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Somebody told me once of a member of Congress, I think from Philadelphia, who said he found an old scrap of paper, wrote by some old fellow that killed himself, or was hung, or died of starvation, or some such nonsense, and spun an Indian path story out of it.

Now, I don't like dead men's stories; not even old Jefferson's, that raised the bristles of so many in North Carolina and elsewhere, who thought the old man was a good friend, until they found what he thought on paper.

Some persons tickle up their fancies to the scribbling point, and then their pen goes like a fiddler's elbow. I like real life, that makes a book jump out of the press like a new dollar from a mint-hopper. Some likes to use up the big I's, and write all about themselves; and I reckon it isn't easy to quit that, particularly when one is uncommon hard pushed to come out a second time.

Now, this is just my case. If everyone has not read my book, every one ought, which comes to the same thing.

Stepping into a tavern a short time ago, I met a friend, who said to me, "Crockett, my dear fellow, we are all as dull in this empty barn of a city, as a grog-shop without liquor; and unless you come out with another book, I do not know how we are to get along."

"Much obliged to you, major; but may be, if I do, you'll laugh at me, and not at my book."

"Trust me, colonel, you are mistaken: we are all looking to you for music. Allow me to introduce to you my friend, Terrance O'Neal."

"Sir, I am happy to have the honor of an introduction to your friend."

"By my soul the honor's done to me. I'm sinsare in declarin' that; for minny's the day I've long'd to hiv a wag of your bone. How are ye, my darling boy, member of Congress, speechmaker, bookmaker, an all? Talkin' o' books, the divil a book hiv I read, at all, at all, clane thro', since I quat the owld records in the middle of the Axes of the Aposels, barrin' the life of your own dear self; an a purty book it is; wrote wid all the sperret of a man of honor, with all the sincerity of a man of truth, and in regard of the powers that be, widout even a touch of the blarney. Give us something more that's new, by the powers, even if you write your own book over again."

"Why sartin, Mr. O'Neal, your compliments are mighty plenty; and if I could shell out ideas as easy as you do words, I could soon write another book."

"Iays! Is that what you want? Well, how odd it is that things are so strangely managed in the makin' of us up. My idays run through me like an hourglass that niver wants turnin'; an if I only know'd how to scrawl the alphabet, I'd soon dress my idays in Sunday clothes: botheration to owld Jim Kelly, that chated me out of my printice suit, and night school into the bargain."

"Colonel, excuse me for not sooner introducing my other friend, Monsieur Bonafice."

"How are you, mounsheer?"

"Ah! Monsieur Colonal, je suis very 'appy for de satisfaction of to say I am tres humble servant."

"Well, mounsheer, where did you come up with that name of yours?"

"Sare, me——Bonafice?——from my fader, Jacques Bonafice de la Vendee."

"Well, I don't like it. It sounds so much like every thing here in Washington, office, office; nothing goes down here but 

office.

"Ah, sare, pardon. It is not d'offeece pour moi——no sare. Guesta have tell to me he have offeece de cuisine in de maison national——but is too mush condam to conge——an not de good l'argent pour service. Moreover dan dis, Guesta is chef cuisinier——mais but dey not give him d'honeur for sit as member of de cuisine——aha——kitchin cabinet. He is confine to de ragouts for de bellie, and not have de grand satisfaction for compound de grand buget; and so soon he make reclamation for dis——vite——de snap of de fingar, in de language of de grand Shakeyspeer——

"Otello" occupation, allez vous en.' 

Pardon, sare, I hear from my fren you will to write one leetly book. C'est bon la——write him——a votre service——can I do something, notting for you?"

"Yes, mounsheer; you can buy and translate it into your parley-vous, and then they will know me in France; and"——

"Colonel, excuse me; but here is a third friend just stepped in. We'll hear what he thinks, and if he agrees, there's three to one, and you'll have to write. This is Frederick Hummelshine, but we generally call him Old Fritz."

"Fitz, did you say? He don't look like he was kin to little Fitz, that I beat for Congress."

"No, no——Fritz; that's the short of Frederick."

"Well, how d'ye do, anyhow? For Fitz has got to be a good friend of mine."

"So, so, mitlin'. I'm as haaty as a puck, put I can't jump jist so high."

"Well, Fritz, don't you think the colonel ought to write a book?"

"Apout wat?"

"Why he has been traveling through the cities, and among them there Yankees, and saw a heap of things."

"Was he out on te Niagarey reever, unt seen te fals?"

"No, I didn't get that far. But I seen a heap."

"Dem is all for no use. It is notting like te fals, see onet. Tis Ponyfeece un me we'll meet dare; un I was so shtantin mit my pipe like, un could not feel myself a tinkin'; un tis Ponyfeece will cum up, un he sais to me, Pong, pong. Well, I tought he was a fool; ten I schmoke akin, un den he'll come up, un dakes me py te arm, un sais, say Pong la. Well, I dakes mine pipe out of my mout, un said to dat leedle fellur, "ko way mit you; un if I couldn't say more as Pong, by te life, I'd say notding at all." Oh, it's a cruel scarey blace dat; un if you could hav said someding apout dat, it woult have peen so nice. Put everyone can't too every ding; so I expect you hat petter write, un let all de peoples hear what you dit see."

"I told you so, colonel. Three to one, or as they say in Latin, "Tria junctum in unum;" so we must have the book."

"Well, I'll tell you what, gentlemen. Now it is a pretty middling hard thing, this here writing of a book. A fellow sits down, as he supposes, with a bushel of nuts to crack, and before he goes far into the basket he finds the rest a'n't hulled; but keeping in full view my old saying, I'll

GO AHEAD."
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COLONEL CROCKETT'S TOUR.

CHAPTER I.

PHILADELPHIA, I.
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How many excuses there are in these modern days for great men to travel!

Some do it to gain popularity and power, others to retain what they have; some travel on the public purse; others, like men, on their own.

Some go abroad to serve the republic; others go to serve themselves.

Some ingloriously stay in their own part of the country; others extend their views abroad, desirous to know and feel the multiplied blessings which are to be found in every part of this happy land.

