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I 

INTRODUCTION. 

Al\1 informed by my publisher that this 

book will be looked upon as a humorous 

publication, and this friendly warning gives me 

an opportunity to say that however humorous 

it may be in effect, its intention is perfectly se

rious; and even if it were otherwise, it seen1s 

to me that a volume written wholly in dialect 

n1ust have its solen1n, not to say melancholy. 

features. My purpose has been to preserve 

the legends themselves in their original sim

plicity, and to wed then1 permanently to the 
quaint dialect-if, indeed, it can be called a dia

lect-through the rnedium of which they have 

become a part of the don1estic history of every 

Southern family; and I have endeavoured to 
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give to the whole a genuine flavour of the old 

plantation. 

Each legend has its variants, but in every 

instance I have retained that particular version 

which seemed to me to be the most character

istic, and have given it without embellishment 

and without exaggeration. The dialect, it will 

be observed, is wholly different frorn that o 

the Hon. Pompey Smash and his literary de

scendants, and different also from the intoler

able 1nisrepresentations of the n1instrel stage, 

but it is at least phonetically genuine. Never

theless, if the language of Uncle Remus fail 

to give vivid hints of the really poetic ima

gination of the negro ; if it fail to embody the 

quaint and homely humour which was his most 

prominent characteristic; if it do not suggest 

a certain picturesque sensitiveness-a cunous 

exaltation of mind and temperament not to 

be defined by words-then I have reproduced 

the form of the dialect merely, and not the 
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essence, and my attempt may be accounted a 

failure. At any rate, I trust I have been suc

cessful in presenting what must be, at least 

to a large portion of my readers; a new and 

by no means unattractive phase of negro 

character-a phase which may be considered 

a curiously sympathetic supplement to Mrs. 

Stowe's wonderful defence of slavery as It 

existed In the South. Mrs. Stowe, let me 

hasten to say, attacked the possibilities of 

slavery with all the eloquence of genius ; but 

the same genius painted the portrait of the 

Southern slave-owner ; and defended him. 

A number of the plantation legends originally 

appeared in the colun1ns of a newspaper, and 

in that shape they attracted the attention of 

vanous gentlen1en who were kind enough to 

uggest that they would prove tG be valuable 

contributions to myth-literature. It is but fair 

to say that ethnoloo-ical considerations formed 

no part of the undertaking which has resulted in 
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the publication of this volume. Professor J. W. 

Powell, of the S1nithsonian Institution, who is 

engaged in an investigation of the mythology 

of the North An1erican Indians, informs me 

that son1e of Uncle Remus's stories appear in 

a nmnber of different languages, and in various 

n1odified forms, a1nong the Indians ; and he 

is of the opinion that they are borrowed by the 

negroes from the red-n1en . But this, to say the 

least, is extremely doubtful, since another in

vestigator (Mr. Herbert H. Smith, author of 

" Brazil and the An1azons ") has met with some 

of these stories an1ong tribes of South American 

Indians, and one in particular he has traced to 

India, and as far east as Siam. Mr. Smith has 

been kind enough to send me the proof-sheets 

of his chapter on cr The Myth~ anJ Folk-Lore 

of the i\mazonian Indians," in which he repro

duces some of the stories which he gathered 

\\bile exploring the Amazons. 

In the first of his series, a tortoise falls fr01n 
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a tree upon the head of a jaguar and kills hin1 ; 

in one of Uncle Remus's stories, the terrapin 

falls fron1 a shelf in Miss Meadows's house and 

stuns the fox, so that the latter fails to catch 

the rabbit. In the next, a jaguar catches a 

tortoise by the hind-leg as he is disappearing 

in his hole ; but the tortoise convinces him 

be is holding a root, and so escapes ; Uncle 

Remus tells how the fox endeavoured to drown 

the terrapin, but turned hin1 loose because the 

terrapin persuaded him that his tail was only a 

stump-root. Mr. Sn1ith also gives the story of 

how the tortoise outran the deer, which is iden

tical as to incident with Uncle Re1nus's story of 

how Brer Tarrypin outran Brer Rabbit. Then 

there is the story of how the tortoise pretended 

that he was stronger than the tapir. He tells 

the latter he can drag hin1 into the sea, but the 

tapir retorts that he will pull the tortoise into 

the forest and kill him besides. The tortoise 

thereupon gets a vine-stem, ties one end around 
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the body of the tapir, and goes to the sea, 

where he ties the other end to the tail of a 

whale. He then goes into the wood, midway 

between them both, and gives the vine a shake 

as a signal for the pulling to begin. The 

struggle between the whale and the tapir goes 

on until each thinks the tortoise is the strongest 

of anin1als. Con1 pare this with the story of 

the terrapin' s contest with the bear, in which 

Miss Meadows's bed -cord is used instead of a 

vine-stem. One of the most characteristic of 

Uncle Rernus's stories is that in which the 

rabbit proves to J\tfiss Meadows and the girls 

that the fox is his riding-horse. This is almost 

identical with a story quoted by Mr. Smith, 

where the jaguar is about to marry the deer's 

daughter. The cotia-a species of rodent-is 

also in love with her, and he tells the deer 

that he can make a riding-horse of the jaguar. 

"\V ell," says the deer, "if you can make the 

jaguar carry you, you shall have my daughter. " 
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Thereupon the story proceeds pretty much as 

Uncle Remus tells it of the fox and rabbit. 

The cotia finally jumps from the jaguar and 

takes refuge in a hole, where an owl is set to 

watch him, hut he flings sand in the owl's eyes 

and escapes. In another story given by Mr. 

Sn1ith, the cotia is very thirsty, and, seeing a 

n1an coming with a jar on his head, lies down 

in the road in front of hin1, and repeats this 

until the man puts down his jar to go back 

after all the dead cotias he has seen. This is 

almost identical vvith Uncle Remus's story of 

how the rabbit robbed the fox of his gan1e. In 

a story from Upper Egypt, a fox lies down in 

the road in front of a man who is carrying 

fowls to market, and finally succeeds in securing 

them. 

This sitnilarity extends to ahnost every story 

quoted by !Ir. Smith, and some are so nearly 

identical as to point unn1istakably to a con1n1on 

origin; but when and where ? \Vhen did the 
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Negro or the North American Indian ever come 

in contact with the tribes of South America ? 

Upon this point the author of " Brazil and the 

l\mazons," who is engaged in making a critical 

and comparative study of these myth-stories, 

writes : 

"I am not prepared to form a theory about these 
stories. There can be no doubt that some of them, 

found among the Negroes and the Indians, had a 

common ongm. The most natural solution would be 

to suppose that they originated in Africa, and were 
carried to South America by the egro slaves. They 

are certainly found among the Red Negroes ; but, 

unfortunately for the African theory, it is equally 

certain that they arc told by savage Indians of the 

Amazons Valley, away up on the Tapajos, Red Negro, 

and Tapura. These Indians hardly ever see a Negro, 

and their languages are very distinct from the broken 

Portuguese spoken by the slaves. The form of the 

stories, as recounted in the Tupi and l\1undurucu 

languages, seems to show that they were originaHy 

formed in those languages or have long been adopted 
in them. 

''It is interesting to find a story from Upper Egypt 
(that of the fox who pretended to be dead) identical 

with an Amazonian story, and strongly resembling 
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one found by you among the Negroes. Varnhagen, 
the Brazilian historian (now Visconde de Rio Branco), 
tried to prove a relationship between the ancient 
Egyptians, or other Turanian stock, and the Tupi 
Indians. His theory rested on rather a slender basis, 
yet it must be confessed that he had one or two strong 
points. Do the resemblances between Old and New 
vVorld stories point to a similar conclusion? It would 
be hard to say, with the material that we now have. 

"One thing is certain. The animal stories told 
by the Negroes in our Southern States and in Brazil 
were brought by them from Africa. Whether they 
originated there, or with the Arabs, or Egyptians, or 
with yet more ancient nations, must still be an open 
question. \N"hether the Indians got them from the 
Negroes or from some earlier source is equally un
certain. vVe have seen enough to know that a very 
interesting line of investigation has been opened." 

Professor Hart, in his "An1azonian Tortoise 

I\ I yths," quotes a story fron1 the '' Riverside 

Iagazine" of November, r 868, which will be 

recognised as a variant of one given by Uncle 

Remus. I venture to append it here, with 

some necessary verbal and phonetic alterations, 

in order to give the reader an idea of the 
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difference between the dialect of the cotton 

plantations, as used by Uncle Remus, and the 

lingo in vogue on the rice plantations and Seal 

Islands of the South Atlantic States : 

"One time B'er Deer an' B'er Cooter (Terrapin) 

was courtin', and de lady did bin lub B'er Deer mo' 

so dan B'er Cooter. She did bin lub D'er Cooter, but 

she lub B'er Deer de morest. So de young lady say 
to B'er Deer and B'er Cooter bofe dat dey mus' hab 
a ten-mile race, an' de one dat beats, she will go 

marry him. 
"So B'er Cooter say to B'er Deer: 'You has got 

mo' longer legs dan I has, but I will run you. You run 
ten mile on land, and I will run ten mile on de water. ' 

''So B'er Cooter went an' git nine er his fam'ly, an 
put one at ebery mile-pos', and he hisse'f, what was 

to run wid B'er Deer, he was right in front of de young 

lady's do', in de broom-grass. 

"Dat mornin' at nine o'clock, B'er Deer he did met 

B'er Cooter at de fus mile-pos', wey dey was to start 

fum. So he call: 'Well, B'er Cooter, is you ready? 

Go long!' As he git on to de ncx' mile-pos', he 

say: 'E'er Cooter!' B'er Cooter say: 'Hullo ~' B'er 
Deer say: 'You dere?' B'er Cooter say: 'Yes, B'er 
Deer, I dere too.' 

" ex' mile-pos' he jump, B'er Deer say: 'IIullo, 
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E'er Cooter!' E'er Cooter say: 'Hullo, E'er Deer! 
you dere too?' E'er Deer say: 'Ki ! it look like you 
gwine fer ter tie me; it look like we gwine fer de 
gal tie ! 

"W'en he git to de nine-mile pos' he tought he git 
dere fus, 'cause he mek two jump; so he holler: 'E'er 
Cooter!' E'er Cooter answer: 'You dere too?' E'er 
Deer say: 'It look like you gwine tie me.' . E'er 
Cooter say: 'Go long, E'er Deer. I git dere in due 
season time,' which he does, and wins the race." 

The story of the Rabbit and the Fox, as told 

by the Southern negroes, is artistically dramatic 

in this : it progresses in an orderly way fr01n a 

beginning to a well-defined conclusion, and is 

full of striking episodes that suggest the cul

mination. It seen1s to me to be to a certain 

extent allegorical, albeit such an interpretation 

may be unreasonable. At least it is a fable 

thoroughly characteristic of the Negro; and it 

needs no scientific investigation to show why 

he selects as his hero the weakest and most 

harmless of all anin1als, and brings him out 

victorious in contests with the bear, the wolf, 

and the fox. It is not virtue that triumphs, but 



XlV Introduction. 

helplessness ; it is not malice, but mischievous

ness. It would be presumptive in 1ne to offer 

an opinion as to the origin of these cunous 

myth-stories; but, if ethnologists should discover 

that they did not originate with the African, 

the proof to that effect should be accompanied 

with a good deal of persuasive eloquence. 

Curiously enough, I have found few negroes 

who will acknowledge to a strange.r that they 

know anything of these legends ; and yet to 

relate one of these stories is the surest road to 

their confidence and esteem. In this way, and 

in this way only, I have been enabled to collect 

and verify the folk-lore included in this volume. 

There is an anecdote about the Irish1nan and 

the Rabbit which a number of negroes have 

told to me with great unction, and which is both 

ft~nny and characteristic, though I will not 

undertake to say that it has its origin with the 

blacks. One day an Irishman who had heard 

people talking about "mares, nests" was going 
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along the big road-it is always the big road in 

contradistinction to neighbourhood paths and 

by-paths, called in the vernacular ''nigh-cuts" 

-when he came to a pumpkin-patch. The 

Irishman had never seen any of this fruit before. 

and he at once concluded that he had disco

vered a veritable n1are's nest. Making the most 

of his opportunity, he gathered one of the 

pumpkins in his arms and went on his way. A 

pumpkin is an exceedingly awkward thing to 

carry, and the Irishman had not gone far before 

he made a misstep, and stun1bled. The pun1p

kin fell to the ground, rolled down the hill into 

a ''brush-heap," and striking against a stump, 

was broken. The story continues in the 

dialect : "\V'en de punkin roll in de bresh-heap 

out jump a rabbit; en soon's de I'shmuns see 

dat, he take atter de rabbit en holler : ' K worp, 

colty ! kworp, colty!' but de rabbit, he des 

tlew." The point of this is obvious. 

