bell, and | supposed the intellectual end of the captain

was in it, but such was not the case. The captain was very strict;
therefore I knew better than to touch a bell w thout orders.

My duty was to hold the boat steadily on her cal amitous course,

and | eave the consequences to take care of thenselves--which | did.
So we went plow ng past the sterns of steanboats and getting cl oser
and cl oser--the crash was bound to cone very soon--and still that hat
never budged; for alas, the captain was napping in the texas...

Thi ngs were becom ng exceedi ngly nervous and unconfortabl e.

It seemed to me that the captain was not going to appear in tine

to see the entertainment. But he did. Just as we were wal ki ng

into the stern of a steanboat, he stepped out on deck, and said,

with heavenly serenity, 'Set her back on both'--which | did;

but a trifle late, however, for the next nonment we went snashing through
that other boat's flinsy outer works with a nost prodigi ous racket.
The captain never said a word to ne about the matter afterwards,
except to remark that | had done right, and that he hoped I woul d not

hesitate to act in the sane way again in |ike circunstances.

One of the pilots whom | had known when | was on the river
had died a very honorable death. Hi s boat caught fire,

and he remai ned at the wheel until he got her safe to |and.
Then he went out over the breast-board with his clothing

in flames, and was the | ast person to get ashore.

He died fromhis injuries in the course of two or three hours,

and his was the only life |ost.

The history of Mssissippi piloting affords six or seven instances of this
sort of martyrdom and half a hundred instances of escapes froma like fate

whi ch cane within a second or two of being fatally too |ate; BUT THERE



I'S NO | NSTANCE OF A PILOT DESERTING H S POST TO SAVE H S LI FE WH LE BY
REMAI NI NG AND SACRIFICING | T HE M GHT SECURE OTHER LI VES FROM DESTRUCTI ON
It is well worth while to set down this noble fact, and well worth while to

put it initalics, too.

The 'cub' pilot is early adnonished to despise all perils
connected with a pilot's calling, and to prefer any sort

of death to the deep dishonor of deserting his post

while there is any possibility of his being useful init.

And so effectively are these adnonitions incul cated

that even young and but half-tried pilots can be depended upon
to stick to the wheel, and die there when occasion requires.
In a Menphis graveyard is buried a young fell ow who perished
at the wheel a great nmany years ago, in Wite River, to save
the lives of other men. He said to the captain that if the fire
would give himtime to reach a sand bar, sonme di stance away,
all could be saved, but that to | and agai nst the bluff bank

of the river would be to insure the loss of many lives.

He reached the bar and grounded the boat in shallow water;

but by that tinme the flanmes had cl osed around him

and in escaping through them he was fatally burned.

He had been urged to fly sooner, but had replied as became

a pilot toreply--

"I will not go. |If I go, nobody will be saved; if | stay,

no one will be lost but me. | will stay.'

There were two hundred persons on board, and no life was lost but the pilot's.
There used to be a nonunent to this young fellow, in that Menphis graveyard
While we tarried in Menphis on our down trip, | started out to look for it,
but our time was so brief that | was obliged to turn back before ny

obj ect was acconpl i shed.



The tug-boat gossip infornmed ne that D ck Kennet was dead--

bl omn up, near Menphis, and killed; that several others whom

I had known had fallen in the war--one or two of them shot

down at the wheel; that another and very particular friend,

whom | had steered nany trips for, had stepped out of his house

in New Ol eans, one night years ago, to collect some noney

in arenote part of the city, and had never been seen again--

was murdered and thrown into the river, it was thought; that Ben
Thor nbur gh was dead | ong ago; also his wild 'cub’ whom | used

to quarrel with, all through every daylight watch. A heedl ess,
reckl ess creature he was, and always in hot water, always in mschief.
An Arkansas passenger brought an enornous bear aboard, one day,

and chained himto a life-boat on the hurricane deck

Thornburgh's 'cub' could not rest till he had gone there and unchai ned
the bear, to 'see what he would do." He was pronptly gratified.

The bear chased hi maround and around the deck, for miles and niles,
with two hundred eager faces grinning through the railings

for audience, and finally snatched off the lad' s coat-tai

and went into the texas to chewit. The off-watch turned

out with alacrity, and left the bear in sole possession

He presently grew | onesonme, and started out for recreation

He ranged the whol e boat--visited every part of it, with an

advance guard of fleeing people in front of himand a voicel ess
vacancy behind him and when his owner captured himat |ast,

those two were the only visible beings anywhere; everybody el se

was in hiding, and the boat was a solitude.

I was told that one of ny pilot friends fell dead at the wheel
fromheart disease, in 1869. The captain was on the roof at the tine.
He saw the boat breaking for the shore; shouted, and got no answer;

ran up, and found the pilot Iying dead on the floor

M. Bi xby had been bl own up, in Madrid bend; was not injured,



but the other pilot was |ost.

George Ritchie had been bl own up near Menphis--blown into

the river fromthe wheel, and disabled. The water was

very cold; he clung to a cotton bale--mainly with his teeth--
and floated until nearly exhausted, when he was rescued

by sonme deck hands who were on a piece of the weck.

They tore open the bale and packed himin the cotton

and warned the Iife back into him and got himsafe to Menphis.

He is one of Bixby's pilots on the 'Baton Rouge' now.

Into the life of a steanboat clerk, now dead, had dropped a bit

of romance--sonewhat grotesque romance, but romance neverthel ess.

When | knew himhe was a shiftless young spendthrift, boisterous,
goodhearted, full of careless generosities, and pretty conspicuously
promising to fool his possibilities away early, and cone to nothing.

In a Western city lived a rich and childless old foreigner and his wife;

and in their famly was a conely young girl--sort of friend, sort of servant.
The young clerk of whom| have been speaki ng--whose nane was not

Geor ge Johnson, but who shall be called George Johnson for the purposes

of this narrative--got acquainted with this young girl, and they sinned;

and the old foreigner found them out, and rebuked them Being ashaned,

they lied, and said they were married; that they had been privately narried.
Then the old foreigner's hurt was heal ed, and he forgave and bl essed t hem
After that, they were able to continue their sin wthout conceal nment.

By- and-bye the foreigner's wife died; and presently he foll owed after her.
Friends of the family assenbled to nourn; and anong the nourners

sat the two young sinners. The will was opened and solemly read.

It bequeathed every penny of that old man's great wealth to MRS

GEORGE  JOHNSON!

And there was no such person. The young sinners fled forth then

and did a very foolish thing: married thenselves before an



obscure Justice of the Peace, and got himto antedate the thing.

That did no sort of good. The distant relatives flocked in and exposed
the fraudful date with extrenme suddenness and surprising ease,

and carried off the fortune, |eaving the Johnsons very legitinately,
and legally, and irrevocably chained together in honorable marriage,

but with not so nmuch as a penny to bless thensel ves withal

Such are the actual facts; and not all novels have for a base so

telling a situation.

Chapter 50

The ' Original Jacobs

WE had sone tal k about Captain |saiah Sellers, now many years dead.

He was a fine man, a high-m nded man, and greatly respected both ashore and on
the river. He was very tall, well built, and handsone; and in his old age--
as | remenber him-his hair was as black as an Indian's, and his eye

and hand were as strong and steady and his nerve and judgnment as firm

and cl ear as anybody's, young or old, anong the fraternity of pilots.

He was the patriarch of the craft; he had been a keel boat pilot before the day
of steanboats; and a steanboat pilot before any other steanboat pilot,

still surviving at the tine | speak of, had ever turned a wheel.

Consequently his brethren held himin the sort of awe in which illustrious
survivors of a bygone age are always held by their associates.

He knew how he was regarded, and perhaps this fact added sone trifle

of stiffening to his natural dignity, which had been sufficiently stiff

inits original state.

He left a diary behind him but apparently it did not date back

to his first steanboat trip, which was said to be 1811, the year

the first steanmboat disturbed the waters of the M ssissippi

At the time of his death a correspondent of the 'St. Louis Republican

culled the following itens fromthe diary--



"I n February, 1825, he shipped on board the steamer "Ranbler," at Fl orence,
Al a., and nmade during that year three trips to New Ol eans and back- -

this on the "Gen. Carrol," between Nashville and New Ol eans. It was during
his stay on this boat that Captain Sellers introduced the tap of the bel

as a signal to heave the lead, previous to which tine it was the custom

for the pilot to speak to the nmen bel ow when soundi ngs were want ed.

The proximty of the forecastle to the pilot-house, no doubt, rendered this

an easy matter; but how different on one of our palaces of the present day.

"In 1827 we find himon board the "President,"” a boat of two
hundred and ei ghty-five tons burden, and plying between Snithland
and New Orl eans. Thence he joined the "Jubilee" in 1828,

and on this boat he did his first piloting in the St. Louis trade;
his first watch extending from Hercul aneumto St. Genevieve.

On May 26, 1836, he conpleted and left Pittsburgh in charge

of the steamer "Prairie," a boat of four hundred tons, and the
first steaner with a STATE- ROOM CABI N ever seen at St. Louis

In 1857 he introduced the signal for neeting boats, and which has,

with sonme slight change, been the universal custom of this day;

in fact, is rendered obligatory by act of Congress.

"As general itens of river history, we quote the foll ow ng nargi na

notes from his general |og--

"I'n March, 1825, Gen. Lafayette left New Orleans for St. Louis

on the | ow pressure steaner "Natchez."

"I n January, 1828, twenty-one steamers left the New Ol eans wharf

to celebrate the occasion of Gen. Jackson's visit to that city.

"I'n 1830 the "North Anmerican" nmade the run from New Ol eans
to Menphis in six days--best time on record to that date.

It has since been nmade in two days and ten hours.



"In 1831 the Red R ver cut-off forned.

"In 1832 steamer "Hudson"” made the run from Wite R ver
to Hel ena, a distance of seventy-five mles, in twelve hours.
This was the source of rmuch tal k and specul ati on anong

parties directly interested.

"In 1839 G eat Horseshoe cut-off forned

"Up to the present time, a termof thirty-five years, we ascertain,
by reference to the diary, he has nmade four hundred and sixty round
trips to New Ol eans, which gives a distance of one million one hundred

and four thousand mles, or an average of eighty-six mles a day.

Whenever Captain Sellers approached a body of gossiping pilots,

a chill fell there, and talking ceased. For this reason:

whenever six pilots were gathered together, there would al ways

be one or two newy fledged ones in the lot, and the el der

ones woul d be always 'showing off' before these poor fellows;
maki ng them sorrowfully feel how call ow they were, how recent
their nobility, and how hunble their degree, by talking

| argely and vaporously of old-tinme experiences on the river

al ways making it a point to date everything back as far as they could,
so as to nake the new nen feel their newness to the sharpest
degree possible, and envy the old stagers in the |ike degree.

And how t hese conpl acent bal dheads WOULD swel |, and brag, and lie,
and date back--ten, fifteen, twenty years,--and how they did enjoy

the effect produced upon the narveling and envyi ng youngsters!

And perhaps just at this happy stage of the proceedings,
the stately figure of Captain Isaiah Sellers, that real and only
genui ne Son of Antiquity, would drift solemly into the mdst.

I magi ne the size of the silence that would result on the instant.



And inmagi ne the feelings of those bal d-heads, and the exultation

of their recent audi ence when the ancient captain would begin

to drop casual and indifferent remarks of a reniniscent nature--
about islands that had di sappeared, and cutoffs that had been nade,
a generation before the ol dest bal d-head in the conpany had ever set

his foot in a pilot-house!

Many and nmany a tine did this ancient nariner appear on the scene

in the above fashion, and spread disaster and humiliation around him

If one might believe the pilots, he always dated his islands back to

the m sty dawn of river history; and he never used the sane island twice;
and never did he enploy an island that still existed, or give one

a nane whi ch anybody present was ol d enough to have heard of before.

If you might believe the pilots, he was al ways conscientiously particul ar
about little details; never spoke of 'the State of M ssissippi,

for instance--no, he would say, 'Wen the State of M ssissippi was

where Arkansas now is," and woul d never speak of Louisiana or M ssouri
in a general way, and | eave an incorrect inpression on your nind--
no, he would say, 'Wen Louisiana was up the river farther,' or 'Wen

M ssouri was on the Illinois side.

The ol d gentlenan was not of literary turn or capacity, but he used to jot
down brief paragraphs of plain practical information about the river
and sign them' MARK TWAIN,' and give themto the 'New Ol eans Pi cayune.
They related to the stage and condition of the river, and were
accurate and val uable; and thus far, they contained no poison

But in speaking of the stage of the river to-day, at a given point,

the captain was pretty apt to drop in alittle remark about this

being the first time he had seen the water so high or so | ow at

that particular point for forty-nine years; and now and then he woul d
mention |sland So-and-so, and follow it, in parentheses, with sone
such observation as 'disappeared in 1807, if | renmenber rightly.

In these antique interjections |ay poison and bitterness for



the other old pilots, and they used to chaff the 'Mark Twain'

par agraphs w th unsparing nockery.

It so chanced that one of these paragraphs<footnote [The original M
of it, in the captain's own hand, has been sent to ne from New Ol eans.

It reads as foll ows--

VI CKSBURG May 4, 1859.

"My opinion for the benefit of the citizens of New Ol eans:

The water is higher this far up than it has been since 8.

My opinion is that the water will be feet deep in Canal street
before the first of next June. Ms. Turner's plantation at

the head of Big Black Island is all under water, and it has not

been since 1815.

"I. Sellers.']>

becane the text for ny first newspaper article. | burlesqued

it broadly, very broadly, stringing ny fantastics out to the extent

of eight hundred or a thousand words. | was a 'cub' at the tine.

I showed ny perfornmance to sone pilots, and they eagerly rushed it into
print in the "New Oleans True Delta.' It was a great pity; for it did
nobody any worthy service, and it sent a pang deep into a good man's heart.
There was no malice in ny rubbish; but it |aughed at the captain.

It laughed at a man to whom such a thing was new and strange and dreadf ul

I did not know then, though I do now, that there is no suffering conparable
with that which a private person feels when he is for the first tine

pilloried in print.

Captain Sellers did ne the honor to profoundly detest ne fromthat day forth.
Wen | say he did me the honor, | am not using enpty words.

It was a very real honor to be in the thoughts of so great a man as



Captain Sellers, and | had wit enough to appreciate it and be proud of it.
It was distinction to be loved by such a man; but it was a rmuch greater
distinction to be hated by him because he | oved scores of people;

but he didn't sit up nights to hate anybody but ne.

He never printed another paragraph while he lived, and he never again
signed 'Mark Twain' to anything. At the tine that the tel egraph
brought the news of his death, | was on the Pacific coast.

I was a fresh new journalist, and needed a nom de guerre;

so | confiscated the ancient mariner's discarded one,

and have done ny best to nmake it remain what it was in his hands--

a sign and synbol and warrant that whatever is found in its

conmpany rmay be ganbl ed on as being the petrified truth; how I

have succeeded, it would not be nodest in nme to say.

The captain had an honorable pride in his profession

and an abiding love for it. He ordered his nonunent

before he died, and kept it near himuntil he did die.

It stands over his grave now, in Bellefontaine cenetery, St. Louis.
It is his image, in marble, standing on duty at the pilot wheel;
and worthy to stand and confront criticism for it represents a man
who in life would have stayed there till he burned to a cinder

if duty required it.

The finest thing we saw on our whole M ssissippi trip, we saw as we approached
New Orl eans in the steamtug. This was the curving frontage of the crescent
city lit up with the white glare of five nmles of electric |ights.

It was a wonderful sight, and very beauti ful

Chapter 51

Remi ni scences



VW |eft for St. Louis in the 'Cty of Baton Rouge,' on a delightfully
hot day, but with the main purpose of ny visit but lanmely acconplished.
I had hoped to hunt up and talk with a hundred steanboat nen,

but got so pleasantly involved in the social life of the town that |
got nothing nore than nere five-mnute talks with a couple of dozen

of the craft.

I was on the bench of the pilot-house when we backed out and
"straightened up' for the start--the boat pausing for a 'good ready,

in the ol d-fashioned way, and the bl ack snoke piling out of the chinmeys
equally in the ol d-fashioned way. Then we began to gat her nonentum

and presently were fairly under way and booni ng al ong.

It was all as natural and familiar--and so were the shoreward sights--

as if there had been no break in ny river life. There was a 'cub,
and | judged that he would take the wheel now, and he did.

Captai n Bi xby stepped into the pilot-house. Presently the cub

cl osed up on the rank of steanships. He nmade ne nervous,

for he allowed too nuch water to show between our boat and the ships.
I knew quite well what was going to happen, because | could date
back in my own life and inspect the record. The captain | ooked on
during a silent half-mnute, then took the wheel hinself,

and crowded the boat in, till she went scraping along wthin

a band-breadth of the ships. It was exactly the favor which he had
done ne, about a quarter of a century before, in that sane spot,

the first time | ever steamed out of the port of New Ol eans.

It was a very great and sincere pleasure to ne to see the thing repeated--

wi th sonebody el se as victim

We nade Natchez (three hundred miles) in twenty-two hours and a half--

much the swiftest passage | have ever nade over that piece of water.

The next norning | cane on with the four o' clock watch, and saw Ritchie

successfully run half a dozen crossings in a fog, using for his



gui dance the nmarked chart devi sed and patented by Bi xby and hinsel f.

This sufficiently evidenced the great value of the chart.

By and by, when the fog began to clear off, | noticed that the reflection
of a tree in the snooth water of an overfl owed bank, six hundred

yards away, was stronger and bl acker than the ghostly tree itself.

The faint spectral trees, dimy glinpsed through the shreddi ng fog,

were very pretty things to see.

We had a heavy thunder-storm at Natchez, another at Vicksburg,

and still another about fifty mles bel ow Menphis. They had

an ol d-fashi oned energy which had | ong been unfaniliar to ne.

This third stormwas acconpanied by a raging wind. W tied up to the bank
when we saw the tenpest comi ng, and everybody | eft the pilot-house but ne.
The wi nd bent the young trees down, exposing the pal e underside

of the | eaves; and gust after gust followed, in quick succession

t hrashing the branches violently up and down, and to this side and that,
and creating swift waves of alternating green and white according

to the side of the leaf that was exposed, and these waves raced

after each other as do their kind over a w nd-tossed field of oats.

No col or that was visible anywhere was quite natural--all tints

were charged with a | eaden tinge fromthe solid cloud-bank overhead.

The river was | eaden; all distances the sane; and even the far-reaching
ranks of conbi ng white-caps were dully shaded by the dark,

rich atnosphere through which their swarm ng | egi ons marched.

The thunder-peals were constant and deaf eni ng; expl osion foll owed expl osion
with but inconsequential intervals between, and the reports grew steadily
shar per and hi gher-keyed, and nore trying to the ear; the |ightning

was as diligent as the thunder, and produced effects which enchanted

the eye and sent electric ecstasies of nixed delight and apprehension
shivering along every nerve in the body in unintermttent procession

The rain poured down in amazing volune; the ear-splitting thunder-peals

broke nearer and nearer; the wind increased in fury and began to wench



of f boughs and tree-tops and send them sailing away through space;
the pilot-house fell to rocking and straining and cracking and surging,

and | went down in the hold to see what tine it was.

Peopl e boast a good deal about Al pine thunderstorns;

but the storns which | have had the luck to see in the Al ps were not
the equal s of some which | have seen in the M ssissippi Valley.

I may not have seen the Alps do their best, of course,

and if they can beat the Mssissippi, | don't wish to.

Onthis uptripl sawa little towhead (infant island) half a

mle | ong, which had been formed during the past nineteen years.
Since there was so nuch tinme to spare that nineteen years

of it could be devoted to the construction of a nere towhead,
where was the use, originally, in rushing this whole gl obe through
in six days? It is likely that if nore time had been taken

inthe first place, the world woul d have been nade right, and this
ceasel ess inproving and repairing would not be necessary now.

But if you hurry a world or a house, you are nearly sure to find
out by and by that you have left out a towhead, or a broomcl oset,
or some other little convenience, here and there, which has

got to be supplied, no matter how nuch expense and vexation

it may cost.

We had a succession of black nights, going up the river, and it was observabl e
t hat whenever we | anded, and suddenly inundated the trees with the intense
sunburst of the electric light, a certain curious effect was al ways produced:
hundreds of birds flocked instantly out fromthe nasses of shining

green foliage, and went careering hither and thither through the white rays,
and often a song-bird tuned up and fell to singing. W judged that

they mistook this superb artificial day for the genuine article.

W had a delightful trip in that thoroughly well-ordered steaner,

and regretted that it was acconplished so speedily. By neans of diligence



and activity, we nanaged to hunt out nearly all the old friends.

One was missing, however; he went to his reward, whatever it was,

two years ago. But | found out all about him His case hel ped nme

to realize how lasting can be the effect of a very trifling occurrence.
When he was an apprentice-blacksmith in our village, and | a school boy,

a coupl e of young Englishnmen canme to the town and sojourned a while;

and one day they got thenselves up in cheap royal finery and did

the Richard 111 swordfight with naniac energy and prodi gi ous powwow,

in the presence of the village boys. This blacksnmith cub was there,

and the histrionic poison entered his bones. This vast, |unbering, ignorant,
dull-witted | out was stage-struck, and irrecoverably. He disappeared,
and presently turned up in St. Louis. | ran across himthere, by and by.
He was standing nusing on a street corner, with his left hand on his hip,
the thunmb of his right supporting his chin, face bowed and frowning,

sl ouch hat pulled down over his forehead--inmagining hinself to be Qhello
or sone such character, and inmagining that the passing crowd narked his

tragi c bearing and were awestruck

| joined him and tried to get himdown out of the clouds,

but did not succeed. However, he casually informed nme, presently,
that he was a nenber of the Wal nut Street theater conpany--

and he tried to say it with indifference, but the indifference
was thin, and a m ghty exultati on showed through it

He said he was cast for a part in Julius Caesar, for that night,
and if | should cone | would see him |F | should cone!

| said | wouldn't mss it if | were dead.

I went away stupefied with astoni shment, and saying to nyself,
"How strange it is! WE always thought this fellow a fool

yet the noment he conmes to a great city, where intelligence
and appreci ation abound, the talent concealed in this shabby

napkin is at once discovered, and pronptly wel coned and honor ed.



But | cane away fromthe theater that night disappointed and of f ended;
for I had had no glinpse of nmy hero, and his nane was not in the bills.

I met himon the street the next norning, and before | could speak, he asked--

"Did you see me?

"No, you weren't there.

He | ooked surprised and di sappointed. He said--

"Yes, | was. I ndeed | was. | was a Ronman sol di er.

"Whi ch one?

"Way didn't you see them Roman sol diers that stood back there in a rank

and sonetinmes nmarched in procession around the stage?

"Do you nean the Roman arny?--those six sandal ed roustabouts
in nightshirts, with tin shields and helnmets, that nmarched around
treadi ng on each other's heels, in charge of a spider-Iegged

consunptive dressed |ike thensel ves?

"That's it! that's it! | was one of them Ronan sol diers.
I was the next to the last one. A half a year ago | used to al ways

be the | ast one; but 1've been pronoted.

Well, they told ne that that poor fellow remained a Roman soldier to the |ast--
a matter of thirty-four years. Sonetines they cast himfor a 'speaking part,
but not an el aborate one. He could be trusted to go and say, 'My lord,

the carriage waits,' but if they ventured to add a sentence or two to this,

his nenory felt the strain and he was likely to miss fire. Yet, poor devil,

he had been patiently studying the part of Ham et for nore than thirty years,
and he lived and died in the belief that sone day he would be invited

to play it!



And this is what cane of that fleeting visit of those young
Englishmen to our village such ages and ages ago! \What noble
horseshoes this man m ght have made, but for those Engli shnen;

and what an inadequate Ronan sol di er he DI D nake!

