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« CHAPTER I. Being the beginning of the Book, is very properly devoted to the beginning of the Hero.
ANCESTRAL.

 CHAPTER II. Although very short, will contain more than half my life.

 CHAPTER lll. The first impulse which set the locomative of my destiny in motion.

« CHAPTER V. The departure and the journey.

* CHAPTER V. The Steamboat.

« CHAPTER VI. My first dinner at a Hotel, and the consequences of taking wine too freely.

« CHAPTER VII. Shows with what ease a man may enter into a commercial speculation, when he has the mea
and the inclination so to do.

 CHAPTER VIII. A school for morals, and the beginning of an adventure.

 CHAPTER IX. Getting into a Newspaper.

« CHAPTER X. Recovering from a Julep.

 CHAPTER XI. Tells of my reception by Mr. Lummucks, and of the manner in which that polite gentleman
answered my solicitations.

« CHAPTER XII. A change of guarters, and a new friend.

« CHAPTER XIlI. A new field, and another speculation.

« CHAPTER XIV. Like a previous chapter, adds another link to the chain of my adventures, without increasing
the intensity of interest which they may have excited.

« CHAPTER XV. Shows the benefit of studying morals at the theatre, and the difference between falling in love
on the stage and off.

« CHAPTER XVI. Is full of disappointments, and ends with the commencement of a new career.

« CHAPTER XVII. Will give a peep into a ship's forecastle, and some other places, which the gentle reader ma
never have had an opportunity of peeping into before, and therefore he is advised not to miss this opportunity
of doing so.

« CHAPTER XVIII. According to promise, relates how Mr. Ruffin was tied to the fife rail, and how the sailors
went ashore in the jolly boat, and how they returned again.

 CHAPTER XIX. Will bring us into port.

« CHAPTER XX. Relates what happened after getting ashore.

« CHAPTER XXI. Adventures in the Pampas, a Pampara,

 CHAPTER XXII. Return to Buenos Ayres and Departure for Rio.

« CHAPTER XXIII. Is devoted to a slight sketch of Lieutenant Wallop, and being not at all essential to a proper
development of my adventures, may be read or not, as the reader pleases.

 CHAPTER XXIV. Continues and ends on Shipboard. A narrow Escape from a flogging. and from Death.
« CHAPTER XXV. Leave Rio, and arrive at New York: a wide interval, but a short chapter.

THE ADVENTURES OF HARRY FRANCO, A TALE OF THE GREAT PANIC.
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CHAPTER 1. Being the beginning of the Book, is very properly devoted to
the beginning of the Hero. ANCESTRAL.

It is a generally received opinion in some parts of the world, that a man must of necessity have had ancestors; |
in our truly independent country, we contrive to get along very well without them. That strange race, called
Aristocrats, it is said, consider every body as nobody, unless they can boast of at least a dozen ancestors. The:s
lofty people would have scorned an alliance with a parvenu like Adam, of course. What a fortunate circumstanc
for their high mightinesses, that they were not born in the early ages. No antediluvian family would have been
entitled to theslightest consideration from them. When the world was only two thousand years old, it is
melancholy to reflect, its surface was covered with nobodies; men of yesterday, without an ancestry worth
speaking of. It is not to be wondered at, that such a set of upstarts should have caused the flood; nothing less
would have washed away their vulgarity, to say nothing of their sins.

But in this blessed country, as is known to all the world, men rest their claims to notice on their own merits; and
as we neither hold ourselves accountable for the vices, nor take credit to ourselves for the virtues of our ancest
it will not be necessary for me to trace my pedigree any farther back than to my immediate progenitor; and of hi
| shall write but very sparingly, as it is my intention, in these pages, to confine my narrative to my own personal
adventures.

Every body has heard of the long Embargo; but every body, it is probable, has not heard as much about it as |
have. It was by that wise and patriotic measure, that my father was ruined; and it will not be wondered at, that it
should have formed, ever after, the staple of his conversation. It was not the fashion in those days for a man to
up his carriage after he had failed in business; so my father conformed to the custom of the times,as he would
have done, probably, if his misfortunes had overtaken him later in life, and having paid all his honest debts, he
scraped together the odds and ends that were left to him, and removed to his native village, there to await for
better times; and in due course of events, | made my appearance in the world.

My native village was a quiet little out—-of-the—way place, about a day's ride from one of the steamboat landings
on the Hudson. Like every other little out-of-the—way village, its quiet was in appearance only, for the men and
women who made up its body politic, were as much under the dominion of the enemy of man's peace, as ever
were the dwellers of a great and crowded city. Of this fact, my unfortunate parents very soon became convince
My father, it is probable, always was convinced of it; but my mother, who was city bread, and who had picked u
her ideas of human nature from novels and romances, expected to find country people and villagers, as innocel
as the lambs that frisked about on their meadows; and the first outbreak of uncharitableness, which she witnes:s
in her new neighbors, caused as much astonishment in her mind, as though she had found a thorn on the stem
butter cup.

Having thus accounted for my being in theworld, | shall close this chapter, and in the very next, proceed at once
to the business in hand, and relate my adventures with as little digression as possible. And | trust that my kind
reader, when he shall arrive at the end, will not be compelled to ejaculate, as the old woman did when she read
dictionary through from A to izzard, that she could make neither head nor tail of the story.

CHAPTER II. Although very short, will contain more than half my life.

| once had a maiden aunt, who used to say it was easier to raise children than chickens; from which it might be
proper to infer, that she hated little boys and girls, and loved poultry. The inference may be true, or not; but non
except the inexperienced, will doubt the truth of her saying. Certain it is, children will thrive upon means
incredibly small; and where one little existence is suffered to go out for want of sustenance, dozens are surfeite
out of the world, before they are surfeited with it.

CHAPTER I. Being the beginning of the Book, is very properly devoted to the beginning of the Hero. ARCESTR
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| had one sister; she was two years older than myself, and we grew up together almost miraculously; for my fatt
having expended nearly all his means in a legal contest with a stubborn lawyer, had but a trifle to bestow upon
offspring. The next ten years of his existence he lived upon hope, expecting, at the death of my grandfather, wh
was rich, to come into possession of his property, jointly with my uncle. But my grandfather was an implacable
old man, and for some reason, which | never rightly understood, he took a disliketo my father, and bequeathed
him but one dollar, leaving the bulk of his property to my uncle. Although the disappointment to my father was
very great, when the only prop upon which his hopes rested was knocked from under him, yet the reflection tha
his father had gone into an unchangeable existence with hatred in his heart against him, gave him more pain th
the mere loss of the property. When the full extent of our misfortunes was known, domestic matters were much
straiter with us than before my grandfather's death. My father had seemingly lost all his energy; and my mother,
solace herself, took to two articles of domestic manufacture, which owe their support chiefly to indolent old
ladies, and romantic young ones; viz., novels and snuff.

My sister and myself were left to follow the bent of our own inclinations, which would no doubt have led us into
the street, where the inclinations of young folks generally lead them, had it not been that we were very proud, a
our little hearts could not brook the sight of our cousins better dressed than overselves, and, as we were taught
believe, at our expense. We had no companions, and all our little stock of knowledge was gained from the book
which my mother read.Miserable food it was for the minds of young creatures like us, who had no opportunities
of correcting by observation the strange accounts we read of the world we lived in. And so, in this idle manner |
grew up, ignorant of every thing around me, and with dreamy, ill-defined apprehensions of the way of the world
| had attained to my seventeenth year; and | might have continued until now doing nothing better than reading
novels, or what is worse, perhaps, writing them, had it not been for a very trifling incident, which sent me forth
into the world to encounter the adventures which | am now about to relate, for the especial instruction and bene
of my kind reader.

CHAPTER Ill. The first impulse which set the locomotive of my destiny in
motion.

It was one of those peculiar days in March, of which the words bitter, intense, freezing, chilly, or piercing, do no
convey an adequate idea, but which the term raw, very nearly defines. | had been on an errand for my mother, :
was returning home chilled to the midriff, for | had neither cloak nor great coat, when, as | turned the corner of
the street, | met my cousin John, who was advancing towards me clothed in a handsome surtout with a fur colle
his flushed cheek, and his laughing mouth, showed how well at ease he felt, and how well he was defended
against the inclemency of the weather. He was a proud, overbearing boy, and | had always tried to avoid him; b
I encountered him so suddenly now, that | could not get out of his way without appearing to be either afraid or
ashamed of meeting him.

"What," he said, tapping me on the shoulder with his rattan, "have you got no cloak to wear this chilly weather,
cousin Harry?"

"I do'nt mind the cold," | said, trying to lookvery warm and cheerful, although my lips were so benumbed | could
hardly move them.

"l see you do'nt," he replied.
| felt too indignant to make him any answer, and | turned to leave him, when he called me back.
"I will tell you something," he said, "if you will promise not to let on to any body."

"What is it?" | asked eagerly, thinking it might be something in relation to my grandfather's estate.

CHAPTER III. The first impulse which set the locomotive of my destiny in motion. 3
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"l am a prophet," he said.
"Is that all'" | replied.

"0, no, not quite all; | prophesy that you will die the death of old Cole's dog one of these days. Do you know wh
complaint he died of?"

"No."
"He died of pride and poverty." And so saying, he laughed sneeringly, and we parted.

There is neither heat nor cold, sunshine nor gloom, in outward nature; they exist in the mind alone. The raw eas
wind still beat in my face the long icicles still hung from the branches of the leafless trees the ground was still
frozen beneath my feet, and my back was still unprotected by the friendly warmth of a furred great coat but I n
longer shivered with the cold; the blood burnedin my veins, and the sweat started upon my forehead. The word:
of my cousin entered into my heart; they had either created or put in motion feelings which | had never known
before. In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, | was changed. | was an altered being. | felt desires and
aspirations springing up within me, which almost drove me mad.