This last object had great influence on my mind. I had braved the lonely forests of the West; I had shouldered the warrior's rifle in the far South; but the North and East I had never seen. I seemed to like members of Congress who came from these parts, and wished to know what kind of constituents they had. These considerations, in addition to my physician's advice to travel a little for my health, induced me to leave Washington on the 25th day of April 1834, and steer for the North.

At this time the House of Representatives was engaged on the appropriation bills, and I knew they would consume some two or three weeks; and as I had determined and declared that I would not vote upon an appropriation bill, until I knew where the money was; and as it had been settled by the House that Andrew Jackson was the Government, and held the nation's money, I concluded that the same law which authorized him to seize the public treasure, and remove it from where the law of the land had placed it, would, by the same kind of forced construction, authorize him to distribute it at his will. It was of little consequence, therefore, for me to remain while those bills were under discussion.

Accordingly, I set out, and during my journey I was so agreeably disappointed in almost everything I saw, that I thought my friends would be gratified in having a description of the same.

I arrived the same evening at Barnum's Hotel in Baltimore. Uncle Davy, as he is often called, was right glad to see me, perhaps because we were namesakes; or maybe he always likes to see folks patronize his house. He has a pleasant face, any how, and his acts don't belie it. No one need look for better quarters: if they do, it will be because they don't know when they are satisfied.

Baltimore used to be called Mob-town; but they have got a heap better now, and are more orderly than some of their neighbors. Jackson's experiment has worked wonders. His insolent answers to their respectable committees, and their nearness to Washington, which enables them to see the maneuvering of the big and little captains, has opened their eyes, and made clever fellows of them. I love them, for they are like myself. I worshiped the molten image a good while, but when he begun to cut his antics, I cut loose.

Stand your ground, my honest fellows. Your monuments mean something. Look at them inscriptions and memorials of your brothers who fell at North Point. It was not in man-worship they lost their lives. No, it was to defend our country when in danger. We are again in danger——not of bullets and cannon, but bribery and corruption. He who deserts their ranks, and withstands the reward, is twice a Hero. Look at the immortal Washington on that lofty pillar; that comes home good to me, and when I saw it, I could not for my life help thinking of Moses, when he hoisted up the golden serpent to cure the Israelites of the poison and venom driven into them by the reptiles that crawled among them. Look on him, and imitate again and again his powerful virtues.

Shortly after I arrived, I was called upon, and asked to eat supper with a number of gentlemen. I went, and passed the evening pleasantly with my friend Wilkes and others.

Early next morning, I started for Philadelphia, a place where I had never been. I sort of felt lonesome as I went down to the steamboat. The idea of going among a new people, where there are tens of thousands who would pass me by, without knowing or caring who I was, who are all taken up with their own pleasures, or their own business, made me feel small: and indeed if any one who reads this book has a grand idea of his own importance, let him go to a big city, and he will find he is not higher valued than a coon skin.

The steamboat was the Carroll-of-Carrollton, a fine craft, with the rum old commodore Chaytor for headman. A good fellow he is——all sorts of a man——bowing and scraping to the ladies; nodding to the gentlemen; cursing the crew; and his right eye broad cast upon the "opposition line," all at the same time. "Let go!" said the old one, and off we walked in prime style.

We immediately came past Fort McHenry, justly celebrated for its gallant defense under Armistead, Stewart, Nicholson, Newcomb, and others, during the last war; and shortly after we passed North Point, where the British landed to make, what they never dared, an attack on Baltimore.

Our passage down the Chesapeake bay was very pleasant; and in a very short run we came to the place where we were to get on board of the railroad cars.

This was a clean new sight to me; about a dozen big stages hung on to one machine, and to start up hill. After a good deal of fuss we all got seated, and moved slowly off; the engine wheezing as if she had the tizzick. By-and-by she began to take short breaths, and away we went with a blue streak after us. The whole distance is seventeen miles, and it was run in fifty-five minutes.

While I was whizzing along, I burst out laughing. One of the passengers asked me what it was at. "Why," says I, "it's no wonder the fellow's horses run off." A Carolina wagoner had just crossed the railroad, from Charleston to Augusta, when the engine hove in sight with the cars attached. It was growing dark, and the sparks were flying in all directions. His horses ran off, broke his wagon, and smashed his combustibles into items. He run to a house for help, and when they asked him what scared his horses, he said he did not jist know, but it must be hell in harness.

At Delaware City I again embarked on board of a splendid steamboat, which ran to Philadelphia.

When dinner was ready, I sat down with the rest of the passengers; among them was the Reverend O. B. Brown, of the Post Office Department, who sat near me. During dinner the parson called for a bottle of wine, and called on me for a toast. Not knowing whether he intended to compliment me, or abash me among so many strangers, or have some fun at my expense, I concluded to go ahead, and give him and his likes a blizzard. So our glasses being filled, the word went round, "A toast from Colonel Crockett." I gave it as follows: "Here's wishing the bones of tyrant kings may answer in hell, in place of gridirons, to roast the souls of Tories on.'' At this the parson appeared as if he was stump't. I said, "Never heed; it was meant for where it belonged." He did not repeat his invitation, and I eat my dinner quietly.

After dinner I went up on the deck, and saw the captain hoisting three flags. Says I, "What does that mean?" He replied, that he was under promise to the citizens of Philadelphia, if I was on board, to hoist his flags, as a friend of mine had said he expected I would be along soon.

We went on till we came in sight of the city; and as we advanced towards the wharf, I saw the whole face of the earth covered with people, all anxiously looking on towards the boat. The captain and myself were standing on the bow-deck; he pointed his finger at me, and the people slung their hats, and huzzaed for Colonel Crockett. It struck me with astonishment to hear a strange people huzzaing for me, and made me feel sort of queer. It took me so uncommon unexpected, as I had no idea of attracting attention. But I had to meet it, and so I stepped on to the wharf, where the folks came crowding round, saying, "Give me the hand of an honest man." I did not know what all this meant; but some gentlemen took hold of me, and pressing through the crowd, put me up into an elegant barouche, drawn by four fine horses; they then told me to bow to the people: I did so, and with much difficulty we moved OK. The streets were crowded to a great distance, and the windows full of people, looking out, I supposed, to see the wild man. I thought I had rather be in the wilderness with my gun and dogs, than to be attracting all that fuss. I had never seen the like before, and did not know exactly what to say or do. After some time we reached the United States Hotel in Chestnut Street. I suppose they took me there because it was opposite to the robbed bank, and which the robbers called a "monster,'' so that the varmints might be near one another.