If the reader not familiar with plantation 
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life will imagine that the myth-stories of Uncle 

Remus are told night after night to a little boy 

by an old Negro who appears to be venerable 

enough to have lived during the pedod which 

he describes-who has nothing but pleasant 

memories of the discipline of slavery-and 

who has all the prejudices of caste and pride 

of family that were the natural results of the 

systP.m ; if the reader can imagine all this, he 

will find little difficulty in appreciating and 

sympathizing with the air of affectionate 

superiority which Uncle Remus assun1es as 

he proceeds to unfold the mysteries of plan

tation lore to a little child who is a product 

of that practical reconstruction which has been 

going on to son1e extent since the war in 

spite of the politicians. 

J. C. H 
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LEGENDS OF THE OLD PLANTATION. 
I. 

U CLE REMUS IKITIATES THE L ITTLE Bov. 

0 N E evening re
cently, the lady 

whom Uncle Remus calls 
" ... 1iss Sally" missed her 
little seven - year - old. 
l\,1aking search for him 
through the house and 
through the yard, she 

heard the soun l of voices in the old man's 
B 
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cabin, and, looking through the window, 
saw the child sitting by Uncle Remus. His 
head rested against the old man's arm, and he 
was gazing with an expression of the most 
intense interest into the rough, weather-beaten 
face, that beamed so kindly upon him. This is 
what " Miss Sally" heard : 

"Bimeby, one day, arter Brer Fox bin doin' 
all dat he could fer ter ketch Brer Rabbit, en 
Brer Rabbit bin doin' all he could fer ter keep 
'im fum it, Brer Fox say to hisse'f dat he'd put 
up a game on Brer Rabbit, en he ain't mo'n 
got de wuds out'n his mouf twel Brer Rabbit 
come a lopin' up de big road, lookin' des ez 
plump, en es fat, en ez sassy ez a Moggin boss 
in a barley-patch. 

"' Hol' on dar, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee. 

" ' I ain't got time, Brer Fox,' sez Brer 
Rabbit, sezee, sorter mendin' his licks. 

"
1 I wanter have some confab wid you, Brer 

Rabbit,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
" 

1 All right, Brer Fox, but you better holler 
fum whar you stan'. I'm monstus full er fleas 
dis mawnin'/ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 
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"'I seed Brer B'ar yistiddy,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee, ' en he. sorter rake me over de coals kaze 
you en me ain't make frens en live naberly, en 
I tole 'im dat I'd see you.' 

" Den Brer Rabbit scratch one year wid his 
_off hinefoot sorter jub'usly, en den he ups en 
sez, sezee: 

" 'All a settin', Brer Fox. Spose'n you drap 
roun' ter-morrer en take dinner wid me. We 
ain't got no great doin's at our house, but I 
speck de ole 'oman en de chill uns kin sorter 
scramble roun' en git up sump'n fer ter stay 

, k J yo stummuc . 
"'I'm 'gree'ble, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer Fox, 

sezee. 
"'Den I'll 'pen' on you,' sez Brer Rabbit, 

sezee. 
" N ex' day, Mr. Rabbit an' Miss Rabbit got 

up soon, 'fo' day, en raided on a gyarden like 
Miss Sally's out dar, en got some cabbiges, en 
some roas'n years, en some sparrer-grass, en 
dey fix up a smashin' dinner. Birneby one er 
de little Rabbits, playin' out in de back-yard, 
come runnin' in hollerin', 'Oh, rna! oh, rna! I 
seed lVIr. Fox a comin'!' En den Brer Rabbit 

B 2 
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he tuck de chilluns by der years en make urn 

set down, en den him en Miss Rabbit sorter 
dally roun' waitin' for Brer Fox. En dey keep 

on waitin', but no Brer Fox aiu't come. Arter 
'while Brer Rabbit does to de do', easy like, en 
peep out, en dar, stickin' out fum behime de 
cornder, wuz de tip-een' er Brer Fox tail. Den 
Brer Rabbit shot de do' en sot down, en put his 
paws behime his years en begin fer ter sing : 

"'De place wharbouts you spill de grease, 
Right dar youer bonn' ter slide, 

An' whar you fine a bunch er ha' r, 
You'll sholy fine de hide.' 

"Nex' day, Brer Fox sont word by Mr. 

Mink, en skuze hisse'f kaze he wuz too sick fer 

ter come, en he ax Brer Rabbit fer ter come en 
take dinner wid him, en Brer Rabbit say he 
wuz 'gree'ble. 

" Bimeby, w' en de shadders wuz at der 
shortes', Brer Rabbit he sorter brush up en 
santer down ter Brer Fox's house, en w' n he 
got dar, he yer somebody groanin', en he look 
in de do' en dar he see Brer Fox settin' up in a 
rockin' cheer all wrop up wid flannil, en he look 
mighty weak. Brer Rabbit look all 'roun', he 
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did, but he ain't see no dinner. De dish-pan 
wuz settin' on de table, en close by wuz a 
kyarvin' knife. 

" ' Look like you gwineter have chicken fer 
dinner, Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"' Yes, Brer Rabbit, deyer nice, en fresh, en 
tender,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" Den Brer Rabbit sorter pull his mustarsh, 
en say: 'You ain't got no calamus root, is you, 
Brer Fox ? I done got so now dat I can't eat 

no chicken 'ceppin she's seasoned up wid 
calan1us root.' En wid dat Brer Rabbit lipt out 
er de do' and dodge 'mong the bushes, en sot 
dar watchin' for Brer Fox ; en he ain't watch 
long, nudder, kaze Brer Fox flung off de ftannil 
en crope out er de house en got whar he could 
doze in on Brer Rabbit, en bimeby Brer Rabbit 
holler out: 'Oh, Brer Fox! I 'll des put yo ' 
calamus root out yer on dish yer stump. Better 
come git it while hit's fresh,' and wid dat Brer 
Rabbit gallop off home. En Brer Fox ain' t 
never kotch 'im yit, en w'at's mo', honey, he 
. ' . " atn t gw1neter. 
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THE WoNDERFUL TAR-BABY SToRY. 

" DIDN'T the fox never catch the rabbit, 

Uncle Remus ? " asked the little boy 

the next evening. 

· " He come tnighty nigh it> honey, sho's you 

bawn-Brer Fox did. One day atter Brer 

Rabbit fool 'in1 wid dat calan1us root, Brer Fox 

went ter wuk en got 'im some tar, en mix it wid 

some turkentime, en fix up a contrapshun wat 

he call a Tar-Baby> en he tuck dish yer Tar

Baby en he sot 'er in de big road, en den he lay 

off in de bushes fer ter see wat de news wuz 

gwineter be. En he didn't hatter wait long, 

nudder, kaze bimeby here come Brer Rabbit 

pacin' down de road-lippity-clippity, clippity

lippity,-dez ez sassy ez a jay-bird. Brer Fox, 

he lay low. Brer Rabbit come prancin' 'long 

twel he spy de Tar-Baby, en den he fotch up 
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on his behime legs like he wuz 'stonished. De 
Tar-Baby, she sot dar, she did, en Brer Fox, 
he lay low. 

"' Mawnin' ! ' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee-' nice 
wedder dis mawnin',' sezee. 

"'far-Baby ain't sayin' nuthin', en Brer Fox 
he lay low. 

"' How duz yo' sym'tums seem ter segas
huate ? ' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"Brer Fox, he wink his eye slow, en lay low, 
en de Tar-Baby, she ain't sayin' nuthin'. 
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"' How you come on, den ? Is you deaf?' 
sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 'Kaze if you is, I kin 
holler louder,' sezee. 

"Tar-Baby stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay 
low. 

"' Youer stuck up, dat's w'at you is,' says 
Brer Rabbit, s~zee, 'en I'm gwineter kyore you, 
dat's w'at I'm a gwineter do,' sezee. 

'' Brer Fox, he sorte-r cbuckle in his stummuck, 
he did, but Tar-Baby ain't sayin' nuthin'. 

" ' I'm gwineter larn you howter talk ter 
'specttubble fokes ef hit's de las' ack,' sez Brer 
Rabbit, sezee. ' Ef you don't take off dat hat 
en tell me howdy, I'm gwineter bus' you wid 

' open, sezee. 
"Tar-Baby stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay 

low. 
" Brer Rabbit keep on axin' 'im, en de Tar

Baby, she keep on sayin' nuthin', twel present')T 
Brer Rabbit draw back wid his fis', he did, en 
blip he tuck 'er side er de head. Right dar's 
whar he broke his merlasses jug. His fis' stuck, 
en he can't pull loose. De tar hilt 'im. But 
Tar-Baby, she stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay 
low. 
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"' Ef you don't lemme loose, I'll knock you 
agin,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, en wid dat he fotch 
'er a wipe wid de udder han', en dat stuck. 
Tar-Baby, she ain't sayin' nuthin', en Brer 
Fox, he lay low. 

"' Tu'n me loose, fo' I kick de natal stuffin' 
outen you,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, but de Tar
Baby, she ain't sayin' nuthin'. She des hilt on, 
en den Brer Rabbit lose de use er his feet in 
de same way. Brer Fox, he lay low. Den 
Brer Rabbit squall out dat ef de Tar-Baby 
don't tu'n 'im loose he butt 'er cranksided. En 
den he butted, en his head got stuck. Den 
Brer Fox, he sa'ntered fort', lookin' dez ez 
innercent ez wunner yo' mammy's mockin'
birds. 

"'Howdy, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
' You look sorter stuck up dis mawnin' ,' sezee, 
en den he rolled on de groun', en laft en laft 
twel he couldn't laff no mo'. ' I speck you'll 
take dinner wid me dis time, Brer Rabbit. I 
done laid in some calamus root, en I ain't 
gwineter take no skuse,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. " 

Here Uncle Remus paused, and drew a two
pound yam out of the ashes. 
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" Did the fox eat the rabbit ? " asked the little 
boy to whom the story had been told. 

" Dat's all de fur de tale goes," replied the 
old man. " He mout, en den agin he moutent. 
Some say J edge B'ar come 'long en loosed 'im 
-some say he didn't. I hear Miss Sally 
callin'. You better run 'long." 



I I I. 

WHY MR. PossuM LovEs PEACE. 

" oNE .night,'' s'aid. Uncle Remus-. taking 

Miss Sally s .httle boy on his knee, 

and stroking the child's hair thoughtfully and 

caressingly-" one night Brer Possum call by 

fer Brer Coon, 'cordin' ter greement, en atter 

gobblin' up a dish er fried greens en smokin' a 

seegyar, dey rambled fort' fer ter see how de 

ballunce er de settlement wuz gittin' long'. 

Brer Coon, he wuz wunner deze yer natchul 

pacers, en he racked 'long sal?e ez Mars John's 

bay pony, en Brer Possum he went in a han'

gallup; en dey got over heap er groun', mon. 

Brer Possum, he got his belly full er 'simmons, 

en Brer Coon, he scoop up a 'bunnunce er frogs 

en tadpoles. Dey amble 'long, dey did, des ez 

soshubble ez a baskit er kittens, twel bimeby 

dey hear Mr. Dog talkin' ter hisse'f way off 

in de woods. 
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'' 'Spozen he runs up on us, Brer Possum, 
w'at you gwineter do?' sez Brer Coon, sezee. 
Brer Possum sorter laff 'round de cornders un 
his mouf. 

" ' Oh, ef he come, Brer Coon, I'm gwineter 
stan' by you,' sez Brer Possum. 'W a't you 
gwineter do?' sezee. 

"'Who? me?' sez Brer Coon. 'Ef he run 
up onter me, I lay I give 'in1 one twis',' sezee." 

" Did the dog come ? " asked the little boy. 
" Go 'way, honey ! " responded the old man, 

in an impressive tone. " Go 'way! Mr. Dog, 
he come en he come a zoonin'. En he ain 't 
wait fer ter say howdy, nudder. He des sail 
inter de two un urn. De ve'y fus pas he make 
Brer Possun1 fetch a grin fum year ter year, 
en keel over like he wuz dead. Den Mr. Dog, 
he sail inter Brer Coon, en right dar's whar 
he drap his munnypus, kaze Brer Coon wuz 
cut out fer dat kinder bizness, en he fa'rly wipe 
up de face er de earf wid 'im. You better 
b'leeve dat w' en Mr. Dog got a chance to, make 
hisse'f skase he tuck it, en w'at der wuz left' un 
'im went skaddlin' thoo de woods like hit wuz 
shot outen a muskit. En Brer Coon, he sorter 
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lick his doze inter shape en rack off, en Brer 
Possum, he lay dar like he wuz dead, twel 
bimeby he raise up sotter keerful like en w'eu 
he fine de coas' cle'r he scramble up en scamper 
off like sumpin was atter 'im." 

Here Uncle Remus paused long enough to 
pick up a live coal of fire in his fingers, transfer 
it to the palm of his hand, and thence to his 
clay pipe, which he had been filling-a pro
ceeding that was viewed by the little boy with 
undisguised admiration. The old man then 
proceeded : 

'' N ex' time Brer Possum meet Brer Coon 
B rer Coon 'fuse ter 'spon' ter his howdy, en 
dis n1ake Brer Possum feel mighty bad, seein 
ez how dey useter make so many 'scurshuns 
tergedder. 

