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THE WARWICK WOODLANDS.

MY FIRST VISIT.

—_—

DAY THE FIRST.

Ir was a fine October evening when I was sitting on the back
gtoop of his cheerful little bachelor’s establishimant in Mercer
gtreet, with my old friend and comrade, Henry Archar. Many
a frown of fortune had wo two wasthered out together ; in many
ol her 'hrighu}ﬁt smiles had wu two reavelleid—never was there o
stauncher friend, a merrier compamion, a keener sportsman, or a
better follow, than thiz ssid Warryd and here had we two met,
three thovsand miles from home, after ahinost tem years of
geparation, just the same careless, happy, dare-all do-po-goods
ihat we wera when we parted in 5 Jamess strect—he for the
West, T for the Esstern World - Lie to fll trees, and build log
Limts in the beek-wouds of Cansda,—I to shoot tigers and drink
arrsck punch in the Curnatie.  The world had wagged with us
as with most others : now up, now down, and laid us to, at last,
far enourh from the goal for which we started—so that, as T
have said afready, on landing in New York, laving heard
nul;hing of him for ten years, whom the devea should I tumble
on but that snme worthy, snugly housed, with s neat bachelor’s
ménage, and every thing shipshape about him$—38o, in the
natural ecarse of things, we were at onee inseparables.

Well—as T said before, it was a brizht October eveniog, with
the clear eky, rich sunshine, and brisk breezy freshness, which
indicate that loveliest of the Ameriean months,—dinmer was
over, and with & pitcher of the liquid ruby of Latour, a brace
of half-pint beakers, and a score—my contribution—of thosa
mest exquisite of smokables, the true old Manilla cheroote, we
were consoling the inward man in a way that would have
opened the eyes, with abhorrent admiration, of any advocate
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i WARWICE WOODLANDE.

of that eoldest of comforts—cold water—who shauld have got
a chance peep at cur ennggery.

Suddenly, after a long pause, during which he had been
ﬁﬂmulnLi_ug his ideas by nssiduous r'l..l':llt.lgﬂ.ﬂﬂllj blowing off his
stearn in & long vapory clond that curled a mioute siterward
about his templeg,—* What say you, Frank, to a start to-
morrow I exelaimed Harry,—" and o week's right good shoot-
i » ?‘H .
% Why, az for that," said I, “1 wish for nothing better—but
where the dencs would you go to get shooting

“Never fash your beard, man” he veplicd, “T'll find the
ground and the game o, so you'll find share of the shooting !
—Haolloa! there—Tim, Tim Matloek.™

And in brief space that worthy minister of mine host's
pleasurcs made his appearance, ﬂm{ml.lﬂl:j__l" down his short blael
bair, elipped in the orthodox bowl fashivn, ever his bleff good-
naturcd visage with one band, while he employed i fellow in
hitehing up a pair of most yoluminous anmentionables, of thick
Yorkshire cord.

A charaeter waz Tim—and vow 1 think of it, worthy of leief
deseription.  Dorn, 1 believe—bred, eertaindy, in a hunting
stable, far mora of his life passed in the saddic than clsewhere,
it was wot a little eharacteristic of wy friend Hany to have
sclected Lhis piees of Yorkshire oddity as dis cspecial body
servanl; bol if the choies were queer, 3t was at least suecessful,
for an honester, mors Tuithlful, hard-workineg, and withal, better
Learted, and more humorows varlel never draw curey-comb over
horse-hide, or elothes-brush over Lroad-eloth.

His visagre wae, a8 I have gaid alvendy, Wuff and pood-natured,
with .:.ﬁp:-uir of hazel ayes, of the swallest—but, at the same
time, tha very merricst—Uwinkliog from woder the thick
black eye-brows, which wera the only hairs suffered to gracs his
clean-shaved countenance. An indeseribnble pug nose, and o
good clean cut mouth, with o continual dimple at the left corner,
made up his phiz. For the rest, four feet ten inches did Tim
stard in bis stockings, about two-ten of which wers monopolized
by his baek, the choulders of which would havs done honor to
a six foot pugilist—his Jegs, though short and bowed a hittle
outward, by continual horse exercize, wers right tough serviee-
sble members, and 1 have seen them bearing their owner on
through mud and mire, when straighter, longer, and more fair
proportioned limbs were at an awful discount.
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Dopositing Lis hat then on the fleor, smoothing lds Lair, and
bitehing up his smalls, and striving most laboriously not to grin
till he should have cause, steod Tim, like * Giafar nwaiting hix
gidasler's award [