A day or two after we reached St. Louis, | was wal king along Fourth
Street when a grizzly-headed man gave a sort of start as he passed ne,
then stopped, cane back, inspected me narrowy, with a cloudi ng brow,

and finally said with deep asperity--

"Look here, HAVE YOU GOT THAT DRI NK YET?

A maniac, | judged, at first. But all in a flash | recognized him
I made an effort to blush that strained every nmuscle in ne,

and answered as sweetly and winningly as ever | knew how -

"Been a little slow, but amjust this mnute closing in on the place

where they keep it. Cone in and hel p.

He softened, and said nake it a bottle of chanpagne and he was agreeabl e.
He said he had seen ny name in the papers, and had put all his affairs
aside and turned out, resolved to find nme or die; and nake ne answer

that question satisfactorily, or kill me; though the nbost of his late

asperity had been rather counterfeit than otherw se.

Thi s neeting brought back to ne the St. Louis riots of about
thirty years ago. | spent a week there, at that tine,

in a boarding-house, and had this young fellow for a nei ghbor
across the hall. W saw sone of the fightings and killings;
and by and by we went one night to an arnory where two
hundred young nmen had net, upon call, to be arned and go

forth against the rioters, under command of a military man.



We drilled till about ten o' clock at night; then news cane

that the nmob were in great force in the I ower end of the town,

and were sweeping everything before them Qur columm noved at once.
It was a very hot night, and ny nusket was very heavy.

We nmarched and marched; and the nearer we approached the seat

of war, the hotter I grew and the thirstier I got. | was behind

my friend; so, finally, | asked himto hold ny nmusket while |
dropped out and got a drink. Then |I branched off and went hone.

I was not feeling any solicitude about himof course,

because | knew he was so well arned, now, that he could take

care of himself without any trouble. If | had had any doubts

about that, | would have borrowed anot her nusket for him

| left the city pretty early the next norning, and if this

grizzled man had not happened to encounter ny nane in the papers
the other day in St. Louis, and felt noved to seek me out,

| should have carried to ny grave a heart-torturing uncertainty

as to whether he ever got out of the riots all right or not.

| ought to have inquired, thirty years ago; | know that

And | would have inquired, if | had had the nuskets; but, in the

ci rcunmst ances, he seenmed better fixed to conduct the investigations

than | was.

One Monday, near the time of our visit to St. Louis,

the ' d obe-Denocrat' canme out with a couple of pages of Sunday
statistics, whereby it appeared that 119,448 St. Louis people
attended the norning and eveni ng church services the day before,
and 23,102 children attended Sunday-school. Thus 142,550 persons,
out of the city's total of 400,000 popul ation, respected the day
religious-wise. | found these statistics, in a condensed form

in a telegramof the Associated Press, and preserved them

They nade it apparent that St. Louis was in a higher state

of grace than she could have clainmed to be in nmy tine.

But now that | canvass the figures narrowy, | suspect



that the telegraph nutilated them |t cannot be that there
are nore than 150,000 Catholics in the town; the other 250,000
nmust be classified as Protestants. Qut of these 250, 000,
according to this questionable telegram only 26,362 attended
church and Sunday-school, while out of the 150,000 Catholi cs,

116, 188 went to church and Sunday- school

Chapter 52

A Burni ng Brand

ALL at once the thought came into ny mnd, 'l have not sought

out M. Brown.'

Upon that text | desire to depart fromthe direct Iine of ny subject,
and make a little excursion. | wish to reveal a secret which |I have

carried with ne nine years, and which has becone burdensone.

Upon a certain occasion, nine years ago, | had said, with strong feeling,
"If ever | see St. Louis again, | will seek out M. Brown, the great

grain nerchant, and ask of himthe privilege of shaking him by the hand.

The occasion and the circunstances were as follows.

A friend of nmine, a clergyman, cane one eveni ng and said--

"l have a nost renmarkable letter here, which | want to read to you
if | can do it without breaking down. | nust preface it with

some expl anations, however. The letter is witten by an ex-thief
and ex-vagabond of the | owest origin and basest rearing, a nan

all stained with crime and steeped in ignorance; but, thank God,
with a mine of pure gold hidden away in him as you shall see

Hs letter is witten to a burglar named WIllians, who is serving

a nine-year termin a certain State prison, for burglary.



WIllians was a particularly daring burglar, and plied

that trade during a nunber of years; but he was caught

at last and jailed, to await trial in a town where he had

broken into a house at night, pistol in hand, and forced

the owner to hand over to him $8,000 i n governnent bonds.
WIllianms was not a common sort of person, by any neans; he was

a graduate of Harvard Col |l ege, and canme of good New Engl and stock
H's father was a clergyman. Wiile lying in jail, his health
began to fail, and he was threatened with consunption

This fact, together with the opportunity for reflection afforded
by solitary confinenment, had its effect--its natural effect.

He fell into serious thought; his early training asserted itself with
power, and wought with strong influence upon his mnd and heart.
He put his old life behind him and becanme an earnest Christian
Sonme ladies in the town heard of this, visited him

and by their encouragi ng words supported himin his good

resol utions and strengthened himto continue in his newlife.
The trial ended in his conviction and sentence to the State
prison for the termof nine years, as | have before said.

In the prison he becane acquainted with the poor wetch

referred to in the beginning of ny talk, Jack Hunt,

the witer of the letter which | am going to read.

You will see that the acquai ntanceship bore fruit for Hunt.

When Hunt's time was out, he wandered to St. Louis;

and fromthat place he wote his letter to WIIians.

The letter got no further than the office of the prison warden,
of course; prisoners are not often allowed to receive letters
fromoutside. The prison authorities read this letter

but did not destroy it. They had not the heart to do it.

They read it to several persons, and eventually it fel

into the hands of those |adies of whom | spoke a while ago.

The other day | came across an old friend of mine--

a clergyman--who had seen this letter, and was full of it.



The nere renenbrance of it so nmoved himthat he could

not talk of it without his voice breaking. He pronised

to get a copy of it for ne; and here it is--an exact copy,
with all the inperfections of the original preserved.

It has many slang expressions in it--thieves' argot--but their
meani ng has been interlined, in parentheses, by the prison

authorities'--

St. Louis, June 9th 1872

M. W--- friend Charlie if i may call you so: i no you are surprised

to get aletter fromne, but i hope you won't be mad at nmy witing to you
i want to tell you ny thanks for the way you talked to me when i was

in prison--it has led ne to try and be a better man; i guess you thought

i did not cair for what you said, & at the first go off | didn't, but i

noed you was a nan who had don big work with good nen & want no sucker

nor want gasing & all the boys knod it.

| used to think at nite what you said, & for it i nocked off swearing nonths
before ny tine was up, for i sawit want no good, nohow -the day ny tine
was up you told ne if i would shake the cross (QUI T STEALING & live on
the square for nonths, it would be the best job i ever done in ny life.
The state agent give ne a ticket to here, & on the car i thought nore of
what you said to nme, but didn't nake up ny mind. Wen we got to Chicago
on the cars fromthere to here, | pulled off an old wonman's | eat her
(ROBBED HER OF HER POCKETBOCK) i hadn't no nore than got it off when

wi shed i hadn't done it, for awhile before that i nade up ny nind

to be a square bl oke, for nmonths on your word, but forgot it when i saw
the |l eather was a grip (EASY TO GET)--but i kept clos to her & when she
got out of the cars at a way place i said, nmarm have you | ost anything.

& she tunbl ed (DI SCOVERED) her |eather was off (GONE)--is this it says i,
giving it to her--well if you aint honest, says she, but i hadn't got

cheak enough to stand that sort of talk, so i left her in a hurry.



When i got here i had $1 and 25 cents left & i didn't get no work for 3
days as i aint strong enough for roust about on a steambote (FOR A

DECK HAND) - - The afternoon of the 3rd day | spent ny last 10 cts for nobons
(LARGE, ROUND SEA-BI SCUIT) & cheese & i felt pretty rough & was thinking

i would have to go on the di pe (PlICKING POCKETS) again, when i thought

of what you once said about a fellows calling on the Lord when he was

in hard luck, & i thought i would try it once anyhow, but when i tryed

it i got stuck on the start, & all i could get off wos, Lord give a poor
fellow a chance to square it for 3 nonths for Christ's sake, anen; & i

kept a thinking, of it over and over as i went al ong--about an hour after
that i was in 4th St. & this is what happened & is the cause of my being
where i am now & about which i will tell you before i get done witing.

As i was wal king along herd a big noise & saw a horse running away with a
carriage with 2 children init, &1 grabed up a peace of box cover from
the side walk & run in the nmddle of the street, & when the horse cane up i
smashed himover the head as hard as i could drive--the bord split to peces
& the horse checked up a little & | grabbed the reigns & pulled his head
down until he stopped--the gentleman what owned hi m came running up & soon
as he saw the children were all rite, he shook hands with ne and gave

me a $50 green back, & ny asking the Lord to help nme cone into ny head,

& i was so thunderstruck i couldn't drop the reigns nor say nothing--

he saw sonet hing was up, & coming back to me said, ny boy are you hurt?

& the thought conme into ny head just then to ask himfor work; & i asked
himto take back the bill and give nme a job--says he, junp in here &

lets talk about it, but keep the noney--he asked ne if i could take care
of horses & i said yes, for i used to hang round livery stables & often
woul d hel p clean & drive horses, he told ne he wanted a nman for that work
& would give me $16 a nonth & bord nme. You bet i took that chance at once.
that nite in ny little roomover the stable i sat a long tinme thinking
over ny past life & of what had just happened & i just got down on

my nees & thanked the Lord for the job & to help ne to square it,

& to bless you for putting ne up to it, & the next norning i done it

again & got ne sone new togs (CLOTHES) & a bible for i nmade up ny mnd



after what the Lord had done for me i would read the bible every nite

and norning, & ask himto keep an eye on ne. Wen | had been there

about a week M. Brown (that's his nane) cane in nmy roomone nite and saw

me reading the bible--he asked ne if i was a Christian & i told himno--

he asked nme how it was i read the bible instead of papers & books--

Well Charlie i thought i had better give hima square deal in the start,

soi told himall about ny being in prison & about you, & how i had al nost
done give up | ooking for work & how the Lord got me the job when | asked him
& the only way i had to pay himback was to read the bible & square it,

& i asked himto give ne a chance for 3 nonths--he talked to ne like a father
for along tinme, &told ne i could stay & then i felt better than ever

i had done inny life, for i had given M. Brown a fair start with ne &
now i didn't fear no one giving me a back cap (EXPOSI NG H S PAST LI FE)

& running me off the job--the next norning he called ne into the library

& gave nme another square talk, & advised me to study sonme every day,

& he would help me one or 2 hours every nite, & he gave ne a Arithnetic,

a spelling book, a Geography & a witing book, & he hers me every nite--

he lets me conme into the house to prayers every norning, & got nme put in a

bi ble class in the Sunday School which i |ikes very nuch for it helps ne

to understand ny bible better

Now, Charlie the 3 months on the square are up 2 nonths ago,
& as you said, it is the best job i ever did in ny life,

& i conmenced anot her of the same sort right away, only it

is to God helping me to last alifetinme Charlie--i wote
this letter to tell you | do think God has forgiven ny sins
& herd your prayers, for you told nme you should pray for ne--
i noi love toread his word & tell himall nmy troubles &

he helps nme i know for i have plenty of chances to stea

but i don't feel to as i once did & now i take nore pleasure
in going to church than to the theater & that wasnt so once--
our nminister and others often talk with ne & a nonth ago

they wanted me to join the church, but | said no, not now,



i may be mistaken in my feelings, i will wait awhile,

but nowi feel that God has called ne & on the first Sunday
inJuly i will join the church--dear friend i wish i could
wite to you as i feel, but i cant do it yet--you no i |earned
to read and wite while prisons & i aint got well enough al ong
to wite as i would talk; i noi aint spelled all the words rite
inthis & lots of other nistakes but you will excuse it i no,
for you no i was brought up in a poor house until i run away,

& that i never new who ny father and nother was & i dont

no ny right name, & i hope you wont be nad at ne, but i have

as much rite to one nane as another & i have taken your nane,
for you wont use it when you get out i no, & you are the nman

i think most of in the world; so i hope you wont be nad--

| amdoing well, i put $10 a nonth in bank with $25 of the $50--
if you ever want any or all of it let ne know, & it is yours.

i wish you would let me send you sone now. | send you with this
a receipt for a year of Littles Living Age, i didn't know

what you would like & i told M. Brown & he said he thought you
would like it--i wish i was nere you so i could send you chuck
(REFRESHMENTS) on holidays; it would spoil this weather
fromhere, but i will send you a box next thanksgiving any way- -
next week M. Brown takes nme into his store as lite

porter & will advance nme as soon as i know a little nore--

he keeps a big granary store, wholesale--i forgot to tel

you of my mission school, sunday school class--the schoo

is in the sunday afternoon, i went out two sunday afternoons,
and picked up seven kids (LITTLE BOYS) & got themto cone in.
two of themnew as nuch as i did & i had themput in a class
where they could | earn something. i dont no nuch nyself,

but as these kids cant read i get on nicely with them

i make sure of them by going after them every Sunday

hour before school time, | also got 4 girls to cone.

tell Mack and Harry about nme, if they will cone out here



when their tinme is upi will get themjobs at once.

i hope you will excuse this long letter & all m stakes,

i wish i could see you for i cant wite as i would tal k--

i hope the warm weather is doing your |ungs good--

i was afraid when you was bl eeding you woul d di e--

give ny respects to all the boys and tell them how i am doing--

i amdoing well and every one here treats nme as kind as they can--
M. Brown is going to wite to you sonetinme--i hope sone day

you will wite to nme, this letter is fromyour very true

friend

C---W---

who you know as Jack Hunt.

| send you M. Brown's card. Send ny letter to him

Here was true el oquence; irresistible el oquence;

and without a single grace or ornanment to help it out.

| have sel dom been so deeply stirred by any piece of witing.

The reader of it halted, all the way through, on a | ane and broken voi ce;
yet he had tried to fortify his feelings by several private

readi ngs of the letter before venturing into conpany with it.

He was practising upon ne to see if there was any hope of his
being able to read the docunent to his prayer-neeting with
anything |i ke a decent conmand over his feelings. The result

was not promising. However, he determined to risk it; and did.
He got through tolerably well; but his audi ence broke down early,

and stayed in that condition to the end.

The fane of the letter spread through the town. A brother
m ni ster came and borrowed the manuscript, put it bodily into

a sernon, preached the sernon to twelve hundred people on a



Sunday norning, and the letter drowned themin their own tears.
Then ny friend put it into a sernon and went before his Sunday
nmor ni ng congregation with it. 1t scored another triunph.

The house wept as one individual.

My friend went on sumer vacation up into the fishing regions
of our northern British neighbors, and carried this sernon
with him since he might possibly chance to need a sernon.

He was asked to preach, one day. The little church was full.
Anong t he people present were the late Dr. J. G Holl and,

the late M. Seynour of the 'New York Tinmes,' M. Page,

t he philanthropi st and tenperance advocate, and, | think,
Senator Frye, of Maine. The marvelous letter did its wonted work;
all the people were noved, all the people wept; the tears
flowed in a steady stream down Dr. Holland's cheeks, and nearly
the sane can be said with regard to all who were there.

M. Page was so full of enthusiasmover the letter that he said
he woul d not rest until he nade pilgrimge to that prison,

and had speech with the man who had been able to inspire a

fellowunfortunate to wite so priceless a tract.

Ah, that unlucky Page!--and another man. |If they had only been in Jericho,
that letter would have rung through the world and stirred all the hearts of
all the nations for a thousand years to cone, and nobody m ght ever have found
out that it was the confoundedest, brazenest, ingeniousest piece of fraud

and hunbuggery that was ever concocted to fool poor confiding nortals wth!

The letter was a pure swindle, and that is the truth.
And take it by and large, it was w thout a conpeer anmong swi ndl es.

It was perfect, it was rounded, symmetrical, conplete, col ossal!

The reader learns it at this point; but we didn't learn it
till sonme miles and weeks beyond this stage of the affair.

My friend came back fromthe woods, and he and other clergynen



and | ay mi ssionaries began once nore to i nundate audi ences

with their tears and the tears of said audiences; | begged hard

for permssion to print the letter in a nagazine and tell the watery
story of its triunphs; nunbers of people got copies of the letter
with permission to circulate themin witing, but not in print;

copies were sent to the Sandw ch Islands and ot her far regions.

Charl es Dudl ey Warner was at church, one day, when the worn letter was read
and wept over. At the church door, afterward, he dropped a peculiarly cold

i ceberg down the clergyman's back with the question--

"Do you know that letter to be genuine?

It was the first suspicion that had ever been voiced;
but it had that sickening effect which first-uttered suspicions

agai nst one's idol always have. Sone talk foll owed--

"Why--what shoul d nmake you suspect that it isn't genuine?

"Not hing that | know of, except that it is too neat, and conpact, and fluent,
and nicely put together for an ignorant person, an unpractised hand.

I think it was done by an educated man.

The literary artist had detected the literary machinery.
If you will look at the letter now, you will detect it yourself--

it is observable in every line.

Strai ghtway the clergyman went off, with this seed of suspicion
sprouting in him and wote to a mnister residing in that town
where Wl lians had been jailed and converted; asked for |ight;
and al so asked if a person in the literary |Iine (meaning ne)

m ght be allowed to print the letter and tell its history.

He presently received this answer--



MY DEAR FRIEND, --1n regard to that 'convict's letter' there can be

no doubt as to its genuineness. 'Wllians,' to whomit was witten,
lay in our jail and professed to have been converted, and Rev. M.----,
the chaplain, had great faith in the genui neness of the change--

as nmuch as one can have in any such case.

The letter was sent to one of our |adies, who is a Sunday-school teacher, --
sent either by WIllianms hinself, or the chaplain of the State's

prison, probably. She has been greatly annoyed in having so nuch publicity,
lest it mght seema breach of confidence, or be an injury to WIIlians.

In regard to its publication, | can give no perm ssion; though if the nanes
and places were onitted, and especially if sent out of the country,

I think you might take the responsibility and do it.

It is a wonderful letter, which no Christian genius, nuch |ess
one unsanctified, could ever have witten. As showi ng the work
of grace in a human heart, and in a very degraded and w cked one,
it proves its own origin and reproves our weak faith in its power

to cope with any form of w ckedness.

"M. Brown' of St. Louis, sone one said, was a Hartford man.

Do all whomyou send fromHartford serve their Master as well?

P.S.--Wllianms is still in the State's prison, serving out a

| ong sentence--of nine years, | think. He has been sick and threatened
with consunption, but | have not inquired after himlately.

This lady that | speak of corresponds with him | presune,

and will be quite sure to |look after him

This letter arrived a few days after it was witten--and up went

M. WIllianms's stock again. M. Warner's | ow down suspicion



was laid in the cold, cold grave, where it apparently bel onged.

It was a suspicion based upon nere internal evidence, anyway;

and when you conme to internal evidence, it's a big field and a gane
that two can play at: as witness this other internal evidence,

di scovered by the witer of the note above quoted, that 'it

is a wonderful letter--which no Christian genius, nuch |ess

one unsanctified, could ever have witten.'

| had permission nowto print--provided | suppressed nanes

and places and sent ny narrative out of the country.

So | chose an Australian nagazine for vehicle, as being far
enough out of the country, and set nyself to work on ny article.
And the mnisters set the punps going again, with the letter to

wor k t he handl es.

But neantine Brother Page had been agitating.

He had not visited the penitentiary, but he had sent a copy

of the illustrious letter to the chaplain of that institution

and acconpanied it with--apparently inquiries. He got an answer,
dated four days later than that other Brother's reassuring epistle;
and before ny article was complete, it wandered into ny hands.

The original is before nme, now, and | here append it.

It is pretty well |loaded with internal evidence of the nost

solid description--

STATE' S PRI SON, CHAPLAIN S OFFICE, July 11, 1873.

DEAR BRO. PAGE,--Herewith please find the letter kindly | oaned ne.
I amafraid its genui neness cannot be establi shed.

It purports to be addressed to sone prisoner here. No such letter
ever canme to a prisoner here. Al letters received are carefully
read by officers of the prison before they go into the hands

of the convicts, and any such letter could not be forgotten



Again, Charles Wllians is not a Christian man, but a dissolute,
cunni ng prodi gal, whose father is a minister of the gospel

H s name is an assunmed one. | amglad to have nade your acquai ntance
| ampreparing a |l ecture upon life seen through prison bars,

and should like to deliver the sane in your vicinity.

And so ended that little drama. My poor article went into the fire;
for whereas the materials for it were now nore abundant and
infinitely richer than they had previously been, there were parties
all around nme, who, although |Ionging for the publication before,

were a unit for suppression at this stage and conpl exi on of the gane.
They said: 'Wait--the wound is too fresh, yet.' Al the copies

of the fanous |letter except m ne di sappeared suddenly; and fromthat
time onward, the aforetine sane old drought set in in the churches
As a rule, the town was on a spacious grin for a while, but there
were places in it where the grin did not appear, and where it was

dangerous to refer to the ex-convict's letter

A word of explanation. *'Jack Hunt,' the professed witer of the letter
was an inmaginary person. The burglar WIIlianms--Harvard graduate,

son of a mnister--wote the letter hinself, to hinself: got it snuggled
out of the prison; got it conveyed to persons who had supported and
encouraged himin his conversion--where he knew two things would happen

t he genui neness of the letter would not be doubted or inquired into;

and the nub of it would be noticed, and woul d have val uabl e effect--

the effect, indeed, of starting a novenent to get M. WIIlians pardoned

out of prison.

That 'nub' is so ingeniously, so casually, flung in, and imredi ately
left there in the tail of the letter, undwelt upon, that an indifferent
reader woul d never suspect that it was the heart and core of the epistle,

if he even took note of it at all, This is the 'nub'--

i hope the warm weather is doing your |ungs good--1 WAS AFRAI D



WHEN YOU WAS BLEEDI NG YOU WOULD DI E--gi ve ny respects,' etc.

That is all there is of it--sinply touch and go--no dwelling upon it.
Nevertheless it was intended for an eye that would be swift to see it;
and it was neant to nove a kind heart to try to effect the liberation of a

poor refornmed and purified fellow lying in the fell grip of consunption.

When | for the first tinme heard that |letter read, nine years ago,

| felt that it was the nost renarkable one | had ever encountered.

And it so warned ne toward M. Brown of St. Louis that | said that if ever
| visited that city again, | would seek out that excellent man and ki ss
the hemof his garnment if it was a new one. Well, | visited St. Louis,
but I did not hunt for M. Brown; for, alas! the investigations

of long ago had proved that the benevolent Brown, like 'Jack Hunt,'

was not a real person, but a sheer invention of that gifted rascal,

Wl lians--burglar, Harvard graduate, son of a clergynman.

Chapter 53

My Boyhood' s Home

WE t ook passage in one of the fast boats of the St. Louis and St. Paul

Packet Conpany, and started up the river.

When |, as a boy, first saw the nouth of the Mssouri River, it was twenty-two
or twenty-three miles above St. Louis, according to the estimate of pilots;
the wear and tear of the banks have noved it down eight niles since then;

and the pilots say that within five years the river will cut through and

nove the nouth down five niles nore, which will bring it within ten niles

of St. Louis.

About nightfall we passed the |large and flourishing town

of Alton, Illinois; and before daylight next norning the town



of Louisiana, Mssouri, a sleepy village in ny day, but a brisk
rail way center now, however, all the towns out there are

railway centers now. | could not clearly recognize the place.
This seened odd to ne, for when | retired fromthe rebel arny

in '61 1| retired upon Louisiana in good order; at |east in good
enough order for a person who had not yet |earned how to retreat
according to the rules of war, and had to trust to native geni us.
It seemed to ne that for a first attenpt at a retreat it was

not badly done. | had done no advancing in all that camnpaign

that was at all equal to it.