I hurried home, and throwing myself on the floor, covered my face with my hands, and burst into tears. | had
never known the bitterness of grief before. My heart seemed to be running out at my eyes, and at each sob the
cause of my grief seemed but to increase. My mother was in the middle of a new novel, but she threw it aside,
caught me in her arms, and began to examine to see if my limbs were broken; and my sister, without asking the
cause of my grief, lifted up her voice, and wept from sympathy. My father looked on in silent wonder, until
finding that none of my bones were broken, he said it was extremely indecorous for a lad of my time of life to
behave so childish.

| could make no reply to my father's remarks, nor to my mother's tender inquiries, other than to beg them to ask
me no questions, and to let me retire to my chamber.

"Alas! alas!" | exclaimed, when left to myself, "it is too true; | shall die, as my cousin has predicted; pride and
poverty will lead me to an ignominious grave. | must live, while | do live, known to but few, and despised even
by them; and at last | shall die, despised by myself."

After a while my grief began to subside; the fountain of my tears was exhausted; the dreadful words of my cous
grew more and more indistinct, and in their place came thronging into my brain the many wonderful stories | ha
read, of good luck befalling the poor and the friendless; of great men having taken a fancy to adventurous boys
who had left their homes with nothing but a wallet and a mother's blessing; and of their making their fortunes, al
returning with their pockets lined with gold. These fine stories, it is true, were nothing but fictions; but | did not
then know nor indeed dream, that there were men and women in the world wicked enough to invent stories to
mislead the minds of the young and simple. They were to me veritable histories, the truth of which it had never
entered into my head to call in question. And so | asked myself why | might not be as acceptable to fortune as
others who had stood in need of her favors, and boldly sought them at her hands; and as | could make no
objectionto this very reasonable demand, | resolved at once, that | would set out in quest of a fortune myself, ar
trust to that friendly divinity for aid, who had conferred favors on others no better entitled to them than myself.

"Yes, yes," | exclaimed, in the pleasant excitement of my feelings, "l will prove my cousin a lying prophet; | will

gain a name among men | will become rich my parents shall lean on me as a staff in their old age, and my siste
shall look to me for support, and she shall not look in vain."

CHAPTER III. The first impulse which set the locomotive of my destiny in motion. 4
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With such bold exclamations as these on my lips, and with high resolves in my heart, | fell asleep, and bright an
pleasant were the visions which visited me in my slumbers. When | awoke in the morning, | made fresh
resolutions to avert the doom which the sneering prophecy of my cousin had invoked upon my head; and when
told my parents of my determination to seek my fortune in the world, they made fewer objections than | had
anticipated. In truth, | believe my father was not at all displeased to have the responsibility of providing for me
shifted from his shoulders to mine; and my mother was so sanguine of my success, that she could not find it in |
heart to oppose my wishes. Indeed, she had always said | should some day get to be governor, and my early
ambition she considered as an earnest of my future greatness. But my poor sister did nothing but cry at the
prospect of our being parted, and for her sake | should have been willing to give up all my ambitious designs.

After many days spent in debating the subject, it was at last determined that my father should furnish me with a
the money he could raise, and that | should proceed to New York, and seek for employment as clerk in a counti
house, it being agreed on all hands that that was one of the genteelest avenues which led up to the temple of tt
fickle goddess; for it was a primary consideration with my parents, that whatever | did should be done genteely.
But | made a mental reservation myself, that fortune should not be rejected, let her approach in what guise she
might, but particularly if in the shape of a young and beautiful heiress. My plan of operations having been
determined upon, no time was lost in getting me ready for my entrance into the world. Although my wardrobe
was by no means extensive, it required a great many days to complete all the ripping and altering which my
mother considered necessary. | thought there would never be an end to the preparation for my departure; but a
last the end came, and unfortunately, the last article of dress which mymother completed was a white Marseille
vest, which she had altered out of an old one of my father's, but it was so bespotted with tears and snuff | was
never able to wear it; | prized it more highly, notwithstanding, than | did my new coat, which was made at the
tailor's. Very much to my surprise, | succeeded in packing all my clothes into a small hair trunk, which had been
travelling companion of my father's many years before; the corners of it were secured with strong iron clamps,
and the top was studded with my initials in brass nails; altogether, | thought it made a very grand appearance, &
felt very proud of it. All things being prepared, the night before my departure was spent in talking over with my
parents and sister the great things that | was to accomplish in the world; and every moment | felt myself increas
in importance, as the time drew near when | should not only be uncontrolled in my actions, but should also have
the care of making provision for my own wants.

As you, gentle reader, have no doubt known the sad feelings of one who leaves his home for the first time, it
would be superfluous to relate what mine were on this melancholy occasion. Were | a poet, or, indeed, had | an
other object in view than simply to make a record of my adventures, this would afford me an excellent
opportunity for dilating to the very edge of endurance upon this most interesting period of a man's life. But | sha
spare the reader any further reflections on this momentous occasion; and in the next chapter, we will take our
seats together in the stage coach, and so proceed on.

CHAPTER IV. The departure and the journey.

The day had just begun to show itself in the east, when the rattling of wheels was heard approaching nearer an
nearer, and presently the shrill notes of the stage driver's tin horn saluted our ears. It was the signal for me to g
ready, and | obeyed it as well as | could; but my eyes were so blinded with tears, | could scarcely see to do any
thing. | kissed my mother and sister again and again; and when the coach stopped at the door, | was ready with
my trunk, and prepared to step in. My father alone had followed me out, and while the driver was securing my
baggage, he took my hand, and gave me a few words of advice.

"Your mother, Harry," said my worthy parent, "is, of course, entitled to your affection, and it is your duty to obey
her in all things, as the good book says; but, you must be aware, that women are not the fittest persons in the
world to give advice to young men on their entrance into the world; therefore, when her advice comes in
opposition to mine, your own good sense will tell you that mine is entitled to your first consideration. Never, my

CHAPTER IV. The departure and the journey. 5
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son, be ashamed or afraid of speaking to any body, either to solicit a favor, or for any other purpose; bear in mi
that men are but men, and there is no station whatever can make more of them; we are all very much alike, anc
you can judge from your own feelings that there is no man so good as not to feel secretly flattered by the attent
of any body who will notice him. And let me once more remind you never to eat an egg out of a tumbler; nature,
my son, has bestowed more care upon eggs than upon her other productions, and has furnished in their shells
vessels out of which they should be eaten."

The driver having strapped on my baggage, my father put a small roll of bank bills into my hand, saying it was a
he had to give, me, and that | must use it with discretion. | squeezed his hand in reply, jumped into the coach, a
the next minute | was fairly on my journey. The first bound of the coach imparted life to my feelings, and | shouls
very soon have been in a high state of excitement, but we soon came to a dead halt at the post office, where wi
were kept waiting half an hour or more for the post master to make up his mail bags. At length the mail bags we
ready, and again we started, and again we stopped; itwas at the tavern, and here we were forced to wait anothe
half hour for the driver to get his breakfast. The passengers all kept their seats, and some of them grew very
impatient at the delay. One threatened to write an article and put into the papers, and others proposed appointil
committee to wait on the driver, and request him to hurry with his breakfast; but while they were debating the
matter, he made his appearance with a cigar in his mouth; but instead of jumping on to the box, as he ought, he
stood talking quite composedly with the hostler about his horses. A little gentleman who sat along side of me,
dressed in a satinett frock coat and a white cravat, put his head out of the window, and spoke to the driver.

"Capting," said the passenger, "l wish you would be so good as to let us be going, if you please."

"0, | presume there's no occasion for hurrying," said the driver. "Yes there is though, you pisen critter," said
another passenger, "for | shall have a note protested if | don't get to Simpsonville before three o'clock.”

But the impatience of the passengers had but little effect upon the driver, who continued to puff his cigar, and te
to the hostler; when he did mount the box, however, truth compets me to saythat he drove in handsome style.
Good humor was soon restored among all the passengers but one, a very pale faced man, with a bombazine st
who remarked that whoever served the public, whether he held the reins of government or of a stage coach, ou
never to be behind the wishes of his employers.

"No politics if you please, mister," said a red faced gentleman; upon which the discontented passenger drew his
chin within the circumference of his bombazine stock, and said not a word.

This was the first coach | had ever seen the inside of, and it appeared to be a very grand affair. The cushions w
stuffed very curiously with spiral wires, and some of them had worked through the leather, and at every jolt of tt
carriage they scratched me very unpleasantly, besides making a rent in my trowsers, which | could not very wel
conceal. The gentleman who sat behind me said his great objection to wire cushions was, that they attracted th
electric fluid in a thunder storm. But | was glad to observe from the bright face of the sky, that there was no
danger of a storm before our journey would be at an end. There were just nine passengers, and but one female
among them; she sat opposite to me on the front seat, but as she wore 2 green hood, | had not been able to ca
aglimpse of her face. A very finely dressed young gentleman sat next to her, and from his magnificent
appearance, | set him down for the governor's son at the least; for | had then no idea of the cheapness of finery
that a governor's son could dress in any other than the very genteelest clothes. He wore a lilac calico shirt, with
little ruffle bristling in the bosom, and a cameo breast—pin almost as large as a saucer; he appeared quite
unconscious of there being any body in the coach besides himself, for he amused himself by whistling a tune, a
occasionally tapping the side of his long nose with a little ebony stick which he carried in his hand. After we had
travelled some distance, he turned to the young lady, and asked her if she didn't consider Bulwer a very powerf
writer.

CHAPTER IV. The departure and the journey. 6
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The young lady raised her head, so that | caught a glimpse of her face, and replied in the sweetest, gentlest voi
had ever heard, that she had never read his works.

"What! never read Pelham," exclaimed the magnificent gentleman, in apparent astonishment.
"I have not, indeed," replied the young lady, more sweetly, if possible, than before.
"Then | pity you," said the supposed governor's son.

As this remark seemed expressive of disrespect for the young lady, | thought | had a right to resent it, for | had
conceived a liking for her the moment she spoke.

"I have not read Bulwer either," | said smartly.
"Then | pity you," said the gentleman.

| felt highly indignant at this cool reply, but | remembered the advice which my father gave me, never to speak
when | was in a passion, and so | bit my lips and remained silent.

"Is Pelham a good thing?" inquired one of the passengers.

"It's splendid,” replied the gentleman; "so sentimental."

