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PREFACE.

There may be such a thing as conferring on folly a sort of dignity nay, even a dangerous importance, by
treating it too seriously. There may also be such a thing as pursuing vice and crime so far with one unvaried
cry of denunciation as to give them a temporary advantage by the more easily eluding the pursuit, or by
adroitly crying, "martyr,” "persecution," &c., so far to enlist the sympathies of the spectator, who has thus

seen but one of the aspects of "the frightful mien," as to induce him to say, "forbear enough!"

If the following pages shall succeed in presenting the various and motley features of Freemasonry in their
proper light show where it is most effectual to laugh, where to censure and denounce, and where to (not
praise that word would be a white sheep in such fellowship,) where to let it alone the aims of the author will
have been accomplished. His views of that extraordinary, strangely compounded and certainly very powerful
institution, are not dissimilar to those of many others at the present day; but he may differ from them in the
manner in which he believes it most expedient and politic to serve up for the public many of the materials of
which it is composed.

THE AUTHOR.
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CHAPTER I.

"Come let us prepare,
We brethren that are.™

Our Hero, the present Thrice [lustrious TIMOTHY PEACOCK, Esquire, was born in a small village in the
interior of Rhode Island. His father and mother were deserters from a British fleet. They had, however, once
seen brighter days than this circumstance might seem to imply; for Mr, Peacock, at one time, had the honor to
write himself Chief Butcher to His Majesty George [11., London. Mrs. Peacock, before she united her
destinies to those of the honored father of our hero that union which was to bestow upon the New World the
brightest masonic star that ever illumined the wondering hemisphere of the West Mrs. Peacock, I say, was
called the Billingsgate Beauty. They very mackerels she sold might shrink from a comparison with the
plumpness of her person, and the claws of her own lobsters were nothing in redness to the vermillion of her
cheeks. She made, as may well be supposed, sad devastation among the hearts of the gallant young
fish—mongers. Oystermen, clam—cryers, carpers, shrimpers and all all fell before the scorching blaze of her
optical artillery. But she would have mercy on none of them: she aspired to a higher destiny; and her laudable
ambition was rewarded with the most flattering success; for she soon saw herself the distinguished lady of
Peletiah Peacock, Chief Butcher to His Majesty. But how she became the envy of many a dashing butcheress,
by the splendor of her appearance, how her husband flourished, and how he fell, and was driven from the
stalls of royalty, how he took leave of the baffled bum—bailiffs of his native city, enlisted on board a man of
war, and sailed for America, with permission for his loving rib to accompany him, how they both deserted at
a New England port, at which the vessel had touched, and were housed in a friendly hay—stack in the
neighborhood till the search was over and vessel departed. and, finally, how they travelled over land till they
reached the smiling village where they found their abiding domicil, belongs, perhaps, to the literati of Britain
to relate. They have, and of right ought to have, the first claim on the achievements of their countrymen with
which to fill the bright pages of their country's biography: and to them then let us graciously yield the honor
of enshrining his memory with those of their Reverend "Fiddlers' and truth—telling "Trollopes.' Far be it from
me to rob them of the glory of this theme. Mine is a different object; and 1 shall mention no more of the
deeds of the father than I conceive necessary to elucidate the history of the son, whose brilliant career I have
attempted, with trembling diffidence, to sketch in the following unworthy pages.
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The place where the Peacocks had fixed their permanent residence was, as before intimated, a small village in
the state of Rhode Island. This village, I beg leave to introduce to the reader, under the significant appellation
of Mugwump, a word which being duly interpreted means (unless my efymology is sadly at fault) much the
same as Mah—hah—bone which last, after a most laborious and learned research, I have fortunately

discovered to signify nothing in particular; though, at the same time, | am perfectly aware that both these
terms are used at the present day, vulgarly and masonically, as synonymous with greatness and strength. But

to our story: Mr. Peacock had no sooner become fairly settled than he began to devise the ways and means for
a future independence: and such was his assiduity to business, and such his financial wisdom derived from
lessons of sad experience in the old world, that his exertions in the new soon began to count brightly; and the
third anniversary of his entry into Mugwump found him the owner of a snug little establishment devoted to
public entertainment, under the sign of a bull-dog, which he lucklessly selected in memory of a faithful

animal of that species that had once backed a writ for him, that is, had given him bail by holding back a
sheriff by the tail of the coat till his master could shift for himself 1 say lucklessly, for the malicious and
unfriendly took occasion from this circumstance to christen Mr. Peacock's inn by the name of the

Doggery; and hence unjustly sprung that epithet now extensively applied to low grog—shops, sluttish taverns,
&c. In this situation, however, notwithstanding these attempted disparagements of the envious, Mr. Peacock
soon had thriven to such a degree as to be able to bid defiance to all the constables and sheriffs this side of
London. Indeed he now began to be reckoned a man of some pecuniary consequence. This was indeed a
source of much pride and gratification to Mrs. Peacock, who began, both by precept and example, to

enlighten her ignorant neighbors in matters of London gentility; but was it sufficient to satisfy the mind of
one of Mr. Peacock's endowments of one whose honored name and avocation was once coupled with the
Majesty of England? By no means! He wished only a competence; and this attained, his ambition began to
soar to higher honors than the mere possession of sordid lucre, in this land of republican simplicity, will
bestow. But how to gain these honors and arrive at his former dignity of station was a subject that often sadly
puzzled his mind. The people of his adopted country entertained such singular notions respecting the
qualifications they required of those who should ask promotion at their hands, that he soon perceived that any
attempt to gain their civil distinctions would be fruitless, and he turned his attention to a ditferent object. He
had heard much, both in this and his own country, of the sublime order of Freemasonry of its titles, its
grades, its honors, its talismanic powers in ensuring escapes from pursuing enemies, its advantages in putting
its possessors directly into the highway of office and power, and, above all, its wonderful secret, which the
brotherhood had so often defied the whole world to discover. "Ah! this must be something," said he, as he
pondered on the subject, "this is something that these leveling Yankees have not yet laid their hands on. This
looks indeed a little like old England.” In short his curiosity became awakened, his ambition fired to possess
the key to this labyrinth of mystery, this great secret treasury of honors and advantages, and he firmly
resolved to become a member of this wonderful fraternity. With this determination he applied for admission
into a lodge in a neighboring village, it being the only one then in the vicinity. But here alas! his
commendable ambition was doomed to suffer defeat and disappointment. When the important day arrived on
which he expected to be initiated, great indeed was his mortification and surprize to be informed that he could
not be admitted, as "all was not clear "t is all very clear to me." replied Mr. Peacock, after the first shock
of his surprize was a little over, "it is all very clear to me; but you are all most wilfully out of your wits | can
tell ye. 1 have led as honest a life, both in this country and England, as the fattest of ye, and as to knuckling to
a pack of scurvy dimecrats, T'll let yve know I sha'nt; so, good bye, and be d d to ye!" After giving these
aproned heralds of his defeat this spirited reply, he went home to sleep off his indignation. Sleep however
could do but little towards assuaging so bitter a disappointment; and the next day he set off to visita
neighboring farmer, with whom he was intimate, for the purpose of unburdening his troubled feelings. This
person, who was called Bill Botherem, on account of his propensity for hoaxing, (his real name being
William Botherworth) had been a sailor till about the age of twenty, when, after having seen considerable of
the world, and made something handsome in several lucky ventures at sea, he relinquished that kind of life,
and purchasing a farm in the vicinity of Mugwump, settled down, and now led a jolly life, keeping bachelor's
hall to board himself and his workmen. Mr. Peacock, who had contracted a sort of confidential intimacy with
Bill, because he could talk about London, or because he had been a liberal customer, or both, having heard
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from his own lips that he had been a Mason, though afterwards expelled for some trick or other played off on
a brother Mason Mr. Peacock, [ say, considered that he would be the most suitable person to whom he could
communicate his difficulties, and at the same time the most capable adviser in putting him in a way of
overcoming them, and accomplishing his still ardent desire of becoming a Mason. With this purpose in view,
he called on his merry friend, and, withdrawing him a little from his workmen, he candidly related the whole
story of his troubles and wishes. Botherem listened to the tale of Mr. Peacock's wrongs with deep

attention sympathized with him in his disappointment, and bestowed many hearty curses on the stupidity of
those who could reject a man who would have been such an honor to their society. And, after musing awhile,
he told Mr. Peacock that he should advise him not to go near the fellows any more, or make application to
any other lodge, but if he wished to become a Mason he had better be initiated privately by some friendly
Mason. "Privately!" said Peacock, "I did not know it could be managed in that way." "O, nothing easier,”
rejoined Botherem, (his eyes beginning to dance in anticipation of the sport of such a process) "nothing
easier, Mr. Peacock you may as well be faken in privately as publicly; and when you have once received the
secret by a private initiation, I will venture to say you will be as wise as the best of them." Mr. Peacock,
overjoyed at this information, sprang up and exclaimed, "Then, Bill, you shall be the man what shall do it, by
the Lord Harry!" Botherem, with some hesitation, consented to the proposition; and it was soon arranged that
the ceremony should be performed that very evening at Botherem's house, where no women or other
evesdroppers or cowans would be about to pry into their proceedings. Botherem was to send off his workmen
and call in such masonic friends as he might wish to assist him in the performance; and the candidate was to
come alone about dark, when every thing should be in readiness for the ceremony. All things being thus
settled, Mr. Peacock departed, exulting in the thought that the wish nearest his heart was now so near its
accomplishment. When Botherem was left alone, he began to be somewhat startled at his own project, lest it
be productive of serious consequences to himself should he really initiate the man into the secrets of
Masonry; for he well understood the fiery vengeance of the fraternity in case of detection. But his desire to
see so fine a piece of sport, as he conceived this would be, at length prevailed over his scruples, and he
determined to proceed; varying, however, by way of caution, the usual ceremonies of a regular initiation so
far, that while he gave the candidate the full spirit of Freemasonry, he would keep from him so much of the
letter as would exonerate him from the charge of divulging the true secrets, which he believed to consist of
grips, pass—words, &c. By pursuing this course, he supposed he should be doing ample justice to the
candidate, while he could himself escape with impunity, should the transaction ever reach the ears of the
fraternity, a supposition, alas! in which the sequel well shows how fatally he was mistaken.

After having digested his plan of operations, Botherem called his men together, (having no notion of calling
in other aid) and swearing them to secrecy, revealed to them his whole scheme. Entering with great spirit into
the project of their leader, they went to work with all their might to finish their tasks in time to make the
necessary preparations for the interesting occasion. As the nature of these preparations will best be learned in
a description of the ceremonies, it will be needless here to detail them.

At the appointed hour, Mr. Peacock, with a heart beating high with expectation, and fluttering at the thought
of the lofty honors about to be conferred upon him, made his appearance at the house where the ceremonies
were to be performed. A man, with a white birch bark mask on his face, and an old dried sheep—skin apron
tied round his waist, and holding in his hands a pole into one end of which was fastened part of an old
scythe—blade, stood at the door officiating as Tyler; and, hailing the approaching candidate, bade him wait at
a distance till all was ready for his reception. At length a loud voice within the house was heard exclaiming
"Give a word and a blow, that the workmen may know, There's one asks to be made a Freemason!" A heavy
blow from an axe or falling block, and a sharp report of a pistol instantly followed, and a man, masked, and
otherwise strangely accoutred, soon issued from the door midst the smoke of gunpowder, and, approaching
the wondering candidate, took him by the hand and led him into a dark room to prepare him for initiation.
Here Botherem, as Most Worshipful Master of the ceremonies, was immediately in attendance. "Deacon
Dunderhead," said he, "place the candidate so that his nose shall point due east, while 1 propound the usual
questions."
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"Do you sincerely desire to become a Mason?"

"To be sure why, that is just what | come for, you know, Bill.'
"Call me Worshipful!" thundered the Master.

"Worshipful, then, muttered the abashed candidate.

"Will you conform to all our ancient usages?" continued the master: "Will you cheerfully submit yourself to
our established and dignified custom of blindfolding the candidate and stripping him even to the nether
garment?"

“Why, I should not much mind about your stopping my blinkers awhile,' replied the candidate; "but as to
being put under bare poles, that's too bad, by a d d sight, Mr. Worshipful!"

"Silence!" exclaimed the Master; "for as the sun riseth in the east, and as a man sticketh an axe in a tree, so do
[ forbid all profane language on this solemn occasion: will you conform to this our indispensable regulation
also?"

‘Unless it comes too hot, Mr. Worshipful,' said the rebuked candidate, "that and all the rest on't.'

"Deacon," said the Master, "prepare the candidate for the sublime mysteries of Masonry, and let him take
heed to curb his unruly member, for if he swears during the ceremonies, it will be necessary to stop and go
over with every thing again." So saying, he left the room.

The candidate was now stripped to his shirt, blindfolded, and, to guard against any rising of a refractory

spirit, his hands strongly tied behind him. Thus prepared, he was led to the door of the initiating room, when,
after the customary raps within and without, he was admitted, and stationed on one side of the door. There the
Master and his men, all masked and duly aproned, stood arranged round the room in a circle, some holding
old tin pails, some brass kettles, some loaded pistols, and one an old drum.

The Master now stepped forward and said, "Brother, vou are now in the sanctorum totororum of Sclomon's
temple, but you are not yet invested with the secrets of Masonry, nor do I know whether you ever will be, till
[ know how you withstand the amazing trials and dangers that await you trials, the like of which, none but
our Grand Master, Hiram Abiff, ever experienced." Saying this, he turned to the man stationed as Warden at
the south gate, and exclaimed,

"Now Jubelo! now Jubelo! Be ready with your first dread wo, Which those who'd win must never shun, So
now for Number One!"

These words were no sooner uttered than whang! went an old horse—pistol, followed by such a tremendous
din from the rattling of old tin pails, brass kettles, and drum, as made the house ring again, and the poor
candidate shook in every joint like a man in an ague fit. All was soon still, however; and an open pan filled
with hot embers, with a grid—iron over it, was now placed on the floor: when four of the acting brethren,
taking the candidate by the arms and legs, held him over the pan, and gradually lowered him down till his
seat touched the grid—iron, which in the mean while had become somewhat too warm for parts of so sensitive
a nature; for they no sooner came in contact with the iron than the candidate floundered and leaped from the
arms of the brethren, exclaiming, "Zounds and fury! do ye want to scorch a fellow's t'other end off? T will
wait till h—Il is burnt down before ['ll be a Mason, if this is the way!" "The spell is broken," cried the Master,
"the candidate has uttered unseemly and profane language; and the ceremony must be repeated. It is
necessary he should feel the torture before he can be permitted to behold the glorious light of Masonry.” They
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then took the struggling candidate in hand again, and by dint of coaxing, induced him to submit himself once
more to the fiery ordeal of masonic purification. But, alas! this attempt was attended with no happier results
than the other; for, on touching the grid—iron, his old habit (I regret to say it} again beset him, and bounding
like a parched pea, he once more broke out into the most unmasonic expressions. The ceremony of course
had to be yet again repeated: and it was not till the fourth trial that he was brought to the use of such
exclamations as were adjudged not inconsistent with the rule adopted on the occasion. This part of the
ceremony being concluded, the candidate was put in motion on his journey round the lodge—room; and when,
as they approached the Warden at the west gate, the Worshipful Master stepped forth and exclaimed,

"0 Jubela! O Jubela! The man you wanted here survey Approaching for the second wo! So now for Number
Two!"

In an instant two pistols were let off in rapid succession, and the mingled din of pails, kettles. drum, and the
shouts of the brethren were still louder than before on the stunned ears of the affrighted candidate, who at the
same time received the usual blow from the acting Jubela of the performance; nor was this all or the worst
part of Number Two, which he was doomed to encounter: For after the noise had ceased, he was again taken
in hand. His last remaining garment was now stripped off, and he was placed on his hands and knees on the
floor, with his rearwards pointed due west, to symbolize the winds, doubtless, that after the deluge, wafted
the glorious art westward, till it at length reached our own favored hemisphere. As soon as the candidate's
position was duly adjusted in this manner, the Deacon, stationed and prepared for the purpose, dashed a full
pail of cold water directly on the premises that had just suffered so cruelly from an opposite element, (these
being the parts for which Masonry is supposed to entertain a particular predilection.) Starting from the shock,
the poor candidate leaped, howling like a shot mastiff, to the wall, and gave vent to his feelings in some of
those unmasonic exclamations which had already cost him so much to subdue. This, according to the rigid
rules of the Worshipful Master, led to a repetition of the watery wo, till the hapless victim of this mystic
deluge, sighing and gasping for breath like a drowning puppy, became so subdued by the water—cooling
process, that he most piteously begged for mercy; when the rule, though violated to the last drenching, was
graciously dispensed with. The candidate was then rubbed down with a cloth, and dressed in all his

clothes still, however, remaining blindfolded. He was then led up to the old drum, placed in the middle of
the floor to serve for an altar, when, being made to kneel beside it, an old copy of Gulliver's Travels was duly
placed under his hands and properly adjusted on the drum—head: After which, he was made to repeat, while
the Worshipful Master administered, the following obligation:

"You solemnly swear, that you will never divulge the mighty secret which has been, and is about to be
revealed to you. You swear without equivocation, hesitation, mental reservation, or explanation, that you will
never tell, spell, sell, hint, print or squint it, nor the same ever write, indict, or recite, whatever your plight,
whether placed under locks, put in the stocks, or reduced to starvation. In short, you swear never to reveal
these, the great mysteries of Masonry, which are equalled only in truth and wisdom by the wonderful Book
on which you swear to preserve them. You sacredly and solemnly swear it you swear it singly, you swear it
doubly and trebly you swear it up hill and down hill, forward and backward, slanting and perpendicular,
side—ways, end—ways, and all ways you swear it by your eyes, nose, mouth, ears, tongue, gizzard and
grunnet, yea, by every part, piece, portion and parcel of your body, singed or unsinged, washed or
unwashed you swear it by the sun, moon, stars, earth, fire, water, snow, rain, hail, wind, storm, lightning and
thunder. All this, by all these, you swear, under no less penalty than to be drawn, naked and tail foremost,
forty—nine times through dry crabtree fences be shut up a month in a den of skunks, hedgehogs and
rattlesnakes, with clam—shells and vinegar for your only food and drink run fourteen miles barefoot in
January, and be tarred and feathered and kicked and cowskinned from Mugwump to Passamaquoddy and
back again. So help you Nebuchadnezzar and St. Nicholas, and keep you steadfast in the same. So mote it
be so mote it be. Amen."
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After this oath was administered, the candidate was ordered to rise, and proceed to the east gate of the temple,
when the Master once more proclaimed

"O Jubelum! O Jubelum! The third and last wo now must come, Before the light reveal'd can be! So now for
Number Three!"