The crowd had followed me, filling up the street, and pressing into the house to shake hands. I was conducted up stairs, and walked out on a platform, drew off my hat, and bowed round to the people. They cried from all quarters, "A speech, a speech, Colonel Crockett."

After the noise had quit, so I could be heard, I said to them the following words.

"GENTLEMEN OF PHILADELPHIA,

"My visit to your city is rather accidental. I had no expectation of attracting any uncommon attention. I am traveling for my health, without the least wish of exciting the people in such times of high political feeling. I do not wish to encourage it. I am unable at this time to find language suitable to return my gratitude to the citizens of Philadelphia. However, I am almost induced to believe it flattery——perhaps a burlesque. This is new to me, yet I see nothing but friendship in your faces; and if your curiosity is to hear the backwoodsman, I will assure you I am illy prepared to address this most enlightened people. However, gentlemen, if this is a curiosity to you, if you will meet me tomorrow, at one o'clock, I will endeavor to address you in my plain manner." So I made my obeisance to them, and retired into the house.

After night, when I could walk out unknown, I went up street or down, I don't know which, but took good care not to turn any corners, for fear I might get lost. I soon found that the streets were laid off square. This I thought was queer enough for a Quaker City, for they don't generally come up square to nothing: even their coats have a kind of slope, at least so they have cut Mister Penn's coat in the capitol. This may be wrong, too, for I was told that when the man who made him first knocked off "the kivers" of the house where he worked at him, he had cut out Mister Penn with a regular built continental cocked hat on; and it was so much laughed at, to see such a hat on a Quaker, that as soon as Congress rose, he cut off his head, and worked on a new one, with a real sloped broad brim. Which is the honest George Fox hat, I leave for Philadelphia lawyers and parsons to decide.

When I went to my room, and got to bed, I could not sleep, thinking over all that passed, and my promise also to speak next day: but at last I composed myself with the reflection that I had got through many a scrape before, as those who have read my other book well know,——and they ought not to read this till they go through t'other,——so I thought I'd trust again to good luck.

Next morning I had the honor of being called on by some old friends whom I knew at Washington——Judge Baldwin, Judge Hemphill, John Sargeant, and others, and I took it right kind in them to do so.

Early after breakfast I was taken to the Waterworks, where I saw several of the gentlemen managers. This is a grand sight, and no wonder the Philadelphians ask everyone that comes, "Have you seen the Waterworks?" Just think of a few wheels throwing up more water than two hundred thousand people can use: yes, and waste, too; for such scrubbing of steps, and even the very pavements under your feet, I never saw. Indeed, I looked close, to see if the housemaids had not web-feet, they walked so well in water; and as for a fire, it has no chance at all: they just screw on a long hollow leather with a brass nose on it, dash upstairs, and seem to draw on Noah's flood.

The next place I visited was the Mint. Here I saw them coining gold and silver in abundance, and they were the real "e pluribus unum;" not this electioneering trash, that they sent out to cheat the poor people, telling them they would all be paid in gold and silver, when the poor deceived creatures had nothing coming to them. A chip with a spit on the back of it, is as good currency as an eagle, provided you can't get the image of the bird. It's all nonsense. Andrew Jackson, both cabinets and Congress to boot, can't enact poor men into rich. Hard knocks, and plenty of them, can only build up a fellow's self. Look at my other book, and see how much of the curse of Adam's fall I bore, and tell me if I haven't a right to speak on this poor man subject.

I asked if the workmen never stole any of the coin. They said not: they got used to it. Well, I thought that was what my parson would call heterodox doctrine; that the longer a man was in temptation, the more he would not sin. But I let it pass, for I had heard that they had got "new lights" in this city, and of course, new and genuine doctrines——so that the Bible-doxy stood no chance. I could not help, barring the doctrine, giving these honest men great credit; especially when I recollected an old sanctimoniouslyfied fellow, who made his Negroes whistle while they were picking cherries, for fear they should eat some.

From the Mint I was taken to the Asylum for insane persons, went though different apartments, saw men and women, some quite distracted, others not so bad. This was a very unpleasant sight. I am not able, nor do I wish I was able, to describe it. I felt monstrous solemn, and could not help thanking God I was not one of them; and I felt grateful in their stead to that city for caring for those who could not take care of themselves, and feeding them that heeded not the hand and heart that provided for them.

On returning to the hotel, the hour had nearly arrived when I was to visit the Exchange. I asked Colonel Dorrance, the landlord, to go with me. He is a very clever man, and made me feel quite at home in his house. Whoever goes there once, will go back again. So he agreed, and off we started.

I had made set speeches in Congress, and especially on my Tennessee land bill, when all my colleagues were against me; now I believe they will all go for it, whether from the force of the arguments or the force of home opinions, I leave them to decide. I had made stump speeches at home, in the face of all the little office yelpers who were opposed to me; but, indeed, when I got within sight of the Exchange, and saw the streets crowded, I most wished to take back my promise; but I was brought up by hearing a youngster say, as I passed by, "Go ahead, Davy Crockett." I said to myself, "I have faced the enemy; these are friends. I have fronted the savage red man of the forest; these are civilized. I'll keep cool, and let them have it."

I was conducted to the house of a Mr. Neil; where I met several gentlemen, and took some refreshment, not passing by a little Dutch courage. Of the latter there was plenty; and I observed the man of the house, when he asked mc to drink, he didn't stand by to see what I took, but turned away, and told me to help myself. That's what I call genteel.

Arrived at the Exchange, I crowded through, went up to the second floor, and walked out on the porch, drew off my hat, and made my bow: speaking was out of the question, the huzzas for Crockett were so loud and so long.

The time had come when my promise must be kept. There must have been more than five thousand people, and they were still gathering from all parts. I was now loudly called for from all quarters to begin. I could not help again thinking what a poor type I was to stand up before such an enlightened people; but screwing up my fortitude, I commenced as follows.