After this, there was a good deal of conversation on various subjects among my fellow travellers, all of which |
remember very distinctly, for | noted the leading ideas at the time in my memorandum book; but as | have doub
about its possessing much interest for the general reader, | shall relate no more of it.

I had made up my mind to be very polite to the young lady on the very first occasion which should offer; but,
when we stopped at the Eagle Tavern to dine, instead of helping her out of the carriage, my attention was so
completely absorbed by theexhibition of a monstrous circus handbill, that | left that delicate duty to be performe
by the Lambert-like landlord of the tavern. As | stood gazing with intense curiosity at the grotesque figure of the
clown in the handbill, somebody struck me a smart blow with a rattan across my shoulders, which caused them
smart not a little, and turning around briskly, | perceived it was the finely dressed gentleman with the calico shirt
who had given me this gentle tap; | felt strongly disposed to be angry, but as he seemed to consider it a good jc
| thought it was one of the ways of the world; and | remembered that my father had told me, that if | set myself L
in opposition to them, | should have a rough time of it.

"Come, Colonel," said the gentleman, slapping me on the shoulder, "what'll you take?"

"Nothing, | thank you," | replied, "I have taken enough already."

"What! don't you liquorate?"

| shook my head, for | did not exactly understand him.

"Don't drink, hey?"

"Sometimes," | answered.

"What! temperance man? Signed a pledge?"

CHAPTER IV. The departure and the journey. 7
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"No, | have not signed a pledge not to drink."

"Then you shall take a horn, so come along."And so saying, he dragged me up to the bar. "Now what'll you take
julep, sling, cocktail, or sherry cobbler?"

"Any thing you choose," | replied, for | had not the most remote idea what the drinks were composed of which h
enumerated.

"Then give us a couple of cocktails, bar—keeper," said the gentleman, "and let us have them as quick as you da
please, for | am as thirsty as the great desert of Sahara, which old Judah Paddock travelled over."

| was shocked to hear such language from a gentleman who dressed so genteely, and who professed to be an
admirer of Bulwer; but | kept my thoughts to myself, and watched the bar—keeper as he mixed the cocktails: the
were a mixture of gin and water, and sugar and nutmeg, and a few drops of a red liquid, which he poured out of
little cruet like an ink bottle with a quill stuck in the cork.

My companion tossed off his cocktail almost at a single swallow, smacked his lips, and pronounced the gin
damn'd splendid. But the splendor of the gin proved too much for my unpractised throat, for in my attempt to
imitate my companion in pouring down the cocktail, it almost took away my breath, which gave the black hostlel
and thebar—keeper such lively pleasure that they came near laughing themselves into convulsions.

The bell soon rang for dinner, and | followed my fellow traveller into the dining room, and took a seat at table by
the side of a jolly looking double—chinned gentleman, who, as he drew his chair up with one hand, reached out
other and seized a covered dish, one half the contents of which he emptied into his own plate; and | emptied th
remainder into mine.

"That's right," said the double—chinned gentleman, "always eat oysters at a place like this, because you can eat
them quick; no bones to bother you, toast soft, too, nice and brown. What's that, mace? mace, | declare! Capita
What a fat one! it just fills up the mouth, touches all the organs of taste at the same time, and leaves nothing to
desired. Delicious! what a fat one! Lovely! | knew a man once, an acquaintance of mine first rate, ain't they? an
acquaintance of mine who best stew | ever sat down to! 'quaintance of mine who lovely! most expeditious
eater | ever knew; never was gone from his store more than fifteen minutes to his dinner; in twelve months eat
himself into dyspepsia; next twelve, into consumption; travelled on a railroad for his health; next twelve months
on his way to kingdom come in his grave."

"He was expeditious,” | said, drawing a long breath, and laying down my spoon as | finished the last oyster upol
my plate. The double—chinned gentleman finished his at the same moment, although he had been talking all the
while, and | had not spoken a word.

"Very, indeed," he said, in reply to my remark, "very expeditious. He lived wretchedly, but he died rich."

"Poor fellow!" | exclaimed.

"Poor fellow," he repeated; "why he was president of a bank; poor fellow, indeed! he left a great estate. But don
waste time; let me help you to a piece of this steak; how do you like it? speak quick."

"I have no choice, | thank you, sir," | replied.
"What, no choice, no choice, bless me!"
"None, sir."

CHAPTER IV. The departure and the journey. 8
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"Then, my friend, do allow me the pleasure of choosing for you. What a steak! how rich! what juice!"

The ejaculations of my jolly companion, and the sight of the juicy steak, caused my mouth to overflow.
"Delicious, ain't it?" he said.

"Very."

"Very indeed, very, how tender; what bread! Salt, sir?"

"Thank you."

"Stop a moment, don't disturb it; let me tell you a secret. When you sit down at a table, always look at the salt
first; you will find it a sure index of the quality of the fare, nine times out of ten. Never knew it to fail. Now look
at this, ain't it a gem? none of your finical flutings and notchings about it; but a piece of plain unpretending glass
polished like a diamond. How nicely it is filled, how smooth and white on its surface: it looks like a piece of
alabaster inserted in a crystal. How fine and spotless! look, it scarce touches the steak before it is dissolved; no
particle of it will grate against your teeth, but its delicate flavor will gratify your palate without your being at all
aware that you owe an exquisite enjoyment to so common an article as salt. See, the little heap on the side of y

plate looks like a snow flake just fallen."

"Salt is certainly a great thing," said the gentleman with the lilac shirt, who sat opposite, and who had been
listening, with his knife and fork suspended, to the remarks of my double—chinned friend.

"Tis indeed, a very great thing, very indeed."

"Quite an article of commerce," said the other. "I should'nt wonder if Congress laid a duty upon it."

"I should'nt wonder," replied the jolly gentleman, winking slyly at me.

"Where on earth does salt come from?"

"Knowing, aint he?" said the jolly gentleman, aside to me.

"Quite an extensive assortment on the table," remarked the elegantly dressed gentleman, apparently ambitious
being noticed by the double—chinned gentleman. But his sagacions remark gained him no further notice from th
object of his attention, for just at that moment the tin trumpet of the driver was heard, and a general rush took
place from the dinner table to the bar-room, and after paying half a dollar a piece for our dinner, we scrambled

into the stage again; the young lady, | blush while | write it, was handed in by the driver, after all were seated.

"Do you know the name of that individual who helped you to steak?" asked the supposed governor's son in a
whisper.

"No, Sir, 1 do not," | replied; "do you?"
"I know him all to pieces," replied the gentleman.
"Who is he; some great man?"

"He is so. He is the celebrated Mr. Bulbief, the importer of spool cottons."

CHAPTER IV. The departure and the journey. 9



The Adventures of Harry Franco, Volume 1

| looked again at Mr. Bulbief, but he had covered his face with his pocket handkerchief, and was apparently sou
asleep. | should soon have dropped asleep myself but | sat on the middle seat, with a gentleman each side of n
who commenced smoking segars, very much to my annoyance. | thought it was ungentlemanly, and | had a go«
mind to have told them so, for the smoke made me deadly sick; but | bore in mind my father's saying, "that in
private, as well as in public, the will of the majority ought to be the law, even though the minority suffer in
consequence;" and | bore the nauseous smoke from principle as long as | could, for | supposed there was a poi
of endurance, beyond which rebellion would be justifiable. When they lighted fresh cigars, | ventured to hint tha
the smoke might not be agreeable to the young lady. Whereupon one of the smokers replied, "that he would no
smoke another cigar if it was productive of the least discomfort to her; but he presumed the fragrance was rathe
pleasant than otherwise, as he smoked none but the best regalias, which cost him three cents apiece."

"I should be sorry to deprive the gentleman of a pleasure," replied the young lady, very much to my mortificatior

"l thought so," replied the smoker, lighting another cigar.

CHAPTER V. The Steamboat.

It was dark when we reached the landing place on the river, and we had but just time to get our baggage on to
dock, before we heard the distant ringing of the steamboat bell, which was soon followed by the noise of her
wheels splashing in the water, and the hissing of the steam, and then the boat herself came in sight, vomiting fc
smoke and fire. It was the first steamer | had ever seen, and the dim outline of her huge form, partially illuminat
by the lights on her deck, as she floated past on the dark bosom of the river, filled my mind with extravagant an
grotesque ideas of her size and shape. As | stood gazing at her with absorbing curiosity, a small boat suddenly
darted up to the dock with the velocity of lightning, the sparkling white foam rising from her bows like a snow
drift. Two men jumped on to the dock, and began to throw the baggage into the boat, and one by one, my
companions in travel all disappeared. | was completely bewildered, and at a loss what to do with myself.

"Bear a hand," cried a gruff voice from the boat, "or you'll be left."
"Why don't you get in, boss?" said one of the men on the dock.

"I don't see how | can," | replied, looking over the end of the wharf. Without more ado, somebody gave me a
push, and | tumbled headlong into the boat; fortunately, | lighted upon a heap of carpet bags, and although | wa
not much hurt, | was most terribly frightened. The boat was drawn with amazing velocity through the water, and
we were very soon alongside of the steamer. The passengers scrambled on board, but as | had so far recovere
senses as to perceive my beautiful fellow traveller sitting in the stern of the boat, | resolved not to let this last
opportunity escape of showing my gallantry, and seeing somebody near her, | stepped briskly past, and asked |
if I should have the pleasure of assisting her out of the boat; she thanked me very sweetly, and took hold of my
extended hand; but as | stepped back my foot slipped, and | fell my whole length in the bottom of the boat. Whe
| got upon my feet again, she was gone. | hobbled on board the steamer, but | could see nothing of her; | had
caught her pocket handkerchief in my fall, and as | could not find her to restoreit, | put it into my pocket, to keep
in remembrance of her.