On which Jubelum, or the Warden of this station, who stood prepared for the emergency, with an old
saddle—pad in his uplifted hand, gave the candidate such a blow on the side of the head, as sent him reeling
across the room; while at the same instant, whang! whang! bang! went three pistols, with the old
accompaniment of jangling instruments, now tasked to their utmost for noise and racket, together with the
falling of blocks, kicking over of chairs, and the deafening cheers of the company. The bandage had been
snatched from the eyes of the candidate in the confusion, and he now stood bewildered, stunned and aghast
amidst the tumult, staring wildly on the strange, masked figures around him, scarcely knowing where he was,
or which end he stood on. But being of that happy temperament on which nothing less than dry knocks and
actual applications of fire and water make any very alarming impressions, all of which being now over, he
soon recovered in a good degree his self—possession. The Master then proceeded to instruct and lecture him
as follows:

"Brother, [ greet you: You are now a free and acceped Mason. You have now received the principal mysteries
of the first degrees of Masonry. In your trials by fire and water, you represented in the one case, Grand
Master Lot, and in the other Grand Master Noah, who both outlived the two devouring elements that
respectively threatened them, and were more honored than all the multitudes that perished by the fire and the
flood. And in the third wo you represented Old Adam, who, as traditions known only to the craft inform us,
was at first only a shapeless mass of clay, which, becoming accidentally disengaged from the top of a high
hill, rolled down, and was thus reduced to something like human shape, but was still senseless and dark, till,
like yourself in the last trial, it was knocked into the light of existence by a blow from some unseen hand. But
let me now instruct you in some of the arts of our illustrious order. There are the square and compass," he
continued, producing a common iron square and compass. "By the square you must square your actions
towards your masonic brethren though as to all others, the d | take the hindmost. By this also you are taught
to move squarely, or in right lines and directly in all your comings and goings, except in going from a lodge
meeting, when the rule does not always apply. And here is the compass: By this you are taught to divide out
your favors to your brethren, and draw such circles as shall endow them and them only for your charities. By
this also you are taught the art of making a new centre with one foot of the compass, und thus drawing a new
circle when the old one fails to enclose the right number of friends, or otherwise does not answer your
purpose: This is called pricking anew. These are the great emblems of Masonry, and they are full of wisdom
and profit, brother; for there is scarce an act which a Mason may perform that cannot be satisfactorily
measured and squared by them, which could never be done perhaps by the rules of the vulgar.

"Now for the signs and tokens. If you would wish to discover whether any one is a Mason for the purpose of
requiring his assistance, you must bring your right hand to the rear, where you have just received the mark of
Masonry; and at the same time put the little finger of your left hand in your mouth, and vice versa. This is the
sign by which one Mason may know another; Make this, and a brother seeing it, is bound to help you, vote
for you, and do what you require. Thus you see, brother, the value and advantage of our glorious art. And
now, having finished my instructions, | pronounce you a good, well-made, and worthy Mason."”

The lectures being now finished, the lodge was closed, and spirits and other refreshments brought in, when all
hands, afier saluting brother Peacock with the most flattering greetings, sat down to the cheer; and long and

merrily did the joke and bottle pass in honor ot that memorable evening.

Not a little elated were the feelings of Mr. Peacock, when he awoke the next morning, by the proud
consciousness of his newly acquired dignity. Though it must be confessed that these feelings were subjected
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to no small draw—back, in consequence of a certain soreness experienced about those parts which had been
more immediately exposed to the visitation of Masonic honors. But the skillful applications of his loving
partner soon relieved him of troubles of this kind, except scars which remained as lasting mementoes of his
honorable service. He often spoke in praise of Masonry, and enlarged in admiration on its mysterious
sublimities, which he likened to the terrors of a thunder storm, in which fire, water and thunder came
mingling together in awful grandeur. Nor was he less impressed with the opinion of the advantages of the art.
He was heard to say, that he would not take his best horse for the secret. So highly indeed did he estimate the
value of this exalted mystery, that he firmly resolved that his expected son should one day become a

Mason. His expected son! But that important subject demands a new chapter.

CHAPTER Il

Fer opem, Lucina.

The 17th of April, 1790, was the day made memorable in the annals of American Masonry, by the birth of

our hero, Timothy Peacock. The seal of future greatness having been stamped by destiny on the brow of the
infantile Timothy, it is no marvel, therefore, that many incidents of a peculiarly singular and ominous

character marked his birth and childhood. The day on which he was born, being the very day that terminated
the earthly career of the illustrious Franklin, was of itself a circumstance worthy of particular notice; and it
operated with much force on the astute mind of his doating father, who, being a firm believer in the doctrine
of transmigration of souls, had a deep impression that the spirit of the departed philosopher had taken up its
residence in his infant son. Again, a very remarkable potato had grown in Mr. Peacock's garden the previous
season. This singular vegetable, which had grown in the form of an accute triangle, or a pair of open dividers,
had been hung up in the cellar the fall before, as nothing more than a mere natural curiosity; but the moment
Mr. Peacock cast his eyes upon it, a few days after the birth of Timothy, he instantly became sensible that
things of far deeper import were involved in the formation of this mysterious production; and the truth, with
intuitive rapidity, at once flashed across his mind: It was the well-known masonic emblem, the compass, and
an undoubted omen that his house was about to be honored with a human production that was to become
distinguished in the mysteries of that art thus strikingly designated. But these conclusions of Mr. Peacock, as
well warranted as they were by that remarkable omen, were confirmed by a fact that he conceived could
admit of no cavil or speculation. The child came into the world with the mark of a grid—iron clearly and
palpably impressed. and that too, on those very parts which he knew, from experience, masonry particularly
delighted to honor. I am aware that there are many among the would—be medico—philosophers of the present
day, who would perhaps attribute the existence of this striking mark upon the infant, to the imagination of the
mother, whose kind assiduities, as | have before intimated, had been put in requisition a few months before,
on the occasion of her husband's initiation into the secrets of Masonsonry; but in reply to such conceited
opinionists, I need only observe, that facts can never be outweighed by visionary speculations; and it was
upon facts such as | have related, that Mr. Peacock founded his prophetic belief that his son was destined to
future excellence, and that this excellence was to be more especially conspicuous in the path of masonic
honors. Nor were the signs of future intellect at all wanting still further to confirm and justify his parents in
the opinion they had formed of his brilliant destiny. Such indeed was the child's mental precocity, that new
fears began to take possession of Mrs. Peacock. lest his extraordinary forwardness might be the forerunner of
premature decay. But happily for the interests of Masonry, these maternal fears were never realized. The boy
grew apace in body and mind. Before he was eight years old, he had nearly mastered all the intricacies of the
English alphabet; and such was his progress in natural history, as illustrated in his horn book, that before he
was ten he could readily tell the picture of a hog from that of a horse without any prompting or assistance
whatever. Such wonders indeed may have since been witnessed under the system of infant schools lately
brought into vogue, but it must be recollected that our hero at that day was deprived of the advantages of that
incomparable method of hot—bed instruction. Mrs. Peacock, when viewing this unparalelled improvement of
her darling son, would often heave a sigh of regret that she was doomed to bring up a child of such promise in
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this publican land, as she termed it, where he could never become a lord or a lord's gentleman, or wear any of
those great titles to which his abilities would doubtless raise him in England. But Mr. Peacock was wont to
soothe her grief on these occasions by suggesting that Timothy might, and unquestionably would, become a
great Mason, and thus acquire all the grand titles of this order, which was no doubt introduced into this
country as the only way of conferring titles and distinctions in this land of ragamuffinous dimecrats.

It was reflections like these, probably, that operated on Mr. Peacock about this time, and rendered him
unusually anxious to advance still further himself in the higher degrees of Masonry, in which, as yet, he had
made no other progress than that which we have already described in the preceding chapter. Botherworth had
been applied to for this purpose, but that gentleman informed Mr. Peacock that he had already imparted all
that was useful or instructive in all the degrees which he himself had taken, and that whoever wished for any
more of the mystery, must obtain it from a regular lodge in which it could alone be conferred. Mr. Peacock
accordingly made application to sundry Masons to obtain their intercession with the lodge in his behalf, but
these applications, though backed by a frequent use of those signs and tokens which Botherworth had told

him were so omnipotent, were never heeded, and all his attempts therefore to gratify his ambition in this line
of preferment were entirely fruitless. This was a source of great mortification as well as of much perplexity to
Mr. Peacock, who could by no means satisfactorily account in his own mind for these unexpected failures
after having made so much progress in the art. He sometimes began to entertain serious doubts whether he
had been properly initiated, and whether his masonry was of the legitimate kind. And in this, perhaps, he may
be joined by some of my masonic readers. I cannot think, however, that these scruples of Mr. Peacock were
well-grounded: At least, 1 do not consider that he had reason to complain of any injustice done him by the
Worshipful Master, who initiated him, in withholding any useful masonic knowledge; for if he did not impart
all those secrets, or perform in strictness all the ceremonies usual on such occasions, he substituted as many
others as were a fair equivalent, and those too of a character which would not derogate from the decency or
dignity of a legitimate initiation. But to return from this digression: Mr. Peacock finally gave up his doubts
respecting the genuineness of his masonry, and attributed his want of success to the circumstance of his being
a foreigner, which he supposed was sufficient to awaken the envy and provoke the hostility of even the
fraternity in this land of titulary barrenness. This, however, was a disability to which his son would not be
subject, and he concluded therefore to centre his hopes on Timothy for distinguishing his family by the
reflected honors of that illustrious order. Accordingly he early endeavored to impress his young mind with
reverence to the institution, and for that purpose had a little apron made for the boy, beautifully

over—wrought with masonic emblems. His dog was named Jubelo, his cat Jubela, and his pet—lamb Jubelum.
And thus, by keeping these rudiments of mystic knowledge continually before his youthful mind, those
impressions were doubtless implanted, to which may be attributed the subsequent direction of mental
energies that raised our hero to such a pinnacle of glory on the ladder of Jacob.

But as it may not be interesting to the reader to follow my hero through a minute detail of his various
improvements to the completion of his education, I shall pass lightly over this period of his life, and content
myself with observing that his progress in science. literature, and all the various branches of knowledge
which he attempted. fully made good the promise of his childhood at the age when, as before mentioned, he
accomplished his abecedarian triumph. It may be proper, however, here to notice one prevailing taste which
he early manifested in the course of his education: This was a strong predilection for the study and exercise of
the art of oratory, and that part of it more especially which, seeking the most dignified and sonorous
expressions, constitutes what is called the Ciceronian flow. So high, indeed, was the standard of his taste in
this particular, that he rarely condescended, when he attempted any thing like a display of his powers, to use
any words, (except the necessary adjuncts and connectives) short of polysyllables. And these, with the
intuitive quickness of genius, he at once seized upon and appropriated to his use, selecting them from the
great mass of those undignified cumberers of our language, monosyllables, by the same rule by which the
acute farmer, in purchasing his scythe or his cauldron, or by which, in selecting his seed potatoes from his
ample bin, he is accustomed to make choice of the largest and the longest. It was this trait, probably. in the
intellectual character of our hero this gift, so peculiarly adapted to give expression to the lofty dictums of
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masonic philosophy, that contributed mainly in rearing him to that eminence among the fraternity for which
he was afterwards so conspicuous.

But these juvenile years flew rapidly away, and time rolling on, and bringing about many other events of
moment to the world, brought also our hero to the age of twenty—one, that important period which so often
gives a turn to our destinics for life. [t did so to Timothy. Mr. Peacock, who had long deliberated on the
course of life most advantageous for his son to pursue, at last concluded, as he had no employment suitable
for one of his genius at home, to send him abroad to seek his fortune. And although he could furnish but a
small allowance of the needful for such an enterprize, his means having been sadly impaired of late years, not
only in the education of Timothy, who had been sent one quarter to a neighboring academy by way of adding
the finishing polish to his acquirements, but by the heavy drafts of Mrs. Peacock on the bar—box of the
Doggery for the support of her show of the family dignity, yet he had little doubt but Timothy's talents and
education would command for him both emolument and honor. This course having been once settled and
confirmed by all parties in interest, arrangements were soon completed for his departure. The important day
fixed on for this purpose at length arrived; and our hero having buckled on his pack for his pedestrian
excursion, went to receive the adieus and blessings of his parents before leaving their kind roof for the broad
theatre of the world, when Mr. Peacock, with the characteristic frankness of the high—minded English, thus
addressed him:

"As you are now about to go abroad into the world, in the first place, remember, my son, that all men are
scoundrels by nature, and especially in this country of dogs and dimecrats. But you have an Englishman's
blood beneath your hide, which should make you hold up your head in any country. But blood, | know, won't
do every thing for you without tallow; and as I have but little of the solid lucre to give you, why, you must

cut and carve out a fortune for yourself. They will tell you that this rippublercan government is the best in the
world; but they lie as fast as a dog will trot, except the fast trotting dogs. I see nothing here that compares
with England, but masonry, which you must join as soon as you get settled, as | have often told you; then you
will have titles that the dimecrats can't get away trom you, do what they will. Then go, my son, and become a
great man, and do something in the world that will make your ancestors proud of you till the last day of
eternity, so mote it be, amen and good by to ye."

CHAPTERIIII.

"'Tis a rough land of rock, and stone, and tree,
Where breathes no castled lord nor cabined slave;
Where thoughts, and hands, and tongues are free,
And friends will find a welcome fces a grave."

It was a pleasant morning in the month of May, when our hero shouldered his well-stored knapsack, and,
with the blessings of his father and mother on his head, and their meagre outfit in his pocket, went forth into
the wide world to seek his fortune wherever he might find it.

Such was the obscure and lowly beginning of the renowned hero of Mugwump! Such the inauspicious and
rayless rising of that masonic star which was destined soon to mount the mystic zenith, and irradiate the
whole canopy of America with its peerless effulgence! But not wishing to anticipate his subsequent
distinction, or waste words in bestowing that panegyric which a bare recital of his deeds cannot but
sufficiently proclaim, I shall endeavor to follow my hero through the bright mazes of his eventful career,
giving an unvarnished narration of his exploits, and leaving them to speak their own praise and receive from
an unbiassed posterity, if not from this perverse and unmasonic generation, the meed of unperishable honor.

Steering his course westward, Timothy arrived at the end of his first day's walk at a little village within the
borders of Massachusetts. Here he put up at a respectable looking tavern for the night. After a good
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substantial supper had somewhat settled the inquietudes of the inner man, he began to cast about him for
companionship; and hearing those who came in address the landlord by the various titles of 'Squire. Colonel,
&c., and concluding therefore that the man must be the principal personage of the village, he determined to
have some conversation with him, and this for two reasons, first, because he wished to make enquiries
respecting the road to the State of New York, to which it had been settled he should proceed as a place well
suited to give full scope to his splendid talents, and, secondly, because he thought it doing the landlord
injustice to suffer him to remain any longer in ignorance of the great Genius with whose presence his house
was now honored. He therefore opened the conversation in a manner which he deemed suitable to the
occasion.

"Landlord," said he, "comprehending you to be a man of superlative exactitude, [ take the present opportunity
for making a few nocturnal enquiries."

*Oh, yes: ves, Sit, replied the landlord, with a bow at every repetition; “yes, Sir, I thank you, may ben't,
however, | don't exactly understand your tarms; but I'll answer your enquiries in the shake of a sheep's—tail.

"I am now," rejoined the former, "meandering my longitude to the great State of New—York, where |
contemplate the lucid occupation of juvenile instruction, or some other political aggrandizement, and I would
more explicitly direct my enquiries respecting the best road to that sequestered dominion."”

‘Oh, yes, yes Sir, | thank you.' said the other speaking of political matters [ have had some experience in

that line, and about the road too; why, let me see it is just four year agone coming June, since | went
representative to the General Court in Boston. They would make me go to the Legislature, you see. Well,

my speech on the Road Bill of that session as to the best rout to New—York; but may ben't you havn't read my
speech. Well, no matter. But, my friend, don't you miss it to go to New—York? Now I'll tell you jest what 1
would do: I would go right to Old Varmount at once. They are all desput ignerant folks there. They must
want a man of your larnen shockingly I guess. Now spose you jest think on't a little.'

"Should you advise me then.," observed Timothy, happy in perceiving his talents were beginning to be
appreciated by the landlord, "should you advise me to concentrate to that dispensation?"

'Go there, do you mean? replied the polished ex—representative “why, to be sure I should. These poor
out—ot—the—world people must be dreadfully sunk. You wouldn't find any body there that could hold a candle
to you: and besides teaching, which you are a person [ conclude every way fitting for it, [ shouldn't wonder if
you got to be governer in two year.

Much did Timothy, on retiring to rest, revolve in mind the advice of the sage landlord. He could not but
admit that the argument for going to Vermont was a very forcible one, and coming as it did from so candid a
man, and one who had been a representative to the legislature, it seemed entitled to great weight; so after
mature deliberation, he concluded to follow the 'Squire's enlightened suggestions go to Vermont, become a
chief teacher of the poor barbarians of that wild country, till such time as they should make him their
governor.

The next morning Timothy rose early, and under the fresh impulse of his late resolution, eagerly resumed his
journey.

Nothing worthy particular notice occurred to our hero during the three next succeeding days of his pilgrimage
for fame and fortune. Untroubled by any of those doubts and fears of the future which so often prove
troublesome attendants to minds of a different mould, he pressed on in the happy consciousness that merit

like his must soon reap its adequate reward. Emoluments and civil distinctions would await him as matters of
course, but an object of a higher character more deeply engrossed his mind, and formed the grateful theme of
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his loftiest aspirations. This was the sublime mysteries of Masonry; and to the attainment of its glorious
laurels he looked forward with a sort of prophetic rapture as a distinction which was to cap the climax of his
renown and greatness.

With such bright anticipations of the future beguiling many a lonely hour, and shortening many a weary mile,
he arrived at the eastern bank of the beautiful Connecticut that river of which the now almost forgotten
Barlow sings or says with as much truth as felicity of expression "No watery gleams through happier vallies
shine, Nor drinks the sea a lovelier wave than thine." Fearlessly passing this Rubicon, for such it was to one
of his preconceived notions of the country beyond, supposing, as he did, its eastern borders to be the very
Ultima Thule of civilization, Timothy found himself, as a certain literary dandy, who is now receiving

" Impressions” among the naked Venuses of Italy, has been pleased to express it, "ouf of the world and in
Vermont."

Vermont! Ah, Vermont! calumniator of the heavenborn Handmaid! How the mind of every true brother
sickens at thy degenerate name! How deeply deplores thy fallen condition! How regrets and pities thy
blindness to that light which, but for thy perverseness, might still have gloriously illuminated thy mountains,
and soon have shone the ascendant in all thy political gatherings, thy halls of legislation and thy courts of
justice overpowering in each the feebler rays of uninitiated wisdom, and filling them with the splendors of
mystic knowledge! What unholy frenzy could have seized thy irreverent sons thus to lay their Gothlike hands
on the sacred pillars of that consecrated tabric, in which we behold accomplished the magnificent object for
which the less favored projectors of ancient Babel labored in vain, the construction of a tower reaching from
earth to heaven, by which the faithful, according to the assurance of their wise ones, "Hope with good
conscience to heaven to climb, And give Peter the grip, the pass—word and sign!" What high—handed
presumption, thus to assail that institution which, as its own historians, as learned as the Thebans and as
infallible as the Pope, have repeatedly informed us, commenced in Eden, (whether before or after the
gentleman with the blemished foot made his appearance in the garden, they have not mentioned,) and which
has since continued, from age to age, advancing in greatness and glory, till it has at length arrived at the
astonishing excellence of nineteen degrees ubove perfection! What blind infatuation and unappreciating
stupidity, thus to pursue with obloquy and proscription that heaven—gifted fraternity, who are, we are again
informed, so immeasurably exalted above the grovelling mass of the uninitiated, that,

"As men from brutes, distinguished are, A Mason other men excels!”

