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    Like a pendulum swinging between two temperaments, a shrewd Yankee clock peddler moves through a British North American colony and tests its pace, values, and pretensions against his quick, transactional creed, turning the everyday business of selling timepieces into a comic, revealing assay of how communities reckon with time, ambition, and change when an energetic, mobile ethos of trade brushes up against a world still governed by local custom, deference, and the unhurried rhythms of place.

Thomas Chandler Haliburton’s The Clockmaker; Or, the Sayings and Doings of Samuel Slick, of Slickville is a work of satirical fiction composed as a series of sketches set largely in Nova Scotia during the 1830s. Haliburton, a Nova Scotian writer and judge, first introduced the character in newspaper pieces, then collected the opening series in book form in 1836. The volume belongs to a tradition of comic travel-and-conversation narratives, presenting encounters on roads and in parlors as occasions for sharp observation. Its historical backdrop is British North America on the cusp of reform, commercial expansion, and intensified contact with the neighboring United States.

At the center stands Samuel Slick, an itinerant American clockmaker from the fictional Slickville, who tours rural communities to sell his wares and, as he does, offers pointed commentary on people and institutions. His sayings and doings are framed by a Nova Scotian interlocutor who records their conversations and observes local reactions. The book unfolds episodically, each sketch building from a chance meeting, a bargaining scene, or a roadside lesson. The voice is brisk, colloquial, and performative, while the prevailing mood blends genial humor with barbed critique, inviting readers to enjoy the tale and weigh the implications behind the patter.

Time, in both literal and social senses, is a governing motif: clocks promise punctuality, order, and modern efficiency, yet they also become emblems of pressure, calculation, and the commodification of daily life. The sketches probe persuasion and salesmanship, showing how flattery, storytelling, and shrewd reading of character shape exchange. They consider colonials’ self-image, anxieties about progress, and comparisons with the United States. The satire ranges across politics, law, religion, and manners, employing exaggeration and contrast to test local habits, and asking how communities adapt when new tempos and techniques unsettle familiar expectations.

Haliburton builds the effect through persona and dialogue. Slick’s idiom, rich in turns of phrase and aphoristic punchlines, collides with the more restrained voice of the narrator, creating a double perspective that invites both amusement and reflection. The episodic form favors anecdote over plot, so momentum comes from voice, situation, and the wit of the exchanges. Readers encounter comic set pieces, shrewd character sketches, and moral asides that rarely resolve neatly but instead leave a resonance, as if each story were a test case in practical intelligence, vanity, and the uses—and misuses—of time in a changing society.

As a book emerging from British North America in the mid-1830s, The Clockmaker has often been noted as an early landmark in Anglophone literature from what is now Canada. Its popularity established Haliburton’s reputation and led to further volumes featuring the character. The work circulated widely, crossing the Atlantic and the U.S.–Canadian border, and its blend of vernacular comedy and social observation proved adaptable to different audiences. That transnational reach is built into the premise itself, which juxtaposes a roving American voice with local colonial settings, making the collection a lively document of cross-border perceptions in its moment.

Today, the book rewards readers interested in satire, cultural history, and the early development of North American comic prose. Its questions—how technology alters habits, how rhetoric shapes public life, how neighboring societies misread and influence one another—remain timely. At the same time, its portraits bear the marks of their era, including stereotypes and hierarchies that contemporary readers may scrutinize critically. Approached with that awareness, The Clockmaker offers an engaging, provocative experience: a conversation-driven tour through a colonial landscape where humor, commerce, and the tick of a clock become instruments for thinking about identity, change, and common sense.
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    The Clockmaker; Or, the Sayings and Doings of Samuel Slick, of Slickville presents a series of sketches narrated by a traveling observer who encounters Samuel Slick, a shrewd Yankee clock peddler, in Nova Scotia. The narrator records their conversations and adventures, using Slick’s voice to explore local manners, commerce, and governance. The premise is simple: as Slick sells clocks from farm to town, he comments on human nature, business habits, and public life. The episodic form allows the topics to range widely while maintaining a consistent pairing of narrator and subject, anchoring the book in recognizable scenes of travel, bargaining, and social calls.

Early chapters establish Slick’s character and method. He is quick-witted, observant, and highly persuasive, claiming that success comes from understanding human nature. He explains his tactics for sales, a blend of calculated praise, useful gadgets, and well-timed stories that he calls softening up a customer. Through demonstrations in parlors and kitchens, he reveals how small mechanical marvels, especially clocks, can charm households. The narrator, half amused and half curious, records these techniques without endorsing or condemning them. This dynamic introduces the recurring pattern: a practical lesson in persuasion illustrated by a tale from the road, followed by commentary on its broader meaning.