“Tim I suid Harry Archar—

S8url” said Tio

“ Tim ! Mr. Forester and I arc talking of gong np to-morrow
—what do you say to it "

“Oop yomner i queried Tim, in the most extraordinary
'\\resi-Riﬂillg Yorkshire, indicating the divection, by pointing his
right thumb over his leit shonlder—* Weel, Ay'za nought to say
abost it—not Ay "

# 8k | the caltla are all mghl and the waran ih g(md trim,
and the dogs in exercise, are they 17

“Ay'se warrant um P

* Well, then, have all ready for astart at six fo-morrow,—-
put Mr. Forcsier's Manton alongzide my Joe Bpuring in the
top tray of tha éase, my single pun and my doubls rifle 1o the
Lower, and =ee the rﬂﬁguz'tuu well filled—the Thamond Fun-
powder, you know, from Mr. Broosh's  Yeu'll put np what
Mr, Forester will want, for a week, yon kpew—ho does net
Enow the cowntry yefy, Tim ;—and, hark vou, what wine have I
at Tom Drraw’s

¥ Mo bul o ease of claret™

ST thought so, then away with you! down to the Davon's
And ot two baskots of the Btar, and stop at Fulten Market, and
get thy hest balf hundred round of spiced boef you enn find—
and then o vp o Siwrke’s ab the Oclaoon, znd pel a pallon
at his ol Ferintosh—tluat's al!1 Tionn—afl withs yuul—Eu] ﬂLl.'IE'I
a mwinute!” and he filled up 2 besker and hunded i o the
original, who, shutting both his eyes, suflered the fragrant claret
to rolt down his gulict in the most scientific fashion, and then,
with whal he ealled & bow, torned right about, and exik

The sun rose bright ow the next morning, and half an honr
before the appointed time, Tim entered my bed-chamber, with
a cup of mocha, and the intelligence that * Measter had been
oop thiz hour and better, and did na like to be kept waiting I"—
0 up I jumped, and scarcely hnd got through the business of
rigging myseif, before the rattle of wheels annguneed the arrival
of the wagon.

And a model was that shooting wazon—a long; lizht-bodied
bog, with a low ruil—a high seat and dash in front, and a low
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servant’s geat behind, with lots of room for fonr men and as
many dogs, with guns and luggage, and all applianees to boot,

h to last a month, stowed away out of sight, and ot of
reach of weather.  The nags, both nearly thorough-bred, fifteen
two inches high, stout, clean-limbed, active anir the offside
borse a gray, almost snow-white—the near, a dark chestout, near-
Iy Llack—with square docks setting admirably off their beautiful
round qunrters,!’cijigh eresta, small blood-like heads, and long
thin manes—spoke volemes for Tim's stable scienee ; for though
their ribs were shohtly visible, their muoscles were well filled,
and hard as granste., Their coats glanced in the sunshine—tha
white’s Jike statuary marble; the chestnut's like high polished
copper—in shori the whole turn-out was perfeet,

The neat black barness, velieved merely by a crest, with every
strap that could be needed, in its place, sned not one buckls or
ome thong superfluous ; the briglt steel curbs, with the chains
jingling as the horses tossed and pawed impationt for a start;
the tapering holly whip; the bear-skins covering the seats; the
top-coats spread above them-—every thing, in a word, without
bordering on the slang, was perfectly corrget and gnostie

F¥our dops—a beaee of setters of the hrht sctive breed, ona
of which will out-work a besee of the hrge, lompy, heavy-
headed dogs,—one red, (ba other white and Jiver, both with
black noses, their leps and sterns ]:Eallﬁfui]}r feathared, and their
hair, glossy and smooth s silk, showing their excellent condition
—and & broce of Ehﬂﬂ-hggetl, bouy, liver-colored spanicls—
with their heads thrust one nbove the other, over or through
the railings, and their tails waring with impatient joy—ocenpied
the after portion of the wagon.

Tim, ngged in plain gray froek, with leathers and white tops,
stood, in Lrue tiger fashion, at the horses' heads, with the fore-
finger of his right hand resting upon the curb of the gray horse,
ns with his left he robbed the nose of the chestnut; whils
Harry, eigar in month, was standing at the wheel, reviewing
with a steady and exporienced eye the mear, which seamed to
give him perfect satisfaction.  The moment I appeared on the
sle
. “ln with you, Frank-—in with you,” he exclaimed, disengag-
ing the hand-reins from the terrets into which they had been
throst, * 1 have been waiting liere these five minutes, Jump
up, Tim 1"

And, gathering the reins up firmly, he mounted by the wheel,
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tucked the top-coat about his legs, shook out the long Jash of
his tandem whip, and lapped it up in good style.