"' W'at n1ake you hoi' yo' head so high, Brer 
Coon ? ' sez Brer Possum, sezee. 

" ' I ain't runnin' vvid cowerds deze days,' sez 
Brer Coon. 'W'en I wants you I 'll sen' fer 

' you, sezee. 
" Den Brer Possum git mighty mad. 
"'Who's enny cowerd ? 'sezee. 
" ' You is,' sez Brer Coon, 'dat's who. I 
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ain't soshatin' wid dem w'at lies down on de 

groun' en pia ys dead w' en dar's a free fight 
. ' gw1ne on, sezee. 

"Den Brer Possum grin en laff fit to kill 

hisse'f. 
" ' Lor', Brer Coon, you don't speck I done 

dat kaze I wuz 'feared, duz you ? ' sezee. 'W'y 

I want no mo' 'feared dan you is dis n1innit. 

W' at wuz dey fer ter be skeered un ? ' sezee. 

'I know'd you'd git away wid lYir. Dog ef I 

didn't, en I de3 lay dar watchin' you shake him, 

waitin' fer ter put in w' en de time come,' sezee. 

"Brer Coon tu'n up his nose. 

"' Dat's a mighty likely tale,' sezee, 'w'en 

Mr. Dog ain't mo'n tech you 'fo' you keel over, 

en lay dar stiff,' sezee. 

"' Dat's des w'at I wuz gwineter tell you 

'bout,' sez Brer Possum, sezee. ' I want no 

mo' skeer'd dan you is right now, 'en I wuz 

fixin' fer ter give Mr. Dog a sample er my jaw,' 

sezee, 'but I'm de most ticklish chap w'at you 

ever laid eyes on, en no sooner did Mr. Dog 

put his nose down yer 'mong my ribs dan I got 

ter laffin, en I laft twel I ain't had no use er my 

lim's,' sezee, 'en it's a mussy unto. Mr. Dog dat 
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I wuz ticklish, kaze a little mo' en I'd e't 
,. 
Ill 

up,' sezee. ' I don't mine fightin', Brer Coon, 
no mo' dan you duz,' sezee, 'but I declar' ter 
grashus ef I kin stan' ticklin'. Git me in a row 
whar dey ain't no ticklin' 'lowed, en I'm your 

' man, sezee. 
" En down ter dis day "-continued Uncle 

Remus, watching the smoke from his pipe curl 
upward over the little boy's head-" down ter 
dis day, Brer Possum's boun' ter s'render w'en 
you tech him in de short ribs, en he'll laff ef he 
knows he's gwineter be smashed fer it." 



IV. 

How MR. RABBIT WAS Too SHARP FOR 
MR. Fox. 

''uNCLE REMUS," said the little boy 
one evening, when he had found the 

old man with little or nothing to do, "did the 
fox kill and eat the rabbit when he caught 
hin1 with the Tar-Baby?'' 

" Law, honey, ain't I tell you 'bout dat ? '' 

replied the old darkey, chuckling slyly. " I 
'dar ter grashus I ought er tole you dat, but 
ole man Nod wuz rid in' on my eyeleds twel 
a leetle mo'n I'd a dis'member'd my own name, 
en den on to dat here come yo' mammy 
hollerin' atter you. 

"W'at I tell you w' en I fus' begin ? I tole 
you Brer Rabbit wuz a monstus soon beas' ; 
leas'ways dat's w'at I laid out fer ter tell you. 
vVell, den, honey, don't you go en make no 



Mr. Rabbit too sharp for /V.Jr. Fox. I 7 

udder kalkalashuns, kaze in dem days Brer 
Rabbit en his fan1bly wuz at de head er de 
gang w'en enny racket wuz on han', en dar 
dey stayed. 'F o' you begins fer ter wipe 
yo' eyes 'bout Brer Rabbit, you wait en see 
whar'bouts Brer Rabbit gwineter fetch up at. 
But dat's needer yer ner dar. 

"W'en Brer Fox fine Brer Rabbit mixt 
up wid de Tar-Baby, he feel mighty good, 
en he roll on de g-roun' en laff. Bimeby he 

' up n say, sezee: 
" 'vVell, I speck I got you dis time, Brer 

Rabbit,' sezee; ' maybe I ain!t but I speck 
I is. You been runnin' roun' here sass in' 
atter n1e a mighty long time, but I speck you 
done come ter de een' er de row. You bin 
cuttin' up yo' capers en bouncin' 'roun' in dis 
naberhood ontwel you come ter b'leeve yo'se'f 
de bo s er de whole gang. En den youer 
allers sorr1e'rs whar you got no bizness,' ses 
Brer Fox, sezee. ' \Vho ax you fer ter come 
~n strike up a 'quaintence wid dish yer Tar
Baby ? En ·who stuck you up dar whar you 
iz ? Nobody in de roun' worril. You des 
tuck en jam yo'se'f on dat Tar-Baby widout 

c 
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waitin' fer enny invite,' sez Brer Fox, sezee, 
' en dar you is, en dar you'll stay twel I fixes 
up a bresh-pile and fires her up, kaze I'm 
gwineter bobbycue you dis day, sho/ sez Brer 
Fox, sezee. 

" Den Brer Rabbit talk mighty 1umble, 
"' I don't keer w'at you do wid me, Brer 

Fox,' sezee, ' so you donrt fling me in dat 
brier-patch. Roas' me, Brer Fox,' sezee, 'but 
don't fling me in dat brier-patch,' sezee. 

"' Hit's so much troubie fer ter kindle a fier,' 
sez Brer Fox, sezee, 'dat I speck I'll hatter 
hang you,' sezee. 

" ' Hang me des ez high as you please, Brer 
Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 'but do fer 
goodness' sake donrt fling me in dat brier-patch,' 
sezee. 

" ' I ain't got no string,' sez Brer Fox, sezee , 
' en now I speck I '11 hatter drown you,' sezee. 

" ' Drown me des ez deep ez you please, 
Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, "but do 
don't fling me in dat brier-patch,' sezee. 

'' ' Dey ain't no water nigh,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee, 'en now I speck I'll hatter skin you,' 
sezee. 
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"'Skin me, Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, 

sezee, 'snatch out my eyeballs, t'ar out my 

years by de roots, en cut off my legs,' sezee, 
'but do please, Brer Fox, don't fling me 1n 

dat brier-patch,' sezee. 

"Co'se Brer Fox wanter hurt Brer Rabbit 

bad ez he kin, so he catch 'i1n by de behi1ne 
legs en slung 'in1 right in de n1iddle er de brier

patch. Dar wuz a considerbul flutter whar 

Brer Rabbit struck de bushes, en Brer Fox 

sorter hang 'roun' fer ter see w'at wuz gwineter 

happen. Bin1eby he hear somebody call 'im, en 

way up de hill he see Brer Rabbit settin' cross

legged on a chinkapin log koamin' de pitch 

outen his har wid a chip. Den Brer Fox know 

dat he bin swop off n1ighty bad. Brer Rabbit 

wuz bleedzed fer ter fling back son1e er his sass, 
en he holler out : 

"' Bred en bawn in a brier-patch, Brer Fox
bred en bawn in a brier patch!) en wid dat he 

skip out des ez lively as a cricket in de 
embers.'' 

c J 
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v. 

THE STORY OF THE DELUGE AND HOW IT 

CAME ABOUT. "oNE time,'' said Uncle Remus-adjusting 

, his spectacles so as to be able to see 

how to thread a large darning-needle with which 

he was patching his coat-" one time, way back 

yander, 'fo' you wuz borned, honey, en 'fo' 

Mars John er Miss Sally wuz borned- way 

back yander 'fo' enny un us wuz borned, de 

anemils en de beasteses sorter 'lecshuneer roun' 

'mong deyselves, twel at las' dey' greed fer ter 

have a 'sembly. In dem days" continued the 

old man, observing a look of incredulity on the 

little boy's face, "in dem days creeturs had lots 

mo' sense dan dey got now ; let 'lone dat, dey 

had sense same like folks. Hit was tech en go 

wid urn, too, mon, en w' en dey make up 
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dere mines w'at hatter be done, 'twant 1no'n 
n1enshun'd 'fo' hit wuz done. Well, dey 'lected 

dat dey hatter hole er 'sembly fer ter sorter 
straighten out marters en yer de complaints, en 
w'en de day come dey vvuz on han'. De Lion, 
he wuz dere, kaze he wuz de king, en he hatter 
be dere. De Rhynossyhoss, he wuz dere, en 
de Elephent, he wuz dere, en de Cammils, en de 
Cows, en plum down ter de Crawfishes, dey 
wuz dere. Dey wuz all dere. En w'en de 
Lion shuck his mane, en tuck his seat in 
de big cheer, den de sesshun begun fer ter 
commence. " 

" What did they do, Uncle Remus ? ,. asked 

the little boy. 
" I kin skacely call to mine 'zackly wa't dey 

did do, but dey spoke speeches, en hollered, 
en flung der langvvidge 'roun' des like w'en 
yo' daddy wuz gwineter run fer de legislater 
en got lef.' Howsomever, dey 'ranged der 'fairs 
en splained der bizness. Bimeby, w'ile dey 
wuz 'sputin' 'longer wunner nudder, de Elephant 
tron1ped on wunner de Crawfishes. Co'se w'en 
dat creetur put his foot down, w'atsumever's 
under dere's bound fer ter be squshed, en dey 
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wuzn't nuff er dat Crawfish lef fer ter tell dat 
he'd bin dar. 

" Dis make de udder Crawfishes mighty mad, 
en dey sorter swawmed tergedder en draw'd up a 
kinder peramble wid son1e wharfo' es in it, en 
read her out in de 'sembly. But, bless grashus 1 

sech a racket wuz a gwine on dat nobody ain't 

hear it, 'ceppin 1nay be de Mud Turkle en de 

Spring Lizzud, en dere enftoons wuz pow'ful 

Jackin'. 
" Bimeby, w'iles de N unicorn vvuz 'sputin' wid 

de Lior:, en w'ile de H yener wuz a laffin ter 
hisse'f, de Elephant squshed anudder one er 
de Crawfishes, en a little n1o'n he'd er ruint de 

Mud Turkle. Den de Crawfishes, w'at dey wuz 

lef' un urn, swawmed tergedcler en draw'd up 
anudder peramble wid sum mo' wharfo'es ; but 

dey might ez well er sung Ole Dan Tucker ter 

a harrycane. De udder creeturs wuz too bizzy 

wid der fussin' fer ter 'spon' unto de Crawfishes. 
So dar dey wuz, de Crawfishes, en dey didn't 

know w'at minnit wuz gwineter be de nex' : en 
dey kep' on gittin madder en madder en 

skeerder en skeerder, twel bimeby dey gun de 
wink ter de Mud Turkle en de Spring Lizzud, 
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en den dey bo'd little holes in de groun' en 
went down outer sight. 

"Who did, Uncle Remus ? " asked the little 

boy. 
"De Crawfishes, honey. Dey bo'd inter de 

groun' en kep' on bo'in twel dey onloost de 
fountains er de earf; en de waters squirt out, en 
riz higher en higher twel de hills wuz kivvered, 
en de creeturs wuz all drownded ; en all bekase 
dey let on 'mong deyselves dat dey wuz bigger 
dan de Crawfishes." 

Then the old man blew the ashes from a 

smoking ya1n, and proceeded to re1nove the 

peeling. 
" \i\There was the ark, Uncle Remus ? " the 

little boy inquired, presently. 
" \IV' ich ark's da t ? " asked the old man, 1n a 

tone of well-feigned curiosity. 
" Noah's ark," replied the child. 
" Don't you pester wid ole man Noah, 

honey. I boun' he tuck keer dat ark. Dat's 

w'at he wuz dere fer, en dat's w'at he done. 
Leas'ways, dat's w'at dey tells me. But don't 

you bodder longer dat ark, 'ceppin' your mammy 

fetches it up. Dey mout er bin two deloojes, 
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en den agin dey moutent. Ef dey wuz enny 
ark in dish yer w'at de Crawfishes brung on, I 
ain't heern tell un it, en w'en dey ain't no arks 
'roun, I ain't got no time fer ter make urn en put 
urn in dere. Hit's gittin' yo' bedtime, honey." 



VI. 

MR. RABBIT GRossLY DECEIVES MR. Fox. 

0 N E evening when the little boy, whose 

nights with Uncle Remus are as enter

taining as those Arabian ones of blessed 

memory, had finished supper and hurried out to 

sit with his venerable patron, he found the old 

man in great glee. Indeed, Uncle Remus was 

talking and laughing to himself at such a rate 

that the little boy was afraid he had company. 