As the pair travel through rural Nova Scotia, inns, ferries, and country roads provide occasions for brief portraits of everyday life. Slick remarks on hospitality, weather, and transportation, contrasting his brisk pace with the slower routines he encounters. The clock becomes a symbol of punctuality and modern timekeeping, often juxtaposed with a more relaxed sense of schedule. Exchanges with farmers, tradesmen, and householders show how bargaining, credit, and reputation shape transactions. The sketches remain light in plot but rich in incident, using small mishaps, clever recoveries, and social visits to set up observations about habits, expectations, and the uses of convenience.

Attention turns to institutions and public affairs. Courts, magistrates, and elections appear in satirical vignettes that emphasize procedure, patronage, and delay. Slick frames these scenes with anecdotes about lawsuits, horse trades, and local disputes, presenting them as examples of how rules and personalities intersect. Public meetings and official appointments provide material for comparing efficiency with ceremony. The narrator preserves Slick’s pointed remarks while maintaining a descriptive tone, allowing readers to infer the conclusions. The sketches neither unravel a single intrigue nor reveal secrets, but they layer impressions of governance as experienced by travelers, litigants, and office seekers in a dispersed colony.

Economic topics broaden the scope. Timber, shipbuilding, and fisheries figure prominently, along with the circulation of goods from American factories to colonial markets. Slick describes how tariffs, credit practices, and distance influence prices and choices. His clocks enter households as affordable novelties and useful tools, illustrating the reach of itinerant trade. Discussions of barter and hard money highlight the practical constraints of rural commerce. The narrator situates these comments within visits to wharves, shops, and farms, keeping the movement of goods visible. Through this material, the book depicts a landscape where enterprise, scarcity, and ingenuity meet at the point of sale.

Cultural life receives a similarly brisk survey. Sermons, temperance talks, and newspaper pieces shape opinion and conversation. Slick remarks on the style of preachers and editors, noting how rhetoric can stir a crowd or quiet it. Entertainments and holidays punctuate the calendar, while schools and reading rooms hint at changing expectations for improvement. Inside homes, the clock regulates meals and chores, becoming a centerpiece that marks the day. These chapters maintain the conversational rhythm of tale and comment, with the narrator providing transitions from a lively meeting to a reflective aside, and then onward to the next township or farmhouse.

Domestic and social customs appear in visits, courtship stories, and accounts of neighborhood gatherings. Slick’s advice on politeness, compliments, and attentiveness underscores his broader point about knowing one’s audience. Encounters with prominent figures and humble laborers alike show how status and familiarity affect talk and trade. The narrator keeps details concrete, noting rooms, meals, and gestures, while avoiding sensational revelations. These portraits connect back to the themes of persuasion and practicality, suggesting that the same skills that sell a clock help navigate introductions, disputes, and favors. The result is a panorama of everyday interactions rendered through brief, pointed episodes.

Comparisons between American initiative and colonial caution become more explicit as the sketches progress. Slick strides forward with his motto of going ahead, while local officials and townsmen weigh custom and precedent. The narrator balances these perspectives, presenting energetic ambition alongside respect for stability. Hyperbole and humor serve as tools for emphasis, not as definitive judgments. The contrast remains a framework for interpreting scenes of work, leisure, and public order. In the process, the book sketches a broader conversation about modernity and attachment to empire, as seen through the practical lens of commerce, travel, and the timekeeping devices that organize daily life.

The closing pieces draw together the journey’s impressions without forcing a singular resolution. As the narrator looks back on his notes, Slick’s sayings stand out as memorable capsules of experience, sharpened by anecdote and repetition. Episodes of buying, selling, and debating cohere into a portrait of a society on the cusp of change, attentive to usefulness yet bound to familiar routines. The final effect is a traveling mirror held up to people and institutions, reflecting habits and hopes. Slick moves on to his next market, and the narrative leaves readers with a concise message: observe closely, value practicality, and reckon with the pace of progress.
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    Set in the British colony of Nova Scotia in the 1830s, The Clockmaker unfolds amid coastal towns, inland townships, and the provincial capital of Halifax. Its scenes follow a Yankee clock peddler from fictional Slickville, Connecticut, as he traverses roads and ferries, stopping at inns, farms, and offices to sell timepieces and opinions. The temporal frame is contemporary with its initial publication (1835–1840), a period marked by imperial administration, a locally elected assembly in Halifax (established 1758), and a maritime economy in transition. The book’s itineraries capture a colony balanced between British imperial norms and the increasingly palpable influence of nearby New England’s commercial dynamism.

Nova Scotia’s early nineteenth-century economy rested on Atlantic fisheries, timber exports, and wooden shipbuilding, with trade routes to New England, Britain, and the British West Indies. After the Napoleonic Wars and War of 1812, the post-1815 downturn and shifting imperial trade preferences brought volatility. By the late 1830s the population surpassed 200,000, scattered across coastal settlements and farming valleys like Annapolis and Cornwallis. Roads improved in the 1820s–1830s under assembly grants, yet overland travel remained slow. The book mirrors this milieu in its contrasts: Sam Slick’s brisk bargaining and “go-ahead” ethos are set against the perceived caution of Nova Scotian farmers, magistrates, and office-holders, dramatizing tensions between subsistence habits and market-led change.