There was a railway bridge across the river here well sprinkled

with glowing lights, and a very beautiful sight it was.

At seven in the norning we reached Hanni bal, M ssouri, where ny boyhood
was spent. | had had a glinpse of it fifteen years ago, and another glinpse
six years earlier, but both were so brief that they hardly counted.

The only notion of the town that remained in ny nind was the nenory

of it as | had known it when | first quitted it twenty-nine years ago.
That picture of it was still as clear and vivid to ne as a phot ograph

| stepped ashore with the feeling of one who returns out of a

dead- and-gone generation. | had a sort of realizing sense of what

the Bastille prisoners nust have felt when they used to cone out

and | ook upon Paris after years of captivity, and note how curiously
the famliar and the strange were m xed together before them

I saw the new houses--saw them pl ainly enough--but they did not

affect the older picture in my nmind, for through their solid bricks

and nortar | saw the vani shed houses, which had fornerly stood there,

with perfect distinctness.

It was Sunday norning, and everybody was abed yet. So | passed
t hrough the vacant streets, still seeing the town as it was,

and not as it is, and recogni zing and netaphorically shaking



hands with a hundred faniliar objects which no | onger exist;

and finally clinbed Holiday's H 1l to get a conprehensive view

The whole town |lay spread out below nme then, and | could mark and fix
every locality, every detail. Naturally, | was a good deal noved

| said, 'Many of the people | once knew in this tranquil refuge of ny
chil dhood are now in heaven; sone, | trust, are in the other place.
The things about me and before nme nade ne feel |ike a boy again--
convinced nme that | was a boy again, and that | had sinply been
dreami ng an unusually long dream but ny reflections spoiled all that;
for they forced ne to say, 'l see fifty old houses down yonder

into each of which | could enter and find either a nan or a wonan

who was a baby or unborn when | noticed those houses last, or a

grandnot her who was a plunp young bride at that tine.'

Fromthis vantage ground the extensive view up and down the river
and wi de over the wooded expanses of Illinois, is very beautiful--
one of the nost beautiful on the Mssissippi, | think; which is

a hazardous renmark to nake, for the eight hundred miles of river
between St. Louis and St. Paul afford an unbroken succession

of lovely pictures. It may be that my affection for the one in
question biases ny judgnment in its favor; | cannot say as to that.

No matter, it was satisfyingly beautiful to ne, and it had this
advant age over all the other friends whom| was about to greet again:
it had suffered no change; it was as young and fresh and conely and graci ous
as ever it had been; whereas, the faces of the others would be old,
and scarred with the canmpaigns of life, and marked with their griefs

and defeats, and would give me no upliftings of spirit.

An ol d gentleman, out on an early norning wal k, cane along, and we

di scussed the weather, and then drifted into other matters. | could not
renmenber his face. He said he had been living here twenty-eight years.
So he had cone after nmy time, and | had never seen hi m before.

| asked hi mvarious questions; first about a mate of nmine in Sunday school - -



what becane of hin®

"He graduated with honor in an Eastern coll ege, wandered off into
the world somewhere, succeeded at nothing, passed out of know edge

and nenory years ago, and is supposed to have gone to the dogs.

"He was bright, and prom sed well when he was a boy.

"Yes, but the thing that happened is what becane of it all.

| asked after another |ad, altogether the brightest in our village

school when | was a boy.

'He, too, was graduated with honors, froman Eastern coll ege;
but life whipped himin every battle, straight along, and he died

in one of the Territories, years ago, a defeated man.

| asked after another of the bright boys.

"He is a success, always has been, always will be, | think.

I inquired after a young fellow who cane to the town to study

for one of the professions when | was a boy.

'He went at sonething else before he got through--went from nedicine
to law, or fromlaw to nmedicine--then to sone other new thing

went away for a year, cane back with a young wife; fell to drinking,
then to ganbling behind the door; finally took his wife and two young
children to her father's, and went off to Mexico; went from bad

to worse, and finally died there, without a cent to buy a shroud,

and without a friend to attend the funeral.

"Pity, for he was the best-natured, and nost cheery and hopefu

young fell ow that ever was.'



I named anot her boy.

"Ch, he is all right. Lives here yet; has a wife and children

and is prospering.

Sane verdi ct concerning other boys.

I naned three school -girls.

"The first two live here, are married and have chil dren

the other is long ago dead--never narried.

I named, with enotion, one of ny early sweethearts.

"She is all right. Been married three tines; buried two husbands,
divorced fromthe third, and | hear she is getting ready to marry
an old fellow out in Col orado sonewhere. She's got children scattered

around here and there, nost everywheres.

The answer to several other inquiries was brief and sinple--

"Killed in the war.'

I named anot her boy.

"Well, now, his case is curious! There wasn't a hunman being
in this town but knew that that boy was a perfect chuckl ehead;
perfect dunmy; just a stupid ass, as you nay say.

Everybody knew it, and everybody said it. Well, if that very
boy isn't the first lawer in the State of M ssouri to-day,

I*'ma Denocrat!’

'I's that so?



"It's actually so. I'mtelling you the truth.

" How do you account for it?

"Account for it? There ain't any accounting for it,

except that if you send a dammed fool to St. Louis, and you
don't tell themhe's a damed fool they'll never find it out.
There's one thing sure--if | had a dammed fool | should know
what to do with him ship himto St. Louis--it's the nobl est
market in the world for that kind of property. Well, when you
cone to look at it all around, and chew at it and think it over

don't it just bang anything you ever heard of?

"Wll, yes, it does seemto. But don't you think nmaybe it
was the Hanni bal people who were nistaken about the boy,

and not the St. Louis people'

' Ch, nonsense! The people here have known himfromthe very cradle--
they knew hima hundred tinmes better than the St. Louis idiots could
have known him No, if you have got any damed fools that you want

to realize on, take nmy advice--send themto St. Louis.

I nmentioned a great nunmber of people whom | had formerly known.
Sone were dead, sone were gone away, sone had prospered
some had come to naught; but as regarded a dozen or so of the lot,

the answer was conforting:

"Prosperous--live here yet--town littered with their children.

| asked about Mss ----

Died in the insane asylumthree or four years ago--never was out of it

fromthe tine she went in; and was al ways suffering, too; never got



a shred of her m nd back.'

If he spoke the truth, here was a heavy tragedy, indeed.

Thirty-six years in a madhouse, that sonme young fools m ght have some fun
I was a snmall boy, at the tinme; and | saw those gi ddy young | adi es cone
tiptoeing into the roomwhere Mss ---- sat reading at nmidnight by a | anp.
The girl at the head of the file wore a shroud and a doughf ace,

she crept behind the victim touched her on the shoul der

and she | ooked up and screaned, and then fell into convul sions.

She did not recover fromthe fright, but went nad. |In these days it

seens incredible that people believed in ghosts so short a tine ago.

But they did.

After asking after such other folk as | could call to mind,

I finally inquired about MYSELF:

" Ch, he succeeded well enough--another case of dammed f ool

If they'd sent himto St. Louis, he'd have succeeded sooner.

It was with nmuch satisfaction that | recognized the wi sdom
of having told this candid gentleman, in the beginning,

that nmy name was Smith.

Chapter 54

Past and Present

Being left to myself, up there, I went on picking out old houses in the
di stant town, and calling back their forner inmates out of the noldy past.
Anong them | presently recognized the house of the father of Lem Hackett
(fictitious nane). It carried ne back nore than a generation in a nonent,
and landed ne in the mdst of a time when the happenings of life were not

the natural and |ogical results of great general |aws, but of special orders,



and were freighted with very precise and di stinct purposes--partly punitive

inintent, partly adnonitory; and usually local in application

When | was a snall boy, Lem Hackett was drowned--on a Sunday.

He fell out of an enpty flat-boat, where he was playing.

Being | caded with sin, he went to the bottomlike an anvil.

He was the only boy in the village who slept that night.

We others all lay awake, repenting. W had not needed the information
delivered fromthe pulpit that evening, that Lenis was a case

of special judgnent--we knew that, already. There was a ferocious
thunder-storm that night, and it raged continuously until near dawn.
The wi nds blew, the windows rattled, the rain swept along the roof

in pelting sheets, and at the briefest of intervals the inky bl ackness
of the night vanished, the houses over the way glared out white

and blinding for a quivering instant, then the solid darkness shut
down again and a splitting peal of thunder foll owed, which seened

to rend everything in the nei ghborhood to shreds and splinters.

| sat up in bed quaking and shuddering, waiting for the destruction

of the world, and expecting it. To me there was nothing strange

or incongruous in heaven's naking such an uproar about Lem Hackett.
Apparently it was the right and proper thing to do.

Not a doubt entered ny mind that all the angels were grouped together
di scussing this boy's case and observing the awful bonbardnent

of our beggarly little village with satisfaction and approval

There was one thing which disturbed me in the nost serious way;

that was the thought that this centering of the celestial interest

on our village could not fail to attract the attention of the observers
to peopl e anpbng us who m ght otherw se have escaped notice for years.

| felt that I was not only one of those people, but the very one nost
likely to be discovered. That discovery could have but one result:

| should be in the fire with Lem before the chill of the river

had been fairly warnmed out of him | knew that this would be

only just and fair. | was increasing the chances agai nst nyself



all the tinme, by feeling a secret bitterness against Lemfor having
attracted this fatal attention to nme, but | could not help it--

this sinful thought persisted in infesting ny breast in spite of ne.
Every tine the lightning glared | caught ny breath, and judged |I was gone.
In nmy terror and misery, | meanly began to suggest other boys,

and nention acts of theirs which were w ckeder than mne, and peculiarly
needed punishment--and | tried to pretend to nyself that | was sinply
doing this in a casual way, and without intent to divert the heavenly
attention to themfor the purpose of getting rid of it nyself.

Wth deep sagacity | put these nmentions into the formof sorrow ng
recol l ections and | eft-handed sham supplications that the sins of those
boys might be allowed to pass unnoticed--'Possibly they may repent.

"It is true that JimSnmith broke a wi ndow and |ied about it--

but maybe he did not mean any harm And al t hough Tom Hol nes

says nore bad words than any other boy in the village,

he probably intends to repent--though he has never said he woul d.

And whilst it is a fact that John Jones did fish alittle

on Sunday, once, he didn't really catch anything but only just one
smal | usel ess nud-cat; and maybe that woul dn't have been so awful

if he had thrown it back--as he says he did, but he didn't. Pity

but they woul d repent of these dreadful things--and maybe they wll

yet.

But while | was shamefully trying to draw attention to these poor chaps--

who were doubtless directing the celestial attention to me at the sane nonent,
though | never once suspected that--1 had heedlessly left ny candl e burning.

It was not a tine to neglect even trifling precautions. There was no occasion
to add anything to the facilities for attracting notice to me--so | put

the light out.

It was a long night to ne, and perhaps the nost distressful one | ever spent.
| endured agoni es of renorse for sins which I knew | had comitted,

and for others which | was not certain about, yet was sure that they had



been set down against nme in a book by an angel who was wi ser than | and did
not trust such inportant matters to nenory. It struck me, by and by,

that | had been naking a nost foolish and cal amtous nistake, in one respect:
doubtless | had not only nade ny own destruction sure by directing attention
to those other boys, but had already acconplished theirs!--Doubtless the
lightning had stretched themall dead in their beds by this tine!

The angui sh and the fright which this thought gave nme nade ny previous

sufferings seemtrifling by conparison

Thi ngs had becone truly serious. | resolved to turn over

a new | eaf instantly; | also resolved to connect nyself

with the church the next day, if | survived to see its

sun appear. | resolved to cease fromsin in all its forns,

and to lead a high and blaneless Iife for ever after.

I woul d be punctual at church and Sunday-school; visit the sick
carry baskets of victuals to the poor (sinply to fulfi

the regul ation conditions, although I knew we had none anmpbng us
so poor but they would smash the basket over ny head for ny pains);
I would instruct other boys in right ways, and take the resulting
trounci ngs neekly; | would subsist entirely on tracts;

I would invade the rum shop and warn the drunkard--and finally,

if | escaped the fate of those who early beconme too good to Ilive,

I would go for a m ssionary.

The storm subsided toward daybreak, and | dozed gradually to sleep
with a sense of obligation to Lem Hackett for going to eternal suffering
in that abrupt way, and thus preventing a far nore dreadful disaster--

my own | oss.

But when | rose refreshed, by and by, and found that those other boys
were still alive, | had a dimsense that perhaps the whol e thing
was a false alarm that the entire turnoil had been on Lem s account

and nobody's el se. The world | ooked so bright and safe that there



did not seemto be any real occasion to turn over a new | eaf.
I was a little subdued, during that day, and perhaps the next;
after that, ny purpose of reformng slowy dropped out of ny m nd,

and | had a peaceful, confortable time again, until the next storm

That storm came about three weeks later; and it was the nost
unaccount able one, to nme, that | had ever experienced;

for on the afternoon of that day, 'Dutchy' was drowned.

Dut chy bel onged to our Sunday-school. He was a Gernan

| ad who did not know enough to cone in out of the rain;

but he was exasperatingly good, and had a prodigi ous nmenory.

One Sunday he nade hinself the envy of all the youth and the talk

of all the admiring village, by reciting three thousand verses of
Scripture without missing a word; then he went off the very next day

and got drowned.

Circunstances gave to his death a peculiar inpressiveness.

We were all bathing in a nmuddy creek which had a deep hol e
init, and in this hole the coopers had sunk a pile of green

hi ckory hoop poles to soak, sone twelve feet under water.

We were diving and 'seeing who could stay under |ongest.

We nmanaged to remain down by holding on to the hoop pol es.

Dut chy made such a poor success of it that he was hailed with

| aught er and derision every time his head appeared above water.
At | ast he seened hurt with the taunts, and begged us

to stand still on the bank and be fair with himand give him
an honest count--'be friendly and kind just this once, and not
m scount for the sake of having the fun of laughing at him'
Treacher ous wi nks were exchanged, and all said 'All right, Dutchy--

go ahead, we'll play fair.

Dut chy plunged in, but the boys, instead of beginning to count,

followed the | ead of one of their nunber and scanpered



to a range of blackberry bushes close by and hid behind it.

They i magi ned Dutchy's humiliation, when he should rise after

a superhuman effort and find the place silent and vacant,

nobody there to applaud. They were 'so full of laugh' with the idea,
that they were continually exploding into nuffled cackl es.

Time swept on, and presently one who was peeping through the briers,

said, with surprise--

"Wiy, he hasn't cone up, yet!

The | aughi ng st opped.

"Boys, it 's a splendid dive,' said one.

"Never mind that,' said another, 'the joke on himis all the better for

There was a remark or two nore, and then a pause.

Tal ki ng ceased, and all began to peer through the vines.

Bef ore |l ong, the boys' faces began to | ook uneasy, then anxious,
then terrified. Still there was no novenent of the placid water.
Hearts began to beat fast, and faces to turn pale.

We all glided out, silently, and stood on the bank, our horrified
eyes wandering back and forth fromeach other's countenances

to the water.

' Somebody nust go down and see!

Yes, that was plain; but nobody wanted that grisly task

"Draw straws!'

So we did--with hands which shook so, that we hardly knew
what we were about. The lot fell to ne, and | went down.

The water was so nmuddy | could not see anything, but | felt around



anong the hoop poles, and presently grasped a linp wist which
gave nme no response--and if it had I should not have known it,

I let it go with such a frightened suddenness.

The boy had been caught anong the hoop pol es and entangl ed

there, helplessly. | fled to the surface and told the awful news.
Sone of us knew that if the boy were dragged out at once he m ght
possi bly be resuscitated, but we never thought of that. W did not
thi nk of anything; we did not know what to do, so we did nothing--
except that the smaller lads cried, piteously, and we all struggled
frantically into our clothes, putting on anybody's that cane handy,
and getting them wrong-side-out and upsi de-down, as a rule.

Then we scurried away and gave the alarm but none of us went back to see
the end of the tragedy. W had a nore inportant thing to attend to:
we all flew honme, and | ost not a nonment in getting ready to | ead

a better life.

The night presently closed down. Then cane on that trenendous

and utterly unaccountable storm | was perfectly dazed; | could

not understand it. |t seemed to ne that there nust be sone mi stake.
The el enments were turned | oose, and they rattled and banged and bl azed
away in the nost blind and frantic nanner. All heart and hope went

out of me, and the dismal thought kept floating through ny brain,

"If a boy who knows three thousand verses by heart is not satisfactory,

what chance is there for anybody el se?

O course | never questioned for a nonent that the storm was

on Dutchy's account, or that he or any other inconsequentia

ani mal was worthy of such a majestic denonstration fromon high
the I esson of it was the only thing that troubl ed ne;

for it convinced me that if Dutchy, with all his perfections,

was not a delight, it would be vain for ne to turn over a new | eaf

for I nust infallibly fall hopel essly short of that boy,



no matter how hard | might try. Nevertheless | did turn it over--
a highly educated fear conpelled nme to do that--but succeeding
days of cheerful ness and sunshi ne canme bot hering around,

and within a nmonth | had so drifted backward that again |

was as | ost and confortable as ever.

Breakfast time approached while | nused these nusings and called
t hese anci ent happeni ngs back to nmind; so | got nme back into

the present and went down the hill

On ny way through town to the hotel, | saw the house which was
my home when | was a boy. At present rates, the people who now
occupy it are of no nore value than | am but in nmy time they
woul d have been worth not | ess than five hundred doll ars apiece.

They are colored fol k.

After breakfast, | went out alone again, intending to hunt up some

of the Sunday-schools and see how this generation of pupils night

conmpare with their progenitors who had sat with ne in those pl aces

and had probably taken me as a nodel --though | do not renenber

as to that now By the public square there had been in ny day

a shabby little brick church called the 'O d Ship of Zion,

which | had attended as a Sunday-school scholar; and I found

the locality easily enough, but not the old church; it was gone,

and a trig and rather hilarious new edifice was in its place.

The pupils were better dressed and better |ooking than were those

of nmy tinme; consequently they did not resenble their ancestors;

and consequently there was nothing famliar to nme in their faces.

Still, I contenplated themwith a deep interest and a yearni ng w stful ness,
and if | had been a girl | would have cried; for they were the of fspring,
and represented, and occupied the places, of boys and girls some

of whom | had |oved to |ove, and sone of whom | had | oved to hate,

but all of whomwere dear to ne for the one reason or the other



so many years gone by--and, Lord, where be they now

I was mightily stirred, and woul d have been grateful to be all owed

to remain unnmol ested and | ook nmy fill; but a bal d-summted superintendent
who had been a tow headed Sunday-school nate of nine on that spot

in the early ages, recognized me, and | talked a flutter of wld
nonsense to those children to hide the thoughts which were in ne,

and which could not have been spoken without a betrayal of feeling

that woul d have been recogni zed as out of character with ne.

Maki ng speeches without preparation is no gift of nine;

and | was resolved to shirk any new opportunity, but in

the next and | arger Sunday-school | found nyself in the rear

of the assenbl age; so | was very willing to go on the platform

a monent for the sake of getting a good | ook at the schol ars.

On the spur of the nonment | could not recall any of the old idiotic
tal ks which visitors used to insult me with when | was a pupil there;
and | was sorry for this, since it would have given nme tine

and excuse to dawdl e there and take a long and satisfying | ook

at what | feel at liberty to say was an array of fresh young
comel i ness not matchabl e in another Sunday-school of the same size.
As | talked nerely to get a chance to inspect; and as | strung

out the random rubbi sh solely to prolong the inspection

| judged it but decent to confess these | ow notives,

and | did so.

If the Mbdel Boy was in either of these Sunday-schools, | did not see him
The Model Boy of ny time--we never had but the one--was perfect:

perfect in manners, perfect in dress, perfect in conduct, perfect in
filial piety, perfect in exterior godliness; but at bottomhe was a

prig; and as for the contents of his skull, they could have changed

place with the contents of a pie and nobody woul d have been the worse off

for it but the pie. This fellow s reproachl essness was a standi ng



reproach to every lad in the village. He was the admiration of all the
nmot hers, and the detestation of all their sons. | was told what became
of him but as it was a disappointnent to ne, | will not enter into

details. He succeeded in life.

Chapter 55

A Vendetta and O her Things

DURI NG ny three days' stay in the town, | woke up every norning

with the inpression that | was a boy--for in ny dreanms the faces

were all young again, and | ooked as they had | ooked in the old tines--
but I went to bed a hundred years old, every night--for neantine |

had been seeing those faces as they are now.

O course | suffered some surprises, along at first,

before | had becone adjusted to the changed state of things.

I nmet young | adies who did not seemto have changed at all

but they turned out to be the daughters of the young | adies

I had in mnd--sonetines their grand-daughters. Wen you

are told that a stranger of fifty is a grandnother, there is
not hi ng surprising about it; but if, on the contrary, she is

a person whomyou knew as a little girl, it seens inpossible.

You say to yourself, "How can a little girl be a grandnother.

It takes sonme little tine to accept and realize the fact that while you
have been growi ng old, your friends have not been standing still,

in that matter.

I noticed that the greatest changes observable were with the wonen,
not the men. | saw nmen whomthirty years had changed but slightly;
but their wives had grown old. These were good wonen; it is very wearing

to be good.



There was a saddl er whom | wi shed to see; but he was gone.

Dead, these many years, they said. Once or tw ce a day,

the saddl er used to go tearing down the street, putting on his

coat as he went; and then everybody knew a steanboat was coni ng
Everybody knew, also, that John Stavely was not expecting anybody
by the boat--or any freight, either; and Stavely nust have known
that everybody knew this, still it nmade no difference to him

he liked to seemto hinself to be expecting a hundred thousand

tons of saddles by this boat, and so he went on all his life,
enjoying being faithfully on hand to receive and receipt

for those saddles, in case by any miracle they should cone.

A malicious Quincy paper used always to refer to this town, in derision
as 'Stavely's Landing.' Stavely was one of ny earliest admrations;
| envied himhis rush of inaginary business, and the display

he was able to nake of it, before strangers, as he went flying

down the street struggling with his fluttering coat.

But there was a carpenter who was ny chiefest hero. He was a mghty liar

but I did not know that; | believed everything he said. He was a romanti c,
sentinmental, nelodramatic fraud, and his bearing inpressed ne with awe.

I vividly renmenber the first tine he took ne into his confidence. He was

pl aning a board, and every now and then he woul d pause and heave a deep sigh
and occasionally mutter broken sentences--confused and not intelligible--

but out of their mdst an ejacul ati on soneti mes escaped whi ch nmade ne shiver
and did nme good: one was, 'O God, it is his blood!" | sat on the tool-chest
and hunbly and shudderingly adnired him for | judged he was full of crine.

At last he said in a | ow voi ce--

"My little friend, can you keep a secret?

| eagerly said | could.

"A dark and dreadful one?



| satisfied himon that point.

"Then | will tell you sone passages in ny history; for oh

I MJUST relieve ny burdened soul, or | shall die!

He cautioned nme once nore to be 'as silent as the grave;
then he told ne he was a 'red-handed nurderer.
He put down his plane, held his hands out before him

contenpl ated them sadly, and said--

"Look--with these hands | have taken the lives of thirty human bei ngs!

The effect which this had upon nme was an inspiration to him

and he turned hinself | oose upon his subject with interest and energy.

He | eft generalizing, and went into details,--began with his first nurder;
described it, told what neasures he had taken to avert suspicion

then passed to his second homicide, his third, his fourth, and so on

He had al ways done his nurders with a bow e-knife, and he nade all ny

hairs rise by suddenly snatching it out and showing it to ne.

At the end of this first seance | went hone with six of his

fearful secrets among ny freightage, and found them a great

hel p to nmy dreans, which had been sluggish for a while back

I sought him again and again, on ny Saturday holidays; in fact |

spent the summer with him-all of it which was valuable to ne.