The truth is, Uncle Remus had heard the child 

coming, and, when the rosy-cheeked chap put 

his head in at the door, was engaged in a mono

logue, the burden of which seemed to be-

"Ole Molly Har', 
W'at you doin' dar, 
Settin' in de cornder 
Smokin' yo' seegyar?" 

As a matter of course this vague allusion 
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reminded the little boy of the fact that the 
wicked Fox was still in pursuit of the Rabbit, 
and he immediately put his curiosity in the 
shape of a question. 

"Uncle Remus, did the Rabbit have to go 
clean away when he got loose from the Tar-
B b ? " a y. 

'' Bless grashus, honey, dat he didn't. 
Who? Him? You dunno nuthin' 'tall 'bout 
Brer Rabbit ef dat's de way you puttin' 'im 
down. W'at he gwine 'way fer ? He mouter 
stayed sorter close twel de pitch rub offn his 
ha'r, but twern't menny days 'fo' he wuz lopin' 
up en down de naberhood same ez ever, en I 
dunno ef he wern't 1no' sassier dan befo'. 

" Seem like dat de tale 'bout how he got 
n1ixt up wid de Tar-Baby go 'roun' 'mongst 
de nabers. Leas'ways, Miss Meadows en de 
gals got win' un' it, en de nex' time Brer 
Rabbit paid urn a visit lVIiss Meadows tackled 
'im 'bout it, en de gals sot up a monstus giggle
ment. Brer Rabbit, he sot up des ez cool ez 
a cowcumber, he did, en let 'em run on." 
"~ho was Miss Meadows, Uncle Remus ? " 

inquired the little boy. 
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" Don't ax me, honey. She wuz in de tale, 

Miss lVIeadows en de gals wuz, en de tale I 
give you like hi't wer' gun ter me, Brer 
Rabbit, he sot dar, he did, sorter lam' like, en 

den bimeby he cross his legs, he did, a~1d wink 
his eye slow, en up en say, sezee : 

" ' Ladies, Brer Fox wuz my daddy's ridin'
hoss fer thirty year ; maybe mo', but thirty 

year dat I knows un,' sezee; en den he paid 
un1 his 'specks, en tip his beaver, en march off, 

he did, des ez stiff en ez stuck up ez a fire-stick. 
"Nex' day, Brer Fox cum a callin', and w'en 

he gun fer ter laff 'bout Brer Rabbit, Miss 
Meadows en de gals, dey ups en tells 'in1 'bout 

w'at Brer Rabbit say. Den Brer Fox grit his 
toof sho' nuff, he did, en he look mighty dumpy, 

but w'en he riz fer ter go he up en say, sezee: 
'' ' Ladies, I ain't 'sputin' w'at you say, but 

I'll make Brer Rabbit chaw up his words en 
spit em out right yer whar you kin see 'im,' 

sezee, en wid dat off Brer Fox marcht. 

''En w'en he got in de big road, he shuck de 

dew off'n his tail, en made a straight shoot fer 
Brer Rabbit's house. \V'en he got dar, Brer 

· Rabbit wuz spectin' u 'im, en de do' wuz shet 
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fas'. Brer Fox knock. Nobody ain't ans'er. 
Brer Fox knock. Nobody ans' er. Den he 
knock agin-blam ! blam! Den Brer Rabbit 
holler out mighty weak : 

" ' Is dat you, Brer Fox ? I want you ter 
run en fetch de doctor. Dat baiter pusly w'at 
I e't dis mawnin' is gittin' 'way wid n1e. Do, 
please, Brer Fox, run quick,' sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee. 

'' ' I come atter you, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer 
Fox, sezee. 'Dere's gwineter be a party up at 
Miss Meadow's,' sezee. 'All de gals '11 be dere, 
en I promus' dat I'd fetch you. De gals, dey 
'lowed dat hit wouldn't be no party 'ceppin' I 
fotch you,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" Den Brer Rabbit say he wuz too sick, en 
Brer Fox say he wuzzent, en dar dey had it up 
and down, 'sputin' en contendin'. Brer Rabbit 
say he can't walk. Brer Fox say he tote 'im. 
Brer Rabbit say how ? Brer Fox say in his 
arms. Brer Rabbit say he drap 'im. Brer 
Fox 'low he won't. Bimeby Brer Rabbit say 
he go ef Brer Fox tote 'im on his back. Brer 
Fox say he would. Brer Rabbit sa) he can't 
ride widout a saddle. .Brer Fox say he git de 
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saddle. Brer Rabbit say he can't set in saddle 
less he have bridle fer ter hoi' by. Brer Fox 
say he git de bridle. Brer Rabbit say he can't 
ride widout bline bridle, kase Brer Fox be 
shyin' at stumps 'long de road, en fling 'im off. 
Brer Fox say he git bline bridle. Den Brer 
Rabbit say he go. Den Brer Fox say he ride 
Brer Rabbit 1nos' up ter Miss Meadows's, en 
den he could git down en walk de balance er 
de way. Brer Rabbit 'greed, en den Brer 
Fox lipt out atter de saddle en de bridle. 

" Co'se Brer Rabbit know de game dat Brer 
Fox wuz fixin' fer ter play, en he 'termin' fer 
ter outdo 'im, en by de time he koam his h'ar 
en twis' his mustarsh, en sorter rig up, yer 
come Brer Fox, saddle en bridle on, en look in' 
ez peart ez a circus pony. · He trot up ter de 
do' en stan' dar pa win' de ground en chompin' 
de bit san1e like sho 'nuff hoss, en Brer Rabbit 
he mount, he did, en dey amble off. Brer Fox 
can't see behime wid de bline bridle on, but 
bin1eby he feel Brer Rabbit raise one er his 
foots. 

" 'W'at you doin' now, Brer Rabbit ? ' sezee. 
"' Short'nin' de lef stir'p, Brer Fox,' sezee. 
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" Bimeby Brer Rabbit raise up de udder foot. 
"' W'at you doin' now, Brer Rabbit? ' sezee. 
" ' Pullin' down my pants, Brer Fox,' sezee. 
"All de tin1e, bless grashus, honey, Brer 

Rabbit wer puttin' on his spurrers, en w' en 
dey got close to Miss J\1eadows7s, whar Brer 
Rabbit wuz to git off7 en Brer Fox made a 
motion fer ter stan' still, Brer Rabbit slap de 
spurrers inter Brer Fox flanks, en you better 
b'leeve he got over groun'. W'en dey got ter 
de house, l\1iss Meadows en all de gals wuz 
settin' on de peazzer, en stidder stoppin' at de 
gate, Brer Rabbit rid on by, he did, en den 
come gallopin' down de road, en up ter de boss
rack, w'ich he hitch Brer Fox at, en den he 
santer inter de house, he did, en shake han's 
wid de gals, en set dar, smokin' his seegyar 
same ez a town man. Bimeby he draw in long 
puff, en den let hit out in a cloud, en squar 
hisse'f back en holler out, he did : 

" ' Ladies, ain't I done tell you Brer Fox 
wuz de ridin'-hoss fer our fambly ? He sorter 
losin' his gait' now, but I speck I kin fetch 'im 
all right in a mont' er so,' sezee. 

" En den Brer Rabbit sorter grin, he did, en 
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de gals giggle, en Miss Meadows, she praise up 
de pony, en dar wuz Brer Fox hitch fas' ter de 
rack, en couldn't he'p hisse'f.'' 

" Is that all, Uncle Remus ? ''asked the little 
boy as the old man paused. 

" Dat ain't all, honey, but 'twon't do fer ter 
g ive out too much cloff fer ter cut one p'ar 
pants," replied the old man sententiously . 

• 



VII. 

MR. Fox IS AGAIN vICTIMIZED. 

'XJHEN ''Miss Sally's"little boy went to 
V \ Uncle Remus the next night to hear 

· the conclusion of the adventure in which the 

Rabbit made a riding-horse of the Fox to the 
great enjoyment and gratification of Miss 
Meadows and the girls, he found the old man 
in a bad humour. 

" I ain't tellin' no tales ter bad chilluns," said 
Uncle Remus curtly. 

" But, Uncle Remus, I ain't bad," said the 

little boy plaintively. 
"Who dat chunkin' dem chickens dis maw

nin' ? Who dat knockin' out fokes's eyes wid 
dat Yallerbammer sling des 'fo' dinner ? vVho 
dat sickin' dat pinter puppy atter my pig ? 
Who dat scatterin' my ingun sets ? Who dat 
flingin rocks on top er my house, w'ich a little 



mo' en one un em would 
er drap spang on my head?'' 

" \Vell, now, Uncle 
Remus, I didn't go to do 
it. I won't do so any more. 
Please, Uncle Remus, if you 
\\·ill tell me, I '11 run to the 
house and bring you some tea
cakes." 
"Seein' urn's better'n 

hearin' tell un urn,'' replied 
the old man, the severity 
of his countenance relaxing 
somewhat ; but the little boy 

n 
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darted out, and in a few minutes came run

ning back with his pockets full and his hands 

full. 

"I lay yo' mammy '11 'spishun dat de rats' 

stummucks is widenin' in dis naberhood w'en 

she come fer ter count up 'er cakes,'' said U ncl 

Remus, with a chuckle. "Deze," he continued. 

dividing the cakes into two equal parts

" deze I'll tackle now, en deze I'll lay by fer 

Sunday. 
"Lemme see. I mos' dis'member wharbouts 

Brer Fox en Brer Rabbit wuz." 

"The rabbit rode the fox to Miss Meadows's, 

and hitched him to the horse-rack," said the 

little boy. 
"W'y co'se he did," said Uncle Remus. 

" Co'se he did. Well, Brer Rabbit rid Brer 

Fox up, he did, en tied 'im to de rack, en den 

sot out in de peazzer wid de gals a smokin' er 

his seegyar wid mo' proudness dan wa't you 

n1os' ever see. Dey talk, en dey sing, en dey 

play on de peanner, de gals did, twel bimeby 

hit come time fer Brer Rabbit fer to be gwine, 

en he tell urn all good-by, en strut out to de 

boss-rack same's ef he wuz de king er de 
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patter-rollers/ en den he mount Brer Fox en 
ride off. 

" Brer Fox ain't sa yin' nuthin' 'tall. He des 
rack off, he did, en keep his mouf shet, en 
Brer Rabbit know'd der wuz bizness cookin' 
up fer him, en he feel monstus skittish. Brer 
Fox amble on twel he git in de long lane, outer 
sight er Miss Meadows's house, en den he tu'n 
loose, he did. He rip en he r'ar, en he cuss, 
en he swar; he snort en he cavort." 

" What was he doing that for, Uncle 
Remus ? " the little boy inquired. 

" He wuz tryin' fer ter fling Brer Rabbit 
off'n his back, bless yo' soul ! But he des 
might ez well er rastle wid his own shadder. 
Every time he hump. hisse'f Brer Rabbit slap 
de spurrers in 'im, en dar dey had it, up en 
down. Brer Fox fa'rly to' up de groun', he 
did, en he jump so high en he jump so quick 
dat he n1ighty nigh snatch his own tail off. 

r Patrols. In the country districts, order was kept on the 
plantations at night by the knowledge that they were liable to 
be visited at any moment by the patrols. Hence a song current 
among the negroes the chorus of which was : 

" Run, nigger, run ; patter-roller ketch you
Run, nigger, run; hit's almos' day.'' 

D 2 
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Dey kep' on gwine on dis way twel bimeby 

Brer Fox lay down en roll over, he did, en dis . 

sorter onsettle Brer Rabbit, but by de time 

Brer Fox got back on his footses agin, Brer 

Rabbit wuz gwine thoo de underbresh mo' 

samer dan a race-hoss. Brer Fox he lit out 

atter 'im, he did, en he push Brer Rabbit so 

close dat it wuz 'bout all he could do fer ter git 

in a holler tree. Hole too little fer Brer Fox 

fer ter git in, en he hatter lay down en res' en 

gedder his mine tergedder. 

''While he wuz layin' dar, Mr. Buzzard come 

flop pin' long, en seein' Brer Fox stretch out 

on de groun', he lit en view de premusses. Den 

Mr. Buzzard sorter shake his wing, en put 

his head on one side, en say to hisse'f like, 

sezee: 
" ' Brer Fox dead, en I so sorry,' sezee. 

'' ' No I ain't dead, nudder,' sez Brer Fox, 

sezee. ' I got ole man Rabbit pent up in yer,' 

sezee, 'en I'm a gwineter git 'im dis time ef it 

take twel Chris'mus,' sezee. 

" Den, atter some mo' palaver, Brer Fox 

make a bargain dat Mr. Buzzard wuz ter watch 

de hole, en keep Brer Rabbit dar ·wiles Brer 
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Fox went atter his axe. Den Brer Fox, he 
lope off, he did', en Mr. Buzzard, he tuck up 
his stan' at de hole. Bimeby, w'en all git still, 
Brer Rabbit sorter scramble down close ter de 
hole, he did, en holler out : 

"' Brer Fox! Oh! Brer Fox!' 
"Brer Fox done gone, en nobody say nuthin'. 