The movement for responsible government was the most consequential political force shaping the book’s milieu. Though Nova Scotia had an elected House of Assembly since 1758, executive power remained with a governor and appointed council. Reform energy crystallized around Joseph Howe, editor of the Novascotian, whose celebrated self-defended libel trial in 1835 ended in acquittal and symbolized both press freedom and popular agitation for accountability. Through the late 1830s, Howe and allies campaigned for executive councils drawn from, and answerable to, the assembly majority; Nova Scotia achieved responsible government in February 1848 under Premier James Boyle Uniacke, with Howe entering the cabinet. Haliburton, a conservative jurist, stages debates about patronage, official inefficiency, and democratic enthusiasm within comic encounters. Sam Slick’s barbed observations skewer local office-holders and bureaucratic lethargy while also poking at reformist zeal, thus reflecting and refracting the colony’s contentious path toward responsible government.

The book’s genesis within a burgeoning print culture heightened its public resonance. The Novascotian, founded in 1824 and edited by Joseph Howe from 1828, became a leading forum for colonial debate. Haliburton’s sketches appeared there in 1835, reaching a wide readership before book publication as The Clockmaker in 1836 (first series), followed by further series in 1838 and 1840. Reprinted in London and the United States, the work circulated transatlantically, inserting Nova Scotian political conversation into a larger Anglophone sphere. This serial-to-book pathway mattered historically because newspapers were the vehicle through which reform, patronage, taxation, and road-building policies were discussed—and the stories became part of that argument.

The American market revolution and the Connecticut clock industry provide the work’s central social-economic backdrop. In Connecticut’s Naugatuck Valley, innovators such as Eli Terry pioneered mass production with interchangeable wooden movements, notably the 1806–1809 “Porter Contract” for 4,000 shelf clocks, inaugurating low-cost timekeeping. By the 1830s, manufacturers like Chauncey Jerome shifted to brass movements, vastly increasing durability and output; tens of thousands of clocks entered domestic markets annually by the late 1830s. A vast peddler network radiated from towns like Bristol and New Haven into rural British North America, including the Maritimes, selling on credit and shaping consumer habits. Sam Slick embodies this Yankee commercial culture—speed, credit, warranties, and punctuality—using the clock as a metaphor for market discipline and “time is money.” The book thus anatomizes how portable goods, itinerant salesmen, and standardized time altered work rhythms and expectations in small colonial communities.

The 1837–1838 rebellions in Upper and Lower Canada, led by William Lyon Mackenzie and Louis-Joseph Papineau, and their suppression by British forces, prompted imperial reconsideration of colonial governance. Lord Durham’s 1839 Report recommended responsible government and the union of the Canadas (implemented in 1841). While Nova Scotia did not rebel, its political class watched closely. Reformers drew legitimacy from the broader crisis, while conservatives warned against instability. The Clockmaker’s 1835–1840 publication arc sits amid this ferment: its dialogue often channels anxieties about unchecked democracy, patronage entrenchment, and imperial oversight, depicting a colony negotiating constitutional change under the gaze of both Westminster and neighboring American republicanism.

Cross-border relations with the United States—cooperation and friction—also shaped the book’s atmosphere. The War of 1812 (1812–1815) made Halifax a prize port for privateers and a royal navy base, yet postwar coastal trade with New England resumed briskly. Tensions flared again in the Aroostook “War” (1838–1839), a bloodless but serious boundary confrontation between Maine and New Brunswick, settled by the Webster–Ashburton Treaty (1842). These episodes fed Maritime ambivalence toward Yankees—economic partners, cultural foils, and occasional rivals. Sam Slick’s banter plays on that ambivalence: he flatters Nova Scotians as prospective customers while mocking their pace, and he praises American enterprise even as he exposes its bluster, staging the frontier between imperial loyalty and republican hustle.

As social and political critique, the book exposes colonial patronage, procedural inertia, and uneven access to public works, while scrutinizing the allure and aggressions of American commerce. Through the Yankee salesman’s voice, it interrogates class divides between salaried officials and producers (farmers, fishers, artisans), the inefficiencies of magistrates and councils, and the gap between public rhetoric and administrative performance. Its attention to clocks, punctuality, and credit highlights emerging disciplines of time and debt that reordered social life. By juxtaposing Nova Scotian caution with American “go-ahead” ambition, it questions both complacency and opportunism, pressing readers to consider how governance, markets, and civic virtue might be reconciled in a maturing Atlantic province.
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[After these sketches had gone through the press, and were ready for
the binder, we sent Mr. Slick a copy; and shortly afterwards received
from him the following letter, which characteristic communication we
give entire—EDITOR.]