The deck of the steamboat was crowded with passengers, and a little bow-legged negro was running about, wi
bell in his hand, crying out, "passengers what hasn't paid his passages ull please call to the capn's office and
set-tel." So | obeyed the call of the little negro, and having paid my passage, | ascended a pair of stairs close b
and found myself alone on the upper deck. There was no moon, but the stars were shining in all their brightnes:
and beauty, and by their light | could trace the outline of the banks of the river, which rose high above my head
black and indistinct masses. The water looked black and cold, and the night wind was damp and chilly. Below, :
was light and life; but here, a step removed, all was solitary, dark, and still. | took the handkerchief of my
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beautiful fellow-traveller from my pocket and kissed it, and pressed it to my heart; | felt very grand, and claspec
my hands together, and looked up to the stars, but blushed as the thought crossed my mind, that they might be
intelligent existences, which were looking down into my breast, and reading my thoughts.

I now felt that | was in reality afloat upon the wide world, ignorant of its ways, with no definiteobject of pursuit,
and with but slender means of support. | thought of my mother and sister, and my eyes filled with tears. Vague
and indistinct apprehensions of evil rushed through my mind, and | looked forward to the termination of my
journey, and the return of day, with dread. And then | called to mind the scornful prediction of my proud cousin,
and the feelings it awakened absorbed all others. | threw my hands above me with a feeling of confidence and
pride, and | vowed never to despair, nor to slacken in my exertions, until | had attained to wealth and fame, and
proved my haughty cousin a liar.

To prevent a return of dull and gloomy forebodings, | left the upper deck, and found my way down into the cabir
where the brilliancy and gayety of the scene completely staggered me; so great was the change from darkness
solitude, to light and revelry. The cabin was crowded with passengers; some were lolling on the sofas; some we
reading; but the greater part were clustered around the card tables, where they were playing for money. My fell
traveller in the lilac shirt was dealing out the cards at one of these tables, and after dealing them round for a few
times, he exclaimed, "vantoon," and without more ceremony, he caught up a little heap of sixpences and shilling
and rose up from the table; and seeing me standing by, took me by the arm, and would make me drink with him
the little bar at one end of the cabin; and then we went on deck together, when he pulled out his pocket book, a
asked me to accept his card; it was as follows:

J. SMITH DAVIS CO.

DRY GOODS JOBBERS,

HANOVER SQUARE,

NEW YORK.

Presented by J. Lummucks.

| read this card over and over several times before | could exactly understand its import; but the thought occurre
to me that it was intended for an introduction, and that my new friend must be Mr. Lummucks. | felt very much
embarrassed, for | had no card of my own to return, and | was at a loss how to make myself known to him.

"Mr. Lummucks, | presume?" | said, inquiringly.

"Yes, sir," replied the gentleman, lifting his hat.

"I have no card about me," | said, "but my name is Franco."

"Mr. Franco, how do you do," said Mr. Lummucks, taking my hand and shaking it very warmly, as though he ha
met with an old friend after a long separation, "I am very happy to see you."

"I am very well, | thank you, sir," | replied, with as much solemnity as though | had an insurance upon his life,
"how is your health?"

So our introduction being over, we talked quite freely again, and | thought Mr. Lummucks was the noblest
hearted, the genteelest, and the finest fellow breathing; and | looked upon it as a very favorable omen, that |
should in the very outset of my career, gain the friendship of so fine a gentleman. Finding that | was unacquaint
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in New York, he invited me to go with him to the City Hotel, where he lived. | promised to do so, and we parted
for the night.

Being tired and sleepy, | went down into the cabin again to go to bed, but to my amazement, | found not only all
the births occupied with sleepers, but all the settees, and chairs, and tables. | looked all about, but | could find r
vacant spot to stretch myself out upon. The cabin was very warm, and the air disagreeable, and the music of th
or four hundred men snoring in concert, was any thing but pleasant. | went on deck again, and having found a
vacant place, | spread out my plaid cloak and lay down to sleep. Seeing somethinground and glossy near me, &
supposing it to be a pumpkin, | rested my head upon it for a pillow, and should very soon have been fast asleep
but for the difficulty of keeping it steady. It kept rolling away from under my head, till at length | caught hold of it
with both hands, determined, if possible, to keep it still.

"Murdther! murdther! murdther!" cried out a voice close by my ear. | started up affrighted, and half a dozen men
in red shirts and begrimed faces, came running to the place where | lay, when | discovered by the light of a
lantern, which one of them carried, that the pumpkin which | had been trying to keep under my head, was the b
pate of a drunken deck passenger. When | had succeeded in convincing the men that | had no murderous desi
upon the deck passenger, | crept away to another part of the boat, and was soon fast asleep.

When | awoke, it was broad day light, the boat had arrived at the wharf, and the passengers were hurrying ashc
| jumped up and rubbed my eyes, very much alarmed, for fear that Mr. Lummucks had gone off and left me; but
luckily | found him, and he called a coach, and we rode up to the City Hotel together, where | was accommodat
with a room in the fifth story; it was a weary long way up to it, and when | got there, | felt no disposition to go
down again. | had never been so far from the earth before.

CHAPTER VI. My first dinner at a Hotel, and the consequences of taking
wine too freely.

Having thrown myself upon the bed, | slept until the bell summoned me to dinner. | dressed myself, and hurried
down to the dining room; and seeing at a glance that there was no standing upon ceremony, took a seat at one
the long tables, which were spread the whole length of a very long room. | eat a plate of black looking soup whi
was placed before me, and then waited to be helped to something else, but nobody spoke, nor even looked at r
There was a constant shouting of "waiter! waiter! waiter!" and a confused noise of the popping of corks, the
rattling of dishes, and the smacking of lips, enough to have confused my senses, if they had not been sharpene
hunger. The gentleman who sat at my left hand, was a lank cadaverous looking personage, with long black hair
and keen glossy eyes; he wore a white cambric cravat, tied in a large bow knot in front, the projecting points of
which had intercepted not a few droppings of tobacco juice; he spoke in a drawling effeminate voice, but in a
peremptorymanner, to a stout negro man who stood behind his chair, and jumped at his commands with the
greatest alacrity, while | could not get a waiter to listen to me. There was a decanter of wine standing between t
gentleman's plate and mine, with a piece of paper stuck round the neck, on which was marked No. 49, which |
took for the number of the cask out of which it was drawn.

Finding that nobody was disposed to help me to anything to eat, | thought | would help myself to something to
drink. "Is this Madeira?" | asked of my left hand neighbor, pointing to the decanter.

"l imagine not, Sir," he replied sharply; "I kind o'reckon its sherry."
"Is it indeed," | said; "then | will try a glass of it in remembrance of my father, for | have often heard him say that

sherry was his favorite wine." So | filled my glass, and drank it off with a good relish, for it was smooth and
finely flavored.
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"That's right cool," said my neighbor, fixing his keen eyes upon me.

"Yes itis," | replied; "I guess it has been iced. | believe | shall try another glass." And so | took hold of the
decanter again to help myself, upon which the sallow faced gentleman started upon his feet, and squealed out,
"You infernalson of a northern abolitionist, | will teach you to drink a gentleman's wine;" and at the same time
seizing a table knife, he made a pass at me, which | fortunately dodged, and seized hold of the decanter of wine
and aimed a blow at his head, which would infallibly have cracked his skull, had not the big negro interposed hit
head, and caught the decanter in its descent upon his own wool, thereby saving his master's head, but not his \
for the decanter was shivered into a thousand pieces, and its contents flew over me and my antagonist. My nex
impulse was to lay hold of a dish of cranberry sauce, with which | might have been more successful than with tf
decanter, but before | had time to reach out my hand, | was surrounded by a dozen, or more, men, who caught
hold of me, and dragged me out of the room, amid a wild uproar of voices, which sounded in my ears like the
yells of demons. They dragged me through the hall into a small room adjoining, two having hold of my collar, ar
a stout fellow hold of each arm. Some eight or ten men followed into the room, and then one of them stood with
his back against the door to keep the others from crowding in. Somebody on the outside knocked and kicked ve
hard against the door, and demanded entrance on the score of his being one of the gentlemen of the press. Bu
man who was guarding the door refused to move, and the gentleman of the press on the outside gave another
savage kick, and swore that the public should be informed of the outrage it had suffered, in the disrespect show
to his person.

Among the gentlemen who were admitted into the room, was an elderly man with gold spectacles, and a high b
forehead; they called him "judge;" his heavy black eyebrows, and a protuberant under lip, gave his face an
expression of sternness, and | trembled as he bent his eyes upon me. He took a piece of paper and a pencil ou
his pocket, and asked me my name, and where | was from; but | was so terrified | could make no reply to him, k
burst into tears.

"Don't be frightened, sir," said the judge, quietly; "nobody shall harm you, unless indeed you deserve it very
richly, which | am inclined to believe is not the case."

After a few sobs, which | could not suppress, | told the judge my name, where | was from, and the particulars of
the affray, without being at all aware of the offence | had committed.

"Ha! ha! ha!" roared the judge, as | concluded my account; "I see through it all, | think;you did not attempt, then,
to entice away the gentleman's slave?"

"A slave!" | exclaimed, in amazement, "l never saw a slave in my life."

"Well, well; but how is this, colonel?" said the judge, addressing one of the gentlemen, "you said you could swe:
you saw the young man put a tract into the nigger's hand."

"Well, I wish | mought never see ole Virginny agin, if | could'nt a took a right smart oath | seen him do it, any
how; but praps | was mistaken, it mought a been a napkin."

"Very likely it was," said the judge.

"Hows'ever," said the colonel, "I'll take my oath | seen him, if you wish; but as the young gentleman says himsel
he did'nt done it, | reckon | might as well not."

"So | reckon," said the judge. "Well, gentlemen," he continued, "I think you must be pretty well satisfied of the
young gentleman's innocence."
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"0, perfectly," they all replied, without appearing to have any will of their own about the matter.

"I am satisfied if you is, judge,” said the colonel, "but as you and | were at college together, | should like just to
swear to something to oblige you."

The judge thanked him for his kind feelings, but said there was no particular occasion just then.