Den Brer Rabbit squall out like he wuz mad ; 
sezee : 

"'You needn't talk less you wanter,' sezee ; 
' I knows youer dar, en I ain't keerin',' sezee. 

' I des wanter tell you dat I wish mighty bad 
Brer Tukkey Buzzard wuz here,' sezee. 

''Den Mr. Buzzard try ter talk like Brer 
Fox: 

" 'W'at you want wid Mr. Buzzard ? ' sezee. 
"' Oh, nothin' in 'tickler, 'cep' dere's de fattes' 

0
ray squir'l in yer dat ever I see,' sezee, 'en ef 

Brer Tukkey Buzzard wuz 'roun' he'd be mighty 
glad fer ter git 'in1,' ezee. 

"'How 1r. Buzzard gwineter git 'im ? ' sez 
de Buzzard, sezee. 

" '\V ell, dars a little hole roun' on de udder 
ide er de tree, sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 'en ef 

Brer Tukkey Buzzard wuz here so he could 
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take up his stan' dar,' sezee, ' I'd drive dat 

sq uir'l out,' sezee. 
" ' Drive 'im out, den,' sez Mr: Buzzard, 

sezee, 'en I'll see dat Brer Tukkey Buzzard 
. ,. , 

g1 ts 1m, sezee. 
" Den Brer Rabbit kick up a racket, ljke he 

wer' drivin' sumpin' out, en Mr. Buzzard he 

rush 'roun' fer ter ketch de squir'l, en Brer 

Rabbit, he dash out, he did, en he des fly fer 

home." 
At this point Uncle Remus took one of the 

tea-cakes, held his head back, opened his mouth, 

dropped the cake in with a sudden motion, 

looked at the little boy with an expression of 

astonishment, and then closed his eyes, and 

begun to chew, mumbling as an accompaniment 

the plaintive tune of " Don't you Grieve atter 

M , 
e. 
The seance was over ; but, before the little 

boy went into the "big house," Uncle Remus laid 

his rough hand tenderly on the child's shoulder, 

and remarked, in a confidential tone : 
" Honey, you mus' git up soon Chris'mus 

mawnin' en open de do'; kase I'm gwineter 

bounce in on Marse John en Miss Sally, en 
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holler Chris'mus gif' des like I useter endurin' 

de fahmin' days fo' de war, w'en ole Miss wuz 

'live. I boun' dey don't fergit de ole nigger, 

nudder. W' en you hear me call in' de pigs, 

honey, you des hop up en onfassen de do'. I 

lay I'll give Marse John wunner deze yer 'sprize 

parties." 



VI I I. 

MR. Fox rs OUTDONE BY Mr. BuzzARD. 

" E F I don't run inter no rnistakes," re-
marked Uncle Remus, as the little 

boy came tripping in to see him after supper, 
" Mr. Tukkey Buzzard wuz gyardin' de holler 
whar Brer Rabbit went in at, en w'ich he come 
out un. 

, 

The silence of the little boy verified the old 
man's recollection. 

"Well, Mr. Buzzard, he feel might:y lonesome, 
he did, but he done prommust Brer Fox dat 
he'd stay, en he 'termin' fer ter sorter hang 
'roun' en jine in de joke. En he ain't hatter 
wait long, nudder, kase bimeby yer come Brer 
Fox gallop in' thoo de woods wid his axe on 
his shoulder. 

"' How you speck Brer Rabbit gittin' on, 
Brer Buzzard ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
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"' Oh, he in dar,' sez Brer Buzzard, sezee. 

' He mighty still, dough. I speck he takin' a 

nap,' sezee. 
"'Den I'm des in time fer ter wake 'im up,' 

sez Brer Fox, sezee. En wid dat he fling off 

his coat, en spit in his han's, en grab de axe. 

Den he draw back en come down on de tree

pow ! En eve'y time he come down wid de 

axe-pow !-Mr. Buzzard, he step high, he did, 

en holler out : 
"' Oh, he in dar, Brer Fox. He in dar, 

sho.' 

" En eve'y time a chip ud fly off, Mr. 

Buzzard, he'd jump, en dodge, en hole his 

head sideways, he would, en holler : 

" ' He in dar, Brer Fox. I done heerd 'in1. 
He in dar, sho.' 

''En Brer Fox, he lammed away at dat 

boll r tree, he did, like a man maulin' rails, twel 

bimeby, atter he done got de tree mos' cut thoo, 

he stop fer ter ketch his bref, en he seed Mr. 

uzzard laffin' behime his back, he did, en 

right den en dar, widout 

Brer Fox, he smelt a rat. 

he keep on holler' n : 

gwine enny fudder 

But Mr. Buzzard, 
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'' ' He in dar, Brer Fox. He in dar, sho. I 

done seed 'im.' 

'' Den Brer Fox, he make like he peepin' up 

de holler, en he say, sezee : 

" ' Run yer, Brer Buzzard, en look ef dis ain't 

Brer Rabbit's foot hanging down yer.' 

" En Mr. Buzzard, he come step pin' up, he 

did, same ez ef he wer treddin' on kurkle-burrs, 

en he stick his head in de hole ; en no sooner 

did he done dat dan Brer Fox grab 'im. Mr. 

Buzzard flap his wings, en scramble 'roun' right 

smartually, he did, but 'twant no use. Brer 

Fox had de 'vantage er de grip, he did, en he 

hilt 'im right down ter de groun'. Den Mr. 

Buzzard squall out, sezee : 

"' Lemme 'lone, Brer Fox. Tu'n me loose,' 

sezee ; ' Brer Rabbit'll git out. Y ouer gittin' 

close at 'im,' sezee, ' en leb'm mo' licks'll fetch 
,. , 
1m, sezee. 

"'I'm nigher ter you, Brer Buzzard,' sez 

Brer Fox, sezee, 'dan I'll be ter. Brer Rabbit 

dis day,' sezee. 'W'at you fool me fer ? ' sezee. 

"'Lemme 'lone, Brer Fox,' sez Mr. Buzzard, 

sezee; 'my ole 'oman waitin' fer me. Brer 

Rabbit in dar,' sezee. 
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"'Dar's a bunch er his fur on dat black-be'y 
bush,' sez Brer Fox, sezee, 'en dat ain't de way 
he come,' sezee. 

" Den Mr. Buzzard up'n tell Brer Fox how 
'twuz, en he low'd, Mr. Buzzard did, dat Brer 
Rabbit wuz de lowdownest w'atsizname w'at he 

ever run up wid. Den Brer Fox say, sezee: 
" 'Dat's needer here ner dar, Brer Buzzard,' 

sezee. ' I lef' you yer fer to watch dish yer 
hole, en I lef' Brer Rabbit in dar. I comes 
back and I fines you at de hole en Brer Rabbit 
ain't in dar,' sezee. ' I'm gwineter make you 

pay fer't. I done bin tan1pered wid twel plum' 
down ter de sap sucker'll set on a log en sassy 
me. I'm gwineter fling you in a bresh-heap en 
burn you up,' sezee. 

'' Ef you fling me on der fier, Brer Fox, I'll 
tly 'way,' sez Mr. Buzzard, sezee. 

' 'vVell, den, I'll settle yo' hash right now,' 
ez Brer Fox, sezee, en wid dat he grab Mr. 

Buzzard by de tail, he did, en make fer ter 
dash 'in1 'gin de groun', but des 'bout dat 

time de tail fedders con1e out, en Mr. Buzzard 
ail off like wunner dese yer berloons ; en ez 

he riz, he holler back : 
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" 'You gimme good start, Brer Fox,' sezee, 
en Brer Fox sot dar en watch 'im fly outer 
sight." 

" But what became of the Rabbit, Uncle 
Remus ? " asked the little boy. 

" Don't you pester 'longer Brer Rabbit, honey, 
en don't you fret 'bout 'im. You'll year whar 
he went en how he come out. Dish yer cole 
snap rastles wid my bones, now," continued the 
old man, putting on his hat and picking up his 
walking-stick. " Hit rastles wid me monstus, 
en I gotter rack 'roun' en see if I kin run up 
agin some Chris'mus leavin's." 



IX. 

Miss Cow FALLS A VICTIM TO MR. RABBIT. 

" uNCLE REMUS," said the little boy, 
" what became of the Rabbit after 

he fooled the Buzzard, and got out of the 
hollow tree ? " 

'' Who ? Brer Rabbit ? Bless yo' soul, 
honey, Brer Rabbit went skippin' 'long home, 
he did, des ez sassy ez a jay-bird at a sparrer's 
nes'. He went gallopin' 'long, he did, but he 
feel mighty tired out, en stiff in his jints, en he 
wuz mighty nigh dead for sumpin fer ter drink, 
en bimeby, wen he got mos' home, he spied ole 
Miss Cow feed in' roun' in a tiel', he did, en he 
' termin' fer ter try his han' wid 'er. Brer Rabbit 
know n1ighty well dat lVIiss Cow won't give 'im 
no milk, kaze she done 'fuse 'im mo'n once, en 
w' en his ole 'oman wuz sick, at dat. But never 
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mind dat. Brer Rabbit sorter dance up 'long 

side er de fence, he did, en holler out: 

"' Howdy, Sis Cow,' sez Brer Rabbit, 

sezee. 

" 'W'y, howdy, Brer Rabbit,' sez Miss Cow 

sez she. 

"'How you fine yo'se'f deze days, Sis Cow? ' 

sez Brer Rabbit, sezee 

" ' I 'rn sorter toler'ble, Brer Rabbit ; how you 

come on ? ' sez Miss Cow, sez she. 

"' Oh, I'm des toler'ble myse'f, Sis Cow; 

sorter linger'n' twix' a bauk en a break-down,' 

sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"'How yo' fokes, Brer Rabbit?' sez Miss 

Cow, sez she. 

"'Dey er des middlin', Sis Cow; how Brer 

Bull gittin' on ? ' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

" ' Sorter so-so,' sez Miss Cow, sez she. 

" ' Dey er some n1ighty nice 'simmons up dis 

tree, Sis Cow,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 'en I 'd 

like mighty well fer ter have some un urn,' 

sezee. 
''' How you gwineter git urn, Brer Rabbit? ' 

sez she. 
''' I ;low'd maybe dat I might ax you fer ter 
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butt 'gin de tree, en shake some down, Sis Cow, ' 
sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"C'ose Miss Cow don't wanter diskom
rnerdate Brer Rabbit, en she march up ter de 
'simmon tree, she did, en hit it a rap wid'er 
hawns -blam ! Now, den,n continued Uncle 
Ren1us, tearing off a corner of the plug of tobacco 
and cramming it into his mouth-" now, den, 
dem 'simmons wuz green as grass, en na'er one 
never drap. Den Miss Cow butt de tree
blim! N a'er 'simmon drap. Den Miss Cow 
orter back off little, en run agin de tree-blip ! 

No 'simmons never drap. Den Miss Cow back 
off little fudder, she did, en hi'st her tail on 'er 
back, en come agin de tree kerblam ! en she 
come so fas', en she come so hard, twel wunner 
her hawns went spang thoo de tree, en dar she 
wuz. She can't go forreds, en she can't go 
backerds. Dis zackly w'at Brer Rabbit waitin' 
fer, en he no sooner seed ole Miss Cow a11 
fas'en'd up dan he jump up, he did, en cut de 
pidjin-wing. 

'' Come he'p me out, Brer Rabbit,' sez l\1iss 
CoVI , sez she. 

"' I cant clin1e, Sis Cow,' sez Brer Rabbit, 



48 Leg-ends of the 0 ld Plantation. 

sezee, 'but I'll run'n tell Brer Bull,' sezee; en 

wid dat Brer Rabbit put out fer home, en 

'twan't long 'fo here he come wid his ole 

'oman en all his chill uns, en de las' wunner de 

fan1bly wuz totin' a pail. De big uns had big 

pails, en de little uns had little pails. En dey 

all s'roundid ole Miss Cow, dey did, en you 

hear me, honey, dey milk't 'er dry. De ole uns 

milk't en the young uns milk't, en den w'en dey 

done got nuff, Brer Rabbit, he up'n say, sezee : 

"'I wish you mighty well, Sis Cow. I 'low'd 

bein's how dat you'd hatter sorter camp out all 

night dat I'd better come en swaje yo' bag,' 

" sezee. 
" Do which, Uncle Remus ? " asked the little 

boy. 
"Go 'long, honey! Swaje 'er bag. W'en 

cows don't git milk't, der bag swells, en youk'n 

hear urn a moanin' en a beller'n des like dey 

wuz gittin' hurtid. Dat's wat Brer Rabbit done. 

He 'sembled his fambly, he did, en he swaje 

ole Miss Cow's bag. 