Hi s fascinations never dininished, for he threw sonething fresh

and stirring, in the way of horror, into each successive mnurder.

He al ways gave nanes, dates, places--everything. This by and by enabl ed
me to note two things: that he had killed his victins in every

quarter of the globe, and that these victins were always named Lynch

The destruction of the Lynches went serenely on, Saturday after Saturday,

until the original thirty had nultiplied to sixty--and nore to be



heard fromyet; then my curiosity got the better of ny tinmdity,
and | asked how it happened that these justly punished persons all bore

t he sane nane.

My hero said he had never divulged that dark secret to any

living being; but felt that he could trust nme, and therefore

he woul d lay bare before ne the story of his sad and blighted life.
He had |l oved one '"too fair for earth,' and she had reciprocated
"with all the sweet affection of her pure and nobl e nature.

But he had a rival, a 'base hireling" naned Archibald Lynch,

who said the girl should be his, or he would 'dye his hands

in her heart's best blood.' The carpenter, 'innocent and

happy in love's young dream' gave no weight to the threat,

but led his 'golden-haired darling to the altar,' and there,

the two were nmade one; there also, just as the minister's hands
were stretched in blessing over their heads, the fell deed was done--
with a knife--and the bride fell a corpse at her husband's feet.
And what did the husband do? He plucked forth that knife,

and kneeling by the body of his |ost one, swore to 'consecrate

his life to the exterm nation of all the human scumthat bear

the hated nane of Lynch.

That was it. He had been hunting down the Lynches and sl aughtering them
fromthat day to this--twenty years. He had al ways used that same
consecrated knife; with it he had nurdered his long array of Lynches,

and with it he had | eft upon the forehead of each victima peculiar nark--

a cross, deeply incised. Said he--

"The cross of the Mysterious Avenger is known in Europe, in America,

in China, in Siam in the Tropics, in the Polar Seas, in the deserts of Asia,
in all the earth. Werever in the utternost parts of the globe, a Lynch

has penetrated, there has the Mysterious Cross been seen, and those who

have seen it have shuddered and said, "It is his mark, he has been here."



You have heard of the Mysterious Avenger--1ook upon him for before you
stands no |l ess a person! But beware--breathe not a word to any soul

Be silent, and wait. Some norning this town will flock aghast to view

a gory corpse; on its broww |l be seen the awful sign, and men will trenble
and whi sper, "He has been here--it is the Mysterious Avenger's mark!"

You will conme here, but | shall have vanished; you will see nme no nore.

This ass had been readi ng the 'Jibbenai nosay,' no doubt,
and had had his poor romantic head turned by it; but as | had
not yet seen the book then, | took his inventions for truth,

and did not suspect that he was a plagiarist.

However, we had a Lynch living in the town; and the nore

refl ected upon his inpending doom the nore | could not sleep

It seemed ny plain duty to save him and a still plainer

and nore inportant duty to get sone sleep for nyself,

so at last | ventured to go to M. Lynch and tell him

what was about to happen to him-under strict secrecy.

| advised himto '"fly,' and certainly expected himto do it.

But he laughed at ne; and he did not stop there; he led ne

down to the carpenter's shop, gave the carpenter a jeering and
scornful lecture upon his silly pretensions, slapped his face,
made him get down on his knees and beg--then went off and

left me to contenplate the cheap and pitiful ruin of what,

in my eyes, had so lately been a majestic and i nconparabl e hero.
The carpenter blustered, flourished his knife, and dooned this
Lynch in his usual volcanic style, the size of his fatefu

wor ds undi m ni shed; but it was all wasted upon ne; he was a hero
to ne no longer, but only a poor, foolish, exposed hunbug.

| was ashamed of him and ashanmed of nyself; | took no further
interest in him and never went to his shop any nore. He was a
heavy loss to nme, for he was the greatest hero | had ever known.

The fellow nust have had sone talent; for some of his inaginary



murders were so vividly and dramatically described that | renmenber al

their details yet.

The peopl e of Hanni bal are not nore changed than is the town.

It is no longer a village; it is acity, with a mayor, and a council,
and wat er-works, and probably a debt. It has fifteen thousand peopl e,
is athriving and energetic place, and is paved |like the rest

of the west and south--where a well-paved street and a good si dewal k
are things so sel dom seen, that one doubts them when he does see them
The customary hal f-dozen railways center in Hannibal now,

and there is a new depot which cost a hundred t housand dol | ars.

In nmy tine the town had no specialty, and no conmercial grandeur

the daily packet usually |l anded a passenger and bought a catfish

and took away anot her passenger and a hatful of freight; but now a huge
commerce in lunber has grown up and a | arge niscel |l aneous commerce

is one of the results. A deal of nopney changes hands there now.

Bear Creek--so called, perhaps, because it was always so particularly
bare of bears--is hidden out of sight now, under islands and
continents of piled |unber, and nobody but an expert can find it.

| used to get drowned in it every sumer regularly, and be

drained out, and inflated and set going again by some chance eneny;
but not enough of it is unoccupied nowto drown a person in.

It was a fanmous breeder of chills and fever in its day.

I remenber one summer when everybody in town had this

di sease at once. Many chi meys were shaken down, and all

the houses were so racked that the town had to be rebuilt.

The chasm or gorge between Lover's Leap and the hill west of it

i s supposed by scientists to have been caused by glacial action

This is a m st ake.

There is an interesting cave a nile or two bel ow Hanni bal, anong the bl uffs.

I would have liked to revisit it, but had not time. 1In ny time the person



who then owned it turned it into a nmausol eum for his daughter, aged fourteen.
The body of this poor child was put into a copper cylinder filled with

al cohol, and this was suspended in one of the dismal avenues of the cave.

The top of the cylinder was renpvable; and it was said to be a common thing
for the baser order of tourists to drag the dead face into view and exanm ne it

and conment upon it.

Chapter 56

A Question of Law

THE sl aughter-house is gone fromthe nouth of Bear Creek and so is
the small jail (or 'cal aboose') which once stood in its nei ghborhood.
A citizen asked, 'Do you remenber when Jimmy Finn, the town drunkard,

was burned to death in the cal aboose?

bserve, now, how history becones defiled, through | apse of tinme
and the help of the bad nenories of nen. Jimy Finn was not

burned in the cal aboose, but died a natural death in a tan vat,

of a conbination of deliriumtrenens and spontaneous conbustion
When | say natural death, | nean it was a natural death for

Jimy Finn to die. The cal aboose victimwas not a citizen

he was a poor stranger, a harm ess whi skey-sodden tranp.

I know nore about his case than anybody el se; | knew too nuch of it,
in that bygone day, to relish speaking of it. That tranp was wanderi ng
about the streets one chilly evening, with a pipe in his nouth,

and begging for a nmatch; he got neither natches nor courtesy;

on the contrary, a troop of bad little boys followed him

around and anused t hensel ves with naggi ng and annoyi ng him

| assisted; but at |ast, sone appeal which the wayfarer nade

for forbearance, acconpanying it with a pathetic reference to his
forlorn and friendl ess condition, touched such sense of shane

and remant of right feeling as were left in ne, and | went away

and got himsone matches, and then hied me home and to bed,



heavily weighted as to conscience, and unbuoyant in spirit.

An hour or two afterward, the man was arrested and | ocked up

in the cal aboose by the marshal --1arge nane for a constable,

but that was his title. At two in the norning, the church bells rang
for fire, and everybody turned out, of course--1 with the rest.

The tranp had used his matches disastrously: he had set his straw
bed on fire, and the oaken sheat hing of the room had caught.

When | reached the ground, two hundred nen, wonen, and children
stood massed together, transfixed with horror, and staring

at the grated windows of the jail. Behind the iron bars,

and tugging frantically at them and scream ng for help,

stood the tranp; he seemed |ike a bl ack object set against

a sun, so white and intense was the light at his back.

That marshal could not be found, and he had the only key.

A battering-ramwas quickly inprovised, and the thunder of its

bl ows upon the door had so encouragi ng a sound that the spectators
broke into wild cheering, and believed the nerciful battle won.

But it was not so. The tinbers were too strong; they did not vyield.
It was said that the nan's death-grip still held fast to the bars
after he was dead; and that in this position the fires wapped him
about and consunmed him As to this, | do not know \What was seen
after | recognized the face that was pleading through the bars

was seen by others, not by ne.

| saw that face, so situated, every night for a long tine afterward
and | believed nmyself as guilty of the man's death as if | had given
hi mthe mat ches purposely that he mght burn hinself up with them

I had not a doubt that | should be hanged if ny connection with

this tragedy were found out. The happenings and the inpressions

of that tinme are burnt into nmy nmenory, and the study of them
entertains me as nuch now as they thensel ves distressed ne then

I f anybody spoke of that grisly matter, | was all ears in a nonent,

and alert to hear what might be said, for | was always dreadi ng



and expecting to find out that | was suspected; and so fine

and so delicate was the perception of ny guilty conscience,

that it often detected suspicion in the nost purposel ess renarks,

and in | ooks, gestures, glances of the eye which had no significance,
but which sent ne shivering away in a panic of fright, just the sane.
And how sick it nade ne when sonebody dropped, howsoever carelessly
and barren of intent, the remark that 'nurder will out!

For a boy of ten years, | was carrying a pretty weighty cargo

Al this tine | was blessedly forgetting one thing--

the fact that | was an inveterate talker in ny sleep

But one night | awoke and found my bed-nmate--my younger brother--
sitting up in bed and contenplating me by the Iight of the noon.

| said--

"What is the matter?

"You talk so much | can't sleep.

| canme to a sitting posture in an instant, with ny kidneys in ny throat

and ny hair on end.

"What did | say. Quick--out with it--what did | say?

" Not hi ng nmuch.

It's a lie--you know everyt hing.

Everyt hi ng about what ?

You know wel | enough. About THAT.

" About WHAT?--1 don't know what you are tal king about.

I think you are sick or crazy or something. But anyway,



you're awake, and I'Il get to sleep while |I've got a chance.

He fell asleep and | lay there in a cold sweat, turning this

new terror over in the whirling chaos which did duty as ny m nd.

The burden of ny thought was, How nuch did | divul ge?

How nuch does he know?--what a distress is this uncertainty!

But by and by | evolved an idea--1 would wake ny brother and probe him

with a supposititious case. | shook himup, and said--

' Suppose a man should cone to you drunk--

"This is foolish--1 never get drunk.

"I don't nean you, idiot--1 nean the nman. Suppose a MAN
shoul d cone to you drunk, and borrow a knife, or a tonahawk,

or a pistol, and you forgot to tell himit was |oaded, and--

"How coul d you | oad a tomahawk?

"l don't nmean the tomahawk, and | didn't say the tomahawk; | said the pistol
Now don't you keep breaking in that way, because this is serious.

There's been a man kil l ed.

"What! in this town?

"Yes, in this town.

"Wll, go on--1 won't say a single word.

"Well, then, suppose you forgot to tell himto be careful with it,
because it was | oaded, and he went off and shot hinself with that pistol--
fooling with it, you know, and probably doing it by accident, being drunk

Well, would it be nurder?



' No- - sui ci de.

"No, no. | don't nmean HI' S act, | mean yours: would you be a nurderer

for letting himhave that pistol?

After deep thought cane this answer--

"Well, | should think I was guilty of sonething--nmaybe nurder--

yes, probably nurder, but | don't quite know.'

This made nme very unconfortable. However, it was not a decisive verdict.
I should have to set out the real case--there seened to be no other way.
But | would do it cautiously, and keep a watch out for suspicious effects.

| said--

"I was supposing a case, but | amconing to the real one now

Do you know how t he man cane to be burned up in the cal aboose?

Haven't you the | east idea?

‘Not the | east.

Wsh you may die in your tracks if you have?

"Yes, wish | may die in my tracks.

"Vell, the way of it was this. The man wanted some matches to |ight
his pipe. A boy got himsone. The nan set fire to the cal aboose

with those very matches, and burnt hinself up.

'I's that so?



"Yes, it is. Now, is that boy a nurderer, do you think?

'"Let nme see. The man was drunk?

'Yes, he was drunk.

"Very drunk?

"Yes.'

"And the boy knew it?

"Yes, he knew it.

There was a | ong pause. Then cane this heavy verdict--

"I'f the man was drunk, and the boy knew it, the boy nurdered that man.

This is certain.

Fai nt, sickening sensations crept along all the fibers of my body,
and | seened to know how a person feels who hears his death sentence
pronounced fromthe bench. | waited to hear what my brother would say next.

| believed I knew what it would be, and | was right. He said--

"l know the boy.

I had nothing to say; so | said nothing. | sinply shuddered.

Then he added- -

"Yes, before you got half through telling about the thing,

I knew perfectly well who the boy was; it was Ben Coont z!

I came out of my collapse as one who rises fromthe dead.

| said, with admration--



"Way, how in the world did you ever guess it?

"You told it in your sleep.

| said to nyself, 'How splendid that is! This is a habit

whi ch nust be cul tivat ed.

My brother rattled innocently on--

"When you were talking in your sleep, you kept munbling somet hing

about "matches,"” which | couldn't make anything out of; but just now,

when you began to tell me about the man and the cal aboose and the matches,

I remenbered that in your sleep you nentioned Ben Coontz two or three tines;
so | put this and that together, you see, and right away | knew it was Ben

that burnt that man up.'

| praised his sagacity effusively. Presently he asked--

"Are you going to give himup to the | aw?

"No," | said; 'I believe that this will be a lesson to him
I shall keep an eye on him of course, for that is but right;
but if he stops where he is and reforns, it shall never be said that

| betrayed him'

' How good you are!

"Well, | try to be. It is all a person can do in a world like this.

And now, my burden being shifted to other shoulders, ny terrors

soon faded away.



The day before we |left Hannibal, a curious thing fell under ny notice--
the surprising spread which |ongitudinal time undergoes there.

| learned it fromone of the nobst unostentatious of nen--the col ored
coachman of a friend of mine, who lives three mles fromtown.

He was to call for me at the Park Hotel at 7.30 P.M, and drive ne out.
But he missed it considerably--did not arrive till ten. He excused

hi nsel f by sayi ng--

"De tinme is nos' an hour en a half slower in de country en

what it is in de town; you'll be in plenty tine, boss.
Sonetimes we shoves out early for church, Sunday, en fetches up
dah right plumin de nmddle er de sernon. Diffunce in de tine.

A body can't nmake no cal cul ations 'bout it.

| had lost two hours and a half; but | had | earned a fact worth four

Chapter 57

An Ar changel

FROM St. Louis northward there are all the enlivening signs of

the presence of active, energetic, intelligent, prosperous, practica
ni net eent h-century popul ati ons. The people don't dream they work.
The happy result is manifest all around in the substantial outside
aspect of things, and the suggestions of whol esone |ife and confort

t hat everywhere appear

Quincy is a notable exanple--a brisk, handsome, well-ordered city;

and now, as formerly, interested in art, letters, and other high things.

But Marion City is an exception. Marion City has gone backwards
in a nost unaccountable way. This nmetropolis pronised
so well that the projectors tacked 'city' to its nane in the

very beginning, with full confidence; but it was bad prophecy.



When | first saw Marion City, thirty-five years ago,

it contained one street, and nearly or quite six houses.

It contains but one house now, and this one, in a state of ruin,
is getting ready to follow the former five into the river

Doubt!l ess Marion City was too near to Quincy. It had

anot her di sadvantage: it was situated in a flat nud bottom

bel ow hi gh-wat er mark, whereas Quincy stands high up on the slope

of a hill.

In the beginning Quincy had the aspect and ways of a nodel New Engl and town:
and these she has yet: broad, clean streets, trim neat dwellings

and |l awns, fine mansions, stately bl ocks of conmercial buil dings.

And there are anple fair-grounds, a well kept park, and many

attractive drives; library, reading-roons, a couple of colleges,

some handsonme and costly churches, and a grand court-house, w th grounds

whi ch occupy a square. The population of the city is thirty thousand.

There are sone large factories here, and nmanufacturing, of many sorts,

is done on a great scale.

La Grange and Canton are growi ng towns, but | mssed Al exandri a;

was told it was under water, but would conme up to blowin the sumer.

Keokuk was easily recognizable. | lived there in 1857--an extraordi nary
year there in real-estate matters. The 'boom was sonethi ng wonderf ul
Everybody bought, everybody sol d--except wi dows and preachers;

they always hold on; and when the tide ebbs, they get left.

Anything in the senblance of a town lot, no matter how situated,

was sal able, and at a figure which would still have been high if the ground

had been sodded w th greenbacks.

The town has a popul ation of fifteen thousand now, and is progressing with
a healthy gromh. It was night, and we could not see details, for which we

were sorry, for Keokuk has the reputation of being a beautiful city.



It was a pleasant one to live in long ago, and doubtl ess has advanced,

not retrograded, in that respect.

A nmighty work which was in progress there in ny day is finished now
This is the canal over the Rapids. It is eight nmles |ong,

three hundred feet wide, and is in no place |less than six feet deep
Its masonry is of the mpjestic kind which the War Depart nent

usual ly deals in, and will endure |ike a Roman aqueduct.

The work cost four or five mllions.

After an hour or two spent with former friends, we started up
the river again. Keokuk, a long tine ago, was an occasi ona

| oafing-place of that erratic genius, Henry C ay Dean

| believe | never saw himbut once; but he was much tal ked of

when | lived there. This is what was said of him-

He began life poor and wi thout education. But he educated hinself--
on the curbstones of Keokuk. He would sit down on a curbstone

wi th his book, careless or unconscious of the clatter of commerce

and the tranp of the passing crowds, and bury hinself in his

studi es by the hour, never changing his position except to draw

in his knees now and then to |l et a dray pass unobstructed;

and when his book was finished, its contents, however abstruse,

had been burnt into his menory, and were his permanent possession

In this way he acquired a vast hoard of all sorts of | earning,

and had it pigeon-holed in his head where he could put his intellectua

hand on it whenever it was want ed.

H's clothes differed in no respect froma "wharf-rat's,' except that
they were raggeder, nore ill-assorted and i nharnonious (and therefore
nmore extravagantly picturesque), and several layers dirtier.

Nobody could infer the master-mnd in the top of that edifice from

the edifice itself.



He was an orator--by nature in the first place, and later by the training
of experience and practice. Wen he was out on a canvass, his name was

a | odestone which drew the farners to his stunp fromfifty niles around.
H s theme was always politics. He used no notes, for a vol cano does

not need notes. In 1862, a son of Keokuk's late distinguished citizen

M. O aggett, gave nme this incident concerning Dean--

The war feeling was running high in Keokuk (in '61), and a great

mass neeting was to be held on a certain day in the new At henaeum

A di stingui shed stranger was to address the house.

After the building had been packed to its utnost capacity with
sweltering folk of both sexes, the stage still renained vacant--

the di stinguished stranger had failed to connect.

The crowd grew inpatient, and by and by indi gnant and rebellious.
About this tine a distressed nanager di scovered Dean on a curb-stone,
expl ained the dilemma to him took his book away from him

rushed himinto the building the back way, and told himto nake

for the stage and save his country.

Presently a sudden silence fell upon the grunbling audi ence, and everybody's
eyes sought a single point--the wide, enpty, carpetless stage. A figure
appear ed there whose aspect was famliar to hardly a dozen persons present.
It was the scarecrow Dean--in foxy shoes, down at the heels; socks of

odd col ors, also 'down;' danmaged trousers, relics of antiquity, and a world
too short, exposing sone inches of naked ankle; an unbuttoned vest,

al so too short, and exposing a zone of soiled and winkled Iinen

between it and the wai stband; shirt bosom open; |ong bl ack handkerchi ef,
wound round and round the neck |ike a bandage; bob-tail ed bl ue coat,
reaching down to the small of the back, with sleeves which left four

inches of forearmunprotected; small, stiff-brinmred sol dier-cap hung on

a corner of the bunp of--whichever bunp it was. This figure noved gravely
out upon the stage and, with sedate and neasured step, down to the front,

where it paused, and dream |y inspected the house, saying no word.



The silence of surprise held its own for a nmonent, then was broken by a just
audi bl e ripple of merriment which swept the sea of faces |like the wash

of a wave. The figure remained as before, thoughtfully inspecting.

Anot her wave started--laughter, this time. It was foll owed by another

then a third--this | ast one boi sterous.

And now the stranger stepped back one pace, took off his sol dier-cap
tossed it into the wing, and began to speak, with deliberation
nobody |istening, everybody | aughing and whi speri ng.

The speaker tal ked on unenbarrassed, and presently delivered

a shot which went hone, and silence and attention resulted.

He followed it quick and fast, with other telling things; warnmed to
his work and began to pour his words out, instead of dripping them
grew hotter and hotter, and fell to discharging |ightnings

and t hunder--and now t he house began to break into appl ause,

to which the speaker gave no heed, but went hammering straight on
unwound hi s bl ack bandage and cast it away, still thundering;
presently discarded the bob tailed coat and flung it aside,

firing up higher and higher all the time; finally flung the vest
after the coat; and then for an untinmed period stood there,

i ke another Vesuvius, spouting snoke and flame, |ava and ashes,
rai ni ng puni ce-stone and ci nders, shaking the noral earth with

i ntell ectual crash upon crash, explosion upon explosion, while the nad
mul titude stood upon their feet in a solid body, answering back

with a ceasel ess hurricane of cheers, through a thrashing snowstorm

of wavi ng handkerchi ef s.

"When Dean came,' said Cl aggett, 'the people thought
he was an escaped lunatic; but when he went, they thought

he was an escaped archangel .

Burlington, home of the sparkling Burdette, is another hill city;

and al so a beautiful one; unquestionably so; a fine and flourishing city,



with a popul ation of twenty-five thousand, and belted with busy factories
of nearly every inmaginable description. It was a very sober city, too--
for the nonment--for a nost sobering bill was pending; a bill to forbid

the manuf acture, exportation, inportation, purchase, sale, borrow ng,

| endi ng, stealing, drinking, snelling, or possession, by conquest,

i nheritance, intent, accident, or otherwise, in the State of |Iowa, of each
and every del eterious beverage known to the human race, except water.

This measure was approved by all the rational people in the State;

but not by the bench of Judges.

Burlington has the progressive nodern city's full equi pment of devices
for right and intelligent government; including a paid fire departmnent,
a thing which the great city of New Oleans is without, but still enploys

that relic of antiquity, the independent system

In Burlington, as in all these Upper-River towns, one breathes
a go-ahead at nosphere which tastes good in the nostrils.

An opera-house has lately been built there which is in strong
contrast with the shabby dens which usually do duty as theaters

in cities of Burlington's size.

W had not tine to go ashore in Miuscatine, but had a daylight
view of it fromthe boat. | lived there awhile, many years ago,
but the place, now, had a rather unfanmiliar |ook; so

suppose it has clear outgrown the town which | used to know.

In fact, I know it has; for |I remenber it as a small place--
which it isn't now But | renenber it best for a lunatic

who caught nme out in the fields, one Sunday, and extracted

a butcher-knife fromhis boot and proposed to carve me up with it,
unl ess | acknow edged himto be the only son of the Devil.

| tried to conproni se on an acknow edgnment that he was the only
menber of the famly | had nmet; but that did not satisfy him

he woul dn't have any hal f-neasures; | nust say he was the sole



and only son of the Devil--he whetted his knife on his boot.

It did not seemwrth while to nake trouble about a little thing
like that; so | swung round to his view of the matter and saved
my skin whole. Shortly afterward, he went to visit his father;

and as he has not turned up since, | trust he is there yet.

And | renenber Miscatine--still nore pleasantly--for its sumer sunsets.
I have never seen any, on either side of the ocean, that equal ed them
They used the broad snooth river as a canvas, and painted on it every

i magi nabl e dream of color, fromthe nottl ed dainti nesses and delicacies
of the opal, all the way up, through cunulative intensities, to blinding
purple and crimson confl agrations which were enchanting to the eye,

but sharply tried it at the same time. Al the Upper M ssissipp

regi on has these extraordinary sunsets as a fanmiliar spectacle.