For my own part, my amazement and terror increased ever moment, and | was expecting to hear sentence of d
pronounced upon me, when the judge cleared up all the mystery which hung about the proceedings. "Let me
advise you, Mr. Franco," said the judge kindly, "the next time you feel an inclination for a glass of sherry, to call
for a bottle yourself, and not to drink another gentleman's, unless he should offer it to you. | don't know what the
custom may be where you were raised, but such things won't do down south. That gentleman whose wine you
made free with with, was no less a person than the Honorable Sylvanus Spliteer, the celebrated southern orato
and these gentlemen are his particular friends, who, hearing something said about abolitionists, for their ears at
very quick to catch any thing that is said on that subject, and seeing you and the orator in an antagonistic positi
they very naturally concluded that you were trying to entice away his black boy, who was waiting upon him at
table.”

| did not think the conclusion was a very naturalone, by any means, but | felt no inclination to dispute the point.

"But | am very happy to find that all the difficulty has arisen from a very natural mistake of yours, in supposing
that the wine upon the dinner table, like the brandy and the butter, was for the benefit of the public."

Although the explanation of the judge had relieved my fears, yet | felt so mortified and abashed, in finding that |
had been guilty of a gross breach of good manners, that my face burned with shame, and | could not raise my ¢
from the floor. But one of the gentlemen having stepped out of the room, returned again, bringing Mr. Spliteer
himself with him, who having heard all the particulars, shook me heartily by the hand, and insisted on my
returning to table, and drinking a bottle of wine with him. The judge, and the colonel, and the other gentlemen,
said they would join us, and of course | could not refuse so kind an invitation; so we all returned to the dining
room, where, as the orator himself expressed it, the remainder of the afternoon was spent with "a perfect
looseness."

I must confess that, after this, the titles of judge and colonel lost something more than half their awe inspiring
influence over me; for such songs, and such speeches, as came from the mouths ofthese gentlemen, | never
listened to before nor since. Even the orator himself outdid the colonel. The other gentlemen, one of whom was
doctor, and another a major, told several stories, and related circumstances which they swore had happened to
themselves, although | had read of the same things in an almanac when | was a little boy, and | remembered th
my grandmother told me they had happened when she was a girl. | have no distinct recollections of the manner
which the dinner terminated; but | remember very vividly, that | found myself, the next morning, lying on my
chamber floor, with a burning thirst, and a violent pain in my head.

CHAPTER VII. Shows with what ease a man may enter into a commercial
speculation, when he has the means and the inclination so to do.

| had as yet seen nothing of the city; so after breakfast, not being able to find my good friend Mr. Lummucks, |
ventured to take a stroll through Broadway alone, to see the sights, and put myself in the way of fortune. | had r
rambled far, when | caught sight of a little red flag hanging upon a pole which was stuck out of a shop door, anc
hearing a man talking very loud inside, | stepped in, to see what was going on.
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It was a little narrow place, hung round with lithographic prints, and double barrelled rifles, and duelling pistols,
and other works of art, both instructive and destructive. There was a counter in the centre of the shop, and at or
end of it, elevated on a high stool, stood a little bald headed man, with protuberant black eyes and prominent fre
teeth. He had a little ivory hammer in his hand, which he flourished about with great earnestness, cyring out all
the while, "a hof, a hof, a hof, a hof," till at last he struck the counter fiercely with it, and said, "Mr. Smit takes the
lot ateighteen and a hof." There were two or three gentlemen standing about the counter, but | could not discov
that they took the slightest interest in what was going on.

"Now, gentlemen," said the man with the hammer, "I will give you very great pleasure; you shall all bless your
lucky stars, which has superinduced you to enter this store at this present time. | shall now, gentlemen, put up |
number twenty one, and it must be sold to the highest bidder, pos—i-tive-ly it must indeed, upon my honor.
Here, gentlemen, is something worthy the very highest consideration of connoisseurs, amateurs, and epicures;
indeed. You see, gentlemen, it is a most magnificent rose wood casket, all inlaid with the mother of pearls and
divers other waluable minerals, very rare to be got or obtained. But, gentlemen, before | open this casket, and
dazzle your precious eyes with the contents thereof, let me tell you its history.

"This casket, gentlemen, is the property of a wirtuous young orphan lady, which lives in the upper part of the cit
who is reduced to the unfortunate extremity of disposing of a part of her personal effects, because she done so
many charitable acts to the poor, and therefore it must be sold. Why don't you bid!"

So saying, he opened the casket, and emptied its contents on to the counter; they consisted of a necklace, a pe
ear rings, a silver bodkin, a needle case, a musical snuff-box, and a cameo breast pin. They all looked bright al
new, and for aught that | could discover, were none the worse for wear.

"Come, gentlemen," exclaimed the little man, flourishing his hammer, "why don't you bid! | shan't take offence a
any thing, say two hundred; one hundred; any thing to start with; say fifty dollars; the casket alone is worth five
times the money. Any gentleman as wants to make an operation, has now a beautiful opportunity to make four «
five hundred dollars, by purchasing this splendid article. Has'nt he, Mr. Isaacs?"

"You may well say that, Mr. Shooda," said the gentleman addressed; "any shentleman is a fool which does'nt b
that bargain at any price."

The demon of avarice whispered in my ear that now was my time to turn a penny, and | resolved to bid for the
casket, and so lay the foundation of my fortune. And then the blood rushed to my cheek at the base thought of
taking the advantage of a poor orphan girl's necessities to enrich myself; and then | resolved | would do no suct
thing. But as the auctioneer went on setting forth the value of the casket, and the low price at which he would s¢
it, | reasoned with myself thus: if | do not buy the casket, another will; and if | do buy it, and give more for it than
another would, of course | shall do a good deed, and while | enrich myself, | shall benefit the poor orphan girl.
And then | thought it might possibly belong to the beautiful young lady, my companion in the coach, for whom |
felt so great a regard, and if it should be hers, with what pleasure | would restore it to her. This last thought
overcame all my scruples, and | determined to buy the casket at all hazards.

I am ashamed to confess that, although these thoughts did pass through my mind, still it was the desire of gain
influenced me. So easy is it, when we do a mean action, to flatter ourselves that it is from good motives we do i

"Do you think he would take a bid of fifty dollars?" | asked of the gentleman whom the auctioneer addressed as
Mr. Isaacs.

Mr. Isaacs had a nose both high and long, and his eyes were very black, but large and heavy; his hair was blac
and crispy, and he had a stoop in his shoulders; he wore a blue frock coat, with a black velvet collar, and
altogether his dress had a second hand appearance. Upon my putting this question to him, he drew me aside, ¢
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whisperingin my ear, told me not to bid as high as fifty at the first going off, although he didn't believe the
auctioneer would sell the casket for less than two or three hundred dollars; and then, in a very solemn manner,
advised me not to let the opportunity slip of buying the casket. And he told me upon his honor as a gentleman,
that he would buy it of me the very next day at just double the money which | might give for it, if | should buy it,
protesting that he would bid it off himself, if he had not left his pocket book at home.

So good an opportunity to make money, | was fearful might not occur again very soon, and | resolved to make t
most of it. And according to the advice of Mr. Isaacs, | bid thirty dollars for the casket.

"For shame, for shame," exclaimed the auctioneer, "to bid thirty dollars for a magnificent article like this."
| blushed very red, and bid forty.
"Forty, forty, forty, forty, forty, and five, did you say; five, five, five, five, five."

| did not hear any body bid five, but as the auctioneer had said that nods and winks would be taken as bids, |
supposed that some gentleman had given him a sly wink.

"Forty—five, forty—five, forty—five, forty—five, forfive, forty—five," he exclaimed with astonishing rapidity, and
just as he was on the point of letting fall his hammer, | bid fifty.

"Fifty, fifty, fifty, fifty, fifty," he exclaimed more than fifty times, my heart all the while beating time to the
flourishes of his hammer, 'ill it descended to the counter, and | found myself the purchaser of the valuable cask
and its contents, for the very small sum of fifty dollars. | paid for it immediately, and to make sure of it, wrapped
it up in my pocket handkerchief, and tucked it under my arm.

Mr. Isaacs said | had made a great purchase, and tried to persuade me to stop and bid for something else; but |
too much elated, and in too great a hurry to get to my chamber, and glut my eyes with my treasure.

As | left the store, | heard a loud whistle, and suddenly turning my head, | perceived Mr. Isaacs with his cheeks
distended like a bladder, and his broad lips screwed up like the mouth of a tightly drawn purse, whistling with all
his might; but | was so eager to get to my chamber that | did not turn back to inquire the cause of it.

CHAPTER VIII. A school for morals, and the beginning of an adventure.

At the tea table | met Mr. Lummucks; he had heard of my encounter with the great orator from the South the da
before, and he laughed heartily at my blunder, and said, if | would put myself under his tuition, he would soon
make a man of me, and learn me what life was. By way of giving me an introductory lesson, he said, | must go
the theatre with him that evening; and as he offered to pay for my ticket, | did not feel at liberty to refuse.

As | had often heard the theatre spoken of as a school for morals, | was not much surprised to meet a good ma
people there whose morals seemed to stand in need of a pretty severe schooling; for my own part, | do not thin
my own morals were much the better for any thing that | saw or heard while there.

Mr. Lummucks said he was acquainted with all the principal actors and actresses, and he promised to take me
behind the scenes, and introduce me to some of them, but first he took me up two or three flights of stairs into ¢
long room with green walls and red moreen curtains, with a bar at one end, behind which were half a dozen
yellow women serving out cakes and coffee, and all manner of liquors. There were a great many young ladies
moving about, some with gentlemen, and some without, but all very gayly dressed, and very free in their manne
indeed, one of them had the boldness to ask me to treat her to an orange, which | did, and then she asked me 1
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treat her to a glass of cordial, which | could not refuse to do, because she was a lady, and | judged from the
familiar manner in which Mr. Lummucks spoke to her, that she was an intimate acquaintance of his. Another
young lady came up to me, and offered me her card, which | took, and promised to call on her. Mr. Lummucks
appeared to be perfectly at home; he called one Bess, another Sue, and another Liz. If this, | thought, is the firs
lesson in life, | shall not be astonished at any thing which | may meet with hereafter.

| heard a great clapping of hands and stamping of feet, and as | began to grow tired of the company | was in, |
made an excuse that | wanted to see the play; so | went out of the punch room into the gallery to see what had
called forth the clapping of hands, and to take a lesson in morals. On the stage, which was a long distance
belowme, were a man and a woman singing with all their might, with their hands stretched out as if imploring
mercy from the audience. He was tall and thin, with sunken cheeks, which were, notwithstanding, very red; and
she was short and fat: they were both dressed in the strangest looking clothes | had ever seen, but apparently \
richly. | listened attentively, but | could not understand a word of the song, and the musicians kept up such a no
| was hardly able to distinguish the tune. | must acknowledge that | was greatly disappointed in the exhibition; b
it would be wrong in me to condemn what | could not understand, and, as some do, pronounce every thing bad
which is above my comprehension.

