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CHAPTER L.
OF WHICH THE EEADER EHALL EKOW THE FURFOET.

Srawpineg near the south-snst oorner of the Aster House,
at dusk, in a November drizzle, locking at the river of
mud, through which the feets of omniboses were dash-
ing, and waiting for an opportunity to ford the perilous
pagsage so as to make my way to Ann street, I parceived
st length a momentury opeming. Throe siages wers
coming up abreast, on a fall trob—four were coming
down Broadway, all in the full sxcitement of our deily
races. The mod, of unknown depth, but seft consistence,
wus spattering in every direetion. In apother instamt
the w{:nle- space, mow for the momert open, would be
filled with wheels and horesa. A slip of the foot, » sprain
of the enkle, and I should be trodden on and run over.
But the man who wishes to cross Broadwey muest have
courage, a firm foot, a careful eye, and above all a rapid
step. There is no telling how much the present state
of Brosdway is doing to exelt the character of our eiti-
zens. A men necostomed to crossing Broadway would
think nothing of leading a forlorn hope through the
trenches to storm a battery. Wa ghall have plenty of
good soldiers when we need them-—thanks to our worthy
corporation !

A good opportunity should not be lost. The space
was clear, na I said, but it might not be again for haif an
hooe. I placed my fost firmly upon the curb.stone—]
sprang forward. The three up-bound steges were at
leawt twenty foet off<I was clear of the noses of the frst
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pair of horses coming down—I only felt the breath of the
next—I dived under the pole of another omnibus, and wae
already congratulating myself vpon my escape, when a
shout reached me—I felt the mud spattering in my face,
and with a desperate spring forward, I just cleared the
horses of an omnibus coming down Park Row, and found
myself almost knocked over by the wheels of another,
which wae thundering down the same evemue—that is,
it would have thundered had net the wheels been mufiled
by the mud,

It was & narrow escape—and the stapes from the in-
tersecting streel wers more than I had caleulated for.
But I was over. My life had one peril the less. Had
the worthy Mr. Hague cast my heroseope, he would have
found that this conjunction of omnibuses corresponded
with some ominous eonjunction of plansts, no douht.

Arnd now I come to the important matter. Courage,
firmness, skill and luck should oot be called into action
for nothing, When Leander swam the Hellespont he
found u hero. Lord Byron swam it, and he wanted a
hero, too. [ found what was much better—that, without
which heross and heroines would not avail me. I found
& publisher,

Yes; me I landed, breathless, upon the walk; as the
tones of that city Brass Bend, playing that eternal walte,
in Barnum’s balcony, siruck on my ear, thers came a big
bend vpan my shoulder, and the exclamation ;—

“Well, Old Fellow! how are youl—give us a wag of
your bones! Why! you are all over mud!”

“Bah! that's nothing, I am glad to keep my bones
wholo. Tt looked doubtul for a*second or two. Mud will
rub off—but whet's the nows? How is literatara "

“Coming up, now that the election ia over. The
country is eafs, and people will find time lo read again.
You can't do better than to give ug something 1"

“How gol"”

“Why, all your books have sold first rate. They
wore out of print six mopths ago, and you can’t get a
copy for love or money. You should have ot me print
a second edition of the leat one.”

“I had much vather give you another.”
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“Had you? Well, by Julivs Cwezr! it would sell.
We can get pif ten thousend, essy, you only give it a
good title,”

“Pray,*what's the odds about & title] A good book
should he read if it had oo title at all.”

“RBhould be! TYos, bt it would not. 1 bad rather
bave a poor book with a good title than the best thing
in the world without something to exoite the curiosity,
Every book sells at first on the credit of ita name, or its
author's reputation. Give us a good hook—but be sure
and give it & good til]ﬂ—-amnathm&lthal will make people -
pick it up—eomething to pique ﬁlrmmm:ty Throw
in & little dash of voluptucusneas——"

“Oh1”

“Yen, but make it very moral ot the latter end. A
bad book with a good wwoaral to wind up with, is like a
reformed rakes; the women ray that he mekes the hest
bushapd.”

“ What does your wife think of it1"

“8he believes it—and wishes that I would reform.™

“WThere it is. If & reke ever would reform, theps
might bs something in the marin.”

“(h, they do—thers iz the whole Native American
corporation ; the ED for reform, every one of them; dog
my cats if they don’t.”

“They sre oppozed to foreign mfluence 1

“ Yes—death on the Pope, and down on the [rish.”

“In favor of protection to American industry, are thﬁ'ﬂ‘"
th:(}‘urtu.uﬂ];—ﬁmuncanu ean do their own voting and .

ir own fghting—work up their own cotlon and chew
their own tobacco.”