It is the true Sunset Land: | am sure no other country can show so good
aright to the nane. The sunrises are also said to be exceedingly fine.

I do not know.

Chapter 58

On the Upper River

THE big towns drop in, thick and fast, now and between stretch
processions of thrifty farnms, not desolate solitude. Hour by hour
the boat plows deeper and deeper into the great and popul ous North-west;
and wi th each successive section of it which is reveal ed,

one's surprise and respect gather enphasis and increase.

Such a people, and such achi evenents as theirs, conpel homage
This is an independent race who think for thensel ves, and who are
conpetent to do it, because they are educated and enli ghtened;
they read, they keep abreast of the best and newest thought,

they fortify every weak place in their land with a school

a college, a library, and a newspaper; and they |ive under |aw

Solicitude for the future of a race like this is not in order



This region is new, so newthat it may be said to be still in its babyhood.
By what it has acconplished while still teething, one may forecast

what nmarvels it will do in the strength of its maturity. It is so new
that the foreign tourist has not heard of it yet; and has not visited it.
For sixty years, the foreign tourist has steamed up and down the river
between St. Louis and New Ol eans, and then gone hone and witten his book
believing he had seen all of the river that was worth seeing or that

had anything to see. In not six of all these books is there nmention

of these Upper River towns--for the reason that the five or six tourists
who penetrated this region did it before these towns were projected.

The | atest tourist of themall (1878) nmade the sane old regulation trip--

he had not heard that there was anything north of St. Louis.

Yet there was. There was this amazing region, bristling with great towns,
proj ected day before yesterday, so to speak, and built next norning.

A score of them nunmber fromfifteen hundred to five thousand peopl e.

Then we have Miscatine, ten thousand; Wnona, ten thousand; Mbline,

ten thousand; Rock I|sland, twelve thousand; La Crosse, twelve thousand,
Burlington, twenty-five thousand; Dubuque, twenty-five thousand;
Davenport, thirty thousand; St. Paul, fifty-eight thousand, M nneapolis,

si xty thousand and upwar d.

The foreign tourist has never heard of these; there is no note of them
in his books. They have sprung up in the night, while he slept.

So newis this region, that I, who am conparatively young

amyet older than it is. Wen | was born, St. Paul had a popul ation
of three persons, Mnneapolis had just a third as nany.

The then popul ation of M nneapolis died two years ago; and when

he di ed he had seen hinself undergo an increase, in forty years,

of fifty-nine thousand ni ne hundred and ni nety-nine persons.

He had a frog's fertility.



I nmust explain that the figures set down above, as the population of St. Paul
and M nneapolis, are several nonths old. These towns are far |arger now.

In fact, | have just seen a newspaper estinate which gives the forner
seventy-one thousand, and the latter seventy-ei ght thousand.

This book will not reach the public for six or seven nonths yet;

none of the figures will be worth much then

We had a glinpse of Davenport, which is another beautiful city,

crowning a hill--a phrase which applies to all these towns; for they

are all comely, all well built, clean, orderly, pleasant to the eye,

and cheering to the spirit; and they are all situated upon hills.
Therefore we will give that phrase a rest. The Indians have a tradition
that Marquette and Joliet canped where Davenport now stands, in 1673.
The next white man who canped there, did it about a hundred and seventy
years later--in 1834. Davenport has gathered its thirty thousand

people within the past thirty years. She sends nore children to her
school s now, than her whol e popul ati on nunbered twenty-three years ago.
She has the usual Upper River quota of factories, newspapers,

and institutions of |earning; she has tel ephones, |ocal telegraphs,

an electric alarm and an admrable paid fire departnent,

consi sting of six hook and | adder conpani es, four steamfire engines,
and thirty churches. Davenport is the official residence of two bishops--

Epi scopal and Catholic.

Opposite Davenport is the flourishing town of Rock Island,
which lies at the foot of the Upper Rapids. A great railroad
bri dge connects the two towns--one of the thirteen which fret

the M ssissippi and the pilots, between St. Louis and St. Paul

The charming island of Rock Island, three mles |ong and half
a mle wide, belongs to the United States, and the Governnent has
turned it into a wonderful park, enhancing its natural attractions

by art, and threading its fine forests with nany mles of drives.



Near the center of the island one catches glinpses, through the trees,
of ten vast stone four-story buildings, each of which covers an acre
of ground. These are the CGovernnent workshops; for the Rock Island

establishment is a national arnory and arsenal

We nove up the river--always through enchanting scenery,

there being no other kind on the Upper M ssissippi--

and pass Mdline, a center of vast manufacturing industries;

and dinton and Lyons, great |unber centers; and presently

reach Dubuque, which is situated in a rich mneral region

The | ead m nes are very productive, and of w de extent.

Dubuque has a great nunmber of manufacturing establishnments; anmong them
a plow factory which has for custoners all Christendomin general

At least so | was told by an agent of the concern who was on

the boat. He said--

"You show me any country under the sun where they really know how to pl ow,
and if | don't show you our mark on the plow they use, I'Il eat that plow

and | won't ask for any Wostershyre sauce to flavor it up with, either.

All this part of the river is rich in Indian history and traditions.
Bl ack Hawk's was once a pui ssant nanme hereabouts; as was Keokuk's,
further dowmm. A few mles bel ow Dubuque is the Tete de Mort--
Deat h' s-head rock, or bluff--to the top of which the French drove
a band of Indians, in early tines, and cooped them up there,

with death for a certainty, and only the manner of it matter

of choice--to starve, or junp off and kill thensel ves.

Bl ack Hawk adopted the ways of the white people, toward the end

of his life; and when he died he was buried, near Des Mi nes,

in Christian fashion, nodified by Indian custom that is to say,
clothed in a Christian mlitary uniform and with a Christian cane
in his hand, but deposited in the grave in a sitting posture.

Formerly, a horse had al ways been buried with a chief.



The substitution of the cane shows that Bl ack Hawk's haughty nature

was really hunbl ed, and he expected to wal k when he got over

We noticed that above Dubuque the water of the M ssissippi was
olive-green--rich and beautiful and senmi -transparent, with the sun on it.
O course the water was nowhere as clear or of as fine a conplexion as it
is in some other seasons of the year; for nowit was at flood stage,

and therefore dimed and blurred by the nud nmanufactured from cavi ng banks.

The majestic bluffs that overl ook the river, along through this region
charmone with the grace and variety of their forns, and the soft
beauty of their adornment. The steep verdant sl ope, whose base

is at the water's edge is topped by a lofty ranpart of broken

turreted rocks, which are exquisitely rich and nmellow in color--

mai nl y dark browns and dull greens, but splashed with other tints.

And then you have the shining river, wi nding here and there and yonder
its sweep interrupted at intervals by clusters of wooded i sl ands
threaded by silver channels; and you have glinpses of distant villages,
asl eep upon capes; and of stealthy rafts slipping along in the shade

of the forest walls; and of white steaners vani shing around renote points.
And it is all as tranquil and reposeful as dreanl and, and has not hi ng

this-worldly about it--nothing to hang a fret or a worry upon.

Until the unholy train cones tearing along--which it presently does,
ripping the sacred solitude to rags and tatters with its devil's

war whoop and the roar and thunder of its rushing wheel s--and strai ghtway
you are back in this world, and with one of its frets ready to hand

for your entertainment: for you renenber that this is the very road
whose stock al ways goes down after you buy it, and al ways goes up

again as soon as you sell it. It nmakes ne shudder to this day,

to remenber that | once cane near not getting rid of nmy stock at all

It nmust be an awful thing to have a railroad |l eft on your hands.



The | oconotive is in sight fromthe deck of the steanboat al nost

the whole way from St. Louis to St. Paul --eight hundred ml es.

These railroads have nade havoc with the steanboat conmerce

The clerk of our boat was a steanboat clerk before these roads

were built. In that day the influx of population was so great,

and the freight business so heavy, that the boats were not able

to keep up with the demands nade upon their carrying capacity;
consequently the captains were very independent and airy--

pretty 'biggity,' as Uncle Renmus would say. The clerk nut-shelled the

contrast between the forner tine and the present, thus--

'Boat used to land--captain on hurricane roof--mghty stiff and straight--
iron ranrod for a spine--kid gloves, plug tile, hair parted behind--

man on shore takes off hat and says--

"CGot twenty-eight tons of wheat, cap'n--be great favor if you

can take them™"

'Captain says--

" "1l take two of thenf--and don't even condescend to | ook at him

' But nowadays the captain takes off his old slouch, and sniles
all the way around to the back of his ears, and gets off a bow

whi ch he hasn't got any ranmrod to interfere with, and says--

"Gad to see you, Smith, glad to see you--you' re | ooking well--

haven't seen you | ooking so well for years--what you got for us?"

" "Nuth'n", says Smith; and keeps his hat on, and just turns

hi s back and goes to tal king with sonebody el se.

'Ch, yes, eight years ago, the captain was on top; but it's Smth's turn now

Ei ght years ago a boat used to go up the river with every stateroomfull,



and people piled five and six deep on the cabin floor; and a solid
deck-1oad of inmgrants and harvesters down below, into the bargain.

To get a first-class stateroom you'd got to prove sixteen quarterings
of nobility and four hundred years of descent, or be personally
acquainted with the nigger that blacked the captain's boots.

But it's all changed now, plenty stateroons above, no harvesters bel ow -
there's a patent self-binder now, and they don't have harvesters

any nore; they've gone where the woodbi ne twi neth--and they didn't go

by steanboat, either; went by the train.

Up in this region we net nmassed acres of |unber rafts coning down--
but not floating leisurely along, in the ol d-fashioned way,

manned wi th joyous and reckl ess crews of fiddling,

song- si ngi ng, whi skey-dri nki ng, breakdown-danci ng rapscalli ons;

no, the whole thing was shoved swiftly along by a powerful
stern-wheel er, nodern fashion, and the snmall crews were quiet,
orderly nmen, of a sedate business aspect, with not a suggestion

of romance about them anywhere

Al ong here, sonmewhere, on a black night, we ran sone exceedingly
narrow and intricate island-chutes by aid of the electric light.
Behi nd was solid bl ackness--a crackless bank of it; ahead, a narrow
el bow of water, curving between dense walls of foliage that al nost
touched our bows on both sides; and here every individual Ieaf,

and every individual ripple stood out in its natural color

and flooded with a glare as of noonday intensified.

The effect was strange, and fine, and very striking.

We passed Prairie du Chien, another of Father Marquette's canpi ng-pl aces;

and after sone hours of progress through varied and beautiful scenery,
reached La Crosse. Here is a town of twelve or thirteen thousand popul ation
with electric lighted streets, and with bl ocks of buildings which are stately

enough, and also architecturally fine enough, to conmand respect in any city.



It is a choice town, and we made satisfactory use of the hour allowed us,

in roamng it over, though the weather was rainier than necessary.

Chapter 59

Legends and Scenery

WE added several passengers to our list, at La Crosse; anong others
an ol d gentleman who had cone to this north-western region
with the early settlers, and was fanmiliar with every part of it.

Pardonably proud of it, too. He said--

"You'll find scenery between here and St. Paul that can give

the Hudson points. You'll have the Queen's Bl uff--seven hundred

feet high, and just as inposing a spectacle as you can find anywheres;
and Trenpel eau Island, which isn't like any other island in Anerica,

| believe, for it is a gigantic nmountain, wth precipitous sides,

and is full of Indian traditions, and used to be full of rattl esnakes;
if you catch the sun just right there, you will have a picture that
will stay with you. And above Wnona you'll have |lovely prairies;

and then cone the Thousand Islands, too beautiful for anything;

green? why you never saw foliage so green, nor packed so thick

it's like a thousand plush cushions afloat on a | ooking-gl ass--

when the water 's still; and then the nonstrous bluffs on both sides of
the river--ragged, rugged, dark-conplected--just the frame that's wanted;
you al ways want a strong franme, you know, to throw up the nice points

of a delicate picture and nake them stand out.

The ol d gentleman also told us a touching Indian | egend or two--

but not very powerful ones.

After this excursion into history, he canme back to the scenery,

and described it, detail by detail, fromthe Thousand I sl ands



to St. Paul; naming its nanes with such facility, tripping along
his thene with such ninble and confident ease, slamming in a
three-ton word, here and there, with such a conplacent air of 't
isn't-anything,-1-can-do-it-any-tinme-1-want-to, and letting off
fine surprises of lurid el oquence at such judicious intervals,

that | presently began to suspect--

But no matter what | began to suspect. Hear him-

"Ten m | es above Wnona we come to Fountain City, nestling sweetly at the feet
of cliffs that Iift their awful fronts, Jovelike, toward the bl ue depths
of heaven, bathing themin virgin atnospheres that have known no ot her contact

save that of angels' wi ngs.

"And next we glide through silver waters, am d | ovely and stupendous
aspects of nature that attune our hearts to adoring admration,

about twelve miles, and strike Munt Vernon, six hundred feet high,
with romantic ruins of a once first-class hotel perched

far anmong the cloud shadows that nottle its dizzy hei ghts--

sol e remant of once-flourishing Mount Vernon, town of early days,

now desol ate and utterly deserted

"And so we nove on. Past Chimey Rock we fly--noble shaft of six
hundred feet; then just before landing at M nnieska our attention is
attracted by a nost striking pronontory rising over five hundred feet--
the ideal nmountain pyramd. |Its conic shape--thickly-woded surface
girding its sides, and its apex like that of a cone, cause the spectator
to wonder at nature's workings. Fromits dizzy heights superb views

of the forests, streans, bluffs, hills and dal es bel ow and beyond

for mles are brought within its focus. Wat grander river scenery
can be conceived, as we gaze upon this enchanting | andscape,

fromthe uppernost point of these bluffs upon the valleys bel ow?

The prineval wildness and awful |oneliness of these sublinme creations

of nature and nature's God, excite feelings of unbounded admiration



and the recollection of which can never be effaced fromthe nenory,

as we view themin any direction.

' Next we have the Lion's Head and the Lioness's Head, carved by

nature's hand, to adorn and domi nate the beauteous stream

and then anon the river widens, and a nost charming and nagnificent
view of the valley before us suddenly bursts upon our vision

rugged hills, clad with verdant forests fromsumit to base,

| evel prairie lands, holding in their lap the beautiful Wbasha,

City of the Healing Waters, puissant foe of Bright's disease,

and that grandest conception of nature's works, incomnparable Lake Pepin--
these constitute a picture whereon the tourist's eye nay gaze

uncounted hours, with rapture unappeased and unappeasabl e.

"And so we glide along; in due tine encountering those majestic dones,
the m ghty Sugar Loaf, and the sublinme Miden's Rock--which latter
romantic superstition has invested with a voice; and oft-tines

as the birch canoe glides near, at twlight, the dusky paddl er
fanci es he hears the soft sweet nusic of the |ong-departed W nona,

darling of Indian song and story.

' Then Frontenac | oons upon our vision, delightful resort of jaded

sumrer tourists; then progressive Red Wng; and Di anond Bl uff, inpressive and
preponderous in its lone sublimty; then Prescott and the St. Croix;

and anon we see bursting upon us the dones and steeples of St. Paul

gi ant young chief of the North, marching with seven-league stride in

the van of progress, banner-bearer of the highest and newest civilization
carving his beneficent way with the tonahawk of commercial enterprise,
soundi ng the warwhoop of Christian culture, tearing off the reeking scalp

of sloth and superstition to plant there the steam plow and the school - house- -
ever in his front stretch arid | awl essness, ignorance, crine, despair;

ever in his wake bloomthe jail, the gallows, and the pulpit; and ever----



' Have you ever traveled with a panoranma?

"I have formerly served in that capacity.

My suspicion was confirned.

"Do you still travel with it?

"No, she is laid up till the fall season opens. | am hel ping now to work up
the materials for a Tourist's Guide which the St. Louis and St. Paul Packet
Conpany are going to issue this summer for the benefit of travelers who go

by that 1ine.

"When you were tal king of Muiden's Rock, you spoke of
the | ong-departed Wnona, darling of Indian song and story.

Is she the nmaiden of the rock?--and are the two connected by | egend?

"Yes, and a very tragic and pai nful one. Perhaps the nost cel ebrated,

as well as the nost pathetic, of all the | egends of the M ssissippi.

We asked himto tell it. He dropped out of his conversationa
vein and back into his lecture-gait wthout an effort,

and rolled on as foll ows--

"Alittle distance above Lake City is a fanmpous point known

as Maiden's Rock, which is not only a picturesque spot, but is

full of romantic interest fromthe event which gave it its nane,

Not nmany years ago this locality was a favorite resort for the Sioux
I ndi ans on account of the fine fishing and hunting to be had there,
and | arge nunbers of themwere always to be found in this locality.
Anong the families which used to resort here, was one bel ongi ng

to the tribe of Wabasha. We-no-na (first-born) was the nanme

of a mai den who had plighted her troth to a | over bel ongi ng



to the same band. But her stern parents had prom sed her hand

to another, a famous warrior, and insisted on her weddi ng him

The day was fixed by her parents, to her great grief.

She appeared to accede to the proposal and acconpany themto

the rock, for the purpose of gathering flowers for the feast.

On reaching the rock, W-no-na ran to its summt and standi ng on

its edge upbrai ded her parents who were below, for their cruelty,
and then singing a death-dirge, threw herself fromthe precipice and

dashed themin pieces on the rock bel ow'

' Dashed who in pieces--her parents?

"Yes.'

"Well, it certainly was a tragi c business, as you say.

And noreover, there is a startling kind of dramatic surprise

about it which | was not |looking for. It is a distinct

i mprovenent upon the threadbare form of |ndian |egend.

There are fifty Lover's Leaps al ong the M ssissippi from whose
summit di sappointed Indian girls have junped, but this is the only
junp in the lot hat turned out in the right and satisfactory way.

What becane of W nona?'

'She was a good deal jarred up and jolted: but she got herself

t oget her and di sappeared before the coroner reached the fatal spot;
and 'tis said she sought and married her true |ove, and wandered
with himto sone distant cline, where she |lived happy ever after
her gentle spirit mellowed and chastened by the romantic incident
whi ch had so early deprived her of the sweet guidance of a nother's
|l ove and a father's protecting arm and thrown her, all unfriended,

upon the cold charity of a censorious world.

I was glad to hear the lecturer's description of the scenery,

for it assisted ny appreciation of what | saw of it, and enabl ed



me to inmagine such of it as we lost by the intrusion of night.

As the lecturer remarked, this whole region is blanketed with Indian
tales and traditions. But | rem nded himthat people usually mnerely
mention this fact--doing it in a way to make a body's nouth water--

and judiciously stopped there. Why? Because the inpression |eft,

was that these tales were full of incident and imagi nati on--a pl easant

i mpression which would be pronptly dissipated if the tales were told.

| showed hima lot of this sort of literature which | had been collecting,

and he confessed that it was poor stuff, exceedingly sorry rubbish;
and | ventured to add that the | egends which he had hinself told us
were of this character, with the single exception of the adnirable
story of Wnona. He granted these facts, but said that if | would
hunt up M. School craft's book, published near fifty years ago,

and now doubtless out of print, |I would find sonme Indian inventions

init that were very far from being barren of incident and i magi nation

that the tales in Hi awatha were of this sort, and they canme from
School craft's book; and that there were others in the same book
which M. Longfell ow could have turned into verse with good effect.
For instance, there was the | egend of 'The Undyi ng Head.

He could not tell it, for many of the details had grown dim

in his nenory; but he would recommend ne to find it and enl arge

my respect for the Indian inmagination. He said that this tale,

and nost of the others in the book, were current anong the Indians

along this part of the M ssissippi when he first cane here;

and that the contributors to Schoolcraft's book had got themdirectly

fromlindian lips, and had witten themdown with strict exactness,

and wi t hout enbel lishnents of their own.

I have found the book. The lecturer was right. There are severa

| egends in it which confirmwhat he said. | will offer two of them-'The

Undyi ng Head,' and 'Peboan and Seegwun, an Allegory of the Seasons.

The latter is used in H awatha; but it is worth reading in the origina

form



if only that one may see how effective a genuine poem can be w t hout

the hel ps and graces of poetic neasure and rhythm -

PEBOAN AND SEEGWUN.

An old man was sitting alone in his |odge, by the side

of a frozen stream It was the close of winter, and his fire

was al nost out, He appeared very old and very desol ate.

H's |l ocks were white with age, and he trenbled in every joint.

Day after day passed in solitude, and he heard nothing but the sound

of the tenpest, sweeping before it the newfallen snow

One day, as his fire was just dying, a handsone young man approached
and entered his dwelling. H's cheeks were red with the bl ood of youth,
his eyes sparkled with animation, and a snile played upon his |ips.

He wal ked with a light and quick step. H's forehead was bound

with a weath of sweet grass, in place of a warrior's frontlet,

and he carried a bunch of flowers in his hand.

"Ah, ny son,' said the old man, 'I am happy to see you

Cone in. Cone and tell nme of your adventures, and what strange

| ands you have been to see. Let us pass the night together

I will tell you of my prowess and exploits, and what | can perform

You shall do the sane, and we will anuse oursel ves.

He then drew from his sack a curiously wought antique pipe,
and having filled it with tobacco, rendered mld by a nixture
of certain |leaves, handed it to his guest. Wen this cerenony

was concl uded t hey began to speak

"I blow my breath,' said the old nan, 'and the stream stands still.

The wat er becones stiff and hard as cl ear stone.



"Il breathe,' said the young nman, 'and flowers spring up over the plain.

"I shake ny locks,' retorted the old nman, 'and snow covers the |and.

The | eaves fall fromthe trees at ny command, and ny breath bl ows t hem away.
The birds get up fromthe water, and fly to a distant |and.

The aninal s hide thenselves fromny breath, and the very ground becones as

hard as flint.'

"l shake ny ringlets,' rejoined the young man, 'and warm showers

of soft rain fall upon the earth. The plants |ift up their heads

out of the earth, like the eyes of children glistening with delight.

My voice recalls the birds. The warnth of my breath unl ocks the streans.

Music fills the groves wherever | walk, and all nature rejoices.

At length the sun began to rise. A gentle warnth cane

over the place. The tongue of the old nman becane silent.

The robin and bl uebird began to sing on the top of the | odge.

The stream began to murnmur by the door, and the fragrance of grow ng

herbs and flowers cane softly on the vernal breeze.

Daylight fully revealed to the young man the character of his entertainer
When he | ooked upon him he had the icy visage of Peboan. <footnote
[Wnter.]> Streanms began to flow fromhis eyes. As the sun increased

he grew |l ess and less in stature, and anon had nelted conpletely away.
Not hi ng remai ned on the place of his |odge-fire but the m skodeed, <f oot not e
[The trailing arbutus.]> a small white flower, with a pink border, which is

one of the earliest species of northern plants.

"The Undying Head' is a rather long tale, but it nakes up in weird conceits,
fairy-tale prodigies, variety of incident, and energy of novenent,

for what it lacks in brevity.<footnote [See appendix D.]>

Chapter 60



Specul ati ons and Concl usi ons

VEE reached St. Paul, at the head of navigation of the M ssissippi

and there our voyage of two thousand miles from New Ol eans ended. It is
about a ten-day trip by steamer. |t can probably be done quicker by rail

| judge so because | know that one may go by rail fromSt. Louis to Hannibal --
a distance of at |east a hundred and twenty mles--in seven hours.

This is better than wal king; unless one is in a hurry.

The season being far advanced when we were in New Ol eans, the roses

and magnol i a bl ossons were falling; but here in St. Paul it was the snow,
In New Ol eans we had caught an occasional w thering breath from over

a crater, apparently; here in St. Paul we caught a frequent benunbing

one fromover a glacier, apparently.