Not feeling any interest for the people on the stage, | began to look around among the audience, and soon
discovered something more interesting and beautiful than | had anticipated. There were a great many ladies
among the audience, who, being dressed in gay clothes, gave a bright and beautiful appearance to the theatre;
the lights were so glaring, and the whole scene was so strange to me, it was some time before | could look
composedly, and view in detail the lovely beings who were clustered together in the circle below me. When my
eye had become mare familiarwith the scene, and my perception keener, as | glanced from group to group, my
attention was suddenly arrested by a beautiful girl, who sat in the lower tier of boxes, dressed in white, and
looking like a lily in a bed of tulips. Upon looking at her more attentively, | was electrified at discovering in her
my gentle companion of the stage coach. It gave a momentary shock to my feelings to find one whom | had, in
imagination, invested with a pure and holy character, breathing the atmosphere of such a place; but descending
the next tier of boxes, | took a seat opposite to her, and soon became so completely absorbed in the contempla
of her beauties, as to be insensible to every thing else. She was very beautiful, and having gazed on her for hot
| thought her image was stamped upon my heart, and that it would be ever present to the eyes of my mind; but
when | could see her no longer, and | tried to recall her to my mind, it was in vain; | could only remember that |
had seen a being of light and loveliness, but the form she wore had left no distinct impression upon my memory

She sat between an elderly gentleman, and a lady apparently older than herself, to whom she occasionally spol
and | thought | could distinguish the gentle tones of her voice above all thenoise of the orchestra and the hubbu
of the pit. When the performances were ended, | hurried down to the lobby, that | might catch a parting glimpse
her as she left the theatre. | saw her come out leaning on the arm of the elderly gentleman who sat by her side,
| got as close to her as | dared, hoping to catch the sound of her voice. They stood on the steps a few minutes,
until a carriage drove up, into which they got with the other lady; the footman banged too the door and got up
behind, and away they drove. | stood for a moment almost bewildered, and then darted off in pursuit of the
carriage; | ran with all my might, and hard work | had to keep it in sight. It was a weary long chase, up one stree
and down another, 'till at length, when | was quite exhausted, and scarcely able to move another step, the swee
pouring from every pore in my body, and my wind quite gone, it stopped in front of a brick house opposite to a
large square filled with trees.

The party got out of the carriage, and the old gentleman handed the ladies up the steps of the house. "Good nig
uncle," said the youngest lady, in a voice which | could have distinguished among all the babel tongues of the
world. "Good night, Georgy, good night," said the old gentleman. The door closed upon the ladies, and theold
gentleman stepped into the carriage again, and drove off.
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| sat down opposite to the house, under the shade of the trees, to recover my breath; and having rested myself,
very reluctantly quitted the spot; but not until I had noted down the number of the house, and read the name on
silver door plate; it was simply, "Mrs. Smith."

It was past midnight when | got back to the hotel, but | found Mr. Lummucks sitting in the bar-room, drinking
and smoking with two or three bilious looking gentlemen, whom he introduced to me as merchants from
Mississippi. Mr. Lummucks tried to make me sit down and smoke and drink with them, but | resolutely refused,
notwithstanding the Mississippi merchants joined in the request, promising me that they would tell me a mighty
big heap of good stories, and that the way they would amuse me would be sinful to a christian. But | was in a
hurry to be alone in my chamber, where | could shut my eyes upon the world, and think only of her who had
enchanted me.

When | got to my chamber, | locked the door, and took out the pocket handkerchief, of which | had by a lucky
accident become the possessor, and having pressed it to my heart, spread it out forexamination, with the hope
discovering about it some clue to the name of its owner. It was a beautiful bandkerchief; the material was of a
delicate texture, surpassing any thing of the kind | had ever seen before; it was edged with broad lace, and the
corners were curiously embroidered with fruits and flowers, the like of which | had never seen in nature; on one
of the corners was a scroll, surrounded by a wreath of roses, and on it was printed, in delicate little letters,
"Georgiana De Lancy." | pressed the name to my lips, and kissed it a thousand times, and did many other foolis
things, 'till at last growing weary, | lay down upon my bed with the handkerchief in my hand, and dreamed that
the lovely Georgiana was hovering over me, poised in the air by a pair of purple wings, the gentle motion of
which fanned the cool air across my brow.

CHAPTER IX. Getting into a Newspaper.

In the course of my limited reading, | had met with accounts of men who had become famous by accident, and
gained an immortality without having labored for it; but, | had never, in my wildest dreams, imagined that such a
lot would be mine. | did, indeed, indulge in the pleasing hope of achieving fame and fortune, but | did not expec
to have notoriety thrust upon me at the very commencement of my adventures.

The morning after my visit to the Theatre, | was sitting in the bar room of the hotel, reading the morning papers,
when | was startled at seeing my own name in print. The sensations which | experienced on the occasion, can |
imagined by those who have found themselves unexpectedly in a newspaper. | was seized with such a fit of
trembling, that it was some time before | could gather my senses sufficiently together to enable me to read the
following article, which fully accounted for the mark of distinction which had been bestowed upon me.

"Serious Affair. We have been at great painsto gather the particulars of the late disgraceful outrage at the City
Hotel, knowing the anxiety of the public mind in relation to this event, and feeling the full weight of the
responsibility which rests upon our shoulders, as public journalists, to furnish our subscribers, who, we are prou
to say, are daily increasing, having added more than two thousand to our lists within the last week, which we
happen to know, is more than the entire subscription of any of our cotemporaries, with the latest and most corre
in formation.

"Now we distinctly charge, that our contemporary, with whose vile name we will not soil our columns, has

presented his readers(?) with a garbled and incorrect statement of the transaction alluded to, notwithstanding h
knew we were in possession of the entire particulars of the affair, which we had obtained at a great expense, at
with vast trouble. However, we feel ourselves touched in a very tender point, and we shall condescend to hold t
wretch personally accountable; and were it not beneath the character of a gentleman to bandy terms of abuse v
a blackguard, we should call him an ingrained villain, a brute dyed in the wool, a dirty contemptible creature wh
could not speak the truth, though it were for his interest to do so, and who never does stumble upon it, unless h
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surreptitiously filches it from our columns; but we will not make use of the homely phrases of our vernacular; we
forbear; we have no wish to take the bread out of innocent lips. We understand our contemporary has an
interesting family dependent upon him; but how he came by anything interesting, is to us a matter of
astonishment, and, indeed, we doubt the fact. We leave the creature to work his own ruin, and hasten to lay the
particulars of this gross outrage before our numerous readers, premising, merely, that a paper is left at our offic
for signatures, requesting the Mayor to call a meeting of our fellow citizens to express their feelings on the
subject.

"One of those pestiferous vermin, a travelling abolitionist, by the name of Franco, had the unparalleled audacity
enter the City Hotel yesterday, and endeavor, by his damnable arts, to entice away the faithful slave of the
Honorable Sylvanus Spliteer, the chivalric orator of the South, who being at his dinner, and having just finished
plate of oxtail soup, a delicacy than which none know better how to concoct than the worthy hosts of the City, a
having taken a decanter of sherry in his hand for the purpose of taking wine with a distinguished Senator, and
perceiving an attempt made by the at olitionist toforce an incendiary pamphlet into the hands of his honest negr
with that promptness peculiar to southern climes, and with that indignant energy with which the chivalry of the
South defend their rights, jumped from his seat, and, with unerring aim, hurled the decanter at the head of the
fanatic. But unfortunately the decanter was shivered to pieces instead of the head, and the shrivelled creature ¢
his hide well soaked with good wine, a piece of good luck which, we will venture to assert, never befel one of th
fraternity before. We regret to add, that Franco was allowed to escape without farther chastisement.

"Now we sincerely deprecate any attempt at violence or an infringement of the peculiar privileges of the law, bu
there are cases, which of necessity must occur, which call upon the high—-souled and the chivalrous to take the
into their own hands, and inflict summary punishment. This may be one of those cases; we do not say it is, and
therefore if any violence should be committed, let no one lay the blame at our door. We have not recommendec
coat of tar and feathers, neither have we made any allusions to the salutary effects of a ride upon a rail.

"Franco's first name, we gather from the books of the Hotel, is Harry; he is a youngish person,apparently not mq
than twenty—one, of a fair complexion, light blue eyes, and chestnut hair. His clothes are healthy in their
appearance, that is, they appear never to have suffered from a fit of any kind."

Having always believed implicitly every thing which | saw in print, | could hardly persuade myself that | had not
been guilty of the outrage of which | saw myself accused. | felt all the shame, at least, of a real culprit, and hunc
down my head and pulled my hat over my eyes for fear of meeting the scornful glances of the men who were
moving about me. | was terrified beyond measure at the allusion to the coat of tar and feathers, and a ride upor
rail. The prophecy of my haughty cousin flashed across my mind, and now, | thought, the time of its fulfilment
had come. The unfeeling allusion to my clothes filled me with indignation; for my mother had exhausted her skil
and her strength too, in making them, and | thought they fitted me to a hair. | sat in a corner of the bar-room, wi
apprehension, trembling and expecting every moment that violent men would lay their hands upon me, when |
heard the voice of Mr. Spliteer himself in the bar-room. | rose up, and with tears in my eyes, showed him the
paper, and begged him to screen me from the threatened violence. Heread the article, and laughed heartily at i
which | thought showed a great want of feeling in him; but he could well afford to do so, for he got a good deal ¢
praise at my expense.

