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PREFACE.

“Yono must have n preface, Bnt ) your hoolt will then e ready,
What shall I writa 7

Well, ef 1 wst, I most; fur I s'pese (he penduckilon ¢ud no
teore show hitsef in publick wifout bol, than o eofiv-maker cud wif
ont hlack clothes, sn' yet what's the wse ove either ove ey in pint ova
gond Aense? Hmells tu me sorter like w doroped bumbas, the hole
ove hit --m lithl liks cuttin ove the Ten Commendmints mtn the rine
ove o warter-million ; hite jist siwshed open an’ the mnside et onten
hil, the rine an' the eommandminds -broke all tn pisces an’ Hung tg
the Liogs, an” never thot ove onst - -them, nmr the “tarnil fool what
eut v (har.  Bat of a orfhor nies” take off hie shoes afare he goos
intn the yuoldick’s poacdor, T reekon T kin do hit wifont darlyio my
faet, fur I hes socks on.

wEmmtimes, Georpe, T wishes T eud read an® write, 3137 5 Bittil ; bt
then hits bey' es hit amy, fur ove all the fools the worild bhes tn contend
wif, the edicated wuns am the wonst ; they breeds nt onbo &Il the
devilment f-gwine on.  But [ wer a-thinkin, of T cud write mysef,
Lik wad then raley beon my book. T jis’ tell yu now, T dou's like the
idear ove yu wrilin o perdnckshun, an® me p-findin the brins.  “Taint
the fost case tho on record Dy a durped site. Tein other men's
bruing i8 ea lawful cg oein thar plander, an' 118" ed common, so I
don't keor much nobow. I dusn't "speck this 'yamxrnu'ducl;s'hnn will
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git purfeckly quiet ontu the stumicks ove sum pussons—them bu hes
& holesam fear ove the dovil, an® orter hev hit, by peminey. Now,
fur thar speshul well-bein herearter, T hes jis’ thista say:  Ef yn ain't
find ove the smell ove ernckline, stoy outen thoe kitehin ; of yu i
foar'd ove smat, yo peadn't climb the chimbley ; an' of the moon
burts yer eyes, don't yu ever look ok a Duotch checse, Thut's jis® all
ove hit, |

¢ Then thar's son by baiot meel fuith in thor reperteshun gtandin
muoh ove o Atrin ¢ they'll ho powerful kEeerful how an' whar they
reads my worda, Mow, tn them T haint wnn word tn say ; they hes
been proseled o, wi’ posyed for, oow ni onta two. (howsand o
an' T won't dart weeds whar thuty-two poun shot bonnces back,

“Then thar's the book-hutchers, orful oo killin so' enttiv up, but
eud mo more perjuce s book, thun u bull-botcher end parjace o bull
Bpose they tekes o nosbhun tu stick, skin, an' cot up this yers one,
Ef they is fond ove sicknin skeers, T advises vm tn take holl lu onst ;
but fust [ begs b refer ¢m respectively tn the fate ove three misfor
tinil pussons wenshun'd ingide yers —assun Bulling Dock Falin, an
Sheriff Dolion. Read keerfully what happened tu them afore ym
takes eny ove my flesh ondu yur elaws, nr my blood onta yer bills, an®
that I now is o dwurnder fool then T wer in them days, fur T now con-
giders wysel o orthur. I hes tack my stan amuny the nashnmg ove
the yeath, fur L, too, hes wnde we a book, o of enybody wants Jish
mgs, 1 thinks hil wud be more healtly fur em not tu tare cm ofen
my g

* Mow" book-weavers geem tu be skeery folks, fur ginerlly they
enmg npin the slooghtor pen, whinin sn' wagpin thar tmls,n-mm
ihey *knows they is imparfeck’—that ‘yu'd seace "speck one ove my
ge," no' so forth, 80 on, so along.  Now of I {s n-rowin in that boat, T



PREFACE., xi

ain't awar ove hit, I afin't for I koows the tremenjus gif I hes for
breedin skoers nmung durned fools, an’ then I hes o trustin relianeo
antn the Adelity, injurance, an” apeed ove these yere Taiga ove mine
o Lotar e nn” my =sins away beynnt el bamoen ritriboshong ur revenge.
Now, "zoiuin yer bams, ole formits an® weazels, an® of yio don't Biole Taof
bowiors un” the nee, ya jis' *pass® hit,

HEf eny poor misfortinit devil ho's heart is onder o mill-stone,
bu's ragid ohéldren arn hinrgry, an' no heead in the dreaser, bu is
down in the pud, an” e lueky ones adrippin him every tiwe he
slevigpils b bis all fowes, a bes fod he fpmishin sn’ isnow hoongry
hisgof, ho misfortins follor fus’ an’ fuller fastor, hu is so fool-aone an'
wink (bt he wishes he wor ot the ferry—ef sich a one ki fine a
Iangh, jis"one, sich o langh az is remembered wif his keorleas boy.
hood, atwixt these yore kivera—them, 111 thank (iod that  fes mode
o Dok, and el that T Trev pod sy poy Do full

A:eke e on Noley Dowey, Goorge, T owands o put surmowhar
stwoen the eyobrows ove vur book, in bie winnin-Jdoeokin — lelders, {he
sarchin, moanin words, what som posson writ ontu o "oman's garler
onst, long ago —

v Faoff Be do hdva (et evld! findes. "

“ Ther's em, by jingo! hed am glost apas’ yo, didn't yn? I want
e fir o prineml] skecr—speshully fur Geeowineen,

* Mow, Georpe, grosse Bib good, an’ lod hil glide down the hill Lits

own way."
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