But | wander fromny theme. St. Paul is a wonderful town.

It is put together in solid blocks of honest brick and stone,

and has the air of intending to stay. Its post-office was established
thirty-six years ago; and by and by, when the postnaster received

a letter, he carried it to Washi ngton, horseback, to inquire what
was to be done with it. Such is the |legend. Two frane houses were
built that year, and several persons were added to the popul ation

A recent nunber of the leading St. Paul paper, the 'Pioneer Press,
gi ves sone statistics which furnish a vivid contrast to that old
state of things, to wit: Population, autum of the present year
(1882), 71,000; nunber of letters handled, first half of

the year, 1,209, 387; nunber of houses built during three-quarters

of the year, 989; their cost, $3,186,000. The increase of letters
over the corresponding six nonths of last year was fifty per cent.
Last year the new buildings added to the city cost above $4, 500, 000.
St. Paul's strength lies in her comrerce--1 nean his conmmerce.

He is a manufacturing city, of course--all the cities of that



region are--but he is peculiarly strong in the matter of conmerce.

Last year his jobbing trade ambunted to upwards of $52, 000, 000.

He has a customhouse, and is building a costly capitol to repl ace
the one recently burned--for he is the capital of the State.

He has churches wi thout end; and not the cheap poor kind,

but the kind that the rich Protestant puts up, the kind that

the poor Irish "hired-girl' delights to erect. Wat a passion

for building majestic churches the Irish hired-girl has.

It is afine thing for our architecture but too often we enjoy

her stately fanes w thout giving her a grateful thought.

In fact, instead of reflecting that 'every brick and every stone
in this beautiful edifice represents an ache or a pain, and a handfu
of sweat, and hours of heavy fatigue, contributed by the back

and forehead and bones of poverty,' it is our habit to forget
these things entirely, and nerely glorify the mighty tenple itself,
wi t hout vouchsafing one praiseful thought to its hunble builder,

whose rich heart and withered purse it synboli zes.

This is a land of libraries and schools. St. Paul has three public libraries,
and they contain, in the aggregate, sone forty thousand books.
He has one hundred and si xteen school - houses, and pays out nore than

seventy thousand dollars a year in teachers' salaries.

There is an unusually fine railway station; so large is it,
in fact, that it seemed sonewhat overdone, in the matter
of size, at first; but at the end of a fewnonths it was
perceived that the mistake was distinctly the other way.

The error is to be corrected.

The town stands on high ground; it is about seven hundred feet
above the sea level. It is so high that a wi de view of river

and lowand is offered fromits streets.



It is a very wonderful town indeed, and is not finished yet.

Al'l the streets are obstructed with building materi al

and this is being conpacted into houses as fast as possible,

to nake room for nore--for other people are anxious to build,

as soon as they can get the use of the streets to pile up their bricks

and stuff in.

How sol enn and beautiful is the thought, that the earliest pioneer

of civilization, the van-leader of civilization, is never the steanboat,
never the railroad, never the newspaper, never the Sabbat h-school

never the nissionary--but always whi skey! Such is the case.

Look history over; you will see. The nissionary cones after the whiskey--
I mean he arrives after the whiskey has arrived; next cones

the poor immgrant, with ax and hoe and rifle; next, the trader

next, the niscellaneous rush; next, the gambler, the desperado,

the hi ghwayman, and all their kindred in sin of both sexes; and next,

the smart chap who has bought up an old grant that covers all the |and;
this brings the lawyer tribe; the vigilance conmittee brings the undertaker
Al'l these interests bring the newspaper; the newspaper starts up politics
and a railroad; all hands turn to and build a church and a jail--

and behold, civilization is established for ever in the |and.

But whi skey, you see, was the van-leader in this beneficent work.

It always is. It was like a foreigner--and excusable in a foreigner--

to be ignorant of this great truth, and wander off into astronony

to borrow a synbol. But if he had been conversant with the facts,

he woul d have sai d- -

Westward the Jug of Enpire takes its way.

This great van-leader arrived upon the ground which St. Paul now occupi es,
in June 1837. Yes, at that date, Pierre Parrant, a Canadian, built the
first cabin, uncorked his jug, and began to sell whiskey to the Indians.

The result is before us.



Al'l that | have said of the newness, briskness, sw ft progress,
weal th, intelligence, fine and substantial architecture,

and general slash and go, and energy of St. Paul, wll apply
to his near neighbor, Mnneapolis--with the addition

that the latter is the bigger of the two cities

These extraordinary towns were ten niles apart, a few nonths ago,

but were growi ng so fast that they may possibly be joined now,

and getting along under a single nayor. At any rate, within five years
fromnow there will be at |least such a substantial |iganent of buildings
stretching between them and uniting themthat a stranger will not be able
to tell where the one Sianmese twin |eaves off and the other begins.

Conbi ned, they will then nunber a popul ation of two hundred and

fifty thousand, if they continue to grow as they are now grow ng.

Thus, this center of population at the head of M ssissippi navigation
will then begin a rivalry as to nunbers, with that center of popul ation

at the foot of it--New Ol eans.

M nneapolis is situated at the falls of St. Anthony, which stretch across
the river, fifteen hundred feet, and have a fall of eighty-two feet--

a wat erpower which, by art, has been made of inestinable val ue,

busi ness-wi se, though sonmewhat to the damage of the Falls as a spectacle,

or as a background agai nst which to get your photograph taken

Thirty flouring-mlls turn out two mllion barrels of the very
choi cest of flour every year; twenty sawm||ls produce two hundred
mllion feet of lunber annually; then there are woolen mlls,
cotton mlls, paper and oil mlls; and sash, nail, furniture,
barrel, and other factories, wthout nunber, so to speak

The great flouring-mlls here and at St. Paul use the 'new process

and nash the wheat by rolling, instead of grinding it.



Si xteen railroads neet in Mnneapolis, and sixty-five passenger trains arrive
and depart daily. In this place, as in St. Paul, journalismthrives.

Here there are three great dailies, ten weeklies, and three nonthlies.

There is a university, with four hundred students--and, better still,

its good efforts are not confined to enlightening the one sex.

There are sixteen public schools, wth buildings which cost $500, 000;

there are six thousand pupils and one hundred and twenty-ei ght teachers.
There are al so seventy churches existing, and a | ot nore projected.

The banks aggregate a capital of $3,000,000, and the whol esal e jobbing trade

of the town ampunts to $50, 000, 000 a year

Near St. Paul and M nneapolis are several points of interest--

Fort Snelling, a fortress occupying a river-bluff a hundred

feet high; the falls of M nnehaha, Wite-bear Lake, and so forth.
The beautiful falls of Mnnehaha are sufficiently cel ebrated--

they do not need a lift fromne, in that direction

The White-bear Lake is less known. It is a lovely sheet of water,
and is being utilized as a sumer resort by the wealth and fashion
of the State. It has its club-house, and its hotel, with the nodern
i nprovenents and conveni ences; its fine summer residences;

and plenty of fishing, hunting, and pl easant drives.

There are a dozen ninor summer resorts around about St. Paul

and M nneapolis, but the White-bear Lake is the resort.

Connected with Wite-bear Lake is a nost idiotic Indian | egend.

I would resist the tenptation to print it here, if | could,

but the task is beyond ny strength. The gui de-book nanes the preserver
of the I egend, and conplinents his 'facile pen.' Wthout further
comrent or delay then, let us turn the said facile pen | oose

upon the reader--

A LEGEND OF WHI TE- BEAR LAKE.

Every spring, for perhaps a century, or as long as there has been a nation



of red nen, an island in the m ddl e of \Wite-bear Lake has been visited

by a band of Indians for the purpose of making nmapl e sugar

Tradi tion says that many springs ago, while upon this island,

a young warrior |oved and wooed t he daughter of his chief,

and it is said, also, the nmaiden |oved the warrior.

He had again and again been refused her hand by her parents,

the old chief alleging that he was no brave, and his old consort

call ed hima woman!

The sun had again set upon the 'sugar-bush,' and the bright noon rose

high in the bright blue heavens, when the young warrior took down his
flute and went out alone, once nore to sing the story of his |ove,

the m|d breeze gently noved the two gay feathers in his head-dress,

and as he nounted on the trunk of a leaning tree, the danp snow fel
fromhis feet heavily. As he raised his flute to his lips, his blanket
slipped fromhis well-fornmed shoulders, and lay partly on the snow beneat h.
He began his weird, wild | ove-song, but soon felt that he was cold,

and as he reached back for his blanket, some unseen hand laid it gently

on his shoulders; it was the hand of his love, his guardian angel

She took her place beside him and for the present they were happy;

for the Indian has a heart to love, and in this pride he is as noble

as in his own freedom which nakes himthe child of the forest.

As the legend runs, a |l arge white-bear, thinking, perhaps, that polar snows
and di smal wi nter weather extended everywhere, took up his journey southward.
He at | ength approached the northern shore of the | ake which now bears

hi s nanme, wal ked down the bank and made his way noisel essly through

the deep heavy snow toward the island. It was the same spring ensuing

that the lovers net. They had left their first retreat, and were now
seated anong the branches of a large el mwhich hung far over the |ake.

(The sane tree is still standing, and excites universal curiosity

and interest.) For fear of being detected, they talked al nost in a whisper,

and now, that they m ght get back to canmp in good tinme and thereby



avoi d suspicion, they were just rising to return, when the maiden uttered
a shriek which was heard at the canp, and bounding toward the young brave,
she caught his blanket, but mssed the direction of her foot and fell,
bearing the blanket with her into the great arns of the ferocious nonster
Instantly every man, wonman, and child of the band were upon the bank

but all unarned. Cries and wailings went up fromevery nouth.

What was to be done'? In the neantine this white and savage beast held
the breathless nmaiden in his huge grasp, and fondled with his precious
prey as if he were used to scenes like this. One deafening yell from
the lover warrior is heard above the cries of hundreds of his tribe,

and dashing away to his wi gwam he grasps his faithful knife,

returns alnost at a single bound to the scene of fear and fright,

rushes out along the leaning tree to the spot where his treasure fell

and springing with the fury of a mad panther, pounced upon his prey.

The aninmal turned, and with one stroke of his huge paw brought

the lovers heart to heart, but the next nmonment the warrior, with one

pl unge of the blade of his knife, opened the crinmson sluices of death,

and the dying bear relaxed his hold.

That night there was no nore sleep for the band or the |overs,

and as the young and the ol d danced about the carcass of the dead nonster
the gallant warrior was presented with another plune, and ere

anot her noon had set he had a living treasure added to his heart.

Their children for many years played upon the skin of the white-bear--
fromwhich the | ake derives its name--and the maiden and the brave
renenbered long the fearful scene and rescue that nade them one,

for Kis-se-ne-pa and Ka-go-ka coul d never forget their fearfu

encounter with the huge nonster that came so near sending themto

t he happy hunti ng- ground.

It is a perplexing business. First, she fell down out of the tree--
she and the bl anket; and the bear caught her and fondl ed her--

her and the bl anket; then she fell up into the tree again--



| eavi ng the bl anket; neantine the | over goes war-whoopi ng
honme and cones back 'heeled,' clinbs the tree, junps down on
the bear, the girl junps down after him-apparently, for she
was up the tree--resunes her place in the bear's arns al ong
with the blanket, the lover ranms his knife into the bear,

and saves--whom the blanket? No--nothing of the sort.

You get yourself all worked up and excited about that bl anket,
and then all of a sudden, just when a happy clinmax seens

i mmi nent you are |let down flat--nothing saved but the girl.
Whereas, one is not interested in the girl; she is not

the prom nent feature of the | egend. Nevertheless, there you
are left, and there you nust remain; for if you live

a thousand years you will never know who got the bl anket.

A dead man could get up a better |egend than this one.

| don't nean a fresh dead nman either; | nean a man that's been dead

weeks and weeks.

We struck the home-trail now, and in a few hours were in that

ast oni shing Chicago--a city where they are always rubbing the |anp,

and fetching up the genii, and contriving and achi eving new i npossibilities.
It is hopeless for the occasional visitor to try to keep up with Chi cago--
she outgrows his prophecies faster than he can nmake them

She is always a novelty; for she is never the Chicago you saw when you
passed through the last tinme. The Pennsylvania road rushed us to New

York w thout m ssing schedule tine ten minutes anywhere on the route;

and t here ended one of the npbst enjoyable five-thousand-nile journeys | have

ever had the good fortune to nmake.

APPENDI X A

(FROM THE NEW CRLEANS TI MES DEMOCRAT OF MARCH 29, 1882.)

VOYAGE OF THE Tl MES- DEMOCRAT' S RELI EF BOAT THROUGH THE | NUNDATED



REG ONS

I T was nine o' clock Thursday norni ng when the ' Susie'

left the Mssissippi and entered A d River, or what is

now call ed the nouth of the Red. Ascending on the |eft,

a flood was pouring in through and over the | evees on

the Chandl er plantation, the nost northern point in Pointe

Coupee parish. The water conpletely covered the place,

al t hough the | evees had given way but a short tine before.

The stock had been gathered in a large flat-boat, where,

wi t hout food, as we passed, the animals were huddl ed together,
waiting for a boat to towthemoff. On the right-hand side

of the river is Turnbull's Island, and on it is a large plantation
which formerly was pronounced one of the nost fertile in the State.
The water has hitherto allowed it to go scot-free in usual floods,
but now broad sheets of water told only where fields were.

The top of the protecting | evee could be seen here and there,

but nearly all of it was subnerged.

The trees have put on a greener foliage since the water has poured in,

and the woods | ook bright and fresh, but this pleasant aspect to the eye

is neutralized by the interm nable waste of water. W pass nmile after nile,
and it is nothing but trees standing up to their branches in water.

A wat er-turkey now and again rises and flies ahead into the | ong avenue

of silence. A pirogue sonetines flits fromthe bushes and crosses

the Red River on its way out to the M ssissippi, but the sad-faced

paddl ers never turn their heads to | ook at our boat. The puffing

of the boat is music in this gloom which affects one nbst curiously.

It is not the gloomof deep forests or dark caverns, but a peculiar kind of
sol emm silence and inpressive awe that holds one perforce to its recognition
We passed two negro famlies on a raft tied up in the willows this norning.
They were evidently of the well-to-do class, as they had a supply of neal

and three or four hogs with them Their rafts were about twenty feet square,



and in front of an inprovised shelter earth had been placed, on which they

built their fire

The current running down the Atchafal aya was very sw ft,
the M ssissippi showing a predilection in that direction
whi ch needs only to be seen to enforce the opinion of that
river's desperate endeavors to find a short way to the @ulf.
Smal | boats, skiffs, pirogues, etc., are in great denand,
and nmany have been stolen by piratical negroes,

who take them where they will bring the greatest price.
From what was told me by M. C. P. Ferguson, a planter
near Red River Landi ng, whose place has just gone under
there is much suffering in the rear of that place.

The negroes had given up all thoughts of a crevasse there,
as the upper |evee had stood so long, and when it did
come they were at its nercy. On Thursday a nunber were
taken out of trees and off of cabin roofs and brought in,

many yet remaining.

One does not appreciate the sight of earth until he has travel ed
through a flood. At sea one does not expect or look for it,

but here, with fluttering | eaves, shadowy forest aisles, house-tops
barely visible, it is expected. |In fact a grave-yard, if the nmounds
wer e above water, would be appreciated. The river here is known
only because there is an opening in the trees, and that is all.

It isinwidth, fromFort Adanms on the |left bank of the M ssissippi
to the bank of Rapides Parish, a distance of about sixty mles.

A large portion of this was under cultivation, particularly along
the M ssissippi and back of the Red. Wen Red River proper

was entered, a strong current was running directly across it,

pursui ng the sane direction as that of the M ssissippi

After a run of sone hours, Black River was reached.



Hardly was it entered before signs of suffering becane visible.

Al the willows al ong the banks were stripped of their |eaves.

One nan, whom your correspondent spoke to, said that he had had one
hundred and fifty head of cattle and one hundred head of hogs.

At the first appearance of water he had started to drive

themto the high | ands of Avoyelles, thirty-five niles off,

but he lost fifty head of the beef cattle and sixty hogs.

Black River is quite picturesque, even if its shores are under water.
A dense growth of ash, oak, gum and hickory nake the shores

al nost i npenetrabl e, and where one can get a view down sone

avenue in the trees, only the dimoutlines of distant trunks

can be barely distinguished in the gl oom

Afewniles up this river, the depth of water on the banks

was fully eight feet, and on all sides could be seen

still holding against the strong current, the tops of cabins.

Here and there one overturned was surrounded by drift-wood, formnng

the nucl eus of possibly sone future island.

In order to save coal, as it was inpossible to get that fuel at any point
to be touched during the expedition, a |ook-out was kept for a wood-pile.
On rounding a point a pirogue, skilfully paddled by a youth, shot out,
and in its bowwas a girl of fifteen, of fair face, beautiful black eyes,
and denure manners. The boy asked for a paper, which was thrown to him

and the couple pushed their tiny craft out into the swell of the boat.

Presently a little girl, not certainly over twelve years, paddl ed out
in the smallest little canoe and handled it with all the deftness

of an old voyageur. The little one | ooked nore |ike an Indian

than a white child, and | aughed when asked if she were afraid.

She had been raised in a pirogue and could go anywhere.

She was bound out to pick willow | eaves for the stock, and she pointed

to a house near by with water three inches deep on the fl oors.



At its back door was noored a raft about thirty feet square,

with a sort of fence built upon it, and inside of this sonme sixteen
cows and twenty hogs were standing. The famly did not conplain,
except on account of losing their stock, and pronptly brought a

supply of wood in a flat.

Fromthis point to the Mssissippi River, fifteen niles, there is not a spot
of earth above water, and to the westward for thirty-five mles there

is nothing but the river's flood. Black River had risen during Thursday,
the 23rd, 1<three-quarters> inches, and was going up at night still.

As we progress up the river habitations becone nore frequent,

but are yet still nmiles apart. Nearly all of them are deserted

and the out-houses floated off. To add to the gl oom alnost every

living thing seens to have departed, and not a whistle of a bird

nor the bark of the squirrel can be heard in this solitude.

Sonetinmes a norose gar will throw his tail aloft and disappear in the river
but beyond this everything is quiet--the quiet of dissolution

Down the river floats now a neatly whitewashed hen-house, then

a cluster of neatly split fence-rails, or a door and a bl oated carcass,

sol enmly guarded by a pair of buzzards, the only bird to be seen

whi ch feast on the carcass as it bears themalong. A picture-franme

in which there was a cheap |ithograph of a soldier on horseback

as it floated on told of sone hearth invaded by the water and despoil ed

of this ornanent.

At dark, as it was not prudent to run, a place al ongside the woods was hunt ed

and to a tall gumtree the boat was nmade fast for the night.

A pretty quarter of the nobon threw a pleasant |ight over forest and river
maki ng a picture that would be a delightful piece of |andscape study,
could an artist only hold it dowm to his canvas. The notion of

the engi nes had ceased, the puffing of the escaping steamwas still ed,

and t he envel opi ng silence cl osed upon us, and such silence it was!



Usually in a forest at night one can hear the piping of frogs,
the hum of insects, or the dropping of linbs; but here nature was dunb.
The dark recesses, those aisles into this cathedral, gave forth no sound,

and even the ripplings of the current die away.

At daylight Friday norning all hands were up, and up the Black we started.

The morning was a beautiful one, and the river, which is remarkably

straight, put on its loveliest garb. The blossons of the haw perfuned

the air deliciously, and a few birds whistled blithely along the banks.

The trees were larger, and the forest seened of ol der growth than bel ow

More fields were passed than nearer the nouth, but the sane scene

presented itself--snoke-houses drifting out in the pastures, negro quarters
anchored in confusion agai nst sone oak, and the nodest residence just

showi ng its eaves above water. The sun cane up in a glory of carnine,

and the trees were brilliant in their varied shades of green.

Not a foot of soil is to be seen anywhere, and the water is apparently grow ng
deeper and deeper, for it reaches up to the branches of the |argest trees.

Al'l along, the bordering willows have been denuded of |eaves, show ng how | ong
t he peopl e have been at work gathering this fodder for their animals. An old
man in a pirogue was asked how the willow | eaves agreed with his cattle.

He stopped in his work, and with an oni nous shake of his head replied:

"Well, sir, it 's enough to keep warnth in their bodies and that's

all we expect, but it's hard on the hogs, particularly the snmall ones.

They is dropping off powerful fast. But what can you do? It 's

all we've got.

At thirty mles above the mouth of Black River the water
extends from Natchez on the M ssissippi across to the pine
hills of Louisiana, a distance of seventy-three mles,

and there is hardly a spot that is not ten feet under it.
The tendency of the current up the Black is toward the west.
In fact, so nuch is this the case, the waters of Red River

have been driven down fromtoward the Cal casieu country,



and the waters of the Black enter the Red sone fifteen miles
above the mouth of the former, a thing never before seen by even
the ol dest steanboatnen. The water now in sight of us is entirely

fromthe M ssissippi

Up to Trinity, or rather Troy, which is but a short

di stance bel ow, the people have nearly all noved out,

those renai ni ng havi ng enough for their present personal needs.
Their cattle, though, are suffering and dying off quite fast,

as the confinenent on rafts and the food they get breeds di sease.

After a short stop we started, and soon cane to a section where

there were nany open fields and cabins thickly scattered about.

Here were seen nore pictures of distress. On the inside of the houses
the inmates had built on boxes a scaffold on which they placed

the furniture. The bed-posts were sawed off on top, as the ceiling
was not nmore than four feet fromthe inprovised floor. The buildings
| ooked very insecure, and threatened every nmonent to float off.

Near the houses were cattle standing breast high in the water,
perfectly inpassive. They did not nove in their places, but stood
patiently waiting for help to come. The sight was a distressing one,
and the poor creatures will be sure to die unless speedily rescued.
Cattle differ fromhorses in this peculiar quality. A horse

after finding no relief conmes, will swimoff in search of food,
whereas a beef will stand in its tracks until with exhaustion it drops in

the water and drowns.

At hal f-past twelve o' clock a hail was given froma fl at-boat
inside the line of the bank. Rounding to we ran al ongsi de,
and General York stepped aboard. He was just then engaged
in getting off stock, and wel coned the ' Tines-Denocr at

boat heartily, as he said there was nuch need for her

He said that the distress was not exaggerated in the |east.



People were in a condition it was difficult even for one to inmagine.
The water was so high there was great danger of their houses

bei ng swept away. It had already risen so high that it was
approachi ng the eaves, and when it reaches this point there is

al ways imm nent risk of their being swept away. |If this occurs,
there will be great loss of life. The CGeneral spoke of the gallant
wor k of many of the people in their attenpts to save their stock

but thought that fully twenty-five per cent. had perished.

Al ready twenty-five hundred people had received rations from Troy,
on Black River, and he had towed out a great many cattle,

but a very great quantity renmained and were in dire need.

The wat er was now ei ghteen inches higher than in 1874, and there was

no | and between Vidalia and the hills of Catahoul a.

At two o'clock the 'Susie' reached Troy, sixty-five miles above
the mouth of Black River. Here on the left comes in Little R ver;
just beyond that the Quachita, and on the right the Tensas.

These three rivers formthe Black River. Troy, or a portion

of it, is situated on and around three |arge |Indian nounds,
circular in shape, which rise above the present water

about twelve feet. They are about one hundred and fifty

feet in dianeter, and are about two hundred yards apart.

The houses are all built between these nounds, and hence are al

flooded to a depth of eighteen inches on their floors.

These el evations, built by the aborigines, hundreds of years ago,

are the only points of refuge for mles. Wen we arrived we found them
crowded with stock, all of which was thin and hardly able to stand up
They were mixed together, sheep, hogs, horses, nules, and cattle.