"Gentlemen and fellow citizens of Philadelphia,

"I have no doubt I will owe you an apology before I am done, for this attempt. I make it in obedience to your call, and not from self-will.

"Having been cut out of my speech in Congress, by the "previous question," (which means leaving the question under debate, and jirking a fellow up to vote on he don't know what, or leave to say why or wherefore, pro nor con, but keep your eye on the fugleman), on the great subject that now agitates the nation, I have come to the conclusion,——wise or foolish it is not for me to say, my crows, of course, being as white as my neighbors,——I have come to the conclusion that I owe the country a speech, and no matter where I make it; and as it is very probable I may not be "called to order" here, I will try and give you my views upon the situation of our country; and, in doing so, I hope the citizens of Philadelphia will appreciate my want of education to enable me to address you in the language which is becoming a representative of this great nation. You shall have it in my own plain-way; and of one thing I assure you——you will be at no loss to understand me, if I understand myself: for of all the despicable creatures on the face of this here God's globe, I despise most your noncommittal skulking politician, whether he be high, or low, or middle way. He ain't worth the powder that would kill him, and he ought to be stoned to death, like a mischievous stray.

"In the first place, then, gentlemen, I will call your attention back to a period only nine months ago. We saw our country blessed with the best currency, the best circulating medium in the world; our commerce flourishing, and our manufactories all prosperously engaged; the laboring community receiving the rewards of their toil, from the humblest to the highest; and the products of the earth bearing back a generous reward to the man who watered her dust with the sweat of his brow. View the present time; make the comparison; and you will see our circulating medium destroyed, our commerce blasted, and our whole manufacturing interest paralyzed; and for what? Just to gratify the ambition of one superannuated old man; that he might wreak his vengeance upon the United States Bank; and for what? Just because it refused to lend its aid in upholding his corrupt party.

The truth is, I may have misunderstood this government, as I am from far back in the woods; but agreeable to my understanding, it was to redeem us from the government of one man, that so many of our brave patriots perished before the British arms during our revolutionary war. They sacrificed their lives and fortunes in obtaining a constitution and government of laws. We did gain them, and have lived the most happy people under the sun for fifty years; but, alas! In 1834, we again see one man seize the sword in one hand, and the purse in the other, and saying,"I am the government——my will shall be the law of the land."

"Sirs, what has he not done? Has he not seized upon the treasury of the nation, setting Congress and the people at defiance, and removed it from where the law had placed it, with violence and precipitancy, and yet with impunity? And what is worse, to see a set of hirelings sustaining him in his lawless act, is disheartening to every lover of his country.

"Let us go back, and review his pledges while he was seeking the office he now holds, and compare them with his course since he has been in power, and see how they tally as to consistency.

"You have seen or heard of his famous letter to Mr. Monroe in 1823, when he said to him to destroy the monster party, and be the president of the people. From this the American people had a right to expect Andrew Jackson to destroy party and party feelings, as he had recommended; but what did we see when he came into power? His course was widely different. It blasted and cursed the country, and dried up the hopes of every liberal man. He drew his office sword, and the first inquiry was, who has had the audacity to vote against the "greatest and best" The man that has done so must go down; he is not fit for office, his services are no longer wanted. The next was, who has huzzaed loudest, not longest——for he was even ungrateful to his old friends——for Andrew Jackson; that man is qualified to fill any station in the government; and we saw worthy men, who had grown grey in honorable service of their country, hurled from office to make way for one of these yelpers.

"Gentlemen, what kind of republicanism do you call this? I had always thought that the true republicanism was, for everyman in this boasted land of liberty to vote for whom he pleased, and no man had a right to censure his motives. There is not the shadow of republicanism in sentiments or conduct different from this.

"Have you a government of laws, or have you the government of one man?——a unit——a solitary responsibility; one who consults, but takes no advice; who calls his secretaries together for a sham, to make them think big of themselves, and the moment their backs are turned, are supplanted with the interested advice of one who, like Judas, stays behind to betray; or, having hid his dirty basket behind the curtains, only pulls out, when the others have gone, what offal he has scavenged during the day, sprinkled with the chloride of flattery and falsehood. Be him secretary, auditor, district attorney, or who he may, afraid of the light and of investigation, he lurks and prowls at night, in secret and alone, solely to save himself or hangers on, or to glut his vengeance on someone within whose atmosphere of patriotism and integrity he cannot breathe.

"Go down to Washington, gentlemen, not to seek office, but to be a calm observer of passing scenes, if you want to find out what Jacksonism is.

"Let there be any question to be decided, which the old fellow has set his heart on, and sworn by the Eternal how it should go, and you will see all the small-fry as busy as pismires, and the big bugs drumming up the drones, and cursing them by their god, Andrew, if they don't do so and so. And then let this supposed measure be carried, and what a farce it is to see them pitch off to the White House, and praise themselves, not for the good they have done, but for maneuvering to bring about his high and mighty will!

"Many other like scenes might be witnessed, all going to convince you of the humbling truth, that if we have a government, Andrew Jackson is it.

"When Caesar undertook to overthrow the Roman Republic, he demanded the keys from the secretary; and he refused, and said that no person had a right to demand that except the Roman Senate. Then Caesar shook his finger at the secretary, and said, "Caesar could as easy take your life, as he could will it." The secretary knew that if Caesar was to take a sword, and sever his head from his body, the Roman people were so wrapped up in Caesar, that they believed he could not err——just like the American people is wrapped up in Andrew Jackson. They believe he cannot err.

"Just view his course when he ordered William J. Duane to remove the deposits. He answered his conscience did not approve of it, nor did his duty require it. In a few hours he got his walking ticket that his services were no longer wanted, and he was compelled to be off; with the frowns of a tyrant at his back, with all the litter of venomous pups barking at his heels. But he saw ahead of him the smiles and approving faces of honest men; and I warrant you he sleeps sounder than him who came in after him.

"Then Jackson took his Taney, and said, "I take the responsibility." Ah, gentlemen, that word "responsibility" has but little terror on his mind, when he can uproot our best institutions, and hurl the best men in our country from office, at his will, for daring to do their duty, and exercise their liberty. Yet the people have said it is right——Jackson done it.