No wonder this daughter of heaven is indignant at thy ungrateful rebellion to her celestial rule! No wonder
her Royal Arch sons of light mourn in sackcloth and ashes over thy disgrace! No wonder her yet loyal and
chivalrous Templars are so anxious to see thy "lost character redeemed!"

But from this vain lament over a country once honored and blest by that glorious Light she has since so
blindly strove to extinguish over a country once happy and unsuspected in her fealty to those who, like the
sun—descended Incas, are thus endowed with the peculiar right to govern the undistinguished multitude over
a land thus favored, but now, alas! forever fallen, and become a by—word and reproach among her sister
states let us return to those halcyon days of her obedience in which transpired those brilliant adventures
which it has become our pleasing task to delineate.

After crossing the river, our hero entered a thriving village situated around those picturesque falls where this
magnificent stream, meeting a rocky barrier, and, as if maddened at the unexpected interruption after so long
a course of tranquil meanderings, suddenly throws itself, with collected strength, headlong down through the
steep and yawning chasm beneath, with the delirious desperation of some giant maniac hurling himself from
a precipice.
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After a brief stay at this place, which, to his surprise, wore the marks of considerable civilization, and which
he concluded therefore must be the strong out—post of the frontier, and the largest town of the
Green—Mountain settlement, he pushed boldly into the interior. Taking a road leading north—westerly, with a
view of passing through the mountains into some of the western counties of the state, which he had been told
comprised the best part of Vermont, he travelled on several hours with increasing wonder in finding the
country cultivated like other places he had been accustomed to see the farm—houses comfortable, and not
made of logs; and the inhabitants much like other people in appearance. In pondering on these, to him
unaccountable circumstances, as he diligently pursued his way through a variety of scenery which was
continually arresting his attention, he wholly forgot to acquaint himself with the relative distances of the
houses of public entertainment on the road. At length, however, the setting sun, slowly sinking behind the
long range of Green—Mountains, which now, with broad empurpled sides, lay looming in the distance,
reminded him of his inadvertence, and warned him that he must speedily seek out a lodging for the night. But
now no inn, or, indeed, any other habitation was in sight; and to add to his perplexity the road became more
woody, and he was now evidently approaching a wilder part of the country. Undismayed, however, he
pressed onward with a quickened pace, and after travelling some distance he came to a small farm—house.
Determined to make application for a night's lodging at this cottage, as it was now nearly dark, he approached
it and rapped for admittance. The rap was instantly answered from within, and at the same time a host of
white—headed urchins crowded to the door, headed by the house—cur, yelping at the very top of his cracked
voice. Presently, however, the owner of this goodly brood made his appearance, loudly vociferating,
"Fraction! get out, get out, you saucy scamp! vou have no more manners than a sophomore in

vacation. Number One, take a stick and baste the dog to his heart's content; and you, Number Two, Three,
and the rest of ye, to your seats in a moment!" After thus stilling the commotion around him, the farmer
cordially invited Timothy into the house, where the latter was soon made welcome for the night to such fare
as the house afforded. As soon as the common—place remarks usual on such occasions were a little over, our
hero, whose curiosity was considerably excited by the specimen of Green—Mountain manners which this
family presented, began to make his observations with more minuteness; and taking what he here saw, as
many other learned travellers in a strange country have done, for a fair sample of the rest of the inhabitants,
he could not but marvel much on the singularity of this people. Every thing about the house exhibited a
strange mingling of poverty, and what he had been taught to believe could only be the results of some degree
of affluence. The family appeared to be in possession of the substantials of living in abundance, and yet
rough benches were about their only substitute for chairs: Indeed, the usual conveniences of furiture were
almost wholly wanting. Again, there were two or three kinds of newspapers in the room, one of which two
of the boys, each as ragged as a young Lazarus, were reading together by fire—light, with one hand holding up
the tattered nether garments, and the other grasping a side of the sheet whose contents they seemed to devour
with the eagerness of a young candidate for Congress on the eve of an election, occasionally making their
sage comments, till one, coming to some partisan prediction or political philippic with which the newspapers
at that period were teeming, suddenly let go the paper and exclaimed, "Hurra for Madison and the
Democrats! Dad, we shall have a war, and I'll go and fight the British!"” while, "so will I!" "and | too!"
responded several of the younger boys. starting up, and brandishing their sturdy little fists. While these tiny
politicians were thus settling the destinies of the nation, an embryo Congress—member, the oldest boy, or
Number One, (as his father called him) a lad of about fifteen, lay quietly on his back, with his head to the fire,
studying a Greek Grammar, and furnishing himself with light by once in a while throwing on a pine knot, a
pile of which he had collected and laid by his side for the purpose. These circumstances, particularly the
latter, filled our hero with surprise, and he asked the farmer how he “contrivified,’ in a place with no more
“alliances for edifercation,' to bring his boys to such a 'length of perfecticability' as to be studying Greek? To
this the man replied, that they had a school in every neighborhood that furnished as many, and indeed more
advantages than common scholars would improve; and he did not suppose boys in any country, whatever
might be said of its advantages, could be very well taught much faster than they could learn. As to his own
boys, he did not consider the smaller ones any great shakes at learning; but with regard to Number One, it
came so natural for him to learn, that he did not believe the boy could help it. A college school-master, he
said, teaching in their school the year before, had put the child agoing in the dead lingos and lent him some
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books; since which, by digging along by himselt nights, rainy days, and so on, and reciting to the minister,
he had got so far that he thought of going to college another year, which he was welcome to do, if he could
“hoe his own row.'

Timothy then asked him the reason of his "designifying' his children by such odd “appliances.' To this
question, also, the farmer (who was one of those compounds of oddity and shrewdness who have enough of
the latter quality to be able to give a good reason for the same) had his ready answer, which he gave by
saying, that he never gave names to any of his children, for he thought that his method of numbering them as
they came, and so calling them by their respective numbers, altogether preferable to giving them the modern
fashionable double or treble names; because it furnished brief and handy names by which to call his children,
and possessed the additional advantage of giving every body to understand their comparative ages, which
names could never do; besides, there could be no danger of exhausting the numeral appellatives, which the
other course, in this respect, was not without risk in the Green—Mountains; though as to himself, he said he
did not know that he ought to feel under any great apprehensions of running out the stock of names, as he had
as yet but seventeen children, though to be sure he had not been married only about fifteen years.

Our hero now retired to rest for the night, and, after a sound sleep, rose the next morning to resume his
journey, when to his great joy a waggoner came along and kindly gave him a passage over the mountains,
landing him at night at an inn in the open country several miles to the west of them.

[1] The expression of Hon. Ezra Meech, a Knight Templar Mason, in a lefter written by him to certain
gentlemen in Windsor County, after his nomination by the Jackson and National Republican parties, as a
candidate for Governor, in opposition to the Anti—Masons.

[2] Allusion is doubtless here made to the starting career of a distinguished member of Congress from
Vermont, now deceased, who is said to have commenced his classical studies under the auspices, and in the
manner here described. Editor.

[3] The following anecdote probably refers to some of the neighbors of the above mentioned individual. A
boy being asked his name, replied that he had none. The reason being asked, he said his father was so poor he
could not afford him one. Ed.

CHAPTER IV.

"Thirty days hath September,
Lpril, June and November,
All the rest have thirty-—one
But February alcone.”

The above, reader, | consider the best verse of poetry of modern production: the best, because the most
useful, that has been given to the world by the whole tribe of poets of the present century, whether born or
made so, from Byron, intellectual giant of lofty imaginings, down to N. P. Willis, puny prince of poetical
puppyism. Don't stare so: | am in earnest; and make my appeal, not to finical critics, but to the great mass of
the people, learned and unlearned, for a confirmation of my opinion. What man, woman or child, in their
daily reckoning of the days in the different months, for the calculations of business, protit or pleasure, does
not instantly recur to this verse, which is fixed in the memory of all, or a majority of all, who speak the
English language, as the readiest way of ascertaining at once what would otherwise require a considerable
exertion of the memory, or perhaps an inconvenient recurrence to the almanac to determine. And what is
modern poetry? what is its real utility, and what are its effects? Metal refined to dross a crazy man's
dreams a combination of vague, mystified, and unmeaning imagery, containing scarcely one natural

simile one sensible thought, or one sound maxim of moral instruction; and calculated only to enervate and
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undiscipline the mind, without bettering the heart by awakening one commendable sensibility or by fostering
one virtue. Such at least is too much the character of the productions of our mistaken poets. The above lines,
however, are obviously an exception to these remarks; and thus viewing them, | thought | would quote them
in compliance with the custom of heading chapters with a catch of poetry; and as to their applicability to the
subject matter of the chapter over which they are placed. 1 have little fear of violating the precedents of many
of my superiors in authorship.

I left my hero, lodged for the night in a tavern situated in a town some miles west of the Green—Mountains.
This town, as he found on enquiry, contained a village of considerable size lying about three miles distant
from the tavern of which he was then an inmate. After a night's selfconsultation, Timothy concluded he
would make his debut in this village without further wanderings. Whether he came to this determination just
at this time, because he considered it a public duty to try to enlighten the inhabitants of this particular town,
or whether the diminished gravity of his purse admonished him that he could not proceed any farther without
replenishing it, is a matter of no consequence; but certain it is, he was now making an inroad on his last
guinea.

I mention these tritling circumstances, because 1 am aware that even trifles become invested with interest and
importance when connected with subsequent greatness. Timothy was informed by the landlord that there was
an academy, or town school in the village, which having no funds. was supported by subscription, and taught
by such preceptors as could, from time to time, be obtained; some of whom instructed in the dead languages,
and all the classics, and some only in English branches, and that this academy was at present destitute ofa
teacher. For this station our hero now resolved to offer himself, not in the least doubting his qualifications to
instruct the children of a people so rude and ignorant, as he had been taught in his own country to believe the
Vermonters. For this purpose he proceeded directly to the village, and calling on one of the trustees or
committee, who, he was told, superintended the hiring of instructors, promptly offered himself for the vacant
situation. The gentleman, as soon as he was made to understand this proposal of Timothy, eved its author a
moment with keen attention then took out his spectacles, rubbed the glasses, put them on, and took a second
look, surveying from head to foot the goodly dimensions of the young six—footer before him, (our hero stood
just six feet high in his cowhides, reader.) his looks seeming to say. "a sturdy fellow, truly! but does he look
like a preceptor?" For a while he appeared puzzled what answer to make to Timothy. At last however he
observed, that perhaps they had better walk over to Esquire Hawkeye's office, as the Squire was also a
committee—man, and usually took the main management of the establishment. Accordingly he led our hero to
the office of the 'Squire, and introduced him by observing, "A gentleman, who wishes to engage as teacher of
our academy, 'Squire. I always leave cases of this kind to your management, you know, 'Squire," he added,
with a kind of half grin. After all the necessary introductory nods, &c. had been made by the parties, the
'Squire, who was a lawyer, laid aside the writs and executions which were ostentatiously displayed on the
table before him, and proceeded to put a few general questions to Timothy, who promptly answered them in
the way he thought best calculated to produce a favorable impression of his abilities. The 'Squire listened
with great attention to every answer, rolling his tobacco quid at the same time in his mouth with increased
rapidity. "What say you," at length he said, addressing the man who introduced Timothy, "what say you,
Deacon Bidwell, shall we proceed to examine into the gentleman's qualifications, or does he bring with him
sufficient credentials?” The Deacon looked to Timothy for an answer to the last question, but not receiving
any, he observed, "The 'Squire means to ask you whether you have brought any credentials, or letters of
recommend with you." To this our hero, conceiving the question implied a doubt of his qualifitions, and
feeling indignant that any doubts should be entertained of him by a people whom he considered so much his
inferiors, rather haughtily replied, that he "never carried about with him such superfluous superfluities; and
that, if they were not already satisfied with his blandishments, they might proceed to invistigate them." The
'Squire now rolled his quid faster than before. At this moment, a little thin, sallow—faced, important—looking
fellow came bustling in, who was saluted as Doctor Short, and who was a no less important personage than
the village physician, and a third member of the august board who were about to sit in judgement on the
literary and scientific qualifications of our hero. The Doctor having been informed of what was on the carpet,
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and invited to take a part in the examination, the 'Squire now observed, "Perhaps we may as well proceed to
invistigate the gentleman a little, as he expresses it. So, I will propound a question or two, with his
leave: And in the first place, What is grammar?"

“That part of speech,' replied Timothy, with the utmost promptitude, “which teaches us to express our ideas
with propriety and dispatch.'

"How would you parse this sentence,” said the 'Squire, holding up in his hand an old book of forms, "This
book is worth a dollar?"

"Pass!' replied Timothy, with a sneer, “pass it? why, [ should pass it as a very absurd incongruity, for the book
evidently is not worth half that sum"

"Ah, well, Sir, we will take another branch," said the 'Squire, in an apologetic tone "What histories have you
read?"

"Robinson Cruso, George Barnwell, Pilgrim's Progress, Thaddeus of Warsaw, Indian Wars, Arabian Nights.
the account of the Great Gunpowder Plot, and a multitudinous collection of others, too numerous to
contemplate.'

"At what time did the Gunpowder Plot take place how, and in what country?"

'In England, in the dark ages of ancestry, when it blew up the King, whose name was Darnley, into the
immeasurable expanse of the celestial horizon shook the whole of Europe, and was heard even into France
and Scotland.’

"What is Geography?"

‘It is a terraqueous description of the circumambular globe.'

"The gentleman really seems to answer the questions with great promptitude,” said the 'Squire, with
well—supported gravity. "Doctor, will you take your turn in a few interrogatories?"

The Doctor now assuming a wise look, and taking a new pinch of snuff by way of sharpening his faculties for
the occasion, asked Timothy if he had ever studied the Latin language.

Our hero hesitated; but thinking it would not do to be thought deficient in any branch of education, and

having caught the signification of a few words from having heard the recitations of a Latin scholar or two in a
school which he once for a short time attended, he concluded to risk the consequence of giving an affirmative
answer: Accordingly, he told the Doctor that he did profess to know something about that language.

"Well, then," said the Doctor, "What is the English meaning of this sentence Varium et mutabile semper
Jemina?"

"Why.' replied Timothy, "it means, | opinionate, that simpering females will mutiny without variety.'

"Not so wide from the mark, by the shade of old Virgil!" said the other, laughing: "but let us try another a
famous quotation from Horace: it is this Poefa nascitur, non fit?"

"0, that is plain enough,' quickly replied our hero, and T agree with that Mr. Horace he says that a nasty poet
is not fit that is, not fit for any thing.'
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The Doctor and 'Squire now laughed outright the Deacon looked round to see what was the matter, and

smiled faintly through sympathy, but said nothing. "I will now," said the Doctor, after having recovered from
his fit of merriment, "l will now give you a sentence in prose, with which you, being a teacher, will of course
be tamiliar: Bonus doctor custos populorum."

"Why,' replied Timothy, with a look of mingled doubt and wicked triumph glancing at the lean visage of the
other, ‘seeing you put it out to me, I will explanitate it: It says and signifies, that bony doctors are a curse to
the people.

The laugh was now against the Doctor, in which even the Deacon joined heartily; while the somewhat
discomfited object of the joke, after a few shrugs of the shoulders, hastily proceeded to say,

"Well, well, let us drop the Latin, other studies are more important, let us take some of the higher branchos
of English education. What, Sir, is Chemistry?"

"Chemistry!' said our hero, "why, that | take to be one of your physical propensities which has nothing to do
with education.'

"Well, then," said the Doctor, "we will take a view of the higher branches of Mathematics algebraical,
geometrical or trigonometrical principles, if you please.”

But Timothy, thinking he had answered enough of their impertinent questions, replied, that "as to algymetry
and trygrimetry, and such other invented abstrusities,' he considered too insignificant to monopolize his
internal consideration: He therefore wished them to tell him at once whether or not they would employ him.
This unexpected request rather disconcerted the learned trio, and they appeared much at a loss what to say.
After some shuffling of feet, spitting and looking down upon the floor, the Deacon and Doctor both turned
their eyes imploringly on the 'Squire, as much as to say, "you must be the man to smooth the answer as well
as you can."

The 'Squire then told Timothy, that they were not exactly prepared at present to give any answer. But our

hero was not to be put off in this manner, and desired to know when they would be ready to answer him. The
'Squire replied that it was extremely difficult to tell, but if at any time hence they should wish to employ him,
they would send him word. Timothy, however, was determined to bring them to something definite, and
therefore insisted on their naming a day when they would let him know their decision. On this, the 'Squire
finding himself likely to be baffled in his plan of indefinite postponement, as the legislators say, very gravely
proposed that Timothy should call in one year from that day, at half past four o'clock in the afterncon,
precisely, when he should have the answer which he so much desired.

Our hero hearing this strange proposition, and observing them exchange sundry winks, instantly rose, and,
with becoming indignation declaring that he had no sort of desire to enter the employment of men too
ignorant to appreciate his talents, abruptly left the office. Pausing not a moment to look either to the right or
left, he strode on with rapid steps till he was fairly out of the village; when he turned round and gave vent to
his smothered resentment in a torrent of anathemas against those conceited and impudent fellows, who, with
such astonishing stupidity, had failed to discover his capacities in an examination in which he had, in his own
opinion, acquitted himself’ so honorably. But he was now clear of them, and he determined to trouble them no
more. Indeed, he began now to entertain a contemptible opinion of school—keeping altogether, and he
therefore concluded to make no more applications for this kind of employment, at least among the conceited
Vermonters. "But where am I going?" he now for the first time thought to ask himself, He revolved several
things in his mind, and at last resolved, as it was now nearly night, to return to the tavern where he lodged the
last night, and consult with the landlord, who had treated him with much kindness, relative to the course he
had better pursue in his present unpleasant circumstances.
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CHAPTER V.

"Romans, countrymen and lovers!™

Brutus.

Vexed, cross, discomfitted and sullen, our hero arrived at the tavern he had left in the morning with such high
hopes, nay, with such certainty of success in the application, the fate of which is recorded in the last chapter.