One of these nounds has been used for many years as the grave-yard,

and to-day we saw attenuated cows |ying against the marbl e tonb-stones,
chewing their cud in contentnment, after a nmeal of corn furnished

by General York. Here, as below, the remarkable skill of the wonen



and girls in the managenent of the smaller pirogues was noticed.
Children were paddling about in these nost ticklish crafts with all the

nonchal ance of adepts.

General York has put into operation a perfect systemin regard

to furnishing relief. He makes a personal inspection of the place
where it is asked, sees what is necessary to be done, and then
having two boats chartered, with flats, sends them pronptly

to the place, when the cattle are | oaded and towed to the pine
hills and upl ands of Catahoula. He has made Troy his headquarters,
and to this point boats cone for their supply of feed for cattle.
On the opposite side of Little River, which branches to the left
out of Black, and between it and the CQuachita, is situated

the town of Trinity, which is hourly threatened with destruction

It is much lower than Troy, and the water is eight and nine

feet deep in the houses. A strong current sweeps through it,

and it is remarkable that all of its houses have not gone before.
The residents of both Troy and Trinity have been cared for, yet sone

of their stock have to be furnished with food.

As soon as the 'Susie' reached Troy, she was turned over to Ceneral York,

and placed at his disposition to carry out the work of relief nore rapidly.
Nearly all her supplies were | anded on one of the nmounds to |ighten her,

and she was headed down streamto relieve those below. At Tom Hooper's pl ace
a fewnmles fromTroy, a large flat, with about fifty head of stock on board,
was taken in tow. The animals were fed, and soon regai ned sone strength.

To-day we go on Little River, where the suffering is greatest.

DOM BLACK RI VER

Sat urday Eveni ng, March 25.

We started down Bl ack River quite early, under the direction of General York,



to bring out what stock could be reached. Going down river a flat
intowwas left in a central locality, and fromthere nen poled her back

in the rear of plantations, picking up the animals wherever found.

In the loft of a gin-house there were seventeen head found, and after

a gangway was built they were led down into the flat without difficulty.
Taking a skiff with the General, your reporter was pulled up to alittle
house of two roons, in which the water was standing two feet on the floors.
In one of the large roons were huddl ed the horses and cows of the place,
while in the other the Wdow Tayl or and her son were seated on a scaffold
raised on the floor. One or two dug-outs were drifting about in the roam
ready to be put in service at any tine. Wen the flat was brought up

the side of the house was cut away as the only neans of getting

the animals out, and the cattle were driven on board the boat.

General York, in this as in every case, inquired if the fanmly desired

to | eave, informng themthat Mjor Burke, of 'The Tines-Denocrat,

has sent the 'Susie' up for that purpose. Ms. Taylor said she thanked
Maj or Bur ke, but she would try and hold out. The renmarkable tenacity

of the people here to their hones is beyond all conprehension. Just bel ow,
at a point sixteen mles from T Troy, information was received that the house
of M. TomEllis was in danger, and his famly were all init. W steaned
there i medi ately, and a sad picture was presented. Looking out of the half
of the window | eft above water, was Ms. Ellis, who is in feeble health,
whil st at the door were her seven children, the ol dest not fourteen years.
One side of the house was given up to the work aninmals, sonme twelve head,
besi des hogs. In the next roomthe famly lived, the water coming within two
inches of the bed-rail. The stove was bel ow water, and the cooki ng was done
on a fire on top of it. The house threatened to give way at any nonent:
one end of it was sinking, and, in fact, the building | ooked a nere shell.
As the boat rounded to, M. Ellis came out in a dug-out, and Genera

York told himthat he had conme to his relief; that 'The Ti nes-Denocr at

boat was at his service, and would renove his family at once to the hills,
and on Monday a flat would take out his stock, as, until that tine,

they woul d be busy. Notw thstanding the deplorable situation hinself



and famly were in, M. Ellis did not want to | eave. He said he thought

he would wait until Mnday, and take the risk of his house falling.

The children around the door |ooked perfectly contented, seemng to care
little for the danger they were in. These are but two instances of the nany.
After weeks of privation and suffering, people still cling to their houses
and | eave only when there is not room between the water and the ceiling

to build a scaffold on which to stand. It seened to be inconprehensible,

yet the love for the old place was stronger than that for safety.

After leaving the Ellis place, the next spot touched at

was the Oswal d place. Here the flat was towed al ongside

the gi n-house where there were fifteen head standing in water;
and yet, as they stood on scaffolds, their heads were above
the top of the entrance. It was found inpossible to get

them out without cutting away a portion of the front;

and so axes were brought into requisition and a gap nade.
After much | abor the horses and nul es were securely placed

on the flat.

At each place we stop there are always three, four, or nore dug-outs

arriving, bringing information of stock in other places in need.

Not wi t hst andi ng the fact that a great many had driven a part of their
stock to the hills sone tine ago, there yet remains a | arge quantity,
whi ch General York, who is working with indomtable energy, will get

| anded in the pine hills by Tuesday.

Al'l along Black River the 'Susie' has been visited by scores

of planters, whose tales are the repetition of those already

heard of suffering and loss. An old planter, who has lived on

the river since 1844, said there never was such a rise, and he was
satisfied nore than one quarter of the stock has been | ost.
Luckily the people cared first for their work stock, and when they

could find it horses and nul es were housed in a place of safety.



The rise which still continues, and was two i nches |ast night,
compels themto get themout to the hills; hence it is

that the work of General York is of such a great val ue.

From daylight to late at night he is going this way and that,
cheering by his kindly words and directing with cal mjudgnent
what is to be done. One unpleasant story, of a certain

merchant in New Oleans, is told all along the river

It appears for some years past the planters have been dealing
with this individual, and many of them had bal ances in his hands.
When the overflow cane they wote for coffee, for neal, and,

in fact, for such little necessities as were required.

No response to these letters cane, and others were witten,

and yet these old custonmers, with plantations under water,

were refused even what was necessary to sustain life. It is needless

to say he is not popular now on Back River

The hills spoken of as the place of refuge for the people and stock on Bl ack

Ri ver are in Catahoula parish, twenty-four nmiles fromBlack River

After filling the flat with cattle we took on board the fanily
of T. S. Hooper, seven in nunber, who could not |onger remain
in their dwelling, and we are now taking themup Little R ver

to the hills.

THE FLOOD STILL RI SI NG

Troy: March 27, 1882, noon

The flood here is rising about three and a half inches every
twenty-four hours, and rains have set in which will increase this.
General York feels now that our efforts ought to be directed towards
saving life, as the increase of the water has jeopardi zed many houses.
W intend to go up the Tensas in a few mnutes, and then we

will return and go down Black River to take off famlies.



There is a lack of steamtransportation here to neet the energency.
The Ceneral has three boats chartered, with flats in tow,

but the denand for these to tow out stock is greater than they

can neet with pronptness. Al are working night and day,

and the 'Susie' hardly stops for nore than an hour anywhere.

The rise has placed Trinity in a dangerous plight, and nonentarily
it is expected that some of the houses will float off.

Troy is a little higher, yet all are in the water.

Reports have cone in that a wonan and child have been

washed away bel ow here, and two cabins floated off.

Their occupants are the sane who refused to cone off day

before yesterday. One would not believe the utter passiveness

of the people.

As yet no news has been received of the steamer 'Delia,' which is
supposed to be the one sunk in yesterday's stormon Lake Catahoul a.
She is due here now, but has not arrived. Even the mail here is
nost uncertain, and this | send by skiff to Natchez to get it to you
It is inpossible to get accurate data as to past crops, etc., as

t hose who know nmuch about the matter have gone, and those who renain

are not well versed in the production of this section.

General York desires me to say that the anount of rations
fornmerly sent should be duplicated and sent at once.

It is inpossible to make any estimate, for the people are fleeing
to the hills, sorapidis the rise. The residents here are

in a state of commotion that can only be appreci ated when seen

and conpl ete denoralization has set in,

If rations are drawn for any particul ar section hereabouts, they would
not be certain to be distributed, so everything should be sent to Troy
as a center, and the CGeneral will have it properly disposed of.

He has sent for one hundred tents, and, if all go to the hills who are



in nmotion now, two hundred will be required.

APPENDI X B

THE M SSI SSI PPl Rl VER COW SSI ON

THE condition of this rich valley of the Lower M ssissippi

i medi ately after and since the war, constituted one

of the disastrous effects of war nost to be depl ored.

Fictitious property in slaves was not only righteously destroyed,
but very much of the work which had depended upon the sl ave | abor

was al so destroyed or greatly inpaired, especially the | evee system

It might have been expected by those who have not investigated the subject,
that such inportant inprovenents as the construction and mnai nt enance

of the I evees woul d have been assuned at once by the several States.

But what can the State do where the people are under subjection to

rates of interest ranging from18 to 30 per cent., and are al so under

the necessity of pledging their crops in advance even of planting,

at these rates, for the privilege of purchasing all of their supplies at 100

per cent. profit?

It has needed but little attention to make it perfectly obvious
that the control of the Mssissippi R ver, if undertaken at all
must be undertaken by the national governnent, and cannot

be conpassed by States. The river nust be treated as a unit;
its control cannot be conpassed under a divided or separate

system of adninistration

Neither are the States especially interested conpetent
to conbi ne anong thensel ves for the necessary operations.
The work must begin far up the river; at least as far as Cairo,

i f not beyond; and nust be conducted upon a consistent general plan



t hroughout the course of the river

It does not need technical or scientific know edge to conprehend the el enents
of the case if one will give alittle tine and attention to the subject,

and when a M ssissippi R ver conmi ssion has been constituted, as the existing
commi ssion is, of thoroughly able nmen of different walks in life,

may it not be suggested that their verdict in the case should be accepted

as conclusive, so far as any a priori theory of construction or contro

can be consi dered concl usive?

It should be renenbered that upon this board are General G | nore,
General Constock, and CGeneral Suter, of the United States Engi neers;
Prof essor Henry Mtchell (the nost conpetent authority on the question
of hydrography), of the United States Coast Survey; B. B. Harrod,

the State Engi neer of Louisiana; Jas. B. Eads, whose success

with the jetties at New Oleans is a warrant of his conpetency,

and Judge Tayl or, of Indiana.

It woul d be presunption on the part of any single man, however skilled,

to contest the judgnent of such a board as this.

The met hod of inprovenent proposed by the commission is at

once in accord with the results of engineering experience

and with observations of nature where neeting our wants.

As in nature the gromh of trees and their proneness where undern ned
to fall across the slope and support the bank secures at sone

points a fair depth of channel and sone degree of pernmanence,

so in the project of the engineer the use of tinber and brush

and t he encouragenent of forest growh are the main features.

It is proposed to reduce the wi dth where excessive by brushwood dykes,
at first low, but raised higher and higher as the nmud of the river
settles under their shelter, and finally slope them back at

the angl e upon which willows will grow freely. In this work there



are nany details connected with the forns of these shelter dykes,
their arrangenents so as to present a series of settling basins,
etc., a description of which would only conplicate the conception
Through the larger part of the river works of contraction

will not be required, but nearly all the banks on the concave
side of the beds nust be held against the wear of the stream

and nuch of the opposite banks defended at critical points.

The works having in view this conservative object may be
general |y designated works of revetnent; and these al so

will be largely of brushwood, woven in continuous carpets

or twined into wire-netting. This veneering process has been
successfully enpl oyed on the Mssouri River; and in sonme cases
they have so covered thenselves with sedinents, and have becone
so overgrowmn with willows, that they may be regarded as pernanent.
In securing these mats rubbl e-stone is to be used in small quantities,
and in sone instances the dressed sl ope between high and | ow river

will have to be nore or |ess paved w th stone.

Any one who has been on the Rhine will have observed operations not unlike
those to which we have just referred; and, indeed, nost of the rivers
of Europe flow ng anong their own alluvia have required simlar treatnent

in the interest of navigation and agriculture.

The |l evee is the crowning work of bank revetnent, although not necessarily
in imed ate connection. It may be set back a short distance from

the revetted bank; but it is, in effect, the requisite parapet.

The flood river and the low river cannot be brought into register

and conpelled to unite in the excavation of a single permanent channel

wi thout a conplete control of all the stages; and even the abnor nal

rise nmust be provided agai nst, because this woul d endanger the |evee,

and once in force behind the works of revetnent would tear them al so away.

Under the general principle that the |ocal slope of a river



is the result and neasure of the resistance of its bed, it is
evident that a narrow and deep stream shoul d have | ess sl ope,
because it has less frictional surface in proportion to capacity;
i.e., less perineter in proportion to area of cross section

The ultimate effect of |evees and revetnents confining

the floods and bringing all the stages of the river into
register is to deepen the channel and | et down the sl ope.

The first effect of the levees is to raise the surface;

but this, by inducing greater velocity of flow, inevitably
causes an enl argenent of section, and if this enlargenent

is prevented from being made at the expense of the banks,

the bottom nust give way and the form of the waterway

be so inproved as to adnmit this flowwith less rise.

The actual experience with |evees upon the M ssissippi R ver
with no attenpt to hold the banks, has been favorable,

and no one can doubt, upon the evidence furnished in the reports
of the commission, that if the earliest |evees had been
acconpani ed by revet nent of banks, and made conpl ete,

we shoul d have to-day a river navigable at |ow water,

and an adj acent country safe frominundation

O course it would be illogical to conclude that the constrained river
can ever lower its flood slope so as to nake | evees unnecessary,

but it is believed that, by this lateral constraint, the river

as a conduit rmay be so inproved in formthat even those rare

fl oods which result fromthe coincident rising of many tributaries
will find vent w thout destroying | evees of ordinary height.

That the actual capacity of a channel through alluvium depends

upon its service during fl oods has been often shown, but this

capacity does not include anonal ous, but recurrent, floods.

It is hardly worth while to consider the projects for relieving

the M ssissippi R ver floods by creating new outlets,



since these sensational propositions have commended t hensel ves
only to unthinking ninds, and have no support anobng engi neers.
Were the river bed cast-iron, a resort to openings for surplus

wat ers nmight be a necessity; but as the bottomis vyielding,

and the best formof outlet is a single deep channel

as realizing the least ratio of perimeter to area of cross section
there could not well be a nore unphil osophical nethod of treatnent

than the nultiplication of avenues of escape.

In the foregoing statenment the attenpt has been made to condense
inas limted a space as the inportance of the subject would permt,
the general elenents of the problem and the general features

of the proposed nethod of inprovenent which has been adopted

by the M ssissippi R ver Conm ssion

The witer cannot help feeling that it is somewhat presunptuous on
his part to attenpt to present the facts relating to an enterprise
which calls for the highest scientific skill; but it is a matter
which interests every citizen of the United States, and is one

of the methods of reconstruction which ought to be approved.

It is a war claimwhich inplies no private gain, and no conpensation
except for one of the cases of destruction incident to war,

which nay well be repaired by the people of the whole country.

EDWARD ATKI NSON.

Boston: April 14, 1882.

APPENDI X C

RECEPTI ON OF CAPTAIN BASI L HALL'S BOOK I N THE UNI TED STATES



HAVI NG now arrived nearly at the end of our travels,

I aminduced, ere | conclude, again to nention what | consider
as one of the nost remarkable traits in the national character
of the Anericans; nanely, their exquisite sensitiveness and
soreness respecting everything said or witten concerning them
O this, perhaps, the nost remarkable exanple | can give is
the effect produced on nearly every class of readers by the
appearance of Captain Basil Hall's 'Travels in North America.
In fact, it was a sort of noral earthquake, and the vibration it
occasi oned through the nerves of the republic, fromone corner
of the Union to the other, was by no neans over when | |eft

the country in July 1831, a couple of years after the shock

I was in Cincinnati when these vol unes came out, but it

was not till July 1830, that | procured a copy of them

One bookseller to whom | applied told ne that he had had a few
copi es before he understood the nature of the work, but that,
after beconing acquainted with it, nothing should induce
himto sell another. Oher persons of his profession nust,
however, have been | ess scrupul ous; for the book was read
incity, tow, village, and hanl et, steanboat, and stage-coach
and a sort of war-whoop was sent forth perfectly unprecedented

in my recollection upon any occasi on whatever

An ardent desire for approbation, and a delicate sensitiveness under censure,
have al ways, | believe, been considered as anm able traits of character

but the condition into which the appearance of Captain Hall's work threw

the republic shows plainly that these feelings, if carried to excess,

produce a weakness whi ch amounts to inbecility.

It was perfectly astonishing to hear men who, on other subjects,
were of some judgnent, utter their opinions upon this.

I never heard of any instance in which the commonsense generally



found in national criticismwas so overthrown by passion

I do not speak of the want of justice, and of fair and

liberal interpretation: these, perhaps, were hardly to be expected.
O her nations have been called thin-skinned, but the citizens

of the Union have, apparently, no skins at all; they wince if a
breeze bl ows over them unless it be tenmpered with adul ation

It was not, therefore, very surprising that the acute and forcible
observations of a travel er they knew would be listened to should be
received testily. The extraordinary features of the business were,
first, the excess of the rage into which they |ashed thensel ves;
and, secondly, the puerility of the inventions by which they
attenpted to account for the severity with which they fancied they

had been treated.

Not content with declaring that the vol unes contained no word of truth,
frombeginning to end (which is an assertion | heard nade very nearly

as often as they were nentioned), the whole country set to work

to di scover the causes why Captain Hall had visited the United States,

and why he had published his book.

I have heard it said with as nuch precision and gravity

as if the statement had been conveyed by an official report,
that Captain Hall had been sent out by the British Governnent
expressly for the purpose of checking the growi ng admiration
of England for the Governnent of the United States,--

that it was by a conmission fromthe treasury he had cone,
and that it was only in obedience to orders that he had found

anything to object to.

I do not give this as the gossip of a coterie; | am persuaded that it
is the belief of a very considerable portion of the country.
So deep is the conviction of this singular people that they cannot

be seen without being admired, that they will not adnmit the possibility



that any one shoul d honestly and sincerely find aught to di sapprove

in themor their country.

The Anerican Reviews are, many of them | believe, well known in Engl and;
I need not, therefore, quote them here, but | sonetines wondered

that they, none of them ever thought of translating Obadiah's

curse into classic American; if they had done so, on placing

(he, Basil Hall) between brackets, instead of (he, Cbadiah)

it would have saved thema world of trouble.

I can hardly describe the curiosity with which | sat down at |ength
to peruse these trenendous volunes; still less can | do justice to ny
surprise at their contents. To say that | found not one exaggerated
statenent throughout the work is by no neans sayi ng enough

It is inmpossible for any one who knows the country not to see that
Captain Hall earnestly sought out things to adm re and conmend.

When he praises, it is with evident pleasure; and when he finds fault,
it is with evident reluctance and restraint, excepting where notives
purely patriotic urge himto state roundly what it is for the benefit

of his country should be known.

In fact, Captain Hall saw the country to the greatest possible advantage.
Furni shed, of course, with letters of introduction to the nost

di stingui shed individuals, and with the still nore influenti al
recomendati on of his own reputation, he was received in ful

drawi ng-room styl e and state fromone end of the Union to the other

He saw the country in full dress, and had little or no opportunity

of judging of it unhouselled, unanointed, unannealed, with all its

i nperfections on its head, as | and ny fanily too often had.

Captain Hall had certainly excellent opportunities of making
hi nsel f acquainted with the formof the governnent and the | aws;
and of receiving, noreover, the best oral commentary upon them

in conversation with the nost distinguished citizens.



O these opportunities he nade excell ent use; nothing inportant net
his eye which did not receive that sort of analytical attention

whi ch an experienced and phil osophi cal travel er al one can give.

This has nmade his volunmes highly interesting and val uabl e;

but | am deeply persuaded, that were a man of equal penetration

to visit the United States with no other nmeans of becomn ng

acquainted with the national character than the ordinary working-day
intercourse of life, he would conceive an infinitely | ower idea

of the noral atnosphere of the country than Captain Hall appears

to have done; and the internal conviction on ny mnd is strong,

that if Captain Hall had not placed a firmrestraint on hinself,

he must have given expression to far deeper indignation than any he has
uttered against many points in the Anerican character, w th which

he shows from ot her circunstances that he was well acquai nted.

H's rul e appears to have been to state just so nmuch of the truth

as would | eave on the mind of his readers a correct inpression,

at the least cost of pain to the sensitive folks he was witing about.
He states his own opinions and feelings, and |l eaves it to be

inferred that he has good grounds for adopting them but he spares
the Anericans the bitterness which a detail of the circunstances

woul d have produced

If any one chooses to say that sonme wi cked antipathy to twelve
mllions of strangers is the origin of ny opinion, | nust

bear it; and were the question one of mere idle speculation

| certainly would not court the abuse | nust meet for stating it.

But it is not so.

The candor which he expresses, and evidently feels, they mistake for irony,
or totally distrust; his unwillingness to give pain to persons from

whom he has recei ved ki ndness, they scornfully reject as affectation



and al t hough they nust know right well, in their own secret hearts,

how infinitely nore they lay at his nercy than he has chosen to betray;

they pretend, even to thenselves, that he has exaggerated the bad points

of their character and institutions; whereas, the truth is, that he has

let themoff with a degree of tenderness which may be quite suitable

for himto exercise, however little nerited; while, at the sane tinme,

he has nost industriously magnified their merits, whenever he could possibly

find anything favorable.

APPENDI X D

THE UNDYI NG HEAD

IN a renote part of the North lived a man and his sister

who had never seen a human being. Seldom if ever, had the nman
any cause to go fromhonme; for, as his wants demanded food

he had only to go a little distance fromthe |odge, and there,
in sonme particular spot, place his arrows, with their barbs

in the ground. Telling his sister where they had been pl aced,
every norning she would go in search, and never fail of

finding each stuck through the heart of a deer. She had then

only to drag theminto the | odge and prepare their food.

Thus she lived till she attai ned womanhood, when one day
her brother, whose name was lano, said to her: 'Sister, the tine
is at hand when you will be ill. Listen to nmy advice.

If you do not, it will probably be the cause of my death

Take the inplenments with which we kindle our fires.

Go sone distance fromour |odge and build a separate fire.

When you are in want of food, | will tell you where to find it.
You nust cook for yourself, and | will for nyself.

When you are ill, do not attenpt to come near the |odge,

or bring any of the utensils you use. Be sure always



to fasten to your belt the inplenents you need, for you

do not know when the time will cone. As for nyself, | nust
do the best | can.' His sister pronised to obey himin all
he had said.

Shortly after, her brother had cause to go from hone.

She was al one in her |odge, conbing her hair. She had just untied
the belt to which the inplenents were fastened, when suddenly
the event, to which her brother had alluded, occurred.

She ran out of the |odge, but in her haste forgot the belt.
Afraid to return, she stood for sone tine thinking.

Finally, she decided to enter the | odge and get it.

For, thought she, ny brother is not at honme, and | wll

stay but a nmonent to catch hold of it. She went back

Runni ng in suddenly, she caught hold of it, and was coni ng out
when her brother cane in sight. He knew what was the matter
"Ch,' he said, 'did | not tell you to take care.

But now you have killed nme.' She was going on her way,

but her brother said to her, 'Wat can you do there now

The accident has happened. Go in, and stay where you

have al ways stayed. And what will beconme of you?

You have killed ne.

He then laid aside his hunting-dress and accoutrenents, and soon
after both his feet began to turn black, so that he could not nove.
Still he directed his sister where to place the arrows,

that she m ght always have food. The inflammation continued

to increase, and had now reached his first rib; and he said:
"Sister, my end is near. You nust do as | tell you

You see ny nedici ne-sack, and ny war-club tied to it. It contains
all ny medicines, and ny war-plunes, and ny paints of all colors.
As soon as the inflammation reaches ny breast, you will take

my war-club. It has a sharp point, and you will cut off ny head.