To MR. HOWE,

Sir—I received your letter, and note its contents; I ain't over half
pleased, I tell you; I think I have been used scandalous, that's a
fact. It warn't the part of a gentleman for to go and pump me arter
that fashion and then go right off and blart it out in print. It was
a nasty dirty mean action, and I don't thank you nor the Squire a
bit for it. It will be more nor a thousand dollars out of my pocket.
There's an eend to the clock trade now, and a pretty kettle of fish
I've made of it, havn't I? I shall never hear the last on it, and
what am I to say when I go back to the States? I'll take my oath
I never said one half the stuff he has set down there; and as for
that long lochrum about Mr. Everett, and the Hon. Alden Gobble[1], and
Minister[5], there ain't a word of truth in it from beginnin' to eend.
If ever I come near hand to him agin, I'll larn him—but never mind,
I say nothin'. Now there's one thing I don't cleverly understand. If
this here book is my "Sayin's and Doin's," how comes it your'n or the
Squire's either? If my thoughts and notions are my own, how can they
be any other folks's? According to my idee you have no more right to
take them, than you have to take my clocks without payin' for 'em. A
man that would be guilty of such an action is no gentleman, that's
flat, and if you don't like it, you may lump it—for I don't vally
him, nor you neither, nor are a Bluenose[2] that ever stepped in shoe
leather the matter of a pin's head. I don't know as ever I felt so
ugly afore since I was raised; why didn't he put his name to it, as
well as mine? When an article hain't the maker's name and factory on
it, it shows it's a cheat, and he's ashamed to own it. If I'm to have
the name I'll have the game, or I'll know the cause why, that's a
fact. Now folks say you are a considerable of a candid man, and right
up and down in your dealins, and do things above board, handsum—at
least so I've hearn tell. That's what I like; I love to deal with
such folks. Now spose you make me an offer? You'll find me not very
difficult to trade with, and I don't know but I might put off more
than half of the books myself, tu. I'll tell you how I'd work it.
I'd say, "Here's a book they've namesaked arter me, Sam Slick the
Clockmaker, but it ain't mine, and I can't altogether jist say
rightly whose it is. Some say it's the General's, and some say it's
the Bishop's, and some say it's Howe himself; but I ain't availed who
it is. It's a wise child that knows its own father.[1q] It wipes up the
Bluenoses considerable hard, and don't let off the Yankees so very
easy neither, but it's generally allowed to be about the prettiest
book ever writ in this country; and although it ain't altogether
jist gospel what's in it, there's some pretty home truths in it,
that's a fact. Whoever wrote it must be a funny feller, too, that's
sartin; for there are some queer stories in it that no soul could
help larfin' at, that's a fact. It's about the wittiest book I ever
seed. It's nearly all sold off, but jist a few copies I've kept for
my old customers. The price is just 5s. 6d. but I'll let you have it
for 5s. because you'll not get another chance to have one." Always
ax a sixpence more than the price, and then bate it, and when Bluenose
hears that, he thinks he's got a bargain, and bites directly. I never
see one on 'em yet that didn't fall right into the trap.

Yes, make me an offer, and you and I will trade, I think. But fair
play's a jewel, and I must say I feel riled and kinder sore. I hain't
been used handsum atween you two, and it don't seem to me that I had
ought to be made a fool on in that book, arter that fashion, for
folks to laugh at, and then be sheered out of the spec. If I am,
somebody had better look out for squalls, I tell you. I'm as easy
as an old glove, but a glove ain't an old shoe to be trod on, and
I think a certain person will find that out afore he is six months
older, or else I'm mistakened, that's all. Hopin' to hear from you
soon, I remain yours to command,

SAMUEL SLICK.

Pugnose's Inn[3], River Philip, Dec. 25, 1836.

P.S. I see in the last page it is writ, that the Squire is to take
another journey round the Shore, and back to Halifax with me next
Spring. Well, I did agree with him, to drive him round the coast, but
don't you mind—we'll understand each other, I guess, afore we start.
I consait he'll rise considerable airly in the mornin', afore he
catches me asleep agin. I'll be wide awake for him next hitch, that's
a fact. I'd a gin a thousand dollars if he had only used Campbell's
name instead of mine; for he was a most an almighty villain, and
cheated a proper raft of folks, and then shipped himself off to
Botany Bay, for fear folks would transport him there; you couldn't
rub out Slick, and put in Campbell, could you? that's a good feller;
if you would I'd make it worth your while, you may depend.

THE CLOCKMAKER
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No. I

The Trotting Horse.

I was always well mounted; I am fond of a horse, and always piqued
myself on having the fastest trotter in the Province. I have made no
great progress in the world; I feel doubly, therefore, the pleasure
of not being surpassed on the road. I never feel so well or so
cheerful as on horseback, for there is something exhilirating in
quick motion; and, old as I am, I feel a pleasure in making any
person whom I meet on the way put his horse to the full gallop, to
keep pace with my trotter. Poor Ethiope! you recollect him, how he
was wont to lay back his ears on his arched neck, and push away from
all competition. He is done, poor fellow! the spavin spoiled his
speed, and he now roams at large upon "my farm at Truro." Mohawk
never failed me till this summer.