Think not, reader, that I am admitting any thing derogatory to the talents of my hero by describing his failure,
or rather want of success, in his attempt to get employed by a paltry school committee. By no means. Who is
to say that it was not a fit of sheer caprice in these conceited wights of village greatness, that led to his
rejection? Again, as "it requires wit to find out wit," who shall decide that it was not their ignorance instead
of his that produced that hapless result? But, admit that it was not, admit that they were right in considering
Timothy not well calculated for the business of instruction, does it follow that this must necessarily go in
disparagement of his abilities of his genius of his heroic qualities? Why, Marlborough, whose military
achievements constitute so bright an era in England's glory even the great Marlborough, could never have
made a school-master. And Newton, think you Newton could have ever become a Garrick in theatrics a
Sheridan in eloquence, or a Burns in poesy? Greatness does not consist in being great or excellent in every
thing, nor does talent, to be of the highest order, require that its possessor should excel in all he may happen
to undertake. The farmer, the mechanic, or even the horse—jockey, who displays uncommon dexterity or
superior management in the business of his occupation, may be said to be a man of talents.

Having now disposed of this point to my own satisfaction, and to yours also, I presume, gentle reader, [ will
proceed with my narrative.

No sooner had Timothy entered the bar—room of the inn above mentioned, than he was hailed by the

landlord, who was called Captain Joslin, "Well, friend," said he, "what luck? Have you got the place, and
come back to practice at the school-master's walk, &c. awhile before you appear among your scholars?”
Timothy at first felt a little disinclined to relate the result of his journey to the village, but finding his host
kindly anxious to know what had befallen him to cause such dejection in his looks, he at length frankly
related the whole proceeding, attributing his failure to a cause which few, | think, who rightly appreciate his
capacities, will doubt to be the true one, viz: the inability of the committee to comprehend the depth and
bearing of his answers and observations, adding that he had become so perfectly disgusted with school
committee—men that he doubted whether he could ever again bring his mind to make another application of
the kind. "Ah," said the Captain, "I was rather fearful when you went from here that you would not be able to
do much with the big—bugs there in the village; besides, people are mighty particular in these parts about
their school—masters: It an't here as it is in Massachusetts and York State. Why, they turned off our master
last winter only because my boy, Jock, who was fourteen last sugarin'—time, treed him in a sum in Double
Position though to be sure we don't often get taken in so. But as to yourself, what do you propose to drive at
now for a living?"

This question brought matters to the point on which Timothy had determined to consult the landlord: He
therefore candidly told his host his exact situation, and asked his advice on the subject.

"I thought likely." observed the landlord, "that this might be the case with you; and | have been thinking,
friend, as you appear to be a kind of honest, free—spoken fellow, besides being stout and able—bodied for
business, that you are about such a chap as | should like myselfto employ a few months say till after next
harvesting. | have a farm and keep a team. as you see. Now what say you to hiring out to me for about ten
dollars a month or so, to work mostly on the farm, but tend bar when | am absent, or at other times, perhaps,
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when business is not very pressing?"

This kind proposal, although not quite a fair equivalent for a salaried professorship, or the gubernatorial chair
of Vermont, came nevertheless at this dark hour of his prospects, as the sun of light and comfort to the soul of
our hero; and with that facility, with which great minds always conform to circumstances, he cheerfully
acceded to the proposition of Captain Joslin. All the articles of the compact were then discussed and ratified
on the spot; and both parties appeared well satisfied with the bargain. It is unnecessary, perhaps, to detail the
events of the few first days in which Timothy was introduced into the business of his employer; suffice it to
say, that after becoming an inmate in the Captain's family, he soon began to feel cheerful and contented, and
such was his alacrity in business, and his sprightliness and buoyancy in companionship, that he shortly
became a favorite, not only in his employer's family, but in all the immediate neighborhood. But capacities
like his could not long remain concealed by the obscurity of such employment. In this situation he had lived
about a month, when one day he received an invitation to go to the raising of a large barn frame in an
adjoining town. He accordingly attended the raising; and during the performance, often attracted the attention
of the company by his activity in handling the light timbers, as well as by the free good will with which he
put his shoulder to the broad—side. After the raising of the building was completed, and the bottle had several
times circulated, the company broke from the drinking circle, and gathering into small clubs about in
different places, commenced telling stories, singing songs, cracking jokes, and discussing various subjects
according to the age and tastes of the parties. Our hero happening to be passing one of these little collections,
heard them discussing the subject of Freemasonry some ridiculing it as a "great big nothing," as they were
pleased to term it others denouncing it as a dangerous institution, and yet others defending it. This was
enough to arrest his attention, and arouse his feelings; for he was born, it may be said, with an innate
sympathy for that noble institution; and he immediately pushed his way into the circle, and so earnestly took
up the cudgels in defence of the slandered order, that he soon triumphantly vanquished his opponents, and
was left master of the field. Having, by this time, drawn a considerable crowd about him, and being still full
of the subject on which he had now become thoroughly excited, his natural inclination for spouting came
upon him too strong to be resisted; and mounting a bunch of new shingles that lay near him, he elevated his
fine form, and after pitching his voice by the usual h—e—ms and h—a—ms, thus addressed the listening crowd
around him:

"Friends, Countrymen, and Fellow Barn—Raisers:

"In all my longitudinal meanderings from the town of Mugwump, the place of my native developement, to

the territorial summits of the Green—Mountain wilderness, I have never heard such scandalous exasperations
and calumniated opinions protruded against the magnificent marvelosity of Masonry. Having been instilled
from the earliest days of my juvenile infancy to look upon that celestial transportation of Masonry with the
most copious veneration, is it any wonderful emergency that I am filled with the most excruciating
indignation in hearing these traducities against an institution of such amphibious principles and concocted
antiquity? And here 1 exalt my prophecy that unless you expunge such disgusting sentimentalities, and put
down such illiterate falsifications, they will hetrodox the whole popular expansion, till they entirely stop the
velocity of civilization: For there is no other preparative that can exalta people from their heathenish
perplexities, and confer rank and distinguishment like the luminous invention of Freemasonry, Then again,
behold its useful commodity! Look at that compendious barn—frame! Was it not conglemerated by the square
and compass? and are not these emblements extracted from the intelligence of Masonry? Let me then
concentrate my propensities to warn you to lay aside your reprobate infringements, lest you, and all your
cotemporary posterity, be deprived of the civilized embellishments and incomprehensible advantages of that
superfluous fraternity."

He ceased, and his speech was followed with bursts of applauding laughter by many, by exclamations of
admiration by some, and by expressions of wonder and surprise by all. It will be said, perhaps, by those astute
antimasonic carpers, who, in these degenerate days, scruple not to condemn the choicest specimens of
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masonic composition because they are often wholly incapable of comprehending them, it will be said,
perhaps, by such, that this impassioned little burst of eloquence is not original in my hero; that it is borrowed
from some masonic orator. This | wholly deny; but while | claim entire originality for this impromptu effort, 1
am free to confess the resemblance which might lead to such a conclusion; and, indeed, nota little proud
should our hero feel of a performance which, by its similarity of style, diction, and lucid and conclusive
manner of argumentation, is liable to be mistaken for one of those monuments of extraordinary eloquence
that, in the shape of twenty—fourth of June orations, have thrown such a halo of light and glory around the
mystic temple.

But the temporary applause which Timothy received on this occasion, was of little consequence compared
with the subsequent honors of which this little performance seemed to be the moving cause. Scarcely had he
descended from his rustic rostrum when he was eagerly seized by the hand by a person who heartily
congratulated him on his speech. Timothy having before seen the man, whose name was Jenks, at Joslin's,
and become somewhat acquainted, soon fell into a low, confidential sort of conversation with him on the
subject of the speech, when the latter observed, that from a certain circumstance (not returning the grip
probably) he concluded that Timothy was not a Mason; and, on being told that such was the case, enquired
why he did not join the lodge, at the same time adding that he had never before met with a person who, he
thought, would make a brighter Mason. Timothy then asked Jenks if he should advise any one to join, "Why,"
replied the latter, "we never advise any body to join us; but | can tell you that you little dream of what you
will lose if you don't." To this Timothy replied that he had long been determined on becoming a Mason as
soon as his circumstances would admit, but at present he had no money to spare for the purpose, besides he
had certain objections to appearing in the village where he supposed he should have to go if he joined at this
time. Jenks however removed all these objections by informing Timothy that they had a lodge in that town,
and that a note would answer as well as money for the initiation fee. On hearing this, our hero at once
accepted the offer that the other now made, to propose him at the next lodge meeting, which was that very
night. Jenks then went and procured pen, ink and paper, and writing a note of the required sum, and an
application in due form, brought them to Timothy to sign, at the same time explaining the necessity of this
measure. These being signed, it was arranged that Timothy should come in just four weeks, and calling on
Jenks at his residence, they should both proceed together to the place at which the proposed initiation was to
take place. When this interesting negociation was concluded, our hero proceeded homewards with a bosom
swelling with pride and expectation. His step was lighter, his head was held higher, and a new impulse
seemed to have been given to his whole energies; for he felt conscious that the coming occasion was to
constitute a new era in his destinies.

How slowly to our hero the tedious days of the next month rolled away! It seemed to him that the eventful

day that was to unfold to his view the mighty mysteries of Masonry, would never arrive. Long before the time
came he had procured the sum requisite for his initiation, and being now fully prepared for that important
event, he ardently longed to see the hour at hand. His whole soul became engrossed in the overwhelming
subject by day, and by night it was the burden of his dreamy imaginings. Once, in particular, his dream
became a vision of striking distinctness, and prophetic import. He saw a vast throne in the clouds, on each

side of which extended a broad vapory parapet. A mighty King sat upon the throne, with a shining mitre,
covered with mystic symbols, on his head, while an innumerable host of aproned worshippers stood around
him ready to do his bidding. While our hero gazed on the splendid spectacle, a ladder was let down to his

feet; and he mounted it step by step, till he reached the very seat of the Great Puissant, there enthroned in
light and glory ineflable. When the King, taking the crown from his own head, placed it on the head of our
hero and descended, exclaiming, "Hail, O Grand King! High and mighty art thou among our followers on
earth! Let the faithful worship thee! So mote it be So mote it be, forever amen, amen!" While the last word
was canght up by the multitude of surrounding worshippers, till the long echoes, reverberating through the
welkin in peals of vocal thunder, returned to the ears of our enthroned dreamer, and dispelled the magnificent
vision from his enraptured senses.
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CHAPTER VL.

"Wunder—wurkeinge."
0ld Masonic Manuscript.

The long wished day, which was to reveal to our hero those hidden wonders so impenetrably concealed from
the profane and vulgar, at length arrived. With restless impatience and quivering anxiety did he wait the
proper hour for his departure to meet his appointment at the place of his proposed initiation. And no sooner
had it arrived than he mounted his nag, and, with his initiation fee snugly deposited in his pocket, rode off for
the residence of Jenks, the friend, who, as before mentioned, had agreed to introduce him. The distance was
about five miles: but his horse, although it was a murky evening in July, either through consciousness that he
was bound on an errand of no ordinary import, or in consequence of those birchen incentives to speed that
were freely administered at almost every step by his impetuous rider, flew over the rough road with the
velocity of the wind, and in one half hour stood reeking in sweat at the place of his destination. Jenks, already
in waiting at the door, received Timothy with all the kindness of anticipated brotherhood. As soon as the
mutual greetings were over, the two immediately set out for the house where the lodge was to hold its
meeting. This was a new two—story wooden building, into which the owner had lately moved. Although the
house was only partially finished, yet a ‘rum pole,' as it is sometimes called, had been raised, and the building
was already occupied as a tavern. The landlord, himself a Mason, had agreed to consecrate his hall to the use
of his brethren, and the approaching meeting was the first opportunity they had found to dedicate it to its
mystic purposes. The members of the lodge having mostly assembled when Timothy and Jenks arrived, the
former was left alone in the bar—room, while the latter went into the hall, proposing to return for the
candidate as soon as all was ready for his reception. This was a moment of the most thrilling and feartul
suspense to our hero, tremblingly alive as he was to the overwhelming interests of the occasion. He tried to
occupy his mind during the absence of his friend, which seemed an age, by now looking out of the window
and watching the movements of the gathering clouds as they came over, deepening the shades of the
approaching evening, now vacantly gazing at the turkies, taking roost in the yard, now pacing the room and
pulling up his well starched collar, and now hurriedly counting his fingers, to kill the lagging moments, and
allay the fever of his excited expectation.

At last, however, Jenks came, and informed him, that the committee appointed to consider his case had
reported faverably; the vote of the lodge had been taken, and "all was found clear:" he might therefore now
follow to the preparation room. This room was no other than the kitchen garret, which, being on a level with
the hall, and communicating with the same by a door at one end of it, was now to be used for this purpose
through necessity, as that part of the hall originally designed for a preparation room was not yet sufficiently
finished to answer for the present initiation. To this garret the candidate was now conducted, through the
kitchen, and up the kitchen stairs that being the only way of getting into the room without going through the
hall, which the candidate must not yet be permitted to enter. The garret having been darkened for the
occasion, the candidate and his conductor, afier getting up stairs, groped along, feeling their way by taking
hold of the rafters above them, towards the hall door, frequently stumbling over the loose boards of which the
floor, in some places single, in some double or treble, was composed. placed there for the double purpose of
seasoning and answering for a temporary flooring, The masonic reader may here perhaps pause to demur to
the fitness of our preparation room as being too liable to attract the attention of the inmates of the kitchen
below, and thus lead to an exposure to the eyes of prying curiosity; but all this had been prudently foreseen,
and the difficulty obviated, by the landlord who had contrived to have his wife and daughter, the only females
of the family, go out on a visit that afternoon, with the intimation that they need not return till dark, before
which it was supposed the ceremonies of the preparation room would be over.

As soon as Timothy had been stationed near the door leading into the lodge—toom, he was left to himself. In a
short time however Jenks returned, accompanied by several others, one of whom was the Senior Deacon of
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the lodge, who now approached the candidate, and questioned him as follows:

"Do you sincerely declare upon your honor, before these gentlemen, that unbiassed by friends, uninfluenced
by unworthy motives, you freely and voluntarily offer yourself a candidate for the mysteries of Masonry?"

'l say yes.' replied Timothy, "to all but that about being biassed by friends my father advised me to join, and
Mr. Jenks here'

"Why, Sir," hastily interrupted the Deacon, "you don't pretend that your friends used improper influence to
induce vou to join, do you?"

"0, no,' replied Timothy; "but falsifications are exceptionabilities, and ] thought you was going to make me
say'

"Ah, Sir," again interrupted the Deacon, "you said no, 1 think, to the last question: The answer will do, will it
not, Brethren?" "We conclude so, Brother,' was the reply. The Deacon then proceeded.

"Do you sincerely declare upon your honor that you are prompted to solicit the principles Masonry by a
favorable opinion conceived of the institution a desire of knowledge, and a sincere wish of being serviceable
to your fellow—creatures?"

"Yes, | do,' eagerly replied Timothy. Here Jenks seeing the probability that the candidate would need
considerable prompting, stepped up to his side and jogged him to be quiet.

"Do you," continued the Deacon, "sincerely declare that you will cheerfully conform to all the ancient
established usages and customs of the fraternity?"

"Why, yes it is conjecturable | shall,' replied Timothy, in a half hesitating, half jocular tone and manner,
"‘though the d [ a bit do I know what they are: Suppose you first explicate and expound them a little.' "Say
you do," impatiently whispered Jenks in his ear. "1 do then,' said Timothy.

The Deacon then went into the lodge to report the answers of the candidate, while those remaining proceeded
to strip him of his clothes; but not understanding the meaning of the movement, and not much relishing being
taken in hand in this manner, he suddenly started and twisted himself out of their hands, demanding what

they were going to do, & bidding them beware of putting tricks upon one who could throw any two of them

at a back—hug, side-hold, rough—and-tumble, or any other way a threat which he probably could, and would
have made good, (for he was no slouch at athletics) had they persisted at that moment while under the
impression, as he was, that this movement was no part of the ceremony, but a mere trick or joke attempted by
way of interlude to pass away the time till the Deacon returned. But Jenks again interfered, and after many
persuasions and the most positive assurances that this was really part of the ceremonies, induced him to
consent to let them proceed. He then rather grumblingly submitted himself again into their hands, observing
that he "supposed it was all right, but what the sublime art of masonry could possibly have to do with pulling
down a fellow's breeches, was beyond the expansion of his comprehensibilities to discover." He was then
divested of all his clothing except his shirt, which was turned down round the neck and shoulders so that the
left breast was left bare. They then incased his legs in an old pair of woolen drawers, which, on account of the
candidate's unusual crural dimensions, reached no farther down than about midleg; and bound a black silk
handkerchief so snugly about his eyes as to make an impervious blindfold. His right foot was next placed into
an old shoe, which in masonic parlance is called "the slipper;” while a rope, of several yards in length, was
tied with a noose around his neck. These important ceremonies being in due form completed, all the attendant
brethren retired into the lodge—room, except the Senior Deacon, who was here left in charge of the candidate.
This officer then taking hold of the end of the rope, or cable—tow, as it is termed in the technics of masonry,
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made towards the hall door, and reaching out his right hand, while with his left pulling upon the rope round
the neck of the candidate, he gave with his mallet, or gavel, three loud knocks on the door, which were
instantly answered by three still louder knocks from within; while at the same moment the door was partly
opened, and a harsh, sharp voice hurriedly cried out, "Who comes there, who comes there, who comes

there?" All this was the work of an instant, and the noise thereby produced falling so suddenly, so
unexpectedly, and with such a rapid succession of confused and startling sounds on the ears of the candidate,
he involuntarily bolted with the quickness of thought, several feet backwards; which movement

straightening the rope, and causing the Deacon to hang on stiffly at the other end. at once threw the two into a
position much resembling two boys pulling sticks. As soon as the poor blind and alarmed candidate had time
to rally his scattered ideas, after being brought into this situation, a sudden fancy shot through his brain that
they were going to hang him; and, like a led pig, that has hung back almost to choaking, he suddenly made
another desperate lunge backwards, when, as the evil genius of masonry would have it, the Deacon unluckily
let go his hold, and the poor candidate came down on his rearwards on a place in the floor, which happened to
be of but one thickness of boards, with such violence, that every thing gave way before him, and he was
precipitated with a loud crash down into the kitchen, and landed, with the shock of thunder, on the floor. Just
at that moment, as bad luck would again have it, Susan, the landlord's daughter, a sturdy girl of sixteen, had
come home, and was in the act of hanging up her bonnet when this strange vision fell on her astounded

senses. She turned round and gave one wild, fixed stare upon Timothy, who with a loud grunt had floundered
on to his feet, and now stood in his red drawers, with his face concealed by the black bandage, and so tied
with large bows behind as to resemble horns, with his cable—tow hanging down his back, and with his mouth
distended with the grin of a baboon thrown into the air. She gave one wild look on this appalling figue, and
bolted like an arrow through the door. Scarcely, however, had she reached the yard, when some movement of
our hero striking her ear, and leading her to suppose the monster was at her heels, fear seized her afresh, and
deprived the poor girl of all power of getting forward, and, like a sheep or a rabbit frightened by a dog, she
continued for some time leaping up with prodigious bounds into the air without gaining an inch in advance,
throwing up her hands with a pawing kind of motion towards the heavens, and eagerly exclaiming, "O Lord!
take me right up into the skies! O, Lordy! O, Lordy!" She soon however recovered her powers of progression,
and with all her speed made towards the barn where her two brothers were pitching off a load of hay,
screaming at every step, "O, murder! murder! save me! save me, Ben! The devil is come! The devil is in the
house! O, save me save me!"