"Our forefathers' toils and struggles are all forgotten, and we have returned to the good old days of 1776——to the government of one man.

"Upon this great question, gentlemen, I stand alone from my state in Congress; and I rejoice that I had fortitude to serve my country, instead of worshipping an idol. I would rather be politically damned than hypocritically immortalized.

"I have told my colleagues that the time and the questions would come when I would not stand alone in opposition to Andrew Jackson. More than one of them has had reason to feel his venom; and, if we live, we will see them at him, open mouthed, like my bear-dogs; for there a'n't a bit of love between them.

"I was one of the first men that fired a gun under Andrew Jackson. I helped to throw around him that blaze of glory, that is blasting and blighting everything it comes in contact with. I know I have equal rights with him, and so has every man that is not a slave; and when he is violating the constitution and the laws, I will oppose him, let the consequences to me be what they may.

"Thank God, I have constituents who think I am honest in my opposition to the present proceedings. They know how to think for themselves, and scorn the dictation of any man, be him of high or low degree. I am willing to trust them; and we will see whether I will not count my hundreds of majorities, where others, who feel as I do, but do not come out, will only boast of their tens.

"Gentlemen, the question is decided that the law of the land is Andrew Jackson's will, and when we are beaten, I suppose we must surrender; but I still cling to one hope. It is said, and truly, that all power is in the people; and if so, the time is shortly coming when they must and will show their power, by sustaining the laws and the constitution. The stars and stripes must never give way to the shreds and patches of party.

"Gentlemen, I hope you will excuse my plain manner of speaking. I must close. I thank you for your patience and polite attention."

Three times three cheers closed the concern, and I came down to the door, where it appeared as if all the world had a desire to shake hands with me. I stood on the doorstep, and, as major Jack Downing said, shook hands as hard as I could spring for near an hour. After this I returned to the hotel, and remained until night, when I was asked to visit the theatre in Walnut Street. The landlord, Dorrance, and others were to go with me, to see Jim Crow. While we were talking about it, one of them said he could go all over the world "Tu crow juicy." Some laughed very hearty, and others did not. I was among the latter, for I considered it a dry joke, although there was something juicy in it. Some of them said it was Latin; and that proved to me the reason why I did not laugh——I was tired of the "old Roman." But these Philadelphians are eternally cutting up jokes on words; so I puts a conundrum to them; and says I, "Can you tell me why the sacking of Jerusalem was like a cider mill?" Well, they all were stumpt, and gave it up. "Because it made the Jews fly." Seeing them so much pleased with this, says I, "Why is a cow like a razor-grinder?" No one could answer. "Well," says I, "I thought you could find that out, for I don't know myself."

We started for the theatre, and found a very full house, and Jim a playing for the dear life. Jim makes as good a nigger as if he was clean black, except the bandy-legs.

Everybody seemed pleased, particularly when I laughed; they appeared to act as if I knew exactly when to laugh, and then they all followed.

What a pity it is that these theaters are not so contrived that everybody could go; but the fact is, backwoodsman as I am, I have heard some things in them that was a leetle too tough for good women and modest men; and that's a great pity, because there are thousands of scenes of real life that might be exhibited, both for amusement and edification, without offending. Folks pretend to say that high people don't mind these things. Well, it may be that they are better acquainted with vice than we plain folks; but I am yet to live and see a woman polished out of the natural feelings, or two high not to do things that ain't quite reputable in those of low degree.

Their fiddling was pretty good, considering every fellow played his own piece; and I would have known more about it, if they had played a tune, but it was all twee-wee-tadlum-tadlum-tum-tum, tadle-leedle-tadle-leedle-lee. "The twenty-second of February," or the "Cuckoo's Nest," would have been a treat.

I do not think, however, from all I saw, that the people enjoyed themselves better than we do at a country frolic, where we dance till daylight, and pay off the score by giving one in our turn. It would do you good to see our boys and girls dancing. None of your stradling, mincing, sadying; but a regular sifter, cut-the-buckle, chicken-flutter set-to. It is good wholesome exercise; and when one of our boys puts his arm round his partner, it's a good hug, and no harm in it.

Next morning I was waited on by some gentlemen, who presented me with a seal for my watch-chain, which cost forty dollars. I told them I always accepted a present, as a testimony of friendship. The engraving on the stone represents the great match race, two horses in full speed, and over them the words "Go ahead." It is the finest seal I ever saw; and when I returned to Washington, the members almost used it up, making copies to send all over the country.

I was hardly done making; my bow to these gentlemen, before Mr. James M. Sanderson informed me that the young Whigs of Philadelphia had a desire to present me with a fine rifle, and had chosen him to have her made agreeably to my wishes, I told him that was an article that I knew somewhat about, and gave him the size, weight, etc.

You can't imagine how I was crowded to get through everything. Colonel Pulaski called to take me in his carriage to the Naval Hospital, where they stow away the old sailors on dry land, and a splendid building it is; all made of marble. I did not like the situation; but I suppose it was the best they could get, with so much ground to it.

From there we went to the Navy Yard, and examined the largest ship ever made in the United States. She was what they call "in the stocks," and I then thought we would never have any use for her. In this I may be mistaken. If Congress takes Andrew Jackson at his word, and lets him loose, God help the poor parley-vous: he'd grin them to death while we were getting that big ship and all the little ones to rights,

I then surveyed the artillery, and the balance of the shipping, not forgetting to pay my respects to the officers of the yard, and then returned home with the colonel, where I was kindly treated, both in eating and drinking; and so ended another day.

Next morning the land admiral, Colonel Reeside, asked me to call on him, and take a ride. I did so; and he carried me out to the railroad and Schuylkill Bridge. I found that the railroad was finished near a hundred miles into the interior of the state, and is only one out of many; yet they make no fuss about it. I suppose it is because there is no speculating in the stocks; no Regency banks, to hoist them up with one lie, and then sell out; and then turn round and knock them down with another, and all to buy in again. Never mind; God can't prosper the people that do so. What is got over the devil's back, is sure to be spent under his bellie.

We drove in past the Girard school——that old man that give so many millions to Philadelphia, and cut out his kin with a crumb. Well, thinks I, blood is thicker than water, and the remembrance of friends better than a big name. I'd have made them all rich, and give away the balance. But, maybe, French people don't think like me.