I pride myself—you may laugh at such childish weakness in a man
of my age—but still, I pride myself in taking the concert out of
coxcombs I meet on the road, and on the ease with which I can leave
a fool behind, whose nonsense disturbs my solitary musings.

On my last journey to Fort Lawrence, as the beautiful view of
Colchester had just opened upon me, and as I was contemplating its
richness and exquisite scenery, a tall, thin man, with hollow cheeks
and bright, twinkling black eyes, on a good bay horse, somewhat out
of condition, overtook me; and drawing up, said, "I guess you started
early this morning, sir?"

"I did, sir," I replied.

"You did not come from Halifax, I presume, sir, did you?" in a
dialect too rich to be mistaken as genuine Yankee. "And which way
may you be travelling?" asked my inquisitive companion.

"To Fort Lawrence."

"Ah!" said he, "so am I; it is in my circuit."

The word CIRCUIT sounded so professional, I looked again at him, to
ascertain whether I had ever seen him before, or whether I had met
with one of those nameless, but innumerable limbs of the law, who
now flourish in every district of the Province. There was a keenness
about his eye, and an acuteness of expression, much in favour of the
law; but the dress, and general bearing of the man, made against the
supposition. His was not the coat of a man who can afford to wear
an old coat, nor was it one of "Tempest and Moore's," that distinguish
country lawyers from country boobies. His clothes were well made,
and of good materials, but looked as if their owner had shrunk a
little since they were made for him; they hung somewhat loose on
him. A large brooch, and some superfluous seals and gold keys, which
ornamented his outward man, looked "New England" like. A visit to
the States, had perhaps, I thought, turned this Colchester beau
into a Yankee fop. Of what consequence was it to me who he was? In
either case I had nothing to do with him, and I desired neither his
acquaintance nor his company. Still I could not but ask myself, Who
can this man be?

"I am not aware," said I, "that there is a court sitting at this time
at Cumberland."

"Nor am I," said my friend. What, then, could he have to do with the
circuit? It occurred to me he must be a Methodist preacher. I looked
again, but his appearance again puzzled me. His attire might do—the
colour might be suitable—the broad brim not out of place; but there
was a want of that staidness of look, that seriousness of
countenance, that expression, in short, so characteristic of the
clergy.

I could not account for my idle curiosity—a curiosity which, in him,
I had the moment before viewed both with suspicion and disgust; but
so it was—I felt a desire to know who he could be who was neither
lawyer nor preacher, and yet talked of his circuit with the gravity
of both. How ridiculous, I thought to myself is this; I will leave
him. Turning towards him, I said, I feared I should be late for
breakfast, and must therefore bid him good morning. Mohawk felt
the pressure of my knees, and away we went at a slapping pace. I
congratulated myself on conquering my own curiosity, and on avoiding
that of my travelling companion. This, I said to myself, this is
the value of a good horse; I patted his neck; I felt proud of him.
Presently I heard the steps of the unknown's horse—the clatter
increased. Ah, my friend, thought I, it won't do; you should be well
mounted if you desire my company; I pushed Mohawk faster, faster,
faster—to his best. He outdid himself; he had never trotted so
handsomely, so easily, so well.

"I guess that is a pretty considerable smart horse," said the
stranger, as he came beside me, and apparently reined in, to prevent
his horse passing me; "there is not, I reckon, so spry a one on my
circuit."

Circuit or no circuit, one thing was settled in my mind; he was a
Yankee, and a very impertinent Yankee too. I felt humbled, my pride
was hurt, and Mohawk was beaten. To continue this trotting contest
was humiliating; I yielded, therefore, before the victory was
palpable, and pulled up.

"Yes," continued he, "a horse of pretty considerable good action,
and a pretty fair trotter, too, I guess." Pride must have a fall—I
confess mine was prostrate in the dust. These words cut me to
the heart. What! is it come to this, poor Mohawk, that you, the
admiration of all but the envious, the great Mohawk, the oracle
horse, the standard by which all other horses are measured—trots
next to Mohawk, only yields to Mohawk, looks like Mohawk—that you
are, after all, only a counterfeit, and pronounced by a straggling
Yankee to be merely "a pretty fair trotter!"

"If he was trained, I guess he might be made to do a little more.
Excuse me, but if you divide your weight between the knee and the
stirrup, rather most on the knee, and rise forward on the saddle, so
as to leave a little daylight between you and it, I hope I may never
ride this circuit again, if you don't get a mile more an hour out
of him."

What! not enough, I mentally groaned, to have my horse beaten, but
I must be told that I don't know how to ride him; and that, too, by
a Yankee! Aye, there's the rub—a Yankee what? Perhaps a half-bred
puppy, half Yankee, half Bluenose. As there is no escape, I'll try
to make out my riding master. "Your circuit?" said I, my looks
expressing all the surprise they were capable of—"your circuit,
pray what may that be?"