The boys hearing this outcry, leaped from the load, and ran out eagerly crying, "What's the matter what's the
matter?" "Oh, Ben!" replied the breathless and affrighted girl, "Oh, Ben, the devil is in our house! Oh! Oh!
Oh!" "What the darnation do you mean?" exclaimed Ben. "Suke, you are crazy!" "O, [ ain't | ain't nother,"
she cried with histerical sobs "it is the devil [ seed him with his black face, and horns, and tail a rod long!
How he looked! Oh! oh! boo—hoo—hoo!" "l snore!" exclaimed the youngest boy, with glaring eyes, and teeth
chattering like a show—monkey in January, "I snore! Ben, where's dad?" "Jock!" said the oldest boy,
flourishing his pitchfork and courageously making towards the house, "you come on with your fork by

golly! we'll fix him!" So saying, Ben, followed by his brother, pushed forward to the scene of action, both
proceeding with their forks presented, ready to receive his majesty of the black face and long tail upon the
tines as soon as they should meet him. When they came near the door they proceeded more cautiously,
stopping to peep in at a distance; but seeing nothing, they soon grew bolder, and the elder one fairly put his
head within the door. Here all was quiet and nothing to be seen. They then went in, searched about the room,
looked out of the windows, and passed into the lower rooms of the other part of the house, without finding
any breach or hole where his majesty could have come in or gone out, or indeed discovering any thing that
could in the least account for their sister's fright. The Masons they knew were in the hall; but they never
dreamed that the apparition could have had any connexion with the proceedings of the lodge room. They
therefore concluded that it was all poor Susan's imagination that had caused such a fuss, and getting her in,
they called her a darn fool to be scart at nothing. But she still persisting strongly in her story, they soon gave
it up that it must have been the devil; and their mother coming home soon after, and hearing the story, still
added to their fears by expressing her belief that it was a hona fide satanic visitation; and as soon as it was
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dusk, they lit up a candle, and all sat down close together in fear and wonderment. without going out of doors
till the Masons broke up; and even then they received no new light on the subject; for the landlord was silent
on the affair, being quite willing to let it go as it stood, lest the truth might be discovered. It therefore became
the settled opinion of not only the family but the neighborhood, except the brethren, that the devil actually
made his appearance on that eventful evening, and thousands were the conjectures as to the nature of his
errand. So much for the devil in red drawers, hoodwinked and cable—towed. Let us now return to the
lodge—room.

No sooner had the accident just related happened, than several of the brethren rushed out of the hall, and,
while some carefully took up and replaced the broken board by another so as to leave no clue to the disaster,
others ran down, and seizing the candidate, now bruised, sore and bewildered, hastily forced him up stairs
and hurried him into the lodge—room, where they were on the point of receiving him, when this luckless
interruption took place.

After a short pause, to see whether the candidate was hurt, as well as to recover from the fright and confusion
into which they had been thrown, they, on finding that no serious damage had been done, now repaired to
their respective stations that the ceremony might proceed. The Worshipful Master then bid the candidate
"enter with heed and in God's name." A short prayer was next repeated, when the candidate, after a few
unimportant questions and answers, was again taken in hand for the purpose of performing the customary
ceremony of being led by the cable—tow three times round the lodge—room. The brethren by this time having
fairly recovered from their alarm, were now, as they thought of the late affair, and looked on the poor blind
candidate, beginning to be seized with much merrier emotions. And as he was led along, his wo—begone
countenance wincing at every step, as if he expected every instant some new calamity to befal him, and

lifting high his feet, like a new—yoked hog, in fear of more accidents from faithless floors, his shirt sadly torn,
and his drawers so disordered as to lead to some corporeal developements of masterly conformation, his
appearance produced no little sensation among the assembled brotherhood. Some were seen compressing
their mouths and screwing their lips together to prevent the escape of the threatened explosion of

laughter, some snapping their fingers in silent glee, and some holding their sides, and writhing and bending
nearly double through the convulsive effects of suppressed risibility: and in a moment more, the contagion
seizing the whole company, the hall shook and resounded with a universal burst of half-smothered laughter.
Even the Right Worshipful Master, who was then reading a passage from the open Bible before him, found
such difficulty in commanding the tones of his quavering voice, that he was forced to run hurriedly over the
remainder of the passage, and no sooner had he reached the last word than he bro't the book together with a
hasty slap, and gave himself up to the uncontrolable gust of emotions that was every where raging around
him. As soon, however, as the Master could succeed in assuming a face of sober dignity, and in quelling the
tumult, the Junior Deacon brought the candidate, now blushing almost through the black handkerchief over
his face at his own degradation, to a station near the altar. The sharp points of the compass were then
presented to his naked breast, accompanied with some other of the usual ceremonies, previous to
administering the oath. He was next ordered and assisted to kneel on his left knee, while his hands were
placed in due form, one under, and the other on the open Bible, on which were laid the square and compass.
After this, the Worshipful Master approached, and told him that he was now in the proper place and situation
to receive the oath of Entered Apprentice, and desired him, if willing to take it, to say over the words,
repeating them exactly as they were given off to him. The Master then proceeded to tell over the first clause
of the oath, which Timothy, after some hesitation, repeated. They then went on with the rest of the obligation,
which was in the like manner, told over and repeated, until they came to the last clause, "Binding myself
under no less penalty than to have my throat cut across from ear to ear, my tongue torn out by the roots, and
my body buried in the rough sands of the sea, at low—water mark, where the tide ebbs and flows twice in
twenty—four hours so help me God;" when the candidate, who, after all that had befel him, was not so much
bewildered as to quite lose his own notions about things, or so subdued as to be ready to submit to any thing
which he might think for the moment to be of questionable propriety, suddenly started upon his feet, and in a
sort of desperate and determined tone exclaimed, "What! have my own throat cut! and ask God to help do it?

CHAPTER VL. 24



The Adventures of Timothy Peacock, Esquire; or, Freemasonry Practically lllustrated

I'll be expleded first!" This unexpected scrupulousness and refusal of the candidate, whom they supposed to
have been too much tamed by the events of the evening to cause them any further trouble, occasioned a
momentary confusion among the brethren, and brought Jenks, his old prompter, immediately to his side. The
latter then used and exhausted all his powers of coaxing to induce the still stubborn and determined candidate
to repeat the clause in question; but, finding that his entreaties were of no effect, he resorted to menaces,
threatening to turn him out naked into the street if he refused to complete the oath. But this, instead of
producing the desired effect, only made the candidate more turbulent, and he instantly retorted, "Do it, if you
want to smell my fist! 1 can abolish a dozen of you!" At the same time suiting the action to the word, he
sprang forward, flourishing his clenched fist with such fearful violence, that all hands, for the safety of their
heads, were obliged to leap out of his reach, while with his left hand he made a desperate pull on the bandage
over his eyes. But the quick eyes of the brethren catching this last movement, a half dozen of them sprang
upon him in an instant, and, forcibly holding his arms, put him down in his former position, in despite of his
furious struggles to get free. Here they held him down by force till his breath and strength were fairly
exhausted by the violence of his efforts. They then, with the sharp points of the compass and sword, began to
prick him, first on one side, then on the other, until, through pain, exhaustion and vexation, he sunk down and
burst out into a loud boo—hoo blubbering like a hungry boy for his bread and butter. Jenks, now taking
advantage of this softened mood, immediately renewed his exertions, and by a little soothing and persuasion,
soon brought the poor subdued candidate to consent to take the remainder of the oath, which was instantly
administered, lest with recovering strength he should renew his opposition; and thus ended this troublesome
part of the ceremony.

The Master now addressing the candidate, said, "Brother, to you the secrets of Masonry are about to be
unveiled; and a brighter sun never shone lustre on your eyes. Brother, what do you now most desire?" 'I
should like a drink of water, and then to be let out,’ sobbed Timothy, taking the last question literally, and
being now quite willing, in his present state of feelings, to forego any more of the secrets of masonry if he
might be suffered to depart. But he soon found that this was not to be permitted; for the prompter bid him
answer the question properly, and say he desired light. The question then being repeated, he submissively
answered as he was bid; when the Master, giving a loud rap. and raising his voice, said, "Brethren, stretch
forth your hands and assist in bringing this newmade brother from darkness to light!" This last order being
followed with much bustle, and sounds portending busy preparation for some important movement, the
candidate became alarmed, fearing that some other terrible trial, yet in reserve for him, was now to be
experienced; and he began to breathe short, and tremble violently. The members having formed a circle
around the agitated candidate, the Master, after a few moments of the most profound stillness, now broke the
portentous silence by loudly exclaiming, "And God said let there be light, and there was light! " Instantly all
the brethren of the lodge furiously clapped their hands: and, with one united stamp brought their uplifted feet
to the floor with such a thundering shock as made the whole house tremble to its lowest foundations: while, at
the same time, the bandage, which had been gradually loosened for the purpose, was suddenly snatched from
the eyes of the candidate, who, shuddering with terror at the astounding din around him, and dazzled by the
intenseness of the bright flood of light that burst, from total darkness, at once upon his unexpecting and
astonished senses, now stood aghast with dismay and consternation; his fixed and glassy eyes glaring in
dumb bewilderment on the encircled group of figures, which, to his distempered and distorting vision,
seemed some strange, grim and unearthly beings, and which his wandering imagination soon converted into a
band of fiends, standing ready to seize, and pitch him about in torments. Gazing a moment in mute
amazement on this terrible array, he became suddenly agitated, and, rising to his full height, and collecting all
his delirious energies, he, with one prodigious bound, sent himself, like a rocket, completely over the
shoulders of the encircled brotherhood, and fell in a swoon at full length on the floor, leaving an atmosphere
behind him but little improved by his arial transit. All for a while was now bustle and confusion in the
lodge—room. Some were seen running to take up the prostrate candidate some hurrying for water and spirits
to revive him some, with one hand holding the organs of their mutinnous olfactories, to work in clearing the
floor of the sad effects of masonic principles operating the wrong way: and others no less busily engaged in
the process of disaromatizing, or removing their own clothes and emblematical adornments; for | grieve to
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say, that many a gay sash, and many a finely figured apron, here fell a sacrifice to this hapless result of the
ennobling mysteries of Masonry.

At length all was again in a fair way to be restored to order. The candidate was soon brought to his senses,
and finding himself not dead, and being assured moreover that the storm had now entirely passed by, he
began to revive rapidly. His clothes were then brought him, and he was assisted to dress. This being done,
and a glass of spirits administered by way of a restorative, the Master proceeded to complete the ceremonies,
which were here made to consist only of the grip, signs and pass—words, the lecture of instructions being
dispensed with for this time, owing to the weak condition of the candidate; for he was still a little wild, and
occasionally visited with sudden starts and slight convulsive shudders, sometimes breaking out into a loud
laugh, and at other times shedding tears.

The lodge was now closed with a prayer by the Worshipful Master; after which, the brethren were called
from labor to refreshment. Bottles were then brought on, and all freely partaking, soon relaxed into cheerful
chit—chat and social gaiety some occasionally breaking out into parts of those chaste, animating, and lofty
breathing songs, so peculiar to this moral and soul—gifted fraternity, and so worthy withal of that classical
origin of organized Freemasonry which the learned Lawrie and other historians of the order, have, with great
appearance of truth, we think, traced to the mysteries of Bachus. And while strains like the following, "Come
let us prepare, We brethren that are Assembled on merry occasion; Let's drink, laugh and sing Our wine has
a spring Here's health to an accepted Mason," with the exhilarating effects of the now rapidly circulating
bottle, co—operating in their genial influences on both body and mind, the feelings of the company were soon
exalted to the highest pitch of joyous excitement. A thousand lively jokes and sallies of wit, together with
many a hearty laugh over the romantic events of the evening, enlivened the scene; and even the pale and
exhausted candidate began to mingle slightly in the prevailing mirth, and feel, as they now broke up, that
Richard would soon be himself again.

CHAPTER VIL.

"Tityre, tu patula recubans sub tegmine fagi."
Virgil.

Dark and fearful were the troubled visions of our hero after he had retired to his pillow for rest on that
memorable night when the awful mysteries of Masonry were uncurtained to his view. Scenes of the most
thrilling horror, in their thousand rapid and startling mutations, were continually rising, with terrible
vividness, to his mind, and haunting his distracted fancy. He now seemed falling, for days and months, down,
down, some bottomless abyss now suddenly arrested in his swift descending course by a tremendous jerk
from a rope, which, fastened around his neck, had run out its length, and now brought him to the end of his
tether now slowly hauled up through the same gloomy passage, attended by winged monsters, flapping their
great pinions about his head, as they labored upwards along this vault of darkness and terror; and now quickly
transported to the middle of a vast, interminable plain, where the sky was immediately overcast storms

arose his ears were stunned by frightful peals of thunder streams of vivid lightning overpowering his vision,
and scorching his hair and garments, were flashing around him, and kindling up the combustible plain to a
general conflagration; while he was beset on every side by a troop of tormenting fiends, who, armed with
sharp spears, and clothed with aprons woven, warp and woof, with living serpents, and fringed with their
hissing heads, thronged thickly about him some stripping off all his clothes, dancing on before him and
holding them up to his grasp, yet forever eluding it; and others constantly running by his side, howling,
goading and stinging him in every part; while bleeding and blistered, he vainly endeavored to escape, and
strove on, in unutterable agony, through the scorching and burning regions, hoarsely crying for water, and
begging for his clothes, for his shirt even a shirt!
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"I have brought you a shirt, Brother Peacock." said a voice at his bed—side. He started from his disturbed
slumbers at the word, which, in seeming echo to his own deep mutterings, now fell on his ear. "Where where
am 1? Who are you?" he hurriedly and fiercely exclaimed, looking wildly around him. "Are they gone?"
"What gone?' said the voice. "Them awful Oh! Ah! Why, it is only Jenks Yes, yes, I remember now, I

went home with you last night: but O, Jenks, what a dream [ have had! And then, to think of last night at the
lodge—room!" "Come, come,' said Jenks, "you are like a puppy with his eyes just opened, every thing looks
strange and terrible, a cat seems to him as big as a yearling, and the little fool will bristle up and yelp at his
own shadow. But never mind; we will make a man of you yet. I will explain all to you in good time. T have
got a decentish sort of shirt here, which | rather guess you had better put on,' he continued, looking down on
the stained remnant of what was vyesterday our hero's best India cotton shirt, the choice freedom gift of his
mother, still pertinaciously clinging in shreds to the limbs of the owner, as if loath to break off so old a
friendship: "and I think I could tie up that old one you have on in your handkerchief, and throw it into the
swamp going home, or burn it or something, so it should not lead to any discoveries of what we do in the
lodge—room. But come, rouse up, man! Our breakfast is about ready. I have got to be off to—day; but I shall
be going by Joslin's in a day or two, when 1 will call, and we will have some talk together.’ So saying, he left
the room.

Timothy now attempted to rise, but so sore and stiff was he in every joint, from what he had last night gone
through in the masonic gymnastics of initiation, that he found himself somewhat in the condition of that
hapless South—American animal, whose movements are so painful, that it is said to utter a scream of agony at
every feeble bound it makes in its progress. After several trials, however, with as many interjectional grunts,
he succeeded in getting on to the floor and dressing himself: after which, he found way to a cool spring in the
door—yard: its pure bubbling waters seemed to his parched throat sweet as the Pierian fountain to the thirsty
aspirants of Parnassus: and had it been that consecrated spring, Pope's direction, "Drink deep," would never
have been more faithfully followed. He then went into the breakfast—room where the family were already
assembled and waiting his presence.

"Is the gentleman unwell this morning?" asked Mrs. Jenks, glancing from the pale, haggard features of
Timothy to her husband. Jenks smiled and said nothing. "O, ho! I had forgotten," said she "you were both at
the lodge last night that accounts for all I have seen newmade Masons before, I believe."

"My wife.' observed Jenks, with a knowing wink to Timothy, “my wife don't like masonry very well.'

"And what woman would?" she tartly replied. "You go to your lodge—meetings every few nights, leaving
your families alone and unprotected your wives and children perhaps sick. or suffering for the want of the
money you are squandering in your midnight carousals; and when you come reeling home, the only comfort
they receive for a long and lonely night of tears and anxiety. is to be told, in answer to their inquiries,
concerning the employment of your cruel absence, “You can't know you are not worthy to be made
acquainted with this part of your husband's secrets!™

"My wife,' said Jenks, "don't appear to know that masonry takes the wives of Masons under its special
protectection, and that their poor widows are always provided for by her charities.'

"Charity! Poor widows!" retorted she, "they may well be called poor; for Mason's widows generally are poor
enough. And what is the amount of the mighty charities they receive at your hands? After their husbands have
spent all their property by neglecting their business to attend to their masonry, paying out their money, or by
bad habits they first acquire at the lodge—room, then if they die and leave penniless widows well, what then?
Why, the lodge will be so very charitable as to pay back to those widows, perhaps, one tenth part of what
they have been the sole means of robbing them: And this they call charity!”

'O wonderful! replied Jenks "And then the horrors of being left alone a few hours, and the tears'
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"Yes!" retorted the nettled dame "yes, the tears: If there is any affection between a man and his wife,

masonry does more to destroy it, and break up that mutual confidence which is necessary to preserve it, than
any one thing | can mention. And if all the tears that have been, and will be, shed by Masons' wives, on
account of their husbands' masonry, could be collected into a running stream, it would carry a saw—mill from
this hour to the day of judgement!"

‘Come, come, wife,' said Jenks, T think you have said quite enough for once.’

"Enough of truth for your conscience, | presume," replied the fair belligerent, determined to have the last
word in the argument.

Timothy wondered much to hear such irreverent invectives against masonry so boldly expressed by the wife
of a brother Mason. He had supposed that all wives were proud of the honor of having masonic husbands; for
he knew his mother was so. Still there were some of the observations he had just heard which tallied so well
with what he had already seen of masonry, that he felt a little staggered, and could not prevent his conscience
from secretly giving a response to many of the lady's remarks. But the sneering way in which Jenks laughed
off these remarks of his wife, soon convinced him that there was no truth in them, and that they were the
effects of the woman's ignorance, or arose from some freak or prejudice she had taken against masonry, so
the matter passed off without again entering his mind.

After breakfast was over, and brotherly adieus had been exchanged between Jenks and Timothy, the latter
mounted his horse and rode homeward. Many, and somewhat sober were his reflections, as he slowly pursued
his solitary way over the same road which he yesterday passed with feelings as different from what they now
were as the speed of his horse in the two cases. His thoughts recurred to the fearful trials he had gone
through, and all the strange scenes of the lodge—room. To his yet darkened mind, they seemed to him nothing
but vague mysteries, strangely blending the trivial and odd with the solemn and terrible. The sun had indeed
shone out, but the dark rolling clouds had not yet passed entirely from the field of his fancy, and the ravages
of the storm were yet too recent on his feelings to allow him to contemplate the late scenes of the lodge—room
with much pleasure.