When it is free fromny body, take it, place its neck in the sack

whi ch you nust open at one end. Then hang it up in its former place.
Do not forget nmy bow and arrows. One of the last you

will take to procure food. The remainder, tie in ny sack,

and then hang it up, so that | can | ook towards the door.

Now and then | will speak to you, but not often.' H's sister again

prom sed to obey.

Inalittle time his breast was affected. 'Now,' said he,

"take the club and strike off ny head.' She was afraid, but he told
her to nuster courage. 'Strike,' said he, and a snmle was on his face.
Mustering all her courage, she gave the blow and cut off the head.
"Now,' said the head, 'place me where | told you.

And fearfully she obeyed it in all its conmands.

Retaining its animation, it |ooked around the | odge as usual

and it would command its sister to go in such places as it thought
woul d procure for her the flesh of different aninmals she needed.

One day the head said: 'The tinme is not distant when | shall be freed
fromthis situation, and | shall have to undergo many sore evils.

So the superior nmanito decrees, and | nust bear all patiently.

In this situation we nust | eave the head.

In a certain part of the country was a village inhabited by a
nunerous and warli ke band of Indians. 1In this village was a famly
of ten young nen--brothers. It was in the spring of the year

that the youngest of these blackened his face and fasted.

H s dreans were propitious. Having ended his fast, he went
secretly for his brothers at night, so that none in the village
coul d overhear or find out the direction they intended to go.
Though their drum was heard, yet that was a commobn occurrence.
Havi ng ended the usual fornalities, he told how favorabl e

his dreams were, and that he had called them together

to know i f they would acconpany himin a war excursion



They all answered they would. The third brother fromthe el dest,
noted for his oddities, comng up with his war-club when his brother
had ceased speaking, junped up. 'Yes,' said he, 'I will go,

and this will be the way | will treat those | amgoing to fight;
and he struck the post in the center of the | odge, and gave a yell.
The ot hers spoke to him saying: 'Slow slow Midjikew s, when you
are in other people's |lodges.' So he sat down. Then, in turn,
they took the drum and sang their songs, and closed with a feast.
The youngest told themnot to whisper their intention

to their wives, but secretly to prepare for their journey.

They all prom sed obedi ence, and Mudjikewis was the first

to say so

The tine for their departure drew near. Wrd was given to

assenble on a certain night, when they would depart imediately.
Mudj i kewi s was |loud in his demands for his noccasins.

Several times his wife asked himthe reason. 'Besides,' said she,
"you have a good pair on.' 'Quick, quick,' said he, 'since you

must know, we are going on a war excursion; so be quick.

He thus reveal ed the secret. That night they net and started.

The snow was on the ground, and they traveled all night, lest others
should follow them Wen it was daylight, the | eader took snow

and nade a ball of it, then tossing it into the air, he said:

"It was in this way | saw snow fall in a dream so that | could not
be tracked." And he told themto keep close to each other for fear
of losing thenselves, as the snow began to fall in very large fl akes.

Near as they wal ked, it was with difficulty they could see each other
The snow continued falling all that day and the foll owi ng night,

so it was inpossible to track them

They had now wal ked for several days, and Midji kew s was
always in the rear. One day, running suddenly forward,

he gave the SAW SAW QUAN, <footnote [War-whoop.]> and struck



atree with his war-club, and it broke into pieces as if struck
with lightning. 'Brothers,' said he, "this will be the way I

will serve those we are going to fight.' The |eader answered,
"Slow, slow, Mudjikewis, the one | lead you to is not to be thought
of so lightly." Again he fell back and thought to hinself:

"What! what! who can this be he is |leading us to?

He felt fearful and was silent. Day after day they traveled on
till they came to an extensive plain, on the borders of which
human bones were bl eaching in the sun. The | eader spoke:

' They are the bones of those who have gone before us.

None has ever yet returned to tell the sad tale of their fate.
Agai n Mudji kewi s becane restless, and, running forward,

gave the accustonmed yell. Advancing to a large rock which
stood above the ground, he struck it, and it fell to pieces.
"See, brothers,' said he, '"thus will | treat those whomwe are
going to fight." "Still, still,' once nore said the | eader

"he to whom | am | eading you is not to be conpared

to the rock.

Mudj i kewis fell back thoughtful, saying to hinmself: 'I wonder
who this can be that he is going to attack;' and he was afraid.
Still they continued to see the remains of forner warriors,

who had been to the place where they were now goi ng,

sone of whom had retreated as far back as the place where they
first saw the bones, beyond which no one had ever escaped.

At last they cane to a piece of rising ground, fromwhich they
pl ai nly di stingui shed, sleeping on a distant nountain,

a mammot h bear.

The di stance between them was very great, but the size of the aninmal
caused himto be plainly seen. 'There,' said the |eader
it is he to whom | am |l eading you; here our troubles will comence,

for he is a m shenbkwa and a manito. It is he who has that we



prize so dearly (i.e. wanpun), to obtain which, the warriors whose
bones we saw, sacrificed their lives. You nust not be fearful

be manly. W shall find himasleep.' Then the |eader went

forward and touched the belt around the animal's neck

"This,' said he, '"is what we nmust get. It contains the wanpum'
Then they requested the eldest to try and slip the belt over

the bear's head, who appeared to be fast asl eep, as he was not

in the | east disturbed by the attenpt to obtain the belt.

Al their efforts were in vain, till it came to the one

next the youngest. He tried, and the belt noved nearly

over the nonster's head, but he could get it no farther

Then the youngest one, and the | eader, nmade his attenpt, and succeeded.
Placing it on the back of the ol dest, he said, 'Now we nust run,
and off they started. Wen one became fatigued with its weight,
another would relieve him Thus they ran till they had passed
the bones of all former warriors, and were sone di stance beyond,
when | ooki ng back, they saw the nonster slowy rising.

He stood sone tine before he nissed his wanpum Soon they heard his
tremendous howl, |ike distant thunder, slowy filling all the sky;
and then they heard hi m speak and say, 'Wo can it be that has
dared to steal my wanpun®? earth is not so |large but that |

can find them' and he descended fromthe hill in pursuit.

As if convul sed, the earth shook with every junp he made.

Very soon he approached the party. They, however, kept the belt,
exchanging it fromone to another, and encouragi ng each ot her

but he gained on themfast. 'Brothers,' said the |eader

"has never any one of you, when fasting, dreaned of sone friendly
spirit who would aid you as a guardi an?'" A dead silence foll owed.
"Well,' said he, 'fasting, | dreaned of being in danger

of instant death, when | saw a snall |odge, with snoke curling
fromits top. An old man lived in it, and | dreaned he hel ped ne;
and may it be verified soon,' he said, running forward and

giving the peculiar yell, and a how as if the sounds cane



fromthe depths of his stomach, and what is called CHECAUDUM
Getting upon a piece of rising ground, behold! a | odge, with snoke
curling fromits top, appeared. This gave themall new strength,
and they ran forward and entered it. The |eader spoke to

the old man who sat in the | odge, saying, 'Nenesho, help us;

we clai myour protection, for the great bear will kill us.'

"Sit down and eat, ny grandchildren,' said the old nman.

"Who is a great manito?' said he. 'There is none but ne;

but let nme |ook,' and he opened the door of the |odge, when,

lo! at a little distance he saw the enraged ani nal coning on

with slow but powerful |eaps. He closed the door

"Yes,' said he, '"he is indeed a great manito: ny grandchildren
you will be the cause of my losing ny life; you asked my protection
and | granted it; so now, come what may, | will protect you

When the bear arrives at the door, you nust run out of the other
door of the lodge.' Then putting his hand to the side of

the | odge where he sat, he brought out a bag which he opened.
Taking out two snmall black dogs, he placed them before him

' These are the ones | use when | fight,' said he; and he conmenced
patting with both hands the sides of one of them and he began

to swell out, so that he soon filled the | odge by his bulk;

and he had great strong teeth. When he attained his ful

size he grow ed, and fromthat noment, as frominstinct,

he junped out at the door and net the bear, who in another |eap
woul d have reached the lodge. A terrible conbat ensued.

The skies rang with the hows of the fierce nonsters.

The renai ni ng dog soon took the field. The brothers, at the onset,
took the advice of the old man, and escaped through the opposite
side of the | odge. They had not proceeded far before they heard
the dying cry of one of the dogs, and soon after of the other
"Well,' said the leader, '"the old man will share their fate:

so run; he will soon be after us." They started with fresh vigor

for they had received food fromthe old nan: but very soon the bear



came in sight, and again was fast gaining upon them Again the |eader

asked the brothers if they could do nothing for their safety.

Al were silent. The |eader, running forward, did as before.

"l dreaned,' he cried, 'that, being in great trouble, an old

man hel ped nme who was a manito; we shall soon see his | odge.
Taki ng courage, they still went on. After going a short distance
they saw the | odge of the old manito. They entered i medi ately
and clainmed his protection, telling hima manito was after them
The old man, setting neat before them said: 'Eat! who is a
manito? there is no manito but ne; there is none whom | fear;

and the earth trenbled as the nonster advanced. The old nan
opened the door and saw himconmng. He shut it slowy, and said:
"Yes, ny grandchildren, you have brought trouble upon ne.'
Procuring his medicine-sack, he took out his small war-clubs of
bl ack stone, and told the young nen to run through the other side
of the I odge. As he handled the clubs, they became very | arge,
and the old man stepped out just as the bear reached the door.
Then striking himwith one of the clubs, it broke in pieces;

the bear stunbled. Renewing the attenpt with the other

war - cl ub, that also was broken, but the bear fell senseless.

Each bl ow the old nan gave hi msounded |i ke a clap of thunder
and the how s of the bear ran along till they filled the

heavens.

The young nmen had now run sone distance, when they | ooked back
They coul d see that the bear was recovering fromthe bl ows.

First he noved his paws, and soon they saw himri se

on his feet. The old man shared the fate of the first,

for they now heard his cries as he was torn in pieces.

Again the nonster was in pursuit, and fast overtaking them

Not yet discouraged, the young nen kept on their way;

but the bear was now so close, that the | eader once nore applied

to his brothers, but they could do nothing. 'Wll,"' said he,



"my dreanms will soon be exhausted; after this | have but one nore.
He advanced, invoking his guardian spirit to aid him

"Once,' said he, 'l dreaned that, being sorely pressed, | cane to a
| arge | ake, on the shore of which was a canoe, partly out of water,
having ten paddles all in readiness. Do not fear,' he cried,

"we shall soon get it.' And so it was, even as he had said

Conming to the | ake, they saw the canoe with ten paddl es,

and i medi ately they enbarked. Scarcely had they reached the center
of the | ake, when they saw the bear arrive at its borders.

Lifting hinself on his hind | egs, he | ooked all around.

Then he waded into the water; then losing his footing he turned back
and comenced naking the circuit of the |lake. Meantine the party
remai ned stationary in the center to watch his novenents.

He traveled all around, till at last he cane to the place from
whence he started. Then he commenced drinking up the water,

and they saw the current fast setting in towards his open nouth.

The | eader encouraged themto paddl e hard for the opposite shore.
When only a short distance fromland, the current had increased

so much, that they were drawn back by it, and all their efforts

to reach it were in vain.

Then the | eader again spoke, telling themto neet their fates manfully.
"Now is the time, Mudjikewis,' said he, 'to show your prowess.

Take courage and sit at the bow of the canoe; and when it approaches
his nmouth, try what effect your club will have on his head.

He obeyed, and stood ready to give the blow, while the |eader

who steered, directed the canoe for the open nouth of the nonster

Rapi dl y advanci ng, they were just about to enter his nmouth, when Midjikew s
struck hima trenmendous blow on the head, and gave the SAW SAW QUAN

The bear's |inbs doubl ed under him and he fell, stunned by the bl ow

But before Mudji kewis could renew it, the nonster disgorged al

the water he had drank, with a force which sent the canoe wth great



velocity to the opposite shore. Instantly |eaving the canoe,

again they fled, and on they went till they were conpl etely exhausted.
The earth agai n shook, and soon they saw the nonster hard

after them Their spirits drooped, and they felt discouraged.

The | eader exerted hinself, by actions and words, to cheer them up
and once nore he asked themif they thought of nothing, or could

do nothing for their rescue; and, as before, all were silent.

"Then,' he said, 'this is the last time | can apply to my guardian spirit.
Now, if we do not succeed, our fates are decided.' He ran forward,

i nvoking his spirit with great earnestness, and gave the yell

"W shall soon arrive,' said he to his brothers, "at the place where
my last guardian spirit dwells. In himl place great confidence.

Do not, do not be afraid, or your linbs will be fear-bound. W shal

soon reach his lodge. Run, run,' he cried.

Returning now to lamp, he had passed all the tine in the sane
condition we had left him the head directing his sister

in order to procure food, where to place the magic arrows,

and speaking at long intervals. One day the sister saw the eyes
of the head brighten, as if with pleasure. At last it spoke.
"Ch, sister,' it said, 'in what a pitiful situation you

have been the cause of placing nme! Soon, very soon, a party

of young nen will arrive and apply to ne for aid; but alas!

How can | give what | woul d have done with so nuch pl easure?
Nevert hel ess, take two arrows, and place them where you have
been in the habit of placing the others, and have neat prepared
and cooked before they arrive. Wen you hear them coning

and calling on my name, go out and say, "Alas! it is long

ago that an accident befell him | was the cause of it."

If they still cone near, ask themin, and set nmeat before them

And now you must follow ny directions strictly. Wen the bear

is near, go out and neet him You will take ny nedici ne-sack, bows

and arrows, and nmy head. You nust then untie the sack, and spread



out before you my paints of all colors, ny war-eagle feathers,

my tufts of dried hair, and whatever else it contains.

As the bear approaches, you will take all these articles,

one by one, and say to him "This is ny deceased brother's paint,"
and so on with all the other articles, throwi ng each of them

as far as you can. The virtues contained in themw Il cause
himto totter; and, to conplete his destruction, you will take

my head, and that too you will cast as far off as you can

crying aloud, "See, this is nmy deceased brother's head."

He will then fall senseless. By this tinme the young nen

wi Il have eaten, and you will call themto your assistance.

You nust then cut the carcass into pieces, yes, into snall pieces,
and scatter themto the four winds; for, unless you do this,

he will again revive." She pronmised that all should be

done as he said. She had only time to prepare the neat,

when the voice of the | eader was heard calling upon lano for aid.
The woman went out and said as her brother had directed.

But the war party being closely pursued, cane up to the | odge.
She invited themin, and placed the neat before them

Wil e they were eating, they heard the bear approaching.

Untying the nedicine-sack and taking the head, she had al

in readiness for his approach. Wen he came up she did

as she had been told; and, before she had expended the paints

and feathers, the bear began to totter, but, still advancing,
came close to the woman. Saying as she was conmanded, she then
took the head, and cast it as far from her as she could.

As it rolled along the ground, the blood, excited by the feelings
of the head in this terrible scene, gushed fromthe nose and nout h.
The bear, tottering, soon fell with a trenmendous noi se.

Then she cried for help, and the young nen cane

rushing out, having partially regained their strength and

spirits.



Mudj i kewi s, stepping up, gave a yell and struck hima bl ow upon

the head. This he repeated, till it seened |like a mass of brains,
whil e the others, as quick as possible, cut himinto very snmall pieces,
whi ch they then scattered in every direction. While thus enployed,
happening to | ook around where they had thrown the neat,

wonderful to behold, they saw starting up and turning off in every
direction small black bears, such as are seen at the present day.

The country was soon overspread with these bl ack ani mal s.

And it was fromthis nonster that the present race of bears

derived their origin.

Havi ng t hus overcone their pursuer, they returned to the | odge.
In the nmeantine, the wonman, gathering the inplenents she had used,
and the head, placed themagain in the sack. But the head did not

speak again, probably fromits great exertion to overcone the nonster

Havi ng spent so nuch tinme and traversed so vast a country in their flight,
the young nmen gave up the idea of ever returning to their own country,
and gane being plenty, they deternmned to remai n where they now were.
One day they noved off sone distance fromthe | odge for the

pur pose of hunting, having left the wanpumw th the wonman.

They were very successful, and anused thensel ves, as all young

men do when al one, by talking and jesting with each ot her

One of them spoke and said, 'W have all this sport to ourselves;

Il et us go and ask our sister if she will not let us bring the head

to this place, as it is still alive. It may be pleased to hear us talk,
and be in our conpany. In the nmeantinme take food to our sister.

They went and requested the head. She told themto take it,

and they took it to their hunting-grounds, and tried to amuse it,

but only at times did they see its eyes beamw th pl easure.

One day, while busy in their encanpnent, they were unexpectedly attacked
by unknown | ndians. The skirm sh was |ong contested and bl oody;

many of their foes were slain, but still they were thirty to one.



The young nmen fought desperately till they were all killed.

The attacking party then retreated to a hei ght of ground,

to nuster their nen, and to count the nunber of nissing and sl ain.
One of their young nen had stayed away, and, in endeavoring

to overtake them came to the place where the head was hung up
Seeing that alone retain animation, he eyed it for sone tine

with fear and surprise. However, he took it down and opened

the sack, and was nmuch pl eased to see the beautiful feathers,

one of which he placed on his head.

Starting off, it waved gracefully over himtill he reached his party,
when he threw down the head and sack, and told them how he had

found it, and that the sack was full of paints and feathers.

They all | ooked at the head and nade sport of it.

Nunbers of the young men took the paint and painted thensel ves,

and one of the party took the head by the hair and said--

"Look, you ugly thing, and see your paints on the faces of warriors.

But the feathers were so beautiful, that nunbers of them

al so placed themon their heads. Then again they used al

kinds of indignity to the head, for which they were in turn
repaid by the death of those who had used the feathers.

Then the chief commanded themto throw away all except the head.
"W will see,' said he, 'when we get home, what we can do with it.

W will try to make it shut its eyes.

When they reached their hones they took it to the council - odge,
and hung it up before the fire, fastening it with raw hi de soaked,
whi ch woul d shrink and becone tightened by the action of the fire.

"W will then see,’ they said, '"if we cannot nmake it shut its eyes.

Meantime, for several days, the sister had been waiting for the young



men to bring back the head; till, at last, getting inpatient,

she went in search of it. The young men she found Iying within

short distances of each other, dead, and covered with wounds.

Various other bodies lay scattered in different directions around them
She searched for the head and sack, but they were nowhere to be found.
She rai sed her voice and wept, and bl ackened her face. Then she

wal ked in different directions, till she cane to the place from whence
the head had been taken. Then she found the nagi c bow and arrows,
where the young nen, ignorant of their qualities, had left them

She thought to herself that she would find her brother's head, and cane
to a piece of rising ground, and there saw sone of his paints and feathers.
These she carefully put up, and hung upon the branch of a tree til

her return

At dusk she arrived at the first | odge of a very extensive village.

Here she used a charm comon anong | ndi ans when they wish to neet

with a kind reception. On applying to the old man and woman

of the | odge, she was kindly received. She nmade known her errand.

The old man promised to aid her, and told her the head was hung up before
the council-fire, and that the chiefs of the village, with their young nen,
kept watch over it continually. The fornmer are considered as nanitoes.

She said she only wished to see it, and would be satisfied if she could only
get to the door of the | odge. She knew she had not sufficient power to take
it by force. 'Cone with ne,' said the Indian, 'l will take you there.

They went, and they took their seats near the door. The council-I odge

was filled with warriors, amusing thenselves with ganes, and constantly
keeping up a fire to snoke the head, as they said, to nake dry neat.

They saw t he head nove, and not knowi ng what to nake of it, one spoke

and said: 'Hal ha! It is beginning to feel the effects of the snoke.

The sister |ooked up fromthe door, and her eyes net those of her brother
and tears rolled down the cheeks of the head. 'Well,' said the chief,

"l thought we would nake you do something at last. Look! look at it--

shedding tears,' said he to those around him and they all |aughed and passed



their jokes upon it. The chief, |ooking around, and observing the wonan,
after some tinme said to the man who cane with her: 'Wo have you got there?

I have never seen that worman before in our village.' 'Yes,' replied the man,
"you have seen her; she is a relation of nine, and sel dom goes out. She stays
at ny | odge, and asked nme to allow her to come with nme to this place.

In the center of the | odge sat one of those young men who are al ways forward,
and fond of boasting and di spl aying thensel ves before ot hers.

"Way,' said he, 'l have seen her often, and it is to this lodge | go al nost
every night to court her." Al the others | aughed and continued their ganes.
The young man did not know he was telling a lie to the wonman's advant age,

who by that means escaped.

She returned to the man's | odge, and i medi ately set out for her

own country. Coming to the spot where the bodies of her adopted
brothers lay, she placed themtogether, their feet toward the east.

Then taking an ax which she had, she cast it up into the air,

crying out, 'Brothers, get up fromunder it, or it will fall on you.
This she repeated three tines, and the third tine the brothers all arose

and stood on their feet.

Mudj i kewi s conmenced rubbing his eyes and stretching hinself.
"Why,' said he, 'l have overslept nmyself.' ' No, indeed,

sai d one of the others, 'do you not know we were all Kkilled,
and that it is our sister who has brought us to life?

The young nen took the bodies of their enem es and burned them
Soon after, the wonan went to procure wives for them

in a distant country, they knew not where; but she returned
with ten young women, which she gave to the ten young nen,
beginning with the eldest. Midjikewis stepped to and fro,
uneasy | est he should not get the one he I|iked.

But he was not disappointed, for she fell to his lot.

And they were well natched, for she was a feral e nagici an.

They then all noved into a very large | odge, and their sister



told themthat the wonen nust now take turns in going
to her brother's head every night, trying to untie it.
They all said they would do so with pleasure. The el dest
made the first attenpt, and with a rushing noise she fled

t hrough the air.

Towar d daylight she returned. She had been unsuccessful, as she succeeded
in untying only one of the knots. Al took their turns regularly,

and each one succeeded in untying only one knot each tine.

But when the youngest went, she conmenced the work as soon

as she reached the | odge; although it had al ways been occupi ed,

still the Indians never could see any one. For ten nights now,

the snmoke had not ascended, but filled the | odge and drove them out.

This last night they were all driven out, and the young woman carried

of f the head.

The young people and the sister heard the young wonan

comi ng high through the air, and they heard her saying:

"Prepare the body of our brother.' And as soon as they heard it,
they went to a snall | odge where the bl ack body of lanp |ay.

Hi s sister conmenced cutting the neck part, fromwhich the neck

had been severed. She cut so deep as to cause it to bl eed;

and the others who were present, by rubbing the body and

appl yi ng nedi ci nes, expelled the blackness. In the neantine,

the one who brought it, by cutting the neck of the head, caused that

al so to bl eed.

As soon as she arrived, they placed that close to the body,
and, by aid of medicines and various other neans, succeeded in
restoring lano to all his former beauty and manli ness.

Al'l rejoiced in the happy term nation of their troubles,

and they had spent sone tinme joyfully together, when | ano said:

"Now | will divide the wanpum' and getting the belt which contained



it, he coomenced with the eldest, giving it in equal portions.
But the youngest got the nost splendid and beauti ful

as the bottomof the belt held the richest and rarest.

They were told that, since they had all once died, and were

restored to life, they were no longer nortal, but spirits,

and they were assigned different stations in the invisible world.

Only Mudji kewis's place was, however, naned. He was to direct

the west wind, hence generally called Kebeyun, there to renmain for ever
They were commanded, as they had it in their power, to do good

to the inhabitants of the earth, and, forgetting their sufferings

in procuring the wanpum to give all things with a liberal hand.

And they were also conmanded that it should al so be held by them sacred;
those grains or shells of the pale hue to be enblematic of peace,

whil e those of the darker hue would lead to evil and war.

The spirits then, anid songs and shouts, took their flight to their
respective abodes on high; while lampb, with his sister |anbqua,

descended into the depths bel ow

End