"Oh," said he, "the eastern circuit—I am on the eastern circuit,
sir."

"I have heard," said I, feeling that I now had a lawyer to deal with,
"that there is a great deal of business on this circuit. Pray, are
there many cases of importance?"

"There is a pretty fair business to be done, at least there has been,
but the cases are of no great value—we do not make much out of them,
we get them up very easy, but they don't bring much profit." What a
beast, thought I, is this! and what a curse to a country, to have
such an unfeeling pettifogging rascal practising in it—a horse
jockey, too—what a finished character! I'll try him on that branch
of his business.

"That is a superior animal you are mounted on," said I; "I seldom
meet one that can travel with mine."

"Yes," said he coolly, "a considerable fair traveller, and most
particular good bottom." I hesitated; this man who talks with such
unblushing effrontery of getting up cases, and making profit out of
them, cannot be offended at the question—yes, I will put it to him.

"Do you feel an inclination to part with him?"

"I never part with a horse sir, that suits me," said he. "I am fond
of a horse: I don't like to ride in the dust after every one I meet,
and I allow no man to pass me but when I choose." Is it possible, I
thought, that he can know me—that he has heard of my foible, and is
quizzing me, or have I this feeling in common with him?

"But," continued I, "you might supply yourself again."

"Not on this circuit, I guess," said he, "nor yet in Campbell's
circuit."

"Campbell's circuit—pray, sir, what is that?"

"That," said he, "is the western—and Lampton rides the shore
circuit; and as for the people on the shore, they know so little
of horses that, Lampton tells me, a man from Aylesford once sold a
hornless ox there, whose tail he had cut and nicked for a horse of
the goliah breed."

"I should think," said I, "that Mr. Lampton must have no lack of
cases among such enlightened clients."

"Clients, sir!" said my friend, "Mr. Lampton is not a lawyer."

"I beg pardon, I thought you said he rode the circuit."

"We call it a circuit," said the stranger, who seemed by no means
flattered by the mistake; "we divide the Province, as in the
Almanac, into circuits, in each of which we separately carry on
our business of manufacturing and selling clocks. There are few, I
guess," said the Clockmaker, "who go upon TICK as much as we do, who
have so little use for lawyers; if attornies could wind a man up
again, after he has been fairly run down, I guess they'd be a pretty
harmless sort of folks."

This explanation restored my good humour, and as I could not quit my
companion, and he did not feel disposed to leave me, I made up my
mind to travel with him to Fort Lawrence, the limit of his circuit.

No. II

The Clockmaker.

I had heard of Yankee clock peddlers, tin peddlers, and bible
peddlers, especially of him who sold Polyglot Bibles (all in english)
to the amount of sixteen thousand pounds. The house of every
substantial farmer had three substantial ornaments: a wooden clock, a
tin reflector, and a Polyglot Bible. How is it that an American can
sell his wares, at whatever price he pleases, where a Bluenose would
fail to make a sale at all? I will enquire of the Clockmaker the
secret of his success.

"What a pity it is, Mr. Slick"—for such was his name—"what a pity
it is," said I, "that you, who are so successful in teaching these
people the value of clocks, could not also teach them the value of
time."

"I guess," said he, "they have got that ring to grow on their horns
yet, which every four-year-old has in our country. We reckon hours
and minutes to be dollars and cents. They do nothing in these parts
but eat, drink, smoke, sleep, ride about, lounge at taverns, make
speeches at temperance meetings, and talk about 'House of Assembly.'
If a man don't hoe his corn, and he don't get a crop, he says it is
all owing to the Bank; and if he runs into debt and is sued, why he
says the lawyers are a curse to the country. They are a most idle set
of folks, I tell you."

"But how is it," said I, "that you manage to sell such an immense
number of clocks (which certainly cannot be called necessary
articles), among a people with whom there seems to be so great
a scarcity of money?" Mr. Slick paused, as if considering the
propriety of answering the question, and looking me in the face,
said in a confidential tone—

"Why, I don't care if I do tell you, for the market is glutted, and I
shall quit this circuit. It is done by a knowledge of SOFT SAWDER[4] and
HUMAN NATUR'. But here is Deacon Flint's," said he; "I have but one
clock left, and I guess I will sell it to him."

At the gate of a most comfortable looking farm house stood Deacon
Flint, a respectable old man, who had understood the value of time
better than most of his neighbours, if one might judge from the
appearance of everything about him. After the usual salutation, an
invitation to "alight" was accepted by Mr. Slick, who said he wished
to take leave of Mrs. Flint before he left Colchester.

We had hardly entered the house, before the Clockmaker pointed to the
view from the window, and, addressing himself to me, said, "if I was
to tell them in Connecticut, there was such a farm as this away down
east here in Nova Scotia, they wouldn't believe me—why there ain't
such a location in all New England. The deacon has a hundred acres of
dyke—"

"Seventy, said the deacon, only seventy."