" Miss Cow, she stood dar, she did, en she 

study en study, en strive fur ter break loose, 

but de hawn done bin jam in de tree so tight 







MISS COW FALLS A VICTIM TO BRER RABBIT'S 

DECEIT. 
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dat twuz way 'fo day in de mornin' 'fo' she 
loose it. Ennyhow hit wuz endurin' er de 
night, en atter she git loose she sorter graze 
'roun', she did, fer ter jestify 'er stummuck. 
She 'low'd, ole Miss Cow did, dat Brer Rabbit 
be hoppin' 'long dat way fer ter see how she 
gittin' on, en she tuck'n lay er trap fer 'im ; 
en des 'bout sunrise wat'd ole Miss Cow do but 
march up ter de 'simmon tree en stick her hawn 
back in de hole ? But, bless yo' soul, honey, 
w'ile she wuz croppin' de grass, she tuck one 
moufull too menny, kaze w' en she hitch on ter 
de 'simmon tree agin, Brer Rabbit wuz settin' 
in de fence cornder a watchin' un 'er. Den 
Brer Rabbit he say ter hisse'f: 

"' Heyo,' sezee, 'w'at dis yer gwine on now? 
Hole yo' hosses, ·sis Cow, twel you hear me 

. '' com1n, sezee. 
" En den he crope off down de fence, Brer 

Rabbit did, en bimeby here he come-lippity
clippity, clippity-lippity-des a sailin' down de 

big road. 
"' lVIawnin', Sis 

sezee, 
sezee. 

'how you 

Cow,' sez Brer Rabbit 
come on dis mawnin' ? ' 

E 
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" ' Po'ly, Brer Rabbit, po'ly,' sez Miss Cow, 

sez she. ' I ain't had no res' all night,' sez 

she. ' I can't pull loose,' sez she, · but ef 

you'll come en ketch holt er my tail, Brer 

Rabbit,' sez she, ' I reckin may be I kin fetch 

my hawn out,' sez she. Den Brer Rabbit, he 

come up little closer, but he ain't gittin' too 

close. 
'' 'I speck I'm nigh nuff, Sis Cow,' sez Brer 

Rabbit, sezee. ' I'm a mighty puny man, en 

I might get trompled,' sezee. 'You do de 

pullin', Sis Cow,' sezee, 'en I'll do de gruntin',' 

sezee. 
"Den Miss Cow, she pull out 'er hawn, she 

did, en tuck atter Brer Rabbit, en down de big 

road dey had it, Brer Rabbit wid his years laid 

back, en Miss Cow wid 'er head down en 'er tail 

curl. Brer Rabbit kep' on gainin,' en bimeby 

he dart in a brier-patch, en by de time Miss 

Cow come 'long he had his head stickin' out, en 

his eyes look big ez Miss Sally's chany sassers. 

" ' Heyo, Sis Cow ! Whar you gwine ? ' sez 

Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"' Howdy, Brer Big-Eyes,' sez M1s. Cow, sez 

she. ·Is you seed Brer Rabbit o-o by ? ' 
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" ' He des dis n1init pass,' sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee, 'en he look mighty sick,' sezee. 

'' En wid dat, Miss Cow tuck down de road 
like de dogs wuz atter 'er, en Brer Rabbit, he 
des lay down dar in de brier-patch en roll en 
laff twel his sides hurtid 'im. He bleedzd ter 
laff. Fox atter 'im, Buzzard atter 'im, en Cow 
atter 'im, en dey ain't kotch 'im yit." 



X. 

MR. TERRAPJ APPEAl(S UPON THE ScENE. 

" M· ISS SALLY'S" little boy again oc-

cupying the anxious position of 

auditor, Uncle Remus took the shovel and 

"put de noses er de chunks tergedder," as 

he expressed it, and then began : 

''One day, atter Sis Cow done run pas' 'er 

own shadder tryin' fer ter ketch 'im, Brer 

Rabbit tuck'n 'low dat he wuz gwinter drap in 

en see Miss Meadows en de gals, en he got out 

his piece er lookin'-glass en primp up, he did, en 

sot out. Gwine canterin' 'long de road, who 

should Brer Rabbit run up wid but ole Brer 

Tarrypin-de same ole one-en-sixpunce. Brer 

Rabbit stop, he did, en rap on de roof er Brer 

T arrypin house." 

"On the roof of his house, Uncle Remus ? '' 

interrupted the little boy. 
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'' Co'se, honey, Brer Tarrypin kare his house: 
wid 'im. Rain er shine, hot er cole, strike up 
wid ole Brer Tarrypin w'en you will en w'ilst 
you may, en whar you fine 'im, dar you'li 
fine his shanty. Hit's des like 1 tell you. 
So den ! Brer Rabbit he rap on de roof 
er Brer Tarrypin's house, he did, en ax wuz 
he in, en Brer Tarrypin 'low dat he wuz, en 
den Brer Rabbit, he ax 'im howdy, en den Brer 
Tarrypin he likewise 'spon' howdy, en den Brer 
Rabbit he say whar wuz Brer Tarrypin gwine, 
en Brer Tarrypin, he say w'ich he wern't gwine 
nowhar skasely. Den Brer Rabbit 'low he wuz 
on his way fer ter see Miss Meadows en de 
gals, en he ax Brer Tarrypin ef he won't jine in 
en go 'long, en Brer Tarrypin 'spon' he don't 
keer ef he do, en den dey sot out. Dey had 
plenty er time fer confabbin' 'long de way, but 
bimeby dey got dar, en Miss Meadows en de 
gals dey come ter de do', dey did, en ax urn in, 
en in dey went. 

"V\T'en dey got in, Brer Tarrypin wuz so 
flat-footed dat he wuz too low on de flo', en he 
wern't high nuff in a cheer, but while they wuz 
all scran1blin' 'roun' tryin' fer ter git Brer 
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Tarrypin a cheer, Brer Rabbit, he pick 'im up 
en put 'im on de shelf whar de water-bucket 
sot, en ole Brer Tarrypin, he · lay back up dar, 
he did, des es proud ez a nigger widder cook 
' possum. 

" Co' se de talk fell on Brer Fox> en l\11 iss 
Meadows en de gals make a great 'miration 
'bout w'at a gaily ridin'-hoss Brer Fox wuz, en 
dey make lots er fun, en laff en giggle same 
like gals duz deze days. Brer Rabbit> he sot 
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dar in de cheer smokin' his seegyar, en he 

sorter kler up his th'oat, en say, sezee: 

'''I'd er rid 'im over dis mawnin', ladies, 

sezee, ' but I rid 'im so hard yistiddy dat he 

went lame in de off fo' leg, en I speck I'll hatter 

swop 'im off yit.' sezee. 

"Den Brer Tarrypin, he up'n say, sezee : 

"'Well, ef you gwineter sell 'im, Brer Rabbit,' 

sezee, 'sell him some'rs outen dis naberhood, 

kase he done bin yer too long now,' sezee. ' No 

longer'n day 'fo' yistiddy,' sezee, 'Brer Fox pass 

me on de road, en whatter you reckin he say ? ' 

sezee: 

"'Law, Brer Tarrypin,' sez Miss Meadows, 

sez she, 'you don't mean ter say he cust ? ' sez 

she, en den de gals hilt der fans up 'fo' der faces. 

"' Oh, no, ma'm,' sez Brer Tarrypin, sezee 

'he didn't cust, but he holler out-" Heyo 

Stinkin' Jim!"' sezee. 

"' Oh, n1y! You hear dat, gals ? ' sez Miss 

1eadows, sez she; 'Brer Fox call Brer Tarry

pin Stinkin' Jim,' sez she, en den Miss Meadows 

en de gals make great wonderment how Brer 

Fox kin talk dat a way 'bout nice man like 

Brer Tarrypin. 
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"But bless grashus, honey! w'ilst all dis 
gwine on, Brer Fox wuz stannin' at de back do' 
wid one year at de cat-hole lissenin'. Eav'e
drappers don't hear no good er deyse'f, en de 
way Brer Fox wuz 'bused dat day wuz a 
caution. 

" Bimeby Brer Fox stick his head in de do', 
en holler out : 

"' Good evenin', fokes, I wish you mighty 
well,' sezee, en wid dat he make a dash fer Brer 
Rabbit, but Miss Meadows en de gals dey 
holler en squall, dey did, en Brer Tarrypin he 
got ter scramblin' roun' up dar on de shelf, en 
off he come, en blip he tuck Brer Fox on de 
back er de head. Dis sorter stunted Brer Fox, 
en w'en he gedder his 'membunce de mos' he 
seed wuz a pot er greens turnt over in de fire
place, en a broke cheer. Brer Rabbit wuz 
gone, en Brer Tarrypin wuz gone, en Miss 
Meadows en de gals wuz gone." 

"\Vhere did the Rabbit go, Uncle Remus ? " 
the little boy asked, after a pause. 

'' Bless yo' soul, honey ! Brer Rabbit he skint 
up de chim bly-dats w'at turnt de pot er greens 
over. Brer Tarrypin, he crope under de bed, 
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he did, en got behime de cloze-chist, en l\1iss 
Meadows en de gals, dey run out in de yard. 

" Brer Fox, he sorter look roun' en feel er de 
back er his head, whar Brer Tarrypin lit, but 
he don't see no sine er Brer Rabbit. But de 
smoke en de ashes gwine up de chimbly got de 
best er Brer Rabbit, en bimeby he sneeze
huckychow I 

" ' Aha ! ' sez 
is you ? ' sezee. 
you out, ef et 
dis tin1e,' sezee. 
nuthin'. 

Brer Fox, sezee: 'youer dar, 
' Well, I'm gwineter smoke 

takes a mont'. Youer mine 
Brer Rabbit ain't sayin' 

" 'Ain't you co min' down ? ' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee. Brer Rabbit ain't sayin' nuthin'. Den 
Brer Fox, he went out atter some wood, he did, 
en w'en he cotne back he hear Brer Rabbit 
laffin'. 

" 'W'at you laffin' at, Brer Rabbit ? ' sez Brer 
Fox, sezee. 

"' Can't tell you, Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee. 

" ' Better tell, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee. 

" 'Taint nuthin' but a box er n1oney some-
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body done gone en lef' up yer in de chink er de 

chimbly,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"' Don't b'leeve you,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" ' Look up en see,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 

en w'en Brer Fox look up, Brer Rabbit spit his 

eyes full er terbarker joose, he did, en Brer 

Fox, he make a break fer de branch, en Brer 

Rabbit he come down en tole de ladies good

by. 
"' How you git 'im off, Brer Rabbit ? ' sez 

Miss Meadows, sez she. 

"'Who? me ? ' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee ; 'w'y 

I des tuck en tole 'im dat ef he didn't go 'long 

home en stop playin' his pranks on spectubble 

fokes, dat I'd take 'im out and th'ash 'im,' 
)) 

sezee. 

"And what became of the Terrapin ? " asked 

the little boy. 

" Oh, well den ! " exclaimed the old man, 

"chilluns can't speck ter know all 'bout eve'y

thing 'fc;/ dey git some res'. Dem eyeleds 

er yone wanter be propped wid straws dis 
. . " 

ffilllnlt. 



XI. 

MR. wOLF \lAKES A F AlLURE. 

LAY yo' m::t got con1p'ny/' said Uncle 
Remus, as the little boy entered the old 

man's door with a huge piece of mince-pie in 
his hand, "en ef she ain't got con1p'ny, den she 
done gone en drap de cubberd key som'ers 
whar you done run up wid it." 

"Well, I saw the pie lying there, Uncle 
Remus, and I just thought I'd fetch it out to 

, 
you. 

'' T ooby sho, honey," replied the 
regarding the child with adn1iration. 
sho, honey ; dat changes marters. 

old man, 

'' Tooby 
Chrism us 

doin s is outer date, en dey ain't got no 
bizness layin' roun' loose. Dis yer pie," 
Uncle Remus continued, holding it up and 
measuring it with an experienced eye, "will 
gimme strenk fer ter per oo on atter Brer Fox 
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en Brer Rabbit en de udder beastesses w'at dey 

roped in 'long wid urn." 
Here the old man paused, and proceeded to 

demolish the pie-a feat accomplished in a very 

short time. Then he wiped the crumbs from 

his beard and began : 

" Brer Fox feel so bad, en he git so mad 'bout 

Brer Rabbit, dat he dunno w'at ter do, en he 

look mighty down-hearted. Bimeby, one day 
wiles he wuz gwine 'long de road, ole Brer 

Wolf come up wid 'im. W'en dey done 

howdyin' en axin' atter one nudder's fambly 

kunnexshun, Brer Wolf, he 'low, he did, dat der 

wuz sump'n wrong wid Brer Fox, en Brer Fox, 

he 'low'd der wern't, en he went on en laff en 

make great ter-do kaze Brer Wolf look like 

he spishun sump'n. But Brer Wolf, he got 

mighty long head, en he sorter broach 'bout 

Brer Rabbit's kyar'ns on, kaze de way dat 

Brer Rabbit 'ceive Brer Fox done got ter be de 

talk er de naberhood. Den Brer Fox en Brer 

Wolf dey sorter palavered on, dey did, twel 

bimeby Brer Wolf he up'n say dat he done got 

plan fix fer ter trap Brer Rabbit. Den Brer 

Fox say how. Den Brer Wolf up'n tell 'im 
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dat de way fer ter git de drap on Brer Rabbit 
wuz ter git 'im in Brer Fox house. Brer Fox 
dun know Brer Rabbit uv ole, en he know dat 
sorter game done wo'ter a frazzle, but Brer 
Wolf he talk tnighty 'swadin'. 