On the following day Jenks called at Joslin's, but being somewhat in a hurry, he proposed to Timothy that
they should meet in a certain field, about equidistant from their respective residences, on the next Sunday,
when the promised explanations and instructions in Masonry should be given. Timothy, however, rather
objected to a meeting on Sunday; for his mother, who was a church woman, and a strict observer of the
Sabbath, notwithstanding her odd notions about rank and family distinction, had always taught him that the
seventh day of the week should never be devoted to worldly matters; and never having been taught any better
since he left his paternal roof, the proposal to spend this day in the manner contemplated struck him
unfavorably. He accordingly stated his objections candidly, and proposed another day for the intended
meeting.

Jenks, however, firmly combatted these fastidious scruples of our hero, as he termed them, and told him he
had hoped he was above minding these old womanish superstitions. Still Timothy could not entirely conquer
his doubts on the subject; and in this | think he was, in a good degree, excusable; for it must be recollected he
had but just been initiated, and had not enjoyed as yet scarcely any opportunity of being enlightened by the
true principles of masonic philosophy; and when it is considered how deeply early impressions, however
erroneous, become engrafted on the heart, 1 do not think it at all strange that he could not divest himself at
once of all these notions which he had been taught to believe correct. Finding his companion still in
hesitation on the subject, Jenks, therefore, to remove all further scruples, now informed him that masonry was
the very handmaid of religion indeed it was religion itself, and all the religion that was needed to give a man
a passport to heaven; consequently, whatever time was spent in studying masonry, was, in fact, devoted to
religious employment, which was the object of the Sabbath, aswas admitted by all the most rigidly pious. But
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what was more than all, he said, the control of this day peculiarly belonged to the craft, as it was a day of
their own establishing; for to masonry, and to masonry alone, the world were indebted for the consecration of
the Sabbath. This was put beyond all dispute by the unerring records of masonic history, which, in the words
of the learned Preston, Brother Webb, and many other great Masons, expressly says, that "In six days God
made the world, and rested on the seventh: the seventh, therefore, our ancient brethren consecrated.” Of
course this day, being one of their own making, must be the rightful property of the order, and, although they
could do what they pleased with it, vet it could be spent no way so suitably as in the study of their art.

Such were the forcible arguments used, and the unanswerable facts cited by Jenks, in enlightening his pupil in
the path of his mystic duties, and teaching the extent of his privileges as regarded the observance of the
Sabbath. And, although these were abundantly sufficient to enforce conviction on all except the most
obdurate of uninitiated heretics, yet there is another curious fact relative to the ancient history of this day,
thus clearly traced to masonic origin, which he might have added, and which I cannot persuade myself here to
pass unnoticed, it being, as I conceive, a fact of the most momentous import to the glory of the institution, as
not only showing the connexion between masonry and the Sabbath, but figuring forth the greatness and
divine exaltation of the former, more strikingly perhaps, than any one occurrence related within the whole
compass of its marvelous history: Josephus, that authentic ancient historian, informs us that there was a
certain river in Palestine that stayed its current and rested on the seventh day, in observance, as he supposed,
of the Sabbath. Now if this day was established and consecrated by masonry alone, does not the plainest
reason dictate that it was the institution itself, and not the day it had established, that this pious and
considerate river thus stayed its course to reverence? Or was not this worship in fact, thus apparently
bestowed on the object created, clearly intended for the creator? Nothing, it appears to me, can be more
certain than that such was the fact. How stupendous the thought! To what a magnificent pitch of exaltation
then has that institution arrived, to which the works of nature thus bow in reverence, to which the otherwise
forever rolling rivers of the earth are held in quiet subjection, resting in their rapid courses at her omnipotent
behests!

But to return from this digression Timothy no sooner learned that such was the case with regard to the
connexion between Masonry and the Sabbath than he magnanimously yielded his scruples, and, handsomely
apologizing for his ignorance of the facts just stated by his superior in the art, cheerfully consented to the
proposed meeting.

Accordingly, on the following Sunday, he repaired on toot and alone to the appointed place of meeting. Jenks
was already on the ground awaiting his arrival. After the customary greetings were exchanged, they seated
themselves on the grass under the spreading branches of a large beach tree which grew on the margin of the
field, affording an excellent shade to screen them from the sultry rays of a July sun. The field which they had
thus selected for their masonic rendezvous adjoined a deep piece of woods which extended back unbroken to
the mountains, and, being more than a half mile distant from any dwelling—house, furnished a secure retreat
against all cowans and evesdroppers, without the aid of a Tyler. Here in this silent and sequestered spot, our
two friends, stretched on their grassy bed beneath their cooling covert, proceeded to the business of their
appointment. Jenks then producing an old worn pamphlet, went on to read and explain the ceremonies of
initiation, which, he said, in its main outlines, represented, as was supposed by the learned men of their order,
the creation of the world; because when all was darkness, God said "Let there be light, and there was light."
The candidate, he concluded, represented Adam, who came out of the darkness naked, and was admitted to
the light, and became endowed with noble faculties, as was the case with all admitted to the glorious light of
Masonry.

"But do you suppose, Jenks." said Timothy, "that God led Adam round with a rope tied to his neck, before he
let him see the light?"

CHAPTER VIL. 29



The Adventures of Timothy Peacock, Esquire; or, Freemasonry Practically lllustrated

‘T know not how that may have been, Brother Timothy.' replied Jenks, “but at all events, I think there is a
striking resemblance between the events of the creation and the ceremonies of an initiation; and we have it
from our ancient books that Adam was made a Mason almost as soon as he was created.’

"Our first father Adam, deny it who can, A Mason was made, as soon as a man."

This proving satisfactory to the mind of Timothy, Jenks then proceeded to explain all the grips and tokens of
the first degree; after which he taught our hero the art or mystery of halving and spelling Boaz. He next
explained the meaning of the several emblems of this degree, such as the three great lights of masonry,
representing the sun, moon, and Master of the lodge. The square and compass, which teach the brethren in
such a beautiful and definite manner to square their actions towards one another, whatever sharp corners may
thus be made to jostle against the ribs of the luckless uninitiated to circumscribe their conduct within due
bounds, allowing such extent to be fixed to that convenient epithet as their own good judgement and
circumstances shall dictate, all of which thus furnish a great moral guide to the man as well as the

Mason far superior, as many pious and intelligent of the brethren aver, to the Savior's golden rule, "Do unto
others," &c., the latter being, as they say, too indefinite for a practical guide by which to regulate their
conduct, or rather, we suppose, too general in its application to suit the system of ethics peculiar to this
exalted fraternity. And finally he took up the lectures at large. by which Timothy obtained the valuable
information that the sun rises in the east and sets in the west, as beautifully shadowed forth in the respective
stations of the Master and Senior Warden of the lodge, that the twenty—four inch gauge, or rule, properly
represents the twenty—four hours of the day, and was for that reason made just of that length, and not, as is
supposed by the unenlightened, because twelve inches make a foot, and a measure of an even or unbroken
number of feet is most convenient, that Chalk, Charcoal and Earth, represent Freedom, Fervency and Zeal,
because chalk is free to be broken, or rubbed off charcoal is hot when it is burning, and the earth is zealous
to bring forth, &c. &c. All this, and a thousand other equally striking and instructive emblematical
illustrations of this degree were impressed on his understanding in the course of these scientific lectures,
expanding his mind with a new stock of useful knowledge.

Having in this manner gone through his explanations of the more prominent points of the lectures, Jenks now
took a general view of the principles they inculcated, and the important instruction they afforded to the young
aspirant of this noble science. In short, he so eloquently portrayed the many beauties of this degree, that
Timothy began to catch some bright gleams of the true light of masonry. Although, to be sure, he had always
supposed that the sun rose in the east and set in the west, and that charcoal was apt to be hot when it was
burning, yet he never before dreamed that meaning of such deep import lay hidden under these simple facts;
but the veil of his natural blindness being now removed, he perceived the great wisdom they contained a
wisdom which was impenetrably concealed from the world, and, consequently, of which he must have

forever been deprived, had he never been admitted into the portals of this glorious temple of light, and put in
possession of the "art of finding out new arts, and winning the faculty of Abrac.”

It now occurring to our hero that he had promised, under the most dreadful penalties, never to reveal, by
writing, printing, or otherwise, any of the secrets of masonry, he asked Jenks how the book they then were
reading came to be printed, as it appeared to contain most of the secrets and ceremonies of the degree he had
taken.

Jenks replied, that this book, which was called Jachin and Boaz, was doubtless a correct and perfect system of
masonry at the time it was first published, although not strictly so in all respects now, as many improvements,
and some alterations in their signs and pass—words, to prevent the uninitiated from getting into the lodge, had
since been made: still, being mainly correct, it was often used in the lodges in lecturing, and might be
profitably studied by all young Masons. As to its publication, it was done by a perjured wretch who had
violated his oath by writing and publishing it; and it was generally understood among the craft that he had
paid the just forfeit by the loss of his life.

CHAPTER VII. 30



The Adventures of Timothy Peacock, Esquire; or, Freemasonry Practically lllustrated

This last remark led Timothy to ask if all who revealed the secrets of masonry were served in the same way.

To this Jenks replied, that any mason who divulged the secrets would undoubtedly die for the crime; for, if he
did not kill himself, as their traditions informed them some ancient traitors had had the good conscience to do
when guilty of this crime. means would soon be taken to put such a wretch out of existence. But, he said,
Timothy would much better understand these things when he was exalted to the higher degrees, which, it was
to be hoped, he would soon take; for as yet he had seen comparatively nothing of the glories of masonry
which, at every degree as the candidate advanced along this great highway of light and knowledge, were
more and more brightly unfolded to his view. Jenks then drew such a glowing picture of the honors and
advantages of the higher degrees, that our hero, who confessed to himself that his mind was not wholly filled
with what he had seen in the first degree, soon resolved to make another attempt to advance in this bright

road to perfection, and especially so when he was informed that he had passed through the worst of the
terrors, while all the pleasures of the mystic Paradise, since he was now fairly within its gates, remained to be
enjoyed.

[t was therefore arranged between them that Timothy, at the next lodge meeting, should make application for
taking the two next higher degrees, provided he could raise the requisite fees for the purpose; and he was to
take home the book, and carefully keeping it from all eyes, make it his study till the next meeting of the
lodge, that he might be the better prepared for his intended exaltation.

Having spent many hours under this delightful shade, in this pleasing and instructive manner, the two friends
were now about to separate, when an incident occurred, which, having an immediate bearing on the
subsequent destinies of our hero, we shall proceed to relate, as is our duty to do in every thing that has
conspired to affect his remarkable fortunes, however trivial it may appear at this stage of our narrative, or
unworthy the dignity of the historian of so renowned a personage.

When our friends were on the point of separating, as I have mentioned, they were suddenly startled by a loud
cracking of the bushes behind the old brush—fence that extended along the border of the woods, at the
distance of about ten rods from the tree under which they were standing. The noise was soon repeated, and
now plainly appeared to proceed from the irregular steps or bounds of some heavy, slow—going quadruped on
the approach towards them, while the sounds of the cracking brush were followed, as the creature
occasionally paused in his course, by a sort of wheezing grunt, or blowing, not unlike that of a hog suddenly
falling into the water. Now, although cowardice was no part of our hero's character, yet possessing, in
common with all other men, the instinct of selfpreservation, he soon felt a queer sensation of the blood
creeping over him as these ominous sounds struck his ear his hair, too, suddenly grew refractory, and began
to rise in rebellion against the crown of his hat, and he prudently suggested to Jenks, in the firmest terms that
he was able to command, the propriety of losing no time in putting a little more distance between them and
such suspicious noises. The latter, however, who was more accustomed to the animals of the woods, only
uttered an impatient “pshaw!’ at our hero's timely suggestions, and bidding him remain where he was, went
forward to reconnoitre that part of the woods from which these singular sounds proceeded. After creeping up
to the fence and peering thro' awhile, Jenks quickly retreated, and cutting, with his jackknife, a couple of
good shelalahs on his way back, he came up to Timothy, and with great glee told him that there was an old
bear with two small cubs slowly making their way towards the clearing, with the intention, doubtless, of
entering the field, which was covered with wheat, then in the milk. At this intelligence our hero's
all—overishness alarmingly increased, and like a good general, he quickly cast his eyes round to discover and
fix upon the best way by which to effect a safe retreat, and seizing his friend by the arm, pulled him along
several steps, eagerly pointing towards the nearest house, while his teeth (his tongue just at that time being
strangely forgetful of its office) made a most chattering appeal to the obdurate heart of the other, and did their
best to second their owner's pantomimic request for immediate flight. "Pooh! pooh!" coolly replied Jenks, "a
pretty story if two such chaps as you and | should run for an old bear and two little scary cubs! Here, take one
of these clubs, and stand by like a man. They will soon be over the fence, and if we can frighten off the old
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one, perhaps we can catch or kill one or both the young ones. Follow me, and make no noise." So saying,
Jenks, with Timothy following almost mechanically at his heels, led the way into the grain to a station from
which they could sally out and cut off the retreat of the bears. Here stooping down, they awaited the approach
of the foe in silence. In a few moments a loud cracking was heard in the old fence; and immediately after, a
rustling among the grain told them that the objects of their solicitude were fairly in the field. "Keep cool,
Tim." whispered Jenks, carefully raising himself till he could peep over the grain, "keep perfectly cool wait
till they get a little further into the field. There, then! come on now, and do as you see me!"

With this he rushed furiously forward, swinging his hat and screaming at the top of his voice, and came close
upon the astonished animals before they could discover, over—topped as they were by the tall, thick—standing
wheat, whence this terrible out—cry came from, and on what side the storm was about to burst upon them.
The old bear, however, quickly rallied, and throwing herself on her haunches, and flourishing her broad
boxers, tendered battle to her antagonist in a style that would have done honor to the most eminent pugilist of
christianized England. The poor cubs were immensely frightened, and, taking different directions, bounded
off with all their might, one towards the beech tree, and the other, as fate would have it, directly towards
Timothy, who stood like a statue, in the very place where Jenks had left him. But the instant he saw this
horrid young monster making towards him, his faculties immediately rose with the occasion, and uttering
such a yell as scarce ever did a hero before him, he struck a line in the direction his eye had before marked
out for aretreat, and, throwing one hasty glance over his shoulder, in which he saw his friend engaged with
the old bear, one cub climbing the beech, and the other close to his heels, run like a deer from the scene of
action, clearing the top of the grain at every leap, and crying “help! and “murder!’ at every breath.

Meanwhile the battle was waged with manful courage on both sides by the combatants still on the field; and
the issue might have been doubtful perhaps, but for the sudden movement of our hero just described: for the
cub that ran towards him receiving a fresh fright from the sturdy outcries of the latter in his retreat, quickly
halted, and after making several confused tacks about in the grain, finally came round in sight of its dam, and
ran off into the woods. The old bear seeing this, and being satisfied with saving one of her family, or
supposing both to have escaped, at once relinquished the battle, and fled in the same direction. Jenks being
thus relieved in this hazardous contest, immediately bethought himself of the cub in the tree, and at once
determined to secure it. With this purpose in view, he stripped some strong pieces of elm bark from a
neighboring tree, and began to climb the beech, near the top of which he could soon perceive the motionless
form of the cub firmly grappling the forking branches. After considerable difficulty, he came within sight of
the animal, which suffered him to approach without starting, when carefully working a bark noose round its
hinder legs, he firmly tied them to the trunk of the tree, and then soon succeeded in getting a
pocket—handkerchief over its head, and thus finally so blinded and muffled the creature as to render it nearly
harmless. This achieved, Jenks untied its legs from the tree and commenced his descent, leaving it the use of
its fore paws to cling around the body of the tree as he gradually pulled it down backwards.

While Jenks was thus engaged in this slow and somewhat difficult process of bringing down his sable

captive, Timothy, who had reached a neighboring house, and borrowed a gun and ammunition. hove in sight,
now gallantly returning to the rescue, advancing with a sort of desperate determination in his looks, with his
piece snugly bro't to his shoulder, levelled and cocked for instant aim. When within thirty or forty rods of the
tree where he had left one of the enemy lodged, he halted, and shutting his eyes, boldly pulled away at the
top; but his faithless gun only flashed in the pan, and he was coolly preparing to try it again, when taking a
hasty glance at the tree, he perceived a rustling among the branches. No time was now to be lost; and he fell
to priming and flashing with all his might. till the clicking of the lock arrested the attention of Jenks, who at
the same time catching a glimpse of his friend's motions, became alarmed, and sung out lustily to him to
forbear. Timothy was horror—struck at this discovery, and he began most bitterly to reproach himself for
suffering his courage to carry him to such a pitch of rashness as to lead him into such a dreadful risk of
killing his friend; and that friend too a masonic brother! The thought was distracting! He was soon consoled,
however, by the information that the battle was now over, and the enemy driven into the woods, except one
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cub which, now disabled, remained as the trophy of the victory.

Jenks soon got safely down with the cub, and secured it at the foot of the tree, when feeling curious to know
by what lucky cause he had so narrowly escaped being shot at for a bear, he unloaded the musket, and found,
to his surprise and amusement, that our hero had, in loading his gun, entirely overlooked the important article
of powder, making some amends for this oversight however by the quantity of balls he had put in, no less
than four of which Jenks found snugly wadded down at the bottom of the barrel.

The exploits of this eventful day being now brought to a close, Jenks shouldered his ursine trophy, and the
two friends separated for their respective homes, both pleased with their achievements, and both thankful,
though for different reasons, that they had outlived the dangers of the battle.

CHAPTER VIIL.

"S5till louder, Fame! thy trumpet blow;
Let all the distant regions know
Freemascnry is this:"

Our hero, after the romantic meeting, and the attendant occurrences mentioned in the last chapter, sat down in
good earnest to the study of Masonry. His whole soul became gradually enlisted in the subject, and his every
leisure moment was devoted, with unremitting ardor, to treasuring up the mystic beauties of this celestial
science. No longer troubled with those absurd scruples relative to the Sabbath, which he entertained before he
became enlightened by the liberal principles of masonry, he now every Sunday rode over to the residence of
his friend, Jenks, and spent the day with him in secret communion on that theme in which they in common
delighted the one in giving and the other in receiving instruction. These meetings were also enlivened by
recounting over their late adventure in cub—catching, and amusing themselves in teaching the now docile
trophy of that heroic achievement such various pranks and feats as they considered necessary to a genteel
ursine education. His master, perceiving in him signs of his making a bear of uncommon talents, had honored
him with the dignified name of Boaz an appellation at first suggested by the title of the book under
consideration at the time of his capture, and more especially by the strength ot a powerful grip which he gave
Jenks on his way homeward, which he likened to the masonic grip of that name. And besides conferring the
honor of a masonic name, they taught him many accomplishments peculiar to the craft. He would stand erect
on his haunches cross his throat with one paw, or cross his paws on his breast, after the fashion of the sign
and due—guard of the first degree, as readily, when the same motions were made to him, as the most expert
Entered Apprentice in Christendom. Nor were his masonic attainments limited to one degree only: the
due—guard & sign of the Fellow—Crafts, and the Master's sign of distress, were also familiar to him the latter
of which he was wont to make whenever he wanted an ear of green—corn, or an apple. In short, Boaz was fast
becoming a bright Mason, and would doubtless soon have made a great adept in the mysteries of the craft,
could he have taken the obligations, and have been made to understand the preference which is due to the
brotherhood. In no other respects need he have been deficient; for none certainly could be better calculated by
nature for many of the high and active duties of the order than he. In the execution of the penalties, he would
have been justly eminent. Jeremy L. Cross himself, would not have been able to rip open the left breast of a
traitor, pluck out his heart, or tear open his bowels and scatter them on all sides to the four winds of heaven,
with more masonic accuracy.