"Well, seventy; but then there is your fine deep bottom, why I could
run a ramrod into it—"

"Interval, we call it," said the Deacon, who, though evidently
pleased at this eulogium, seemed to wish the experiment of the ramrod
to be tried in the right place.

"Well, interval, if you please (though Professor Eleazer Cumstick,
in his work on Ohio, calls them bottoms), is just as good as dyke.
Then there is that water privilege, worth three or four thousand
dollars, twice as good as what Governor Cass paid fifteen thousand
dollars for. I wonder, Deacon, you don't put up a carding mill on
it; the same works would carry a turning lathe, a shingle machine,
a circular saw, grind bark, and—"

"Too old," said the Deacon, "too old for all those speculations—"

"Old," repeated the clockmaker, "not you; why you are worth half
a dozen of the young men we see, nowadays; you are young enough to
have—" Here he said something in a lower tone of voice, which I did
not distinctly hear; but whatever it was, the Deacon was pleased, he
smiled and said he did not think of such things now.

"But your beasts, dear me, your beasts must be put in and have a
feed;" saying which, he went out to order them to be taken to the
stable.

As the old gentleman closed the door after him, Mr. Slick drew near
to me, and said in an undertone, "That is what I call 'SOFT SAWDER.'
An Englishman would pass that man as a sheep passes a hog in a
pasture, without looking at him; or," said he, looking rather archly,
"if he was mounted on a pretty smart horse, I guess he'd trot away,
if he could. Now I find—" Here his lecture on "SOFT SAWDER" was cut
short by the entrance of Mrs. Flint.

"Jist come to say good-bye, Mrs. Flint."

"What, have you sold all your clocks?"

"Yes, and very low too, for money is scarce, and I wished to close
the consarn; no, I am wrong in saying all, for I have just one left.
Neighbour Steel's wife asked to have the refusal of it, but I guess I
won't sell it; I had but two of them, this one and the feller of it,
that I sold Governor Lincoln. General Green, the Secretary of State
for Maine, said he'd give me forty dollars for this here one—it has
composition wheels and patent axles, it is a beautiful article, a
real first chop, no mistake, genuine superfine—but I guess I'll take
it back; and beside, Squire Hawk might think kinder hard, that I did
not give him the offer."

"Dear me," said Mrs. Flint, "I should like to see it, where is it?"

"It is in a chest of mine over the way, at Tom Tape's store, I guess
he can ship it on to Eastport."

"That's a good man," said Mrs. Flint, "jist let's look at it."

Mr. Slick, willing to oblige, yielded to these entreaties, and soon
produced the clock—a gawdy, highly varnished, trumpery looking
affair. He placed it on the chimney-piece, where its beauties were
pointed out and duly appreciated by Mrs. Flint, whose admiration was
about ending in a proposal when Mr. Flint returned from giving his
directions about the care of the horses. The Deacon praised the
clock, he too thought it a handsome one; but the Deacon was a prudent
man, he had a watch, he was sorry, but he had no occasion for a
clock.

"I guess you're in the wrong furrow this time, Deacon, it ain't for
sale," said Mr. Slick; "and if it was, I reckon neighbour Steel's
wife would have it, for she gives me no peace about it." Mrs. Flint
said that Mr. Steel had enough to do, poor man, to pay his
interest, without buying clocks for his wife.

"It's no consarn of mine," said Mr. Slick, "as long as he pays me,
what he has to do; but I guess I don't want to sell it, and beside it
comes too high; that clock can't be made at Rhode Island under forty
dollars. Why it ain't possible," said the Clockmaker, in apparent
surprise, looking at his watch, "why as I'm alive it is four o'clock,
and if I havn't been two hours here—how on airth shall I reach River
Philip tonight? I'll tell you what, Mrs. Flint, I'll leave the clock
in your care till I return on my way to the States—I'll set it
a-goin' and put it to the right time."

As soon as this operation was performed, he delivered the key to the
deacon with a sort of serio-comic injunction to wind up the clock
every Saturday night, which Mrs. Flint said she would take care
should be done, and promised to remind her husband of it, in case he
should chance to forget it.

"That," said the Clockmaker as soon as we were mounted, "that I call
'HUMAN NATUR'!' Now that clock is sold for forty dollars—it cost me
just six dollars and fifty cents. Mrs. Flint will never let Mrs. Steel have the refusal—nor will the deacon learn until I call for
the clock, that having once indulged in the use of a superfluity, how
difficult it is to give it up. We can do without any article of
luxury we have never had, but when once obtained, it is not in 'HUMAN
NATUR'' to surrender it voluntarily. Of fifteen thousand sold by
myself and partners in this Province, twelve thousand were left in
this manner, and only ten clocks were ever returned; when we called
for them they invariably bought them. We trust to 'SOFT SAWDER' to
get them into the house, and to 'HUMAN NATUR'' that they never come
out of it."