"Don't be alarmed, young man," he said, "abuse and misrepresentation are the unavoidable penalties of newsp
notoriety. | have had a heap of it in my day, | can assure you, and | care nothing for it now; but | must confess it
did grind me at first no ways slow. As for tar and feathers, and a ride upon a rail, dont care a fig about them;
there's not a bit of danger; nobody cares any thing about a newspaper, for although there is nothing which men
read more eagerly, there is nothing which they heed so little, not even their Bibles. However, to make all sure, |
will take it upon myself to see the Editor, who is a personal, as well as a political friend of mine, and to—morrow
you shall see that he will contradict every word he has said to—day in relation to you. And now, do me the favor
drink a julep with me, and you will feel better, | dare say."
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| thanked the honorable Mr. Spliteer for his kindness, for | did not know how to refuse, and | had, moreover, a
curiosity to know what a julep was. He gave the necessary orders to the bar—keeper; and after a great display c
nutmeg graters and muddling sticks, and of sousing and flourishing of tumblers by the latter gentleman, the jule
were mixed; and the honorable Mr. Spliteer himself reached me one of them, for it would have been quite bene
the dignity of the bar—keeper to have stooped so far below his proper level as to have acted in the capacity of a
waiter. What the ingredients were of which the juleps were composed | could form no idea; there was a bunch ¢
green mint in the tumbler, topped off with a cap of snow, and a slender glass tube was stuck in the middle. As |
had never seen a julep before, | watched the motions of the orator before | touched the glass; he drew his tumb
up to him and applied his mouth to the tube, and | did the same.

"Are you fond of juleps?" he asked, taking a long breath.

"Very," | replied, for | found it very palatable.

"So am |," said Mr. Spliteer, "I like them because they are so wholesome."
"Are juleps healthy, then?" | inquired.

"Very," he said, drawing another long breath. My father drank so many juleps, that when he died the mint
sprouted up all over his grave, and one of these days you will see it growing on mine."

"I hope not," | replied.
"Do you, indeed," said the chivalrous orator, "why so?"
"Because," | answered, "l hope you will never die."

"Good, good," he exclaimed, apparently highly delighted, "right good, considering you tried only yesterday to
break my head with a decanter."

"You must expect when you take wine, that it will get into your head," | replied.

"So | do," he said, "but not through my skull." And then he laughed very heartily, and | laughed too, and said a
thousand other foolish things. Having sucked the last drop out of our tumblers, Mr. Spliteer ordered two more
juleps, and told the bar-keeper to make them stiff.

I have not a very clear recollection of what occurred after drinking the second julep, neither do | remember
exactly how many | did drink; but | know | felt very valiant and very witty, and that | threw a tumbler at the head
of the bar—keeper, and told the honorable Mr. Spliteer that he looked like a bilious baboon. And, | was afterwarc
told, that | soon grew stupid and sleepy, and was taken up into my chamber, and put to bed by some of the
waiters.

CHAPTER X. Recovering from a Julep.

Had | been philosopher enough to have doubted the truth of a spiritual existence independent of the body, the
effects of the juleps would have cured me of skepticism forever. It is a curious fact, that when the senses are
benumbed with the fumes of strong drink, and our limbs can no longer perform their offices, and we fall down
drunk, stupid, insensible our bodies deprived of all sense, sympathy or feeling; when the noble mansion, which
was created for the in—dwelling of our immortal spirit, has been prostrated by our own follies, and become a me
heap of breathing matter, and all of our faculties are benumbed by the fumes of strong drink, and all of our
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sympathies, and feelings, bodily and mental, are paralyzed and drunken, then our souls, as if exulting in the
release, which our deadened bodies give them, or as if ashamed of the disgraced habitations to which their des
has assigned them, spread out their wings, and soar away to scenes where the body is incapable of accompan
them. At least such was the case with me, for although llay on my bed stupid and insensible as a log, never bef
was my mind so actively employed as then, and never did my fancy play such wild and fantastic tricks, or bear |
so high on her wings, in my sober moments.

It was late in the afternoon when | roused up, and found myself upon my bed with my clothes all on. It was a lor
while before | could convince myself that | was not somebody beside myself, and | should have rubbed my eye:
and doubted for a long time, had | not been impelled by a burning thirst to go in search of water; luckily there we
a goblet full in my chamber, which | soon emptied, and by degrees became convinced that | was indeed nobod
but myself; a very uncomfortable conclusion to arrive at, for | should just then have been glad to have been
convinced that | was anybody in the world besides myself, for | felt very wretched. Although | soon established
my own identity, | could not easily separate and distinguish the transactions of the past two days from the
transactions of my drunken visions.

My father was very particular, when | left home, to caution me against eating an egg out of a wine glass, but he
never said a word about abstaining from juleps. It was wrong in me to blame him for my own misdeeds, but |
could not help thinking, that, if he had cautioned me against drinking, | might have been spared the bitter feeling
which | then experienced. The prophetic words of my cousin were constantly ringing in my ears, and the
reflection that | might, by my own folly, have aided to bring on their fulfilment, filled me with grief and shame. |
had not yet done any thing towards bettering my condition, and | made fresh resolves not to let another day pas
without making a vigorous effort to obtain employment. But the saddening thought came over me, that | was
without friends, and | knew not to whom | could apply for help or advice, and | had not even fixed in my own
mind what kind of employment | should seek. But | had met with nothing but kindness thus far, and | felt assure
that | should still meet with kindness and polite treatment; for if men would, when unsolicited, show me kindnes:
and favor, surely when | did solicit them they would grant it more readily. Thus | reasoned with myself, and very
sound reasoning | thought it.

Of all the men whom | had seen, none had treated me half so politely as Mr. Lummucks. | never met him, but h
would make me drink with him; he slapped me across the shoulder with the familiarity of a brother; he would
make me go to the Theatre with him, and he would pay for myticket; if | sat near him at table, he would send me
his wine, and after dinner he would offer me a cigar, although I always refused it; he had given me his card on
board the steamboat, and he had since pressed me to call at his store and see him. What but the kindliest feeli
and the most generous nature, could cause a man to show such civilities to a stranger. Fortune, | thought, had
evidently thrown me in his way, and | determined to second her endeavors to help me along, by applying to him
for assistance in procuring a situation; and, | had not a doubt, but that a gentleman of his benevolent feelings,
would be very glad of an opportunity of doing so.

With these soothing and comfortable reflections, | lay down again, to sleep off all effects of my dissipation, that
might get up in the morning refreshed and invigorated, and better prepared to prosecute my schemes for defea
the malicious prophecy of my cousin. And so | fell asleep, and dreamed of my mother and sister, and of the
beautiful Georgiana. For all the cares and anxieties and disappointments of this wicked world, cannot deprive u
of the privilege of visiting, in our dreams, the gentle beings whom we love.

CHAPTER XI. Tells of my reception by Mr. Lummucks, and of the manner in
which that polite gentleman answered my solicitations.

Having dressed myself in my very best clothes, which, to tell the truth, were my very worst also, | set out, soon
after breakfast, in search of the store of Messrs. J. Smith Davis Co., whose names were on the card which Mr.
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Lummucks had given me.

It was a bright and pleasant morning; the streets were full of life and animation, and every thing looked promisir
and joyous to me. Men were hurrying past me in every direction, with looks full of business and importance, anc
thought, where all seemed to be so well employed, and in such haste, there could be no difficulty in finding
something to do. But, as | was not stinted for time, | did not hurry myself, and walked leisurely along beneath th
awnings, stopping occasionally to gaze at the heaps of goods which were displayed in the stores, or to read sor
curious sign which attracted my attention. After a while | succeeded in finding Hanover Square, which | was
astonished to find was triangular in shape, and soon discovered the large gilt sign ofMessrs. J. Smith Davis Co.
Luckily, Mr. Lummucks was standing in the door with his hat off, and his hair brushed down smooth and glossy.
As soon as he saw me, he caught me by the hand, and dragged me into the store.

"How are you this morning, Colonel?" he said.

"Very well, | thank you," | replied, speaking as respectfully as | knew how; "are you well?"

"Fine as silk," said Mr. Lummucks.

| was glad to hear him say so, and congratulated myself upon finding him in such a pleasant humor.

The store of Messrs. J. Smith Davis Co. was not very large, but it was crowded with goods to the very ceiling, a
in the middle of the floor were long piles of calicoes, about which were several young gentlemen, as busily
employed as bees in a hive.

A very little man approached us from the further end of the store, jerking his little arms and legs with the
precision and ease of an automaton. His dress was new, and bright, and neat. Mr. Lummucks introduced me to
him. He was no other than Mr. Smith Davis himself, the principal of the firm. | was almost struck dumb to see sc
much importance confined within so small a compass. He shook me cordially by the hand, and asked Mr.
Lummucks if he knew me.

"Know him like a book," replied Mr. Lummucks.

Mr. Smith Davis shook me by the hand again, and said he was very happy to see me; he asked me how the tim
were, and offered me a cigar, which | took for fear of giving offence, but the first opportunity | got | threw it
away.

"Buy for cash, or time?" he asked.

| was a little startled at the abruptness of the question, but | replied, "for cash."

"Would you like to look at some prints, Major?" he asked.

"I am much obliged to you," | replied, "I am very fond of seeing prints."

With that, Mr. Smith Davis commenced turning over one piece of calico after another, with amazing rapidity.

"There, Major, very desirable article splendid style only two—and-six; we done a first rate business in that
article last season; cheapest goods in the street."

Before | could make any reply, or even guess at the meaning of Mr. Davis's remarks, he was called away, and |
Lummucks stepped up and supplied his place.
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"You had better buy 'em, Colonel," said Mr. Lummucks, "they will sell like hot cakes. But did you say you
bought for cash."

"Of course," | said, "if | buy at all."
He took a memorandum book out of his pocket, and looked in it for a moment.

"Let me see," he said, "Franco, Franco, Franco, what did you say your firm was, something and Franco, or Frar
and somebody?"

"I have no firm," | replied.
"0, you haven't, haven't you? all alone, hey? but | don't see that | have got your first name down in my tickler."
"My first name is Harry," | said.