"' How you gwine git 'im dar? ' sez Brer 
Fox, sezee. 

"'Fool 'im dar,' sez Brer Wolf, sezee. 
" 'Who gwine do de foolin',' sez Brer Fox, 

sezee. 
" ' I '11 do de foolin',' sez Brer Wolf, sezee, ' ef 

you'll do de gamin',' sezee. 
" ' How you gwine do it ? ' sez Brer Fox, 

sezee. 
" ' You run 'long home, en git on de bed, en 

make like you dead, en don't you say nuthin' 
twel Brer Rabbit come en put his han's onter 
you,' sez Brer Wolf, sezee, 'en ef we don't git 
'im fer supper, Joe's dead en Sal's a widder,' 
~ezee. 

" Dis look like mighty nice game, en Brer 
Fox 'greed. So den he amble off home, en 
Brer Wolf, he march off ter Brer Rabbit house. 
W'en he got dar, hit look like nobody at home, 
but Brer !V olf he walk up en knock on de do 
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-blam ! blam ! Nobody come. Den he lam 

aloose en knock 'gin-blim! blim ! 

"'Who dar ? ' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"' Fr'en',' sez Brer Wolf. 

'''Too menny fr'en's spiles de dinner,' sez 

Brer Rabbit, sezee ; 'w'ich un's dis ? ' sezee. 

" ' I fetch bad news, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer 

Wolf, sezee. 

"' Bad news is soon tole,' sez Brer Rabbit, 

sezee. 

" By dis time Brer Rabbit done come ter de 

do', wid his head tied up in a red hankcher. 

"' Brer Fox died dis mawnin',' sez Brer 

Wolf, sezee. 

"' Whar yo' mo'nin' gown, Brer \Volf?' sez 

Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

" ' Gwine atter it now,' sez Brer Wolf, sezee. 

' I des called by fer ter bring de news. I went 

down ter Brer Fox house little bit 'go, en dar 

I foun' 'im stiff,' sezee. 

" Den Brer Wolf lope off. Brer Rabbit sot 

down en scratch his head, he did, en bimeby he 

say to hisse'f dat he b'leeve he sorter drap roun' 

by Brer Fox house fer ter see how de lan' lay. 

No sooner said'n done. Up he jump, en out 
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he went. W' en Brer Rabbit got close to Brer 
Fox house, . all look lonesome. Den he went 
up nigher. Nobody stirrin'. Den he look in, 
en dar lay Brer Fox stretch out on de bed des 
ez big ez life. Den Brer Rabbit make like he 
talkin' to hisse'f. 

"'Nobody 'roun' fer ter look atter Brer Fox 
-not even Brer Tukkey Buzzard ain't come 
ter de funer'l,' sezee. ' I hope Brer Fox ain't 
dead, but I speck he is,' sezee. 'Even down 
ter Brer Wolf done gone en lef' 'im. Hit's de 
busy season wid me, but I'll set up wid 'im. 
He seem like he dead, yit he mayn't be,' sez 
Brer Rabbit, sezee. 'W'en a man go ter see 
dead fok es, dead fokes allers raises up der 
behime leg en hollers, wahoo I' sezee. 

"Brer Fox he stay still. Den Brer Rabbit 
he talk littl e louder : 

" ' Mighty funn y. Brer Fox look like he 
dead, yit he don't do like he dead. Dead foke~ 
hists der behime leg en hollers wahoo I w'en 
a man come ter see um,' sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee. 

' Sho' nuff, Brer Fox lif' up his foot en 
holl er 'zeta/too I en Brer Rabbit he tear out de 
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house like de dogs wuz atter 'im.' Brer Wolf 

mighty smart, but nex' time you hear fum 'im, 

honey, he'll be in trouble. You des hole yo' 

b ff ' . " re n wait. 



XII. 

MR. Fox TAcKLES OLD MAN TARRYPIN. '' oNE day," said Uncle Remus, sharpening 
his knife on the palm of his hand

" one day Brer Fox strike up wid Brer Tarry
pin right in de middle er de big _road. Brer 
T arrypin done heerd 'im comin', en he 'low ter 
hissef dat he'd sorter keep one eye open ; but 
Brer F ox wuz monstus perlite, en he open up 
de confab, he did, like he ain't see Brer Tarry
pin sence de las' freshit. 

"' Heyo, Brer T arrypin, whar you bin dis 
long-come-short?' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

"' Lounjun 'roun', Brer Fox, lounjun 'roun',' 
sez Brer T arrypin. 

' 'You don't look sprucy like you did, Brer 
Tarrypin,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

''' Lounjun 'roun' en suffer'n' ' sez Brer 
T arrypin, sezee. 

F 
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" Den de talk sorter run on like dis : 

"' W'at ail you, Brer Tarrypin? Yo' eye 

look mighty red,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

"'Lor', Brer Fox, you dunner w'at trubble is. 

You ain't bin lounjun 'roun' en suffer'n',' sez 

Brer T arrypin, sezee. 

" ' Bofe eyes red, en you look like you mighty 

weak, Brer Tarrypin,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

"'Lor', Brer Fox, you dunner w'at trubble is,' 

sez Brer Tarrypin, sezee. 

"' W'at ail you now, Brer Tarrypin ? ' sez 

B rer Fox, sezee. 

"'Tuck a walk de udder day, en man come 

'long en sot de fiel' a- fier. Lor', Brer Fox, 

you dunner w'at trubble is,' sez Brer Tarrypin, 

sezee. 

"'How you git out de fier, Brer Tarrypin ? 

sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

"'Sot en tuck it, Brer Fox,' sez Brer Tarry

pin, sezee. ' Sot en tuck it, en de smoke sif 

in my eye, en de fier scorch my back,' sez Brer 

T arrypin, sezee. 

" ' Likewise hit bu'n yo' tail off,' sez Brer 

Fox, sezee. 

"' Oh, no, dar's de tail, Brer Fox,' sez Brer 
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Tarrypin, sezee, en wid dat he oncurl his tail 
fum under de shell, en no sooner did he do dat 
dan Brer Fox grab it, en holler out : 

"' Oh, yes, Brer Tarrypin! Oh, yes! En 
so youer de man w'at lam me on de head at 
Miss Meadows's, is you? Youer in wid Brer 
Rabbit, is you? Well, I'm gwineter out you.' 

"Brer Tarrypi·n beg en beg, but 'twan't no 
use. Brer Fox done bin fool so much dat he 
look like he 'termin' fer ter have Brer Tarrypin 
haslett. Den Brer Tarrypin beg Brer Fox 
not fer ter drown 'im, but Brer Fox ain't makin' 
no prommus, en den he beg Brer Fox fer ter 
bu'n 'im, kaze he done useter fier, but Brer Fox 
don't say nuthin'. Bimeby Brer Fox drag 
Brer Tarrypin off little ways b'low de spring
'ouse, en souze 'im under de water. Den Brer 
Tarrypin begin fer ter holler : 

" 'Tu'n loose dat stump root en ketch holt er 
me-tu'n loose dat stump root en ketch holt 

, 
er me. 

" Brer Fox he holler back : 
'' ' I ain't got holt er no stump rout, en I is 

got holt er you.' 
"Brer Tarrypin he keep on holler'n : 

F 2 
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"'Ketch holt er me-I'm a drownin'-I'm a 

drownin'-tu'n loose de stump root en ketch 

holt er me.' 

"Sho' nuff, Brer Fox tu'n loose de tail, en 

Brer Tarrypin, he went down ter de bottom

kerblunkity-blink!" 

No typographical combination or description 

could do justice to the guttural sonorousness

the peculiar intonation-which Uncle Remus 

imparted to this combination. It was so peculiar, 

indeed, that the little boy asked : 

"How did he go to the bottom, Uncle 

· Remus?" 
"Kerblunkity-blink!" 

"Was he drowned, Uncle Ren1us ? " 

"Who? Ole man Tarrypin? Is you 

drowndid w' en yo' rna tucks you in de bed ? ' ' 

"Well, no," replied the little boy, dubiously. 

"Ole man Tarrypin wuz at ho1ne I tell you, 

honey. K erblinkity-blunk!" 



XI I I. 

THE AwFuL FATE oF MR. WoLF. 

U NCLE REMUS was half-soling one of 
his shoes, and his Miss Sally's little boy 

had been handling his awls, his hammers, and 
his knives to such an extent that the old man was 
compelled to assume a threatening attitude; but 
peace reigned again, and the littlc:t boy perched 
himself on a chair, watching Uncle Remus 
driving in pegs. 

" Folks w'at's allers pesterin' people, en 
bodderin' 'longer dat w'at ain't dern, don't never 
come ter no good eend. Dar wuz Brer Wolf; 
stidder mindin' un his own bizness, he hatter 
take en go in pardnerships wid Brer Fox, en 
dey want skacely a minnit in de day dat he 
want atter Brer Rabbit, en he kep' on en kep' 
on twel fus' news you knowed he got kotch up 
wid-en he got kotch up wid monstus bad.'' 
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" Goodness, Uncle Remus ! I thought the 
Wolf let the Rabbit alone, after he tried to 
fool him about the Fox being dead." 

" Better lemme tell dish yer my way. Bimeby 
hit'll be yo' bed time, en Miss Sally'll be a 
hollerin' atter you, en you'll be a whimplin' 
roun', en den Mars J ohr/11 fetch up de re'r wid 
dat ar strop w'at I made fer 'im." 

The child laughed, and playfully shook his 
fist in the simple, serious face of the venerable 
old darkey, but said no more. Uncle Remus 
waited a while to be sure there was to be no 
other demonstration, and then proceeded : 

" Brer Rabbit ain't see no peace w'atsumever. 
He can't leave home 'cep' Brer Wolf 'ud make 
a raid en tote off some er de fambly. Brer 
Rabbit b'ilt 'im a straw house, en hit wuz tored 
down; den he made a house outen pine-tops, 
en dat went de same way; den he made 'im a 
bark house, en dat wuz raided on, en eve'y time 
he los' a house he los' wunner his chilluns. 
Las' Brer Rabbit got mighty mad, he did, en 
den he went off, he did, en got some kyarpinters, 
en dey b'ilt 'im a plank house wid rock founda
shuns. Atter dat he could have some peace 
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en quietness. He could go out en pass de 

time er day wid his nabers, en come back en 

set by de fier, en smoke his pipe, en read de 

newspapers same like enny man w'at got a 

fambly. He made a hole, he did, in de cellar 

whar de little Rabbits could hide out w'en dar 

wuz much uv a racket in de naberhood, en de 

latch er de front do' kotch on de inside. Brer 

v.,r olf, he see how de Ian' lay, he did, en he lay 
1 

low. De little Rabbits wuz mighty skittish, 
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but hit got so dat cole chills ain't run up Brer 
Rabbit's back no mo' w' en he heerd Brer Wolf 
go gallopin' by. 

" Bimeby, one day w'en Brer Rabbit wuz 
fixin' fer , ter call on Miss Coon, he heerd a 
monstus fuss en clatter up de big road, en 'mos' 
'fo' he could fix his years fer ter lissen, Brer 
Wolf run in de do'. De little Rabbits dey 
went inter dere hole in de cellar, dey did, like 
blowin' out a cannle. Brer Wolf wuz far'ly 
kivver'd wid mud, en mighty nigh outer win'. 

"' Oh, do pray save me, Brer Rabbit!' sez 
Brer Wolf, sezee. ' Do please, Brer Rabbit ! 
de dogs is atter me, en dey'll t'ar me up. Don't 
you year urn comin' ? Oh, do please save me, 
Brer Rabbit ! Hide me some'rs whar de dogs 
won't git me.' 

" No quicker sed dan done. 
"'Jump in dat big chist dar, Brer Wolf,' 

sez Brer Rabbit, sezee ; 'jump in dar en make 
yo'se'f at home.' 

" In jump Brer Wolf, down come de led, en 
inter de hasp went de hook, en dar Mr. Wolf 
wuz. Den Brer Rabbit went ter de lookin'
glass, he did, en wink at hisse'f, en den he 
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drawd de rockin' -cheer in front er de fier, he 
did, en tuck a big chaw terbarker.'' 

"Tobacco, Uncle Remus ? " asked the little 
boy, incredulously. 