“I always drive with one of these"—he said, half spologeti-
eally, as I thought—*"they are so handy on the road for the
cur dogs, when you have setters with yoti—they plague your
liﬁz:.nut. else, Have you the pistol-case in, Tim, for 1 doo't see
itt

“ANl raight, sur,” answered he, not over well pleased, as it
seemed, that it should even be suspected that he could have
forgotten any thing—"All raight "

“Go along, then,” cried Harry, and at the word the high
bred nams went off ; and though my friend was too good and
toe old a hand to worry his cattle at the begioning of a long
day's journey—many minntes had not passed before we found
ourselves on board the ferry-boat, steamivg it merrily towards
the Jersey shore,

“A quarter pust six to the mivnte" said Harry, as we landed
at Hoboken, ]

“Let Shot and Chase run, Tim, but keep the spauieks in till
we pass Hackenzsack.”

“Awa wi ve, ya rascals” exelnimed Tim, sand put went the
high blooded dnga b i the iustant, Fellihg anil jnmping n
delight about the horses—and off’ we went, through the long
sandy strest of Ifoboken, lewving the private raee-course of
that stanch sportaman, Mr, Stevens, on the lefi, with several
powerful horses taking their walking exereise in their neat body
clothes,

¥ That puts me in mind, Frank,” 2aid Harry, as he ealled my
attention to the thorough-breds, “we must be hack next Tuesday
for the Beacon Rocoe—ilie new course ip thers on the |1'|1I;
you can see the steps that lead to it—and now is nol this
lovely ' he continged, as we mounted the first ridge of Wee-
lhawken, and looked back over the besutiful broad IIndsom,
gemmed with a thouzand snowy sails of craft or shipping—"1s
not this Jovely, Frank1 and, by the ]'H'fuu will say, when we
get to our journey's end, you never drove through pretiier
seenery in your life, Get away, Bob, you wvillain—nibbling,
mibbling at your curb! get away, lads "

And away we went at a right rattling pace over the hills,
and throvgh the cedar swamp; and, passing through a toll-
gate, stopped with a sudden jerk at a long low tavern on the
left-hand side.
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“TWe must stop here, Frank. My old friend, Ingliss, a bro-
ther triggzer, too, would think the world was coming to an end
if 1 drove by—twenty-nine minutes thess six miles,” he added,
looking at his watch, * that will do! Now, Tim, look sharp—
just a sup of water! Good duy—good day to you, Mr. In-
rliss+ now for a glass of your milk punch”—and mine bost
Sisappﬁmd, and in a moment came forth with two rummers of
the delicious eompound, a big bright lump of ice bobbing about
in each amorg the nutmeg.

“ What, off again for Orange county, Mr. Archeri I waa
telling the old woman yestorday that we should have you by
bufore long ; well, you'll find cock pretty plenty, L expect ; there
waz a chap by here from Ulster—let me sce, what day was it—
Friday, I guess—with produce, aud e was telling, they have had
ng cold snap yet up there | Thank you, sir, good laek to you L

And ofl we went again, along a level rond, crossing the broad,
slow river from whence it takes its name, into the town of Hack-
ensack,

“We breakfast here, Frank”™—az he pulled vp bencath the
low Duteh shed projectiny over half the road in front of the
neut tayern—*" Ilow are you, Mr. Vanderbeck—we wanl a beef-
stexk, and a cup of ten, us quick as you can give it na; welll
make the tea ourselves ; Wring in the black tes, Tim—the nags
as usual.” .

“Ave! aye! surf”—* Ll them ont—Ileave t' Linrness on, ell
but their bridles"—to an okl gray-headed hosler. * Whisp off
their legs a bit; Ay will be oot engo [”

After a3 good a breakfust as fresh emes, rool covutey bresd—
worth fem times the poor trash of city Hﬂ]mrs—]rﬁmc butter,
cream, and o fat steak conld furnish, at a r.lmuil rate, and with
a civil and oblizing landlovd, away we went again vver the red-
hills—an infernal ugly road, sandy, and rough, andd stony—ior
ten miles further to New Prospect.

“Now you shall see some scencry worth looking at)' said
Harry, a3 we sturted again, afier watering the horses, and taking
in a bag with a peck of oats—"to feed at three o'clock, Frank,
when we =top to grub, which must do al fresco—" my friend
explained—-* for the landlord, who kept the only tavern on the
road, wenl YWest this summer, bit by the land mania, and there
is now no stopping place "twixt this and Warwick,” naming the

%ﬂ"ﬂ%: for which we were bound., “ You got that beef builed,
im ¥