"Right, yes, | remember," said Mr. Lummucks, making a memorandum; "and your references, Colonel, who did
you say were your references?"

"I have no references," | replied, "indeed | know of no one to whom | could refer, unless to my father."

"What, the old boy in the country?"

"My father is in the country,” | answered seriously, not very well pleased to hear my parent called the old boy.
"Then you have no city references, hey?"

"None at all, sir; | have no friends here except yourself."

"Me!" exclaimed Mr. Lummucks, apparently in great amazement. "Oh, ah! But how much of a bill do you mean
to make with us, Colonel?"

"Perhaps | may buy a vest pattern,” | replied, "if you have got some genteel patterns."
"A vest pattern,” cried Mr. Lummucks, "what, hav'nt you come down for the purpose of buying goods?"

"No, sir," | replied, "I came to New York to seek for employment, and as you had shown me so many kind
attentions, | thought you would be glad of an opportunity to assist me in finding a situation."

Mr. Lummucks' countenance underwent a very singular change when | announced my reasons for calling on hil
"Do you see any thing that looks green in there?" he said, pulling down his eyelid with his forefinger.

"No, sir, | do not," | replied, looking very earnestly into his eye.

"Nor in there, either?" he said, pulling open his other eye.

"Nothing at all, sir," | replied.

"l guess not," said Mr. Lummucks; and without making me any other answer, he turned on his heel and left me.
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"Reg'larly sucked, Jack?" asked a young man who had been listening to our conversation.
"Don't mention it," said Mr. Lummucks.
"No you don't," said the other.

Mr. Lummucks walked up to Mr. Smith Davis, and whispered in his ear a few words, upon which that little
gentleman turned round, and frowned upon me most awfully.

| was about to demand an explanation of this strange conduct, when Mr. Smith Davis came up to me, and told r
he was not a retailer, but a jobber, and advised me if | wanted to negotiate for a vest pattern to go into Chathan
street.

My first impulse was to take Mr. Smith Davis up in my arms, and give him a good smart cuff on his ears. But |
restrained my indignation, and merely remarked to him, that if he was not a retailer, he was in a remarkably sm:
way.

"Leave my store, sir," said Mr. Smith Davis, turning very pale.

"Don't be frightened," | said, "l would not stay in it upon any account." And without more ado | did leave it; but
with feelings very different from those with which | had entered it. To meet with such a rebuff upon my first
application for assistance, was a cruel disappointment to me, and | could scarcely refrain from tears. | thought ¢
my poor mother and sister, and above all of my cousin's prophecy, and my heart sunk within me. It was not unti
had gone to my chamber, and given vent to my feelings in a flood of tears, that | could regain my self-possessi
and revolve in my mind some other plan of operations.

| sat opposite to Mr. Lummucks again, at dinner, but he did not even give me a look of recognition. | thought it
was well, perhaps, that | had met, at the very outset of life, with such an instance of hollow heartedness and
deceit, as it would learn me forever after to be on my guard in my intercourse with strangers, and not to put too
much dependance upon their professions of friendship, until | had an opportunity of testing their motives.

Mr. Lummucks, | found out afterwards, was a drummer, who, having been sent out to drum up customers for hi
employers, was returning home when | met him in the stage coach, and imagining that | was a country merchar
on my way to New York to purchase goods, he endeavored, by his attention, to lay me under an obligation to
make my purchases of his employers.

CHAPTER XII. A change of quarters, and a new friend.

| found that the high rate which they charged me for board at the hotel, would soon exhaust my slender means,
| applied at a genteel boarding house in Pearl street, kept by a Mrs. Griggs, and agreed with her for a bed in a
room with only five other young gentlemen; the price which she asked was something less than half what they
charged at the hotel. | was very glad to make the exchange, for | was not only continually annoyed by the sight
Mr. Lummucks, but by the frequent mention of my ludicrous encounter with the Southern orator.

The first time | dined at Mrs. Griggs's, | was reminded of the advice given me by my fellow traveller, about the
salt cellar, for on casting my eyes upon that piece of table furniture, | perceived that it did not indicate a very
sumptuous dinner: it was a little gilt edged glass dish, with a piece broken out of each corner, and its contents
were coarse and damp; consequently | was prepared to find the soup cold, the mutton overdone, the vinegar
sweet, and the salad warm. But, thanks to the poverty of my parents, | had learned to eat mydinner without
finding fault with its quality, always satisfied if it was not deficient in quantity; and although | flattered myself |
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could distinguish a good meal from a poor one, | could be content with either.

Mrs. Griggs's boarders were all young gentlemen, fashionably dressed, apparently full of fun, and with most
excellent appetites. Their greatest care seemed to be who should eat the greatest quantity in the shortest space
time. | must confess | could not but regard them with feelings of envy, for they were mostly clerks in counting
houses and stores, and | knew it was employment which gave them such light hearts and happy faces. They we
somewhat rude in their behavior, but, as it was the rudeness of buoyant spirits, and not of ill nature, there was
nothing offensive about it. A very tall young gentleman, with a ring on his forefinger, and a gold chain round his
neck, filled the office of carver, and his perquisites of office were, as a matter of course, sundry little pieces of tt
outside, which he contrived very ingeniously not to touch when he was helping round.

"Mister Barilla, will you, if you please, sir," said one of the young gentlemen to the carver, "be so kind as to senc
me, per bearer, a small invoice of that mutton?"

"Sorry to be under the disagreeable necessity of informing you, sir," said Mr. Barilla, "have none remaining in
first hands, but will be'stremely happy to send you this tumbled lot," pointing to a scrag on the side of his plate.

"Not as you know on, you may say to your friends when you write home," replied the other.
"l say, Mrs. Griggs," said another, "hav'nt you a very good memory, mem?"

"Why yes, sir," said Mrs. Griggs, "l believe | have, | was never called unforgitful; my husband used to say | was
very good at remembering things. Why did you ask, sir?"

"Nothing in particular, mem, | only wanted to inquire how long it might be since this bread was baked?" said the
boarder.

Mrs. Griggs blushed very red, but all the young gentlemen tittered as though they were highly delighted at this
piece of wit; but for my part, | looked upon it as a piece of great rudeness, and | did not even smile.

"I will tell you what | do remember," said Mrs. Griggs to the quizzical boarder, "and that is, that you hav'nt paid
your last month's board, you impudence, and | wish you would, or else leave my house. A poor widow lady, like
me, can't afford to keep a genteel boarding house for nothing."

There was a general burst of laughter at this reply of Mrs. Griggs; and the witty gentleman turned very red, and
looked very sheepish, but he made no reply.

A young gentleman, who sat at my right, observing, | suppose, that no one took any notice of me, and pitying m
loneliness, commenced a conversation with me, by asking if | was fond of Manhattan water.

"Is it mineral?" | asked.
"I should think it was," he replied; "it is very hard, at least."

"Does it promote longevity," | inquired, thinking that my neighbour must be a scientific gentleman, and that it
would be necessary to speak in a dignified manner.

"It promotes longevity of office," he replied; "his honor, the Recorder, drinks a pint before breakfast every

morning, and he has held his office these twenty years. And the company which supplies it will live forever, they
have got a perpetual charter."
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"Indeed," said I, "that is very curious," not knowing exactly what else to say. "Pray, what are its component
parts?”

"Professor Silliman analyzed it once," replied my communicative neighbor, "and found it contained two parts cal
and dogs, and the other partsdifferent kinds of salts, the names of which | have forgotten."

"Does any body besides his honor, the Recorder, drink it?" | inquired.

"0, yes, sir, it is drank to a very great extent in this community you have been drinking it yourself."
"0, no, | have never tasted it, | am certain," | replied.

"0, yes, | am certain you have."

"No, sir, | have not," | replied sharply, not liking to be contradicted in so positive a manner.

"Allow me to insist that you have, sir; that is the very article in your tumbler."

At this moment, Mrs. Griggs removed my plate, and placed before me a saucer full of bread pudding, and a
copper tea spoon to eat it with; but the remarks of my communicative neighbor had taken off the keen edge of r
appetite, and | rose up from the table without tasting it.

After dinner, | wandered about the streets until | was tired and weary, and then | returned to my boarding house
and went early to bed, with a vague hope of being warned in a dream of some piece of good fortune, which mig
be in store for me.

About midnight, | was aroused out of a deepslumber, by the entrance of three of my room mates; two of them h
been to the theatre, and they commenced singing "Meet me by Moonlight," while the third, who had been
practising at a Thespian club, delivered himself of Hamlet's soliloquy, trying to make my head answer the purpc
of Yorick's skull, which caused a great deal of merriment; but | twitched my head away, and drawing the
counterpane over it, pretended to be asleep.

It was not long before my other two room mates came in. They were firemen. They were dressed in red flannel
shirts, drab jackets and trowsers, and large leather caps. They were not both members of the same company, &
they began talking about their respective machines in a very animated manner, and | expected every moment t
see them get into a fight; but after they had abused each other, in a shocking manner, for a few minutes, they
suddenly stopped, and joined in the song of "Meet me by Moonlight." | ventured to lift up my head to take a pee
at them, when one of the firemen, a little black haired man, with steel spectacles, cried out, "hollo! chummy!
come jump out of that, and see the lions dance;" and without more ado, he took hold of my heels and dragged r
out on to the floor before | had timeto make any resistance. | jumped upon my feet, full of indignation, but
perceiving it was all a joke, | joined in the laugh, which was raised at my expense, and was very soon on as goc
terms with my five room mates as need be.

They were whole-souled liberal hearted young fellows, and therefore they would have something to drink. They
cast lots to see who should pay for the drink, and then drew a card out of a pack to see who should go after it, &
oddly enough it fell to the lot of the same person to do both; the amateur Thespian was the unfortunate individu
He went out to a neighboring bar-room, and soon returned with a couple of tumblers, and a pitcher full of mint
juleps, which were no sooner drank, than we were all seized with a desire to sing.

The little curly—headed fireman, it is proper that | should mention, being pious, refused to drink any of the juleps
but he lighted a cigar, and almost suffocated us with smoke.
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