This being my last night in Philadelphia, Dorrance gave mc what they call a "pick knick" supper; which means as much as me and all my company could eat and drink, and nothing to pay.

I forgot to say that I had spent part of the evening before this with Colonel Saint.
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CHAPTER II.

NEW YORK.
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Next morning, Wednesday the 29th, I was invited by Captain Jenkins, of the steamboat New Philadelphia, to go on with him to New York. I accepted his offer, and started. I saw nothing very particular along the Delaware River, except the place where all the hard stone-coal comes to, from the interior of Pennsylvania; where, I am told, they have mountains of it. After some time, we got upon a railroad, where they say we run twenty-five miles to the hour. I can only judge of the speed by putting my head out to spit, which I did, and overtook it so quick, that it hit me smack in the face. We soon arrived at Amboy, and took the water again; and soon came in sight of the great city of New York, and a bugler of a place it is. The number of the ships beat me all hollow, and looked for all the world like a big clearing in the West, with the dead trees all standing.

When we swung round to the wharf, it was covered with people, who inquired if I was on board; and when the captain told them I was, they slung their hats, and gave three cheers.

Immediately a committee came on board, representing the young Whigs, and informed me they were appointed to wait upon me, and invite me to the American Hotel. I accepted their offer, and went with them to the hotel, where I was friendly received; conducted to a large parlor, where I was introduced to a great many gentlemen.

I was invited to visit the new and elegant fire engine, and took some refreshment with the managers, and returned in time to visit the Park theatre, and see Miss Fanny Kemble play in grand style. The house was better filled, and the fixings looked nicer, than the one in Philadelphia; but any of them is good enough, if they have such pretty play-actors as Miss Kemble. In fact, she is like a handsome piece of changeable silk; first one color, then another, but always the clean thing.

I returned home, as I am told all great folks do, after the lady actor was done; and, sitting with my friends, the cry of "fire, fire," struck my ear. I bounced from my chair, and ran for my hat. "Sit down, colonel," said one of the gentlemen, "it's not near us."——"Ain't you going to help to put it out?"——"No," said he, laughing, "we have fire companies here, and we leave it to them." Well, to me this seemed queer enough, for at home I would have jumped on the first horse at hand, and rode full flight barebacked, to help put out a fire.

I forgot that I was in a city where you may live, as they tell me, years, and not know who lives next door to you: still, I felt curious to see how they managed; and Colonel Jackson went with me. As it was late, the engines were only assembling when we got there; but when they began to spirt, they put out a four-story house that was all in a blaze, in less than no time. I asked the colonel where they got so much water from. He said it was raised by the Manhattan Bank, out of a charter got by Aaron Burr. I could not help thinking it was well the Regency did not get hold of such a monopoly, and put it down: but I recollected that same Burr was said to be kin, or sort a kin, of the "Magician;" or, at all events, brung him up, and showed him all the tricks of the cards: and then I recollected in the Taney report, that this was a pet bank, and its cashier brother to a mighty clever member of Congress: so I just concluded in my own mind, that they kept up this water to squirt on people's houses, and the people let them manage the money as they pleased.

Next morning I was invited by Colonel Mapes to walk down to some of the newspaper offices. I proposed to go to the Courier and Enquirer and Star offices: we did so. I like Webb, for he comes out plump with what he has to say. Mr. Noah has another way of using a fellow up: he holds him uneasy; laughs at him, and makes other folks do so; teazes him; roasts him, until he don't know what ails him, nor what hurt him, but he can't help limping.

We went into Pearl Street; and I could not help wondering if they had as many boxes and bags and things inside of the houses as they had out. Elegant place for a lame man to walk, for everyone is like him——first up, then down; then one side, then another, like a pet in a squirrel box. Shortly we came to the Exchange——the place where the merchants assemble every day at one o'clock, to hear all they can, and tell as little as possible; and where two lines from a knowing correspondent, prudently used, may make a fortune.

I had not been long here before I was surrounded, and called on for a speech. I made many apologies, but none seem'd to hit right; and was so hard pressed, that I had no corner to get into: so, taking my stand upon the steps above them, I spoke as follows, to wit:

"Gentlemen,

"My object was not to attract attention; I am traveling to see your country and improve my health, and had no wish to speak in this great city. New York is the London of America, the Big Prairie of the North, the Mississippi of commerce; and I assure you my opportunities have not been such as should permit me to address such an enlightened audience of people as I suppose myself surrounded with. However, I find it would be hard to get off; and as my motto is, "Go ahead," I will therefore give you my views upon the great question that has shook this once happy government to its center.

"I see you all in a state of excitement; and what is the cause of it? We have had a government for fifty odd years, administered by a Washington, an elder Adams, a Jefferson, a Madison, a Monroe, a younger Adams, and a hero of two wars; and I venture to say, that never was there a time when this country was in such excitement as at present. There must be something wrong in the political affairs of the nation: yes, gentlemen, and you are beginning to feel it here.

"I am truly sorry that my abilities are not such as enable me to explain this matter to my own satisfaction. One thing I will say, that our government, that is, Andrew Jackson, has begun a change that has brought alarm upon our best men.

"It has been common to petition our legislative councils for relief; and some respect was paid to the voice of the people thus constitutionally expressed. But is this the case now? Have not the citizens of your country memorialized Congress for relief——and to what effect? None. Your petitions are unheard, or at least not attended to. Your petitions have been conveyed away to a committee-room, never again to be heard from. Even your bearers of petitions are forbid, as such, to enter the palace, or appear before his majesty's presence. Has this been usual? No, sirs; it is entirely new, and ought to be alarming to every lover of our republican government.

"We are completely under the government of one man. He wields both sword and purse; and yet a majority of the House of Representatives say Amen.