But to return to our hero: Such was his intense application to the task of perfecting himself in the study of
Freemasonry, that before the next lodge—meeting he had committed to memory the whole of Jachin and
Boaz, which, with the instructions received from Jenks, had made him master of the first degree, and given
him considerable insight into the two next succeeding. Jenks became proud of his pupil, and began to
prophecy bright things of his future usefulness and eminence among the order. His progress was indeed
unrivalled, but no greater perhaps than might have been anticipated from one of his retentive memory, and
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from one whose mighty genius was so well calculated by nature to grasp the peculiar sublimities of the
mystic science. The next lodge—meeting therefore found him fully prepared to meet his intended exaltation.
He had taken up his wages at Joslin's to the present time, which furnished him with the means not only of
paying the additional fees required for taking the two next degrees, but of getting a new coat and several
other articles of dress that were required. as he conceived, by the dignity of the important station te which he
was about to be exalted, and at the same time leaving a few dollars for the usual disbursements of the
lodge—room. Thus every way prepared, he once more set out for the tavern where he had lately encountered
the appalling scenes of his initiation. He did not, however, proceed at this time with the same urgent speed as
when he passed over the road before; nor were his feelings raised to the same pitch of excitement. The first
sight of the house, as he approached, to be sure caused a chill and shudder to run over him, as it brought fresh
to mind the trials and terrors he had there passed through; but these sensations quickly vanished as he
recollected the cheering light which there burst upon him at last in rereward for those fearful trials; and more
especially as he cast his thoughts forward to the still brighter glories and honors before him.

He now entered the lodge—room, and not a little gratified and elated were his feelings at the warm and cordial
greetings with which he was received by the assembled brotherhood. The lodge having been apprised of his
wish to take the next degrees in order, he now retired, while they proceeded to the balloting; and all being
again announced clear, they now immediately commenced the ceremonies of raising him to the degree of
Fellow—Craft, or passing him, as it is technically termed. But as the ceremonies of taking this degree are, in
many respects, similar to those which I have already described in the account given to Timothy's initiation,
and besides being now performed on one who was in a measure prepared to meet them without surprise so as
to produce no very remarkable effects on his mind, | shall pass lightly over this degree mentioning only a

few of the most prominent acquisitions in knowledge which our hero made in the interesting and beautiful
lectures of the Fellow—Craft, which I deem of too much importance to be omitted. He here was taught that
important fact in physiology that that there are five human senses, viz: hearing, seeing, feeling, smelling and
tasting, the three first of which are considered the most essential among Masons, though the last, | opine, is
not considered to be altogether superfluous. He likewise was instructed into the learned intricacies of lettering
and halving Jachin, and was greeted by that appellation of wisdom in reward for his triumph over the arduous
difficulties of the task. And lastly, the uses of that beautiful moral emblem, the plumb, were illustrated to his
understanding, and its monitory suggestions impressed on his heart: for that instrument, he was told, which
operative masons use to raise perpendiculars, taught, or admonished free and accepted Masons to walk
uprightly, or perpendicularly in their several stations before God and man. This last hieroglyphical maxim of
moral duty which masonry, in her astute sagacity, has so naturally deduced from that instrument, forcibly
reminded our hero of an epitaph which he had somewhere read: "Here lies Jemmy Tickiler Who served God
perpendicular.” And although he never before could see the force of this epitaph, yet he now at once saw its
beautiful application, and immediately knew that it must have originated from the genius of masonry. But as
important and interesting as these discoveries were as much as these, and the thousand other beauties of this
insttuctive degree were calculated to expand the mind, and awaken the admiration of our hero, still they were
nothing comparatively nothing, to the treasures of knowledge which were opened to his wondering view in
the next, or Master Mason's degree. The ceremonies of raising were, in the first place, peculiarly solemn and
impressive: And connected as they are with an account of the death of the traitors, Jubelo, Jubela, Jubelum,
and the murder of the Grand Master, Hiram Abiff, thus furnishing many historical facts, a knowledge of
which can be obtained only through the medium of masonry, these ceremonies of themselves unfolded to his
mind information of the utmost importance. The circumstance, too, that the body of Hiram had lain fourteen
days without corruption, in the hot climate where the incident occurred, particularly excited his wonder, as
the event could be attributed only to a miracle, thus furnishing proof to his mind that this institution, like the
Christian religion, was founded in miracles. To this marvellous circumstance, which struck our hero so
forcibly, another not less curious and wonderful, I think might be added I mean the singular coincidence
involved in the fact that three men, as above mentioned, should happen to come together be of the same
fraternity, and all traitors, whose names, all of one beginning, should so nearly furnish the grammatical
declination of a Latin adjective! Nor need our admiration stop here; for when we consider that these men
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were all Hebrews, whose language is so dissimilar to that of the Latin, and that they lived in an age too when
the Romans and their language were unknown at Jerusalem, our surprise is still more excited; and being
unable, by the help of our own limited faculties, to comprehend these miraculous circumstances, we are
compelled to stop short, and pause in wonder over the extraordinary events which are connected with the
early history of this ancient institution. But however important the ceremonies of this august degree may be
considered as establishing the divine origin of Freemasonry, and as throwing new light over some passages in
the history of antiquity, they still yield in importance to the moral beauties, the lofty sentiment, and the
scientific knowledge illustrated and enforced in the lectures. Here a grand fountain of wisdom is opened to
the candidate; and it was here that our hero revelled in intellectual luxury. It was here for the first time in his
life that he became acquainted with that interesting philological fact that masonry and geometry are
synonymous terms, a discovery to which the world is undoubtedly indebted to the light of masonry; for
Crabbe, (a shame on him!) notwithstanding his learned industry in collecting the synonymes of our language,
appears to be wholly ignorant of this curious fact. Here he learned, while receiving an account of the
construction of Solomon's Temple, another fact in history entirely new to him, "that it never rained in the
day—time during the seven years in which the temple was building," a fact which can be considered none
other than a miracle; and, as the temple is known to have been the production of masonry solely, goes still
further to prove that the institution is divine, and under the immediate protection of Heaven. Here too he
learned the reason and justice of inflicting the penalties of the obligations on traitors, as illustrated in the
example of the great and good Solomon, the acknowledged father of organized Freemasonry. But time, and
the narrow limits of this brief work, will not allow me to proceed any farther in recounting the various
scientific discoveries which our hero here made the many moral maxims that were imptessed on his heart,
and the thousand instances of the sublime and beautiful that burst on his mind. Suffice it to say, that all were
equally instructive, important and wonderful with those I have enumerated. But not only all these important
acquisitions in knowledge did our hero make on this eventful evening, but he won the unanimous applause of
his brethren by the becoming manner in which he bore himself through the whole ceremonies, and which
more than atoned for his wayward obstinacy and awkwardness at his initiation, and, in the minds of all
present, gave bright promise of his future masonic eminence: while the hearty good humor with which he
entered into the convivialities of the evening, in time of refreshment, began to render him the favorite of the
lodge—room, and he was universally voted a bright Mason.

Being now clothed with his apron and the badges of a Master Mason, and greeted, as he continually was, with
the dignified title of Worshipful, he began to feel the responsibilities of his station, and the importance with
which his existence had become invested. He assumed a more manly step a more lofty mien; and conscious
worth and consequence gave the air of majesty to his whole demeanor.

Thus ended the important events of this evening, which constituted a bright era in the life of our hero, and
implanted in his bosom a love for this noble institution which was never eradicated.

Nothing of any particular interest occurred to our hero till the next lodge—meeting, when the Senior Warden
having left the town, he was almost unanimously elected to fill that important and honorable station. And a
candidate having been presented for initiation, he found an opportunity to display his masonicac quirements,
which he did with such brilliancy and promptitude as to draw forth repeated applause from his admiring
brethren. An extra meeting of the lodge was, a few days after, holden, at which he rose still higher, and took
the three next degrees, viz: Mark, Past, and Most Excellent Master, which carried him to the seventh round in
the ladder of Masonry. Such was the unparalleled progress, and such the starting career of the man who was
destined to become so proud a pillar in this glorious fabric.

About this time Joslin, Timothy's employer, sought an interview with him, and told him that a settlement
would be agreeable. Timothy could see no necessity for such a measure; but Joslin, without heeding our
hero's observations to this effect, opened his account—book, and began to figure up the amount due after
deducting what had been received; and after he had ascertained the sum, he turned to Timothy and asked him
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if it was correct? "I presume it may be," replied Timothy, "but”" "But what?' said Joslin *You have become a
great man since [ employed you, Mr. Peacock, and [ cannot any longer see you stoop to labor which is so
much beneath a person of your consequence: Here is your money." So saying, he threw down the few dollars
now Timothy's due, and, whirling on his heel, left the house.

This was an unexpected affair; and Timothy scarcely knew what to make of it. After musing however about
half an hour, he came to the conclusion that Joslin wanted he should go: But what had he done to render his
employer dissatisfied? He could think of nothing. To be sure, when alone in the field, he had often marked
outa lodge—room on the ground, and taking a stump, and supposing it a candidate, had lectured to it several
hours at a time. He had sometimes yoked the off ox the nigh side, when his mind was deeply engrossed with
this subject; and he had that morning turned the horse into the oat—field instead of the pasture. But what of
these trifling errors? And were they not caused too by the intenseness of those studies which were infinitely
more important than the insignificant drudgeries which had been saddled upon him by a man whose
ignorance could never admit of his appreciating things of a higher character?

Our hero began to grow indignant as he thought over these things; and he determined he would have nothing
more to do with Joslin, but leave his house that very day; and, in revenge for his narrow—minded views, and
base conduct, forever deprive him and his family of those services and that society with which he had been
too long benefited, and his house too much honored.

Our hero was a person of great decision of character; and what he resolved to do, he scarcely ever failed of
carrying into immediate effect. Accordingly, in one hour from the time Joslin left him, as above mentioned,
he had packed his bundle and was making tracks towards the residence of his friend, Jenks, for consultation
and advice, and perhaps a temporary home, not knowing where else to go in this unexpected emergency.

Having arrived at the house of Jenks, and informed him of what had happened at Joslin's, and that he had left
that gentleman's employ forever, the two friends walked out into a field, and spent the remainder of the day in
deep and confidential consultation. Many plans for our hero's future course were suggested and discussed,
and as many, on weighing them, rejected. But a project was at length hit upon by Jenks, which was finally
adopted. This was an excursion to the city of New—York to see what could be made out of Boaz by
exhibiting him as a show, or selling him to some caravan. In this enterprise they both were to embark and
become joint partners in all profits or losses that might arise out of the adventure. Jenks owned a stout horse
and waggon, half of which Timothy was to purchase, paying down what he could spare, and giving a note for
the rest; while Boaz, being a kind of joint trophy, was generously thrown into the company by Jenks,
notwithstanding his greater claims to the animal, without any charge to Timothy whatever. Jenks was a
notable schemer. He having but a small farm, which did not require all his time to manage it, had generally,
tor the last several vears, taken two or three trips a year in pedling goods for a neighboring merchant; and he
was now calculating to take one of these pedling voyages as soon as he had finished his harvesting. But as
soon as he thought of the above mentioned plan, he concluded to forego his ordinary fall pedling trip, and
engage in this, where he believed there would be a chance of greater gain, though he knew there would be
considerable hazard: and for this reason he rather undertake the enterprise with some one who would run the
risk of loss with him, and believing that Timothy's personal appearance and gifts of speech might make him
highly serviceable to the company, he now entered heartily into this scheme, ostensibly for the benefit of our
hero privately for his own.

The next day the bargain was matured in all its parts, and all the necessary writings drawn. Timothy gave
Jenks twelve dollars for half of the waggon, and twenty—five for an equal share of the horse the latter,
though an excellent stout horse, was lacking of an eye, and for that reason had been named Cyclops by the
late school-master of the district, who being a Freshman at Burlington University, when he taught the school
the winter before, had drawn this name from the vast depths of his classic lore, and bestowed it on the old
horse in reward for his good service in carrying him and his girl ten miles to a quilting.
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The time for starting was now fixed by our two friends at just one fortnight ahead; and for the interim
Timothy agreed to work for Jenks to enable him to complete his harvesting, and be ready at the time.

While making these preparations for the intended journey, the regular monthly meeting of the lodge came
round, when Jenks told Timothy that there was one degree in Masonry to which he was now entitled, and
which might prove of great advantage to him on their contemplated journey: and he would advise our hero to
take it it was called the Secret Monitor, or Trading Degree. He, himself, had found it of great service.
Accordingly, at the lodge—meeting, after the lodge was closed, this degree was privately conferred upon
Timothy, the obligation of which, as it discloses the principles and eminent advantages of this invaluable step
in masonry, [ must beg leave to insert at length. It is as follows:

"I, A. B., of my own free will and accord, in presence of Almighty God, do hereby and hereon, most
solemnly and sincerely promise and swear, that I will keep and conceal all the secrets belonging to the Secret
Monitor; that I will not communicate this to any one except it be to a true and lawful brother, Master Mason
or Masons, whom [ shall have reason to believe will conform to the same. 1 further promise that | will caution
a brother Secret Monitor by word, token or sign, when | shall see him do, or about to do, or say anything
contrary to the true principles of Masonry. [ further promise that I will caution a brother Secret Monitor by
word, token or sign, when [ shall see him do, or about to do, or say anything contrary to his own interest,
either in buying or selling, or any other way. | further promise, that when so cautioned, | will pause and
deliberate upon the course I am about to pursue. I further promise, that I will help, aid and assist a brother
Secret Monitor, by introducing him into business, sending him custom, or any other manner in which I may
cast a penny in his way. | further promise, that [ will commit this obligation to memory immediately, or as
soon as possibly consistent. All which I promise and swear, with a firm and steadfast resolution to perform
the same: binding myself under no less penalty than to have my heart pierced through by the arrow of an
enemy, or to be left alone without a friend to assist in the day of trouble. So help me God, and keep me
steadfast to perform the same."

Such were the matchless beauties of this honorary degree of a Master Mason, which our hero now received
with no less pride than admiration! Nor was this the only honor conferred on him that evening. About the
middle of the evening the Master of the lodge was called home by the sudden illness of his wite, when the
unexpected honor of presiding over the lodge devolved on Timothy; and nobly did he sustain himself in
discharging the functions of that high station. After this meeting Jenks and Timothy proceeded to more
immediate preparations for their expedition. At the suggestion of Jenks, they run up about twenty pounds of
tallow and bees—wax into black—balls, using wheat—smut to give the tallow a coloring. They then put up
about a dozen junk—bottles of common water, squeezing the juice of a few elder—berries into one, wild turnip
into another, and peppermint or wild annis into a third, and so on, to give them some peculiar tint or taste, no
matter what; and labelling these bottles all with different names and epithets, such as "certain cure for
consumption,” "cure for corns," &c. &c. These and various other domestic manufactures were prepared and
put up for pedling on the way. A large box fitted to the waggon, and properly aried with gimblet—holes, was
made to accommodate Boaz; while due care was bestowed upon him to perfect his accomplishment before
introducing him into the world: all of which, having now become nearly grown to the size of ordinary bears,
and well nurtured in intellect, he acquired with surprising readiness and docility.

CHAPTER IX.

"Love's but an ague that's revers'd,
Whose hot fit takes the patient first;
That after burns with cold as much

As iron in Greenland does the touch."”
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Nature, it is sometimes said, often smiles auspiciously on those undertakings which are fraught with

important benefactions to man. When the birds flew to the right, the chickens fed well, and Sol unveiled his
smiling features, then, and then only would the sagacious old Romans commence any important undertaking.

In what direction the birds flew, on the morning that our two friends set forth on their journey, it was not
noticed: but certain it is, that the numerous brood of dame Jenks' chickens manifested no lack of appetite on
that memorable occasion: and a bright October's sun burst smilingly through the thick and humid mantle of
mist and fog that had closely wrapt, through the night, the head waters of the sluggish Otter, as they applied
the string to the back of old Cyclops, and rattled off on their intended enterprise. The learned Boaz had been
duly boxed and shipped aboard their partnership vehicle, and a stock of provisions laid in, consisting of baked
meats and bread for the biped, and soft corn, sweet apples, and oats, for the quadruped portion of this
distinguished party, which might have served a company of Bedouins for crossing the great desert of Africa.
They did not strike immediately into the main road leading to the west, but by common consent took a
by—road which passed through a thinly inhabited part of the country, and, after a circuit of some half dozen
miles, came into the direct road to New—York. This aberation, indeed, cost old Cycleps four or five

additional miles' travel, but it enabled them wholly to avoid the village of examination—memory, which our
hero had resolved should never again enjoy the light of his presence, and thus saved him from the violation of
vows that both he and his friend, in the present instance, seemed equally anxious to preserve inviolate.

Nothing of particular interest happened to our travellers during their first day's journey. Having their
provisions with them, and not expecting to reap any emoluments by the exhibition of Boaz while in Vermont,
or accumulate much by their exertions as pharmacopolists till they had reached a more gullable people than
those jacks—at—alltrades and professions, the inhabitants of the Green—Mountains, they stopped at neither
private house or tavern during the day; and at night, after a diligent day's drive, they found themselves in the
vicinity of the Hudson, and many miles within that great political bee—hive, the State of New—York, where a
numerous array of proud and luxurious queen—bees are generously allowed all the honey for governing the
“workies.'

About dark they hauled up at the door of a kind of farmer's tavern, situated adjacent to a pine plain, which
was now on fire, while the country for some miles round was enveloped in a dense cloud of smoke, through
which a thousand lights from stump and tree were beginning to twinkle with the gathering shades of the
approaching evening. The landlord, an easy, though rather of a sneaking looking personage, came out, with
his pipe in his mouth, and greeted our travellers as they drove up to the door. Our hero immediately leaped
out of the waggon, and, with a dignity of demeanor suitable to his elevated standing in masonry, returned the
salutation of the host, while at the same time, seizing the hand of the latter, he gave him a hearty grasp.
"Whata d1ofa grip you have, stranger!"” said the landlord, as wincing with pain he withdrew his own
passive hand from the vice—like squeeze of Timothy's fingers "You must be a southerner, I guess, for they
always shake hands with a fellow whether they have ever seen him before or not; but they don't knudge in
among a body's knuckles so, as [ knows of." “Ah! he has never been admitted to the glorious light of
masonry,' thought Timothy, with a sigh.