“Vory well, sir; vory well. Bomohody has zaid, Let
me make the songs of a people and I care not who makes
their lews, That was said of the duye when nearly all a
nation’s litersture was contained in its ballads, A hoole
has more influence than a song, and nineteen-dwentisths
of the books upon your shelves are written hy foreigners.
Your Native American Magistrate, fearing forei mﬂu
ence, turns a German out of employment, and drives
ecore of Irish apple-women from the walks around ﬂ:-a
Park, making s pressura in peanuts, and & crisis in candy;
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snd then publishes tweniy thousand copies of an English
high tory beok, which are sent into every village in the
mmm corrupt the principles of our youth, fill them
notions of n.rlltucmtu‘: 3landur, add with dis-
gust at their own simple form of government. How
many Irish hod-carriers would have as mueh influence as
.ﬂ.ﬂmn, or the author of Ten Thousand & Yeart"”
“Comsiderable of & heap, L guess.”
“ And then for protection. The importers of foreign
_calicoss have to pay for them—or pmmmata pey at least,

ndjutmmmunmﬂ:&mm: the besl, over the
watar, But your i of thought pays neither cost
nor duty. You get for n single guines whet cests the
English publisher & thousand, Cotton spinners, sugar
planters, and Lhe owners of coal mines, can be pmtuntnd
at the expense of the whobs people, But the 'wmcr
who writea n book st compete with the
plundered from Englond, France and Germany.”

“Rather hard, I confess, and not very consistent.™

# [t in not very easy to mamuheiwye for & market, fed
wﬂbaﬁﬂ]dmkufmlen vids, It waa a good joke on
Sidney SBmith though, for Philadelphia puablis
pirate his works, he bad been compleining so bit-
tarly of being awindled in their stocks.™

% But that j8 pothing to the purposs. It is aa it ls—
Polk is elected—the country is safe—and if you will outy
write 8 etory and give it a good tile, it will sell. Dog
my eata i’ it wont! o, set about it,”

I walked on to my fvoriie coffee-houss, read my fa-
vorite evening papers, discussed my favorite beverage;
end in the midst of my waking dreams, beth me
of & fow adventures, which, by a little bri togethar
and dﬂ-‘l‘ﬂ-tﬂ-lhﬂ% might mske u pdeeable no atie, with
the title which I bave affited as appropriste. IF it wont
do-=—why, the publishers may christen it themselves.

Reader, kind by courtesy, and 1 hops charitable in
reality, this time, a4 least, hast not skipped the

PREFACE.




RAFFLE FOR 4 WITE. |

A rxmune of awfil reapenaibility comes over the
suthor, when he sits down to write the public. He
speaks to thousawds—io millicns i may be—and, glorious
possibility |—to m:f This is very grand. He
looks for the rostrum from which be ia to address the
vast multitude which he sees thronging around him. His
bosom i filled with an indescribable dread; he feels in
every limb a nervous trepidation. He uses long words,
and incomprehensible sentences, ta convey sublime ab.
siractions; and sll for the want of two or thres commaon.
M":i"g g public? Whe the thousands

hat iz thia iy COIpOse

and the millions! Who will make up posterity? Tom,
Dick, Harry,—8usan, Jans, Sally,—Mr, 8mith and Mrs,
Jones; the grocer cm the next corner; the shos.maker
that beat bis wife last Wednesday ; the gentleman that
drives round the ash-cart; Mrs, Bruce, the e]agmtd-ugi.
ter of a rotired fllow-chamdler; sid Mr. Simpson, the
dashing buck, wkoss venerabls fsther kept o stall for so
mny{em in Fultom market. Al these are very re.
spectable lo in their way ; descendants of Adam and
Eve it is thought, through Noab and his tunily ; and such
as thess, with you and I, make wp the public, and will
makes posterity, if we lst nature have its due course,

The pretty cigar girl, over the way, who amiles so
pleasantly, when she rises to wait vpon a customer, and
then sinks so gracefully into her chair, when she haa
bowed him out, is an intersaticg item in this mass of pub-
lic, and ie sure, quite sure to read my story, 1 can al.
most hear the jingle of her sixpences, deetined to purchass
it. Her bright ayes will bend over the e—her pretty
lipe are parting into » ymila—her hreath, as the

rfome of her wnrivalled * Normes,™ envelopes the vol-
ume. The public varishes—posterity ia ne longer awful.
I see nothing but the rosy-cheeked cigar girl,

It is but g little matier, between us two—a winter's
evening conversation, when there is nothing more attrac.
tive—the pastime of some summer’s day, under a shady
tree, stretched upon the grass, or sitting upon the deck of
a steam boat, or while effocting the wonihilation of time
and space in e rail-road car. The school-boy, bending
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down his hend, in an apparently profound effort to master
& conjugation, may have this page opened heneath his
grammar. The budding Miss, sent early to bed, as bud.
Miusau shonld be, may draw it from soms snng com-
e nt, and lighting with & stolen loco-foco the treas.
ured bit of may let jt shine upon the book, the
tiy night-cap, and the dimpled face, which its ruffled
sitrrounds—a pure and delicate frame for such s
lovely pictare. Delicions fancy | Thought of extacy!
Bince we enjoy sc likle resl, dv not frown wpon wur ima-
ginary bliss.

Homethiog, even now, has been accomplished. By s
slellful stratagem, a g, a8 hecessary to & book as &
blessing to a feast, and genarally as little regarded, has
bnlhlnfhlmﬂmdﬂrs ; and the author, with uﬂfp-owuﬁ.li. effort Dfufn

illiant imegination, and the exertion of greal presence
mind, has broken tharough the awful trepidation which
might otherwise have hindered the full exertion of his
powers, and is now ready, in & new chepter, to begin the
mm to which this may be conside if the virnous
reader have no objections,—

THE INTROPUCTION.