"I thank God for giving me fortitude enough to stand firm, and support the constitution and the laws. I stand alone from my state; but I glory in what they consider my sin and shame. I have been the true and honest supporter of Andrew Jackson. I have fought under him, and was proud that my statesman was the choice of the American people to wield the destinies of this nation. I supported him because I liked his professed principles, not because his name was Andrew Jackson. Name is nothing but an empty sound. I have supported principles, and will stick to them: and when the best interests of my country is threatened, I will sound the alarm, be it in New York or elsewhere. This I consider to be the duty of a public servant; and this is what stimulates me to speak in your presence. I know I speak the truth; and you know it too. Is it come to this, that our happy country is to be destroyed, to gratify the ambition of one man? Has it come to this, that our legislative body shall be a nuisance, and the people cry, Amen?

"Sirs, Andrew Jackson says that he will veto any law that passes Congress, and does not pass by two-thirds, and does not meet his notions. This is virtually saying, "My will shall be the law of the land; I care not what my predecessors have said or done; I care not what the Supreme Court has decided, if I don't think so too."

"It is not to be expected that we can get two-thirds of Congress to hardly any bill; and therefore, this power, thus construed by him, is almost unlimited.

"Gentlemen, I have said more than I intended, and must close, thanking you for your polite attention to me, a stranger among you."

I returned to the hotel, where I found a great many gentlemen waiting to see the wild man from the far West. After spending some time with them, I was taken to Peale's museum. I shall not attempt to describe the curiosities here; it is above my bend. I could not help, however, thinking what pleasure or curiosity folks could take in sticking up whole rows of little bugs, and such like varmints. I saw a boy there that had been born without any hands or arms; and he took a pair of scissors in his toes, and cut his name in full, and gave it to me. This I called a miracle.

From thence I went to the City Hall, and was introduced to the mayor of the city and several of the aldermen. The mayor is a plain, common-sense-looking man. I was told he had been a tanner: that pleased me; for I thought both him and me had clum up a long way from where we started: and it is truly said, "Honor and fame from no condition rise." It's the grit of a fellow that makes the man.

On my return, I received an invitation from Colonel Draper to dine with him, informing me also, that the real Major Jack Downing was expected to be there. When the hour arrived, I started to walk there, as it was but a short distance. On my way I saw a white man, who was in a great rage, cursing a white manservant. I stopped, and said to him, "Hello, mister! If you was to talk that way to a white man in my country, he'd give you first-rate hell." He looked at me, and said nothing, but walked off. Sure enough, when I got to Colonel Draper's, I was introduced to the major. We sat down to a splendid dinner, and amused ourselves with some good jokes. But as this was a private party, I don't think it gentlemanly to tell what was said at this time, and especially as this was not the only communication I had with the major. One observation, however, was made by him, and I gave him an answer which could not offend anybody. "Colonel," says he, "what d'ye sort o' think about gineral matters and things in purticlur?" Knowing him to be a Yankee, I tried to answer him in his own way. So, says I, "Major, the Ginneral's matters are all wrong; but some purticklar things are very well: such, for instance, as the honor I have in dining with you at Colonel Draper's."——" Good!" says the major, "and we'll talk about them there matters some other time."——"Agreed," says I, "major, always at your sarvice."

I found a large company waiting for me when I got back to the hotel, and an invitation to sup with the young Whigs. Well, now, thinks I, they had better keep some of these things to eat for somebody else, for I'm sure I'm as full as a young cub. But, right or wrong, I must go in. There I met the honorable Augustine S. Clayton, of Georgia, and was right glad to see him, for I knew I could get him to take some of the speaking off of me. He speaks prime, and is always ready, and never goes off half-cock.

Gulian C. Verplanck was also there——an honest man, that was badly treated; but I hope still he will be honored as he deserves.

Upwards of one hundred sat down to supper. They were going to toast me, but I told some of them near me to toast Judge Clayton first; that there should be more rejoicing over one that was lost and found again, than over ninety-and-nine such as me, that had never strayed away. They did so: and he made a speech that fairly made the tumblers hop. He rowed the Tories up and over Salt River.

Then they toasted me as "the undeviating supporter of the constitution and laws." I made a short speech, and concluded with the story of "the Red Cow," which was, that as long as General Jackson went strait, I followed him; but when he began to go this way, and that way, and every way, I wouldn't go after him: like the boy whose master ordered him to plow across the field to the red cow. Well, he began to plow, and she began to walk; and he plowed all forenoon after her. So when the master came, he swore at him for going so crooked. "Why, sir,'' said the boy, "You told me to plough to the red cow, and I kept after her, but she always kept moving."

Next morning, being the first day of May, I went to some of the newspaper offices, read the news, and returned to take a ride with Colonel S. D. Jackson, in an elegant barouche. We drove up the city, and took a view of the improvements and beautiful houses in the new part. By the time we returned down Broadway, it seemed to me that the city was flying before some awful calamity. "Why," said I, "colonel, what under heaven is the matter? Everybody appears to be pitching out their furniture, and packing it off"." He laughed, and said this was the general " moving day." Such a sight nobody ever saw, unless it was in this same city. It seemed a kind of frolic, as if they were changing houses just for fun. Every street was crowded with carts, drays, and people. So the world goes. It would take a good deal to get me out of my log house; but here, I understand, many persons " move" every year.

Having alighted, and taken some refreshment, I asked Colonel Webb to go with me to the "Five-Points," a noted place near the centre of the city. This is the place where Van Buren's warriors came from during the election, when the wild Irish, with their clubs and bludgeons, knocked down everyone they could find that would not huzza for Jackson. However, I had a great curiosity to see them; and on we went, the major and me, and in the midst of that great city we came to a place where five streets all come together; and from this it takes the name of the "Five-Points." The buildings are little, old, frame houses, and looked like some little country village. The houses all had cellars; and as that day was fashionable to move, they were moving too. The streets looked like a clearing, in my part of the world, as they were emptying and burning the straw out of their beds. It appeared as if the cellars was jam full of people; and such fiddling and dancing nobody ever saw before in this world. I thought they were the true "heaven-borns." Black and white, white and black, all hug-em-snug together, happy as lords and ladies, sitting sometimes round in a ring, with a jug of liquor between them: and I do think I saw more drunk folks, men and women, that day, than I ever saw before. This is part of what is called by the Regency the "glorious sixth ward"——the regular Van Buren ground-floor. I thought I would rather risque myself in an Indian fight than venture among these creatures after night. I said to the colonel, "God deliver me from such constituents, or from a party supported by such. In my country, when you meet an Irishman, you find a first-rate gentleman; but these are worse than savages; they are too mean to swab Hell's kitchen." He took me to the place where the election was held. It appeared to me that all the place round was made ground, and that there was more room in the houses underground than above: and I suppose there must have been a flood of rain during the election, which forced those rats out of their holes. There is more people stowed away together here than any place I ever saw. I heard a story, and it is asserted to be true, that about here, some, years ago, a committee visited all the houses, to see how they were coming on. One house, that was four stories high, and four rooms on a floor, had sixteen families in it, and four in the garret, which was divided into four parts by a streak of charcoal. An old lady, that was spinning up there, was asked how they made out. She said, pretty well; and that they would be quiet enough if it was not for the old woman in the opposite corner, and she took boarders, and they often made a noise. I believe it is true. What a miserable place a city is for poor people: they are half starved, poorly clothed, and perished for fire. I sometimes wonder they don't clear out to a new country, where every skin hangs by its own tail: but I suppose they think an hour's indulgence in vice is sweet enough for the bitter of the rest.