"Landlord," said Jenks, now taking upon himself the character of spokesman, "we should like to put up with
you to—night provided we can pay you in our way, and we are willing to give you an excellent bargain."

“Your way?' asked the other, giving a suspicious glance at the waggon, "your way! what mought that be, if I
may be so bold?'

"Why." replied Jenks, "we have a live bear for show, and"

‘A live bear!” peevishly interrupted the man "Pho! pish! pshaw!'
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"Yes, a fine one! but hear me," said Jenks, somewhat abashed at the other's sneers "hear me through: we ask
twenty—five cents a person for a sight, and if you will keep us, you, and all your family, shall see the animal,
which, | presume, will amount to much more than the reckoning; so you will be making quite a spec!"

"A curious spec that!" said the landlord 'T would give about three skips of a flea to see your bear | was out to

a great hunt on the mountains the other day, and help'd kill four as loud bears as ever was seen: But 1 won't ax
any thing better than money for your keeping; and that you have enough of, I'll warrant. Come, come, none

of your Yankee tricks for me I used to be a Yankee myself once, and understand a thing or two about their
contrivances to get along on the road.’

At this declaration, which conveyed the startling intelligence that their host was a fellow—countryman, our
travellers concluded to say no more about Boaz by way of paying their fare, but to put up on the offered
conditions; so, after seeing Cyclops well stabled and fed, and Boaz safely locked up in the barn, they all went
into the house, and entered into conversation.

"Would it not," said Timothy, as the landlord left the room for a moment, "would it not, Brother Jenks, be
more complaisant with the dignity of our station to take some hot digestibles to—night? My appetite begins to
be somewhat excruciating, and I propound that we take a supper like gentlemen."”

"My appetite, under such circumstances, would have been as keen as yours before I was married, I presume,
Timothy.' replied the other, glancing, with a comical smile. at a rosy—cheeked girl in the next room, on whom
our hero's eyes had been all the while rivited, "and as itis, [ have no objection to what you say.’

The landlord then entering the room, a supper was accordingly bespoken, and while it was in preparation the
garrulous host took a seat with his guests, and resumed his discourse.

"So, you are from old Varmount, you say," began mine host. "Well, I was original born in Cornetercut.”

"Ah! said Jenks, “then I don't wonder you understand so much about Yankee contrivances, as you call them:
Did you ever follow the business of pedling?'

"Not by a jug—full, Mister,"” replied the other "l never was one of your wooden nutmeg fellers, 1'll warrant
it. But I peddled love and larnin to some purpose when I fust come to York State, I tell ve he—he he!"

"Why, how was that?" asked Jenks.

"I was goin' to tell you," said the host. "As soon as 1| got my edifercation parfect, | steered for York State,

and teached in one of the low counties among the Dutch till | got acquainted with a young wider with an only
darter, when we soon struck up a bargain, and moved up to this farm, which fell to her as her portion out of
her father's estate, and here we all are, pretty well to do in the world, as you may say."

"We don't make our fortunes quite so easy as that in Vermont,' observed Jenks.

"No," rejoined the other, "l never could see how you all contrive to live in that cold, barren, out—of—the—way
region. Why, | once travelled a piece into the Green—Mountains about the middle of June, and going by a
log—hut, I saw a man planting potatoes with his great coat on, it was then about ten oclock in the

forenoon. At sundown I returned by the same place, & found the man to work digging his potatoes up
again. So, thinking this was rather queerish, 1 stopped and axed him what he was doing that for, when he
said he didn't dare to trust his potatoes in the ground over night for fear they would freeze! he did, as true as
my name is Jonas Bidwell he—he he!"
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"Was that,' retorted Jenks, somewhat nettled at the taunt thus thrown at his native state, as well as at the
boisterous and self—applauding laugh of the landlord at his happy delivery of this witty story, “was that about
the time when the Yorkers were so anxious to possess "this cold, barren, out—of—the—way place,’ that they
came on in large numbers and tried to drive the owners from their farms, so that they could live there
themselves, but getting handsomely basted with beech clubs, or beech—sealed as it was called, retreated as
fast as their legs would carry them, leaving the Green—Mountain Boys to enjoy the sour grapes to
themselves?'

"] don't know any thing about that," said the landlord, still chuckling at his own story "but the
potatoes he—he he!"

‘But the Beech—Sealers.' rejoined Jenks, imitating the tone of the other "what a cold, barren place Vermont
has ever since been with the Yorkers! ha—ha ha!'

Just at this moment the landlady, a short, fat, chubby figure, that would have rolled down a hill one way as
well as the other, came waddling into the room, stopping every two or three steps to take breath, or a fresh
puff at her pipe, "Shonas!" said she, addressing her husband, as she dropped into her chair with a force that
shook the whole house, "Shonas! Pe Cot! You look tam vell here in ter house ven ter vire ish purnin all mine
vinter crain up! I can take care dese Cot tam Yankee petlars ash petter ash you. So pe off to vatch ter vire all
night, or ter hell take yer!"

The obedient husband, who had sunk into silence the moment his bigger half made her appearance, no sooner
heard the promulgation of this ukase than he took his hat and sneaked out of the house to his appointed task.
The landlady then entertained our travellers with many a story about her farm, which "Shonas," she said, "a
coot fellow enough, help her carry on;" and enlarged with much apparent interest on her stock of cattle,
giving even the pedigree of her calves and colts, and finally wound up the history of her prospects by saving,
"Tank mine Cot, | havn't seen ter pottom of mine milk—tup dese twenty years!"

This last observation our travellers better understood when they sat down to supper, which in the meanwhile
had been announced as ready, and which consisted, among other things, of bonnyclabber, a favorite dish with
the Dutch. They, it is said, always keep a tub in one corner of the pantry, for the purpose of making and
keeping this sine qua non of their tables; it being manufactured by adding every day a quantity of new milk,
always leaving, when they use out of it, (unless forced by necessity to use the whole) a portion of the old in
the bottom of the tub to turn these daily additions into this delectable beverage. Hence the Dutchman's
thermometer of prosperity is his milk—tub.

At supper, our travellers were attended by the landlady's daughter, to whom allusion has before been made.
Nature, as regarded the family stock, here seemed to be in a process of rapid improvement, without being
very badly cramped for room for her operations; for the daughter, in features, was to the mother, after making
every reasonable allowance for the ravages of time, as Hebe to Hecate. But aside from this, and difference of
diameter, if a gauger's term be admissible in this connection, the girl was a chip of the old block, which she
abundantly proved by retorting all the jokes cracked upon her by her guests with a spirit equalled only by the
refinement and delicacy of her language. Our hero being the young man of the party, and having been
somewhat smitten from the first by her appearance withal, particularly attempted to display his gallantry; all
of which she met with such jocose freedom that he proceeded with her to the highest pitch of sociability; and,
by the time that supper was over, and the table cleared off, he began to feel, as she turned her little twinkling
black eyes upon him, rather queer about the inwards. Jenks now going out to see to old Cyclops and Boaz,
left our enamored swain to the enjoyment of more privacy with his spanking sweetheart an opportunity
which he did not fail to improve; and soon getting into a romp with her, he became emboldened to throw out
hints which most damsels, who reckon themselves among the household of Diana, might have perhaps
resented. Not so, however, with the lively Katreen; for she, like most of her country—women, 1 believe, not
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holding to restricting the liberty of debate on one subject more than another, met Timothy more than half way
in all his advances; and, as far as words were concerned, fairly beat him on his own ground. By the time they
had been performing their domestic waltz half an hour or so, our hero could have sworn he was in love, with
as clear a conscience as Uncle Toby had done before him, after the rubbing operation by the soft hand of
Widow Wadman. By the way, | wonder if the fashionable dances, known by the appellation of waltzes, did
not originate in a hint taken from Uncle Toby's courtship. I can think of no other supposition so probable
when the similar operations and results of the two performances are fairly considered.

Jenks now coming in, deprived Timothy of further opportunity of prosecuting his suit at this time, and of
making some direct propositions which he was about to do when thus interrupted in his amorous parlance,
and which, he had no doubt would be favorably received.

It was now bed—time, and our hero was reluctantly compelled to retire with Jenks, leaving his conquest, as he
believed, on the very point of its achievement. Their sleeping apartment was one of the front rooms of the
house, the other front room being used as the bar—room, while a long room in the rear of these, answering the
purpose of kitchen, bed, and dining—room, completed the ground work of the building, which was of one
story with a Dutch roof, and a long, low piazza in front.

As soon as our travellers were by themselves in their sleeping—room, Jenks at once proceeding to disrobe
himselt, began talking on the subject of their journey, while Timothy, taking a chair, and, without seeming to
heed the observations of his companion, sat some time silent and abstracted. On perceiving this, the former
inquired the cause; and, after pumping and rallying him awhile, succeeded in reviving his usual
ingenuousness, and making him confess the reason of his sudden entrancement. Just at this time, our hero,
with the quick ears of love, caught the sounds of the footsteps of his fair one in the chamber above him
bustling about in preparation for bed. The ancients represented the god of love as blind a wight, of course,
who never looked before he leaped. By this, nothing more was intended, doubtless, than that he was
considered a rash, short—sighted and foolish fellow; but I have frequently suspected, from his so often
deliberately instigating his devotees to acts which result in their total discomfiture, and from the design so
often apparent in the mischief which he seems to delight in occasioning, that this deity is much more of a
knave than a numb—skull; and that this, after all, is the only reason why

"The course of true love never did run smooth."

Timothy, having noticed that there were several windows in the roof of the house within reaching distance of
the top of the piazza, and knowing that one of these must open from the chamber of his charmer, now formed
the chivalrous project of scaling the outward walls which enclosed the bright prize of his affections. This
resolution was no sooner taken than communicated to his companion.

"These Dutch minxes," coolly observed the latter, "are clear pepper—pots for grit; and if this one should
happen to take a snuff at your climbing up to her window, Tim, I would not warrant your pate from all
damage short of money."

"0, no trouble there,' said the other eagerly, “for | have ascertained for an intense certainty that she has taken
a most amorous conviction for me.’

"It may be as you suppose," rejoined Jenks, "for 1 saw that you and she were as thick as two cats in a bag, in
the supper—room; but have you thought, Brother Timothy, of the possibility of your violating your masonic

obligations if you go on in this affair? How do you know that this girl is not a Master Mason's daughter?"

"Why!' replied our hero, "I gave the old man as derogatory a grip as ever was given fo a brother, when we
first met him at the door, and he returned it no more than the most dormant cowan in existence!'
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"Well, but her own father," said Jenks, "is dead perhaps he wasa Mason."

Allowing your conjectural supposition to be true,' observed the other, somewhat staggered, “do you think the
obligation was meant to be amplified and distended to a Mason's wife or daughter after he is dead?'

"[ rather think," replied the elder votary of mystic morality, "that the obligation does not bind us, in this
respect, after a brother's death; though it doubtless would extend to a brother's widow in a matter of charity.
But you are on sure ground for another reason, which [ guess you never thought of, Timothy. The oath says,
‘yvou shall not violate a brother Master's wife, sister or daughter, krnowing them to be such.! Now, when you
don't know that a woman is a relation to a brother of such a degree, you can't of course infringe on your
obligation, whatever you may do. So you see you are safe in this case; but I thought [ would see how you
would get along with my questions. Thus you see that our obligations, when you come to look at their true
meaning, are not so rigid after all; for even at the worst, this caution applies only to Masters' relations; and as
to the female connections of Entered Apprentices and Fellow—Crafts, I know of nothing in masonry that
forbids us to meddle with them if we wish, much less as regards all the rest of the sex who have not the
honor to be related to Masons of any degree; for to enjoy ourselves with these is, | take it, one of the
privileges that masonry bestows on her trusty followers."

Timothy, who had been somewhat startled by the naming of his masonic obligations, and once or twice
perplexed by the questions thus unexpectedly put to him on the subject which occupied his mind, was now
happily relieved from his doubts and misgivings by the explanation of his more experienced masonic friend,
and, entirely coinciding with the latter in opinion respecting the latitude which his obligations implied, began
in earnest to think of his nocturnal enterprise.

As soon, therefore, as all was quiet below, of which he was soon assured by hearing the old lady pitch the
pipes of her nasal melody, he crept carefully out of the front door, and, after taking a hasty observation at the
heights to be surmounted, and the situation of the window that opened into his fancied Elysium, he began to
climb a post of the piazza. This, after a hard struggle, he happily effected. Being now on the top of the piazza,
which was almost flat, he found no difficulty in walking along till he came under the window in question.
Here he paused to consider what might be the most suitable manner of making known his presence to the fair
object of his visit, As soon as he had made up his mind upon this delicate, though important subject, and
screwed up his courage to the sticking point, he reached up, and, taking hold of the window stool, and bracing
his feet against the steep slant of the roof beneath it as he mounted, raised himself till he could look into the
window, which, it being a warm night, the unsuspicious occupant had fortunately left open. "Now," said
Timothy, in a whispered ejaculation, "now may the gods of love and masonry inspire me." And, for the
double purpose of awakening the respectful admiration of his charmer by making known his masonic quality,
and at the same time enrapturing her with the melody of verse, he commenced chanting, in the soft, winning
accents of love, one of those delicate and beautiful little stanzas of masonic poesy which are forever the pride
and boast of mystic minstrelsy

"To Masons and to Masons' bairns, And women both with wit and charms Who love to lie in Masons' arms."

"The bitches! | wish they were dead caterwauling round the house all night," muttered the half—roused
sleeper, between dreaming and thinking.

Our hero, feeling somewhat mortified in finding that his own sweet notes should be mistaken by his drowsy
inamorata for the music of some nocturnal band of feline performers, and perceiving by her snoring that she
was again relapsing into slumber, resolved to regale her ears with a livelier strain, though with a text no less
beautiful and appropriate:
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"Then round the circle let the glass, Yet in the square, convivial pass; And when the sun winds o'er the lea
Each lass shall have Aer jubilee.”

"That aint the cats!" exclaimed the damsel in tones of alarm, starting up in her bed, "what's that in the
window! Who are you?"

‘O it is I, replied Timothy, with a most affectionate simpering of voice "it is only I, the gentleman who had
the connubial conversation with you in the supper—room, and could not rest for thinking of the pelucid
embellishments of your charms.'

"And what," replied the girl, who had become thoroughly awake during this gallant speech, "and what, Mr.
Pelucid Embellishment, do you want here? It strikes me that you won't be much more apt to rest, if you stay
here long, than you would in your own room where you ought to be."

'O, celestial charmer!' exclaimed our hero, ‘do not cause my extraction forever! [ know your internals must
bleed with the most amorous propensities for my anxious condition! | am a high Mason; and

"We're true and sincere  We all love the fair  They'll trust us on any occasion.”

"Well, Sir," said Katreen coolly, "if you are one of those wise fellers that strut about with aprons as solemn as
a pack of old women at a granny—gathering, 7 will trust you on this occasion with a secret: do you want |
should tell it?"

"0, I should be extremely extatic to hear it,’ replied Timothy, overjoyed at this supposed symptom of her
relenting.

"Well, then," said she, in no very mild accents, "if you, Sir, don't make yourself scarce in two minutes, I'll
give you something that will make you keep as long as a pickled lobster! that's all."

"0, you lily of cruelty!" exclaimed our swain, 'O, don't retard my congenial anxieties, but let me come in: I
shall propagate no noise.'

"No, nor any thing else, I guess," said she, tartly; "but I shall though," she continued, leaping out of bed, "I
shall though scamp of impudence! Will you be gone?"

But Timothy, notwithstanding the ominous tones of her voice, and the rather unloving nature of her remarks,
which might, perhaps, have discouraged one of a less gallant and sanguine disposition, still persisted in
thinking that she was merely joking, and not believing that she could seriously be otherwise than enraptured
with him, became the more emboldened as he beheld this fearless daughter of Amsterdam standing in her
night—clothes beside her bed, apparently waiting his approach; and he began to make a movement to climb
into her window. Perceiving this, she sharply bid him desist, or he should repent it. Timothy begged her not
to speak so loud, lest she should raise the folks in the house.

"T can help myself, I thank you," she replied, "without calling any assistance; and I will do it too, to your
sorrow."

Our hero hearing that she did not wish to alarm the house, and feeling no great apprehensions on any other
scote, now boldly began to mount the window; but scarcely had he thrust his head over the threshold of his
fancied paradise, when, {shade of Dean Swift, inspire me to tell it!) the hidden reservoirs of that paradise
were suddenly uncapt a masked battery was unexpectedly opened upon the unconscious victim, and its
projected torrent of liquid wrath, coming with fatal aim, met him full in the face with a force that nearly
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swept him from the window—stool with the shock!

"There! take that, stupid puppy!" exclaimed the gentle angel within, "and if that an't enough, I've got another
in store for you. It will be quite an addition to your pelucid embellishments, 1 apprehend.”

"Then Cupid shriek'd, and bade the house farewell."

Reader! did you ever shoot a squirrel in a tree—top? If you have, and noticed how suddenly he fell from his
hold as the messengers of death reached his heart, then you may form some idea how quickly our hero
dropped from the window on to the piazza below on receiving this deadly shot trom the fortress of his
charmer.

Almost all diseases, in this age of physiological research, have their specific remedies: and why not love
among the rest? But when Byron, in his wicked wit, while treating of the antidotes of this complaint, said or
sung "But worst of all is nausea or pain About the lower regions of the bowels, Love who breathes
heroically a vein, Shrinks from the application of hot towels," he must have been wholly ignorant, [ think, of
the efficacy of that potion which was thus promptly administered to our hero a potion no sooner taken than
his Cyprian fever, with all its hallucination and burning agonies, left him instantly and forever. The lovely
and the loved one, whom, one moment before, his fancy had invested with all the charms and graces of the
Houri, was now to his disenthralled senses....bah! he could not endure to think of her. His first thoughts were
involuntarily employed in making this metamorphose his second were turned to his own condition: and for
the next half hour, a dark object, in form much resembling our hero, might have been seen standing in the
neighboring brook, busily engaged in something, the accompanying motions of which seemed not much
unlike those attending the ordinary process of washing clothes. But why longer dwell on this sad and singular
catostrophe? Misapprehensions will often occur among the wisest and best; and how then could it be
expected, in the present cese, that a mere country girl could perfectly understand the rights and privileges to
which our hero was duly entitled by the liberal principles and blessed spirit of masonry?

Some physicians have recommended, 1 believe, salt water bathing for promoting sound and healthy slumbers.
I much incline to second the opinion of its efficacy in this respect; and had he, who discovered this remedy,
have wished to extend his fame in this particular, our hero woul