No. III

The Silent Girls.

"Do you see them 'ere swallows," said the Clockmaker, "how low they
fly? Well I presume we shall have rain right away; and them noisy
critters, them gulls how close they keep to the water, down there in
the Shubenacadie; well that's a sure sign. If we study natur', we
don't want no thermometer. But I guess we shall be in time to get
under cover in a shingle-maker's shed about three miles ahead on us.
We had just reached the deserted hovel when the rain fell in torrents.

"I reckon," said the Clockmaker, as he sat himself down on a bundle
of shingles, "I reckon they are bad off for inns in this country.
When a feller is too lazy to work here, he paints his name over his
door, and calls it a tavern, and as like as not he makes the whole
neighbourhood as lazy as himself—it is about as easy to find a good
inn in Halifax, as it is to find wool on a goat's back. An inn, to be
a good consarn, must be built a purpose, you can no more make a good
tavern out of a common dwelling house, I expect, than a good coat
out of an old pair of trousers. They are etarnal lazy, you may
depend—now there might be a grand spec made there, in building a
good inn and a good church."

"What a sacrilegious and unnatural union," said I, with most
unaffected surprise.

"Not at all," said Mr. Slick; "we build both on speculation in the
States, and make a good deal of profit out of 'em too, I tell you. We
look out a good sightly place, in a town like Halifax, that is pretty
considerably well peopled, with folks that are good marks; and if
there is no real right down good preacher among them, we build a
handsome Church, touched off like a New York liner, a real taking
looking thing—and then we look out for a preacher, a crack man, a
regular ten horse power chap—well, we hire him, and we have to give
pretty high wages too, say twelve hundred or sixteen hundred dollars
a year. We take him at first on trial for a Sabbath or two, to try
his paces, and if he takes with the folks, if he goes down well, we
clinch the bargain, and let and sell the pews; and, I tell you it
pays well and makes a real good investment. There were few better
specs among us than inns and churches, until the railroads came on
the carpet; as soon as the novelty of the new preacher wears off, we
hire another, and that keeps up the steam."

"I trust it will be long, very long, my friend," said I, "ere the
rage for speculation introduces 'the money-changers into the temple,'
with us."

Mr. Slick looked at me with a most ineffable expression of pity and
surprise. "Depend on it, sir," said he, with a most philosophical
air, "this Province is much behind the intelligence of the age. But
if it is behind us in that respect, it is a long chalk ahead on us in
others. I never seed or heerd tell of a country that had so many
natural privileges as this. Why, there are twice as many harbours and
water-powers here, as we have all the way from Eastport to New
OrLEENS. They have all they can ax, and more than they desarve. They
have iron, coal, slate, grindstone, lime, firestone, gypsum,
free-stone, and a list as long as an auctioneer's catalogue. But they
are either asleep, or stone blind to them. Their shores are crowded
with fish, and their lands covered with wood. A government that lays
as light on 'em as a down counterp'in, and no taxes. Then look at
their dykes. The Lord seems to have made 'em on purpose for such lazy
folks. If you were to tell the citizens of our country that these
dykes had been cropped for a hundred years without manure, they'd
say, they guessed you had seen Col. Crockett, the greatest hand at a
flam in our nation. You have heerd tell of a man who couldn't see
London for the houses? I tell you, if we had this country, you
couldn't see the harbours for the shipping. There'd be a rush of
folks to it, as there is in one of our inns, to the dinner table,
when they sometimes get jammed together in the door-way, and a man
has to take a running leap over their heads, afore he can get in. A
little nigger boy in New York found a diamond worth two thousand
dollars; well, he sold it to a watchmaker for fifty cents—the little
critter didn't know no better. Your people are just like the nigger
boy—they don't know the value of their diamond.

"Do you know the reason monkeys are no good? because they chatter all
day long; so do the niggers, and so do the Bluenoses of Nova Scotia;
it's all talk and no work. Now, with us it's all work and no talk; in
our ship yards, our factories, our mills, and even in our vessels,
there's no talk; a man can't work and talk too. I guess if you were
at the factories at Lowell we'd show you a wonder—five hundred gals
at work together, all in silence. I don't think our great country
has such a real natural curiosity as that—I expect the world don't
contain the beat of that; for a woman's tongue goes so slick of
itself, without water power or steam, and moves so easy on its
hinges, that it's no easy matter to put a spring stop on it, I tell
you—it comes as natural as drinkin' mint julip.

"I don't pretend to say the gals don't nullify the rule, sometimes at
intermission and arter hours, but when they do, if they don't let go,
then it's a pity. You have heerd a school come out, of little boys?
Lord, it's no touch to it. Or a flock of geese at it? They are no more
a match for 'em than a pony is for a coach-horse. But when they are
at work, all's as still as sleep and no snoring. I
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