Coming home, I took notice that the rear of the City Hall was of brownstone, while the front and sides were of white marble. I asked the colonel why that was so. He said the Poorhouse stood behind when they built the Hall. That is like many a great man: if he gets a fine breast to his jacket, he'll make the back of fustian——and like thousands of great people, who think that anything will do for poor folks to look at, or eat, or wear. Another thing seemed queer to me, and that was a bell hanging outside of the steeple of the Hall. It was so big they could not get it in, and rather than lose the money, they hung it outside; never reflecting that even a backwoodsman must laugh at such a Dutch blunder.

On the same walk I was introduced to the honorable Albert Gallatin. He had an old straw hat in his hand, and, like everybody else, was "moving," and said he was sorry not to have more time to be acquainted with me. He pointed to the house he was leaving, and said it and several others were to be torn down to build a big tavern. It was a very fine house, fit for any man to live in; but in a few hours I saw men on top of it, and before the next evening, the daylight was through it. This tavern is to be near the park, and is building by John Jacob Astor. It is to cost seven hundred thousand dollars, and covers a whole square. Mr. Astor, I am told, begun business in New York as a dealer in furs, and is now worth millions. Lord help the beavers and otters! They must have most got used to getting skinned by this time. And what a meeting of friends and kin there must have been in his warehouse. "Farewell," said the otter to the beaver, "I never expect to see you again, my dear old friend." "Never mind, my dear fellow,"' said the beaver, "don't be too much distressed, we'll soon meet at the hatter's shop."

This day a new flag was to be hoisted, down on Battery, and I was invited to attend. The artillery, under command of General Morton, paraded; and he invited many of his friends to be present: among the rest, the mayor, Gideon Lee, was there, and addressed the people. Among other things, he told them that that Flagstaff was placed where the old one stood when the British evacuated New York; that they left the flag flying, and greased the pole, so that it could not be clum up; but at last a sailor got up and tore it down, and hoisted the American flag in its place; and when he came down, the people filled his hat with money.

General Morton is a revolutioner, and an officer in the society of old soldiers called the "Cincinnati Society," and wears its badge on his breast. He gave an entertainment to his friends on this occasion; for you must know that nobody thinks anything well done in this place, without eating and drinking over it.

This Battery ain't a place, as its name looks like, for keeping and shooting off cannon. It might have been so, long ago; but it is a beautiful meadow of a place, all measured off, with nice walks of gravel between the grass plats, full of big shade trees, and filled with people and a great many children, that come there to get the fresh air that comes off the water of the bay. This is a beautiful place; and you can see Long Island, and Staten Island, and many others from it. Here is likewise Castle Garden, and the bridge that Van Buren wanted to drown the president off of, when him and Major Jack 'most fell in. The fact is, the plan was well enough, but General Jackson did not know of it. It was concluded, you see, that the president should make all his big secretaries and Colonel Reeside go before, and him come after; and then slam should go the bridge, with the old fellow on it. But he went foremost, and when it fell, they didn't catch any but Governor Cass', Secretary of War; and he only lost his hat and wig, which they say the porpusses carried off and give to a sea-sarpent, so that he might be on their side in the next oyster war.

After all this, I went that same day to see my young friend Walden, and enjoyed myself with some friends till evening.

When I got back to the hotel, I found the bill for the Bowery theater; and it stated I was to be there. Now I knew I had never given the managers any authority to use my name, and I determined not to go. After some time, I was sent for, and refused; and then the head manager came himself. I told him I did not come for a show; I did not come for the citizens of New York to look at; I come to look at them. However, my friends said it would be a great disappointment, and might harm the managers; and so I went, and was friendly received. I remained a short time, and returned. So ended the first day of May 1834; and I should like to see anybody who saw more sights in once waking up. In fact, when I got to bed and begun to think them over, I found it would take me to daylight; so I just broke off, and went to sleep.

Next morning, Colonel Mapes told me he was requested to invite me over to Jersey City, to see some shooting with a rifle. In the meantime, I had been very kindly invited by Captain Comstock to go that day, at half-past three o'clock, with him to Boston. I concluded to go, as I might never have another opportunity, and it took only eighteen hours to go there.

I went with the colonel to see little Thawburn's seed store: and a great place it is, for he has got all kind of things there; and for fear his birdseed should not be fresh, he keeps a few hundred birds to eat it up in short order: and to prove that his flower-seed is prime, he keeps thousands of little pots growing, and mostly gits five times as much for the proof as he does for the seed. He is a little, old, weezened-up man, talks broad Scotch, and is as active as a tarrier dog.

I now started to Jersey City, where I found a great many gentlemen shooting rifles, at the distance of one hundred yards, with a rest. One gentleman gave me his gun, and asked me to shoot. I raised up, offhand, and cut within about two inches of the centre. I told him my distance was forty yards, offhand. He loaded his gun, and we walked down to within forty yards, when I fired, and was deep in the paper. I shot a second time, and did the same. Colonel Mapes then put up a quarter of a dollar in the middle of a black spot, and asked me to shoot at it. I told him he had better mark the size of it, and put his money in his pocket. He said, " Fire away." I did so, and made slight-of-hand work with his quarter.
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