'' Rabbit terbarker, honey. You know dis 
yer life ev'lastin' w'at Miss Sally puts 'mong de 
cloz~ in de trunk ; well, dat's rabbit terbarker. 
Den Brer Rabbit sot dar long time, he did, 
turnin' his mine over en wukken his thinkin' 
masheen. Bimeby he got up, en sorter st1 r 
roun'. Den Brer Wolf open up : 

'' ' Is de dogs all gone, Brer Rabbit ? ' 
" ' Seem like I hear one un urn smellin' roun ' 

de chimbly-cornder des now.' 
'' Den Brer Rabbit git de kittle en fill it full 

er water, en put it on de fier. 
" ' W'at you doin' now, Brer Rabbit ? ' 
"' I'm fixin' fer ter make you a nice cup er 

tea, Brer Wolf.' 
" Den Brer Rabbit went ter de cubberd en 

git de gimlet, en commence for ter bo' little holes 
in de chist-led. 

'' 'W'at you doin' now, Brer Rabbit?' 
" ' I'm a bo'in' little holes so you kin get 

bref, Brer Wolf.' 
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" Den Brer Rabbit went out en git some 

mo' wood, en fling it on de fier. 

' ' ' W'at you doin' now, Brer Rabbit ? ' 

"' I'm a chunkin' up de fier so you won't git 

cole, Brer Wolf.' 
" Den Brer Rabbit went down inter de cellar 

en fotch out all his chilluns. 
" 'W'at you doin' now, Brer Rabbit?' 

"' I'm a tellin' my chilluns w'at a nice man 
you is, Brer Wolf.' 

" En de chilluns, dey had ter put der han's 

on der moufs fer ter keep fum laffin'. Den 

Brer Rabbit he got de kittle en commenced fer 

ter po' de hot water on de chist-lid. 

" ' \N'at dat I hear, Brer Rabbit ? ' 

" ' You hear de win' a blowin', Brer Wolf.' 

" Den de water begin fer ter sif' thoo. 

" · W'at dat I feel, Brer Rabbit ? ' 
" 'You feels de fleas a bitin', Brer Wolf.' 

" ' Dey are bitin' mighty hard, Brer 

Rabbit.' 
"' Tu'n over on de udder side, Brer Wolf.' 

'' ' W'at dat I feel now, Brer Rabbit ? ' 

"' Still you feels de fleas, Brer Wolf.' 

" ' Dey er eatin' me up, Brer Rabbit,' en dem 
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wuz de las' words er Brer Wolf, kase de scaldin' 
water done de bizness. 

" Den Brer Rabbit call in his nabers, he did, 
en dey hilt a reg'lar juberlee ; en ef you go ter 
Brer Rabbit's house right now, I dunno but w'at 
you'll fine Brer Wolf's hide hangin' in de back
po' ch, en all bekaze he wuz so bizzy wid udder 
fo'kses doin's." 



XIV. 

1Y1R. Fox AND THE DECEITFUL FRoGs. 

\
X THEN the little boy ran in to see Uncle 
1 V Remus the night after he had told him 

of the awful fate of Brer Wolf, the only response 
to his greeting was : 

" 1-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker! " 
No explanation could convey an adequate 

idea of the intonation and pronunciation which 

Uncle Remus brought to bear upon this won
derful word. Those who can recall to mind 

the peculiar gurgling, jerking, liquid sound 
made by pouring water from a large jug, or the 
sound produced by throwing several stones in 
rapid succession into a pond of deep water, may 
be able to form a very faint idea of the sound, 
but ·it cannot be reproduced in print. The 
little boy was astonished. 
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" What did you say, Uncle Remus ? " 
" I-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker! I-doom-er-ker 

kum-mer-ker!" 
" What is that ? " 
"Dat's Tarrypin · talk, dat is. Bless yo 

soul, honey,'' continued the old man, brighten
ing up, "w'en you git ole ez me-w' en you 
see w'at I sees, en year w'at I years - de 
creeturs dat you can't talk wid '11 be mighty 
skase-dey will dat. W'y, ders er old gray 
rat w'at uses 'bout yer, en time atter tirne 
he comes out w'en you all done gone ter 
bed en sets up dar in de cornder en dozes, 
en me en 'im talks by de 'our; en w'at dat 
ole rat dunno ain't down in de spellin' book. 
D es now, w'en you run in and broke me up, I 
wuz fetchin' inter my mine w'at Brer T arrypin 
say ter Brer F ox w'en he turn 'im loose in de 
branch." 

"vVhat did he say, Uncle Remus ? " 
" D at w'at he said-1-doom-er-ker-kum-mer

ker! Brer Tarrypin wuz at de bottom er de 
pon', en he talk back, he did, in bubbles-1-
doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker! Brer Fox, he ain't 
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sayin' nuthin', but Brer Bull-Frog, settin' on de 
bank, he hear Brer Tarrypin, he did, en he 
holler back : 

"' J ug-er-rum-kum-dum! J ug-er-rum-kum-
dum!' 

"Den n'er Frog holler out: 
"' Knee-deep ! Knee-deep!' 
"Den ole Brer Bull-Frog, he holler back: 
"' Don't-you-berlieve-'im! Don't-you-ber-

lieve-' im ! ' 
"Den de bubbles come up fum Brer Tarrypin : 
"' 1-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker!' 
"Den n'er Frog sing out: 
" ' Wade in ! Wade in ! ' 
''Den ole Brer Bull-Frog talk thoo his 

ho'seness: 
" ' Dar-you'll-fine-yo' -brudder! Dar-you'll-

fine-yo'-brudder J' 
" Sho nuff, Brer Fox look over de bank, he 

did, en dar wuz n'er Fox lookin' at 'im outer de 
water. Den he retch out fer ter shake han's, 
en in he went, heels over head, en Brer 
Tarrypin bubble out: 

"' 1-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker l '" 
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''Was the Fox drowned, Uncle Remus ? " 
asked the little boy. 

" He wern't zackly drowndid, honey," replied 
the old man, with an air of cautious reserve. 
" He did manage fer ter scramble out, but a 
little mo' en de Mud Turkle would er got 'im, 
en den he'd er bin made hash un worril widout 

'" een. 



XV. 

MR. Fox GOES A-HUNTING, BUT MR. RABBIT 

BAGS THE GAME. 

'' ATTER Brer Fox hear 'bout how Brer 

Rabbit done Brer Wolf,'' said Uncle 

Remus, scratching his head with the point of 

his awl, "he 'low, he did, dat he better not be 

so brash, en he sorter let Brer Rabbit 'lone. 

Dey wuz all time seein' one nudder, en 'bun

ounce er times Brer Fox could er nab Brer 

Rabbit, but eve'y time he got de chance, his 

mine 'ud sorter rezume 'bout Brer Wolf, en he 

let Brer Rabbit 'lone. Bimeby dey 'gun ter git 

kinder familious wid wunner nudder like dey 

useter, en it got so Brer Fox' d call on Brer 

Rabbit, en dey' d set up en smoke der pipes, 

dey would, like no ha' sh feelin' s 'd ever rested 

'twixt urn. 

"Las', ont: day Brer Fox come 'long all rig-
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out, en ax Brer Rabbit fer ter go huntin' wid 
'im, but Brer Rabbit, he sorter feel lazy, en he 
tell Brer Fox dat he got some udder fish fer ter 
fry. Brer Fox feel mighty sorry, he did, but 
he say he b'leeve he try his han' enny how, en 
off he put. He wuz gone all day, en he had a 
monstus streak er luck, Brer Fox did, en he 
bagged a sight er game. Bimeby, to'rds de 
shank er de evenin', Brer Rabbit sorter stretch 
hisse'f, he did, en 'low hit's mos' time fer Brer 
Fox fer ter git 'long hon1e. Den Brer Rabbit, 
he went'n mounted a stump fer ter see ef he 
could year Brer Fox comin'. He ain't bin dar 
long, twel sho' nuff, yer come Brer Fox thoo de 
woods, singing like a nigger at a frolic. Brer 
Rabbit, he lipt down off'n de stump, he did, en 
lay down in de road en 1nake like he dead. Brer 
Fox he con1e 'long, he did, en see Brer Rabbit 
layin' dar. He tu'n 'in1 over, he did, en 'zamin 
,. 
1m, en say, sezee : 

"' ish yer rabbit dead. He look like he 
bin dead Ion; time. He dead, but he mighty 
fat. He de fattes rabbit wa't I ever see, but 
he bin dead too long. I feard ter take 'in1 
home,' sezee. 
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"Brer Rabbit ain't sayin' nuthin'. Brer 

Fox, he sorter lick his chops, but he went 

on en lef' Brer Rabbit layin' in de road. 

Dreckly he wuz outer sight, Brer Rabbit, he 

jump up, he did, en run roun' thoo de woods 

en git befo' Brer Fox agin. Brer Fox, he 

come up, en dar lay Brer Rabbit, periently 

cole en stiff. Brer Fox, he look at Brer 

Rabbit, en he sorter study. Atter while he 

onslung his game-bag, en say ter hisse'f, 

sezee: 
"' Deze yer rabbits gwine ter 

des 'bout leave my game yer, 

back'n git dat udder rabbit, en 

fokes b'leeve dat I'm ole man 

Huntsville,' sezee. 

' I'll was e. 
en I'll go 

I'll make 

Hunter fum 

" En wid dat he drapt his game en loped 

back up de road atter de udder rabbit, en 

w' en he got outer sight, ole Brer Rabbit, he 

snatch up Brer Fox game en put out fer home. 

N ex' time he see Brer Fox, he holler out : 

" 'What you kill de udder day, Brer Fox ? ' 

sezee. 
" Den Brer Fox, he sorter koam his flank 

wid his tongue, en holler back : 
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" ' I kotch a han'ful er hard sense, Brer 
Rabbit,' sezee. 

" Den ole Brer Rabbit, he laff, he did, en 
' up en spon, sezee : 

"' Ef I'd a know'd you wuz atter dat, Brer 
Fox, I'd a loant you some er mine,' sezee." 

G 2 



XV I. 

OLD MR. RABBIT, HE's A GOOD FrsHERMAr 

"B RER RABB IT en Brer Fox wuz like 

some chilluns w'at I knows un," said 

Uncle Ren1us, regarding the little boy, who had 

come to hear another story, with an affectation 

of great solemnity. " Bofe un urn wuz allers 

atter wunner nudder, a prankin' en a pester'n 

'roun', but Brer Rabbit did had some peace 

kaze Brer Fox done got skittish 'bout puttin' 

de clamps on Brer Rabbit. 

"One day, w'en Brer Rabbit, en Brer Fox, 

en Brer Coon, en Brer B'ar, en a whole lot un 

urn wuz clearin' up a new groun' fer ter plant 

a roas'n'year patch, de sun 'gun ter git sorter 

hot, en Brer Rabbit he got tired; but he didn't 

let on, kaze he 'fear'd de balance un um'd call 

'im lazy, en he keep on totin' off trash en pilin' 

up bresh, twel bimeby he holler out dat he 
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gotter brier in his han', en den he take'n slip 

off, en hunt fer cool place fer ter res'. A tter w'ile 

he come 'crosst a well wid a bucket hangin' 

in it. 

" ' Dat look cool,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, ' en 

cool I speck she is. I'll des 'bout git in dar en 

take a nap,' en wid dat in he jump. he did, en 

he ain't no sooner fix hisse'f dan de bucket 'gun 

d " ter go own. 

" Wasn't the Rabbit scared, Uncle Retnus ? " 

asked the little boy. 

" Honey, dey ain't bin no wusser skeer' d 

beas' sence de worril begin dan dish yer same 

Brer Rabbit. He far'ly had a ager. He know 

whar he cum fum, but he dunner whar he 

o·w1ne. Dreckly he feel de bucket hit de water, 

en dar she sot, but Brer Rabbit he keep mighty 

still, kaze he dunner w'at 1ninnit gwineter be de 

nex'. He des lay dar en shuck en shiver. 

" Brer Fox allers got one eye on Brer Rabbit. 

en w'en he slip off fum de new groun', Brer 

Fox he sneal- atter 'im. He know Brer Rabbit 

wuz atter some projick er nudder, en he tuck'n 

crope off, he did, en watch 'im. Brer Fox see 

Brer Rabbit come to de well en stop, en den he 
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see 'im jump in de bucket, en der:, lo en beholes, 
he see 'im go down outer sight. Brer Fox wuz 
de mos' 'stonish Fox dat you ever laid eyes 
on. He sot off dar in de bushes en study en 
study, but he don't make no head ner tails 

ter dis kinder bizness. Den he say ter hisse' f, 
sezee: 

"'Well, ef dis don't bang my times,' sezee, 

'den Joe's dead en Sal's a wielder. Right 
down dar in dat well Brer Rabbit keep his 
money hid, en ef 'tain't dat den he done gone 
en 'skiver'd a gole-mine, en ef 'tain't dat, den 
l'm a gwineter see w'at's in dar,' sezee. 

" Brer Fox crope up little nigher, he did, en 
lissen, but he don't year no fuss, en he keep on 

gittin' nigher, en yit he don't year nuthin'. 

Bimeby he git up close and peep down, but he 
don:t see nuthin' en he don't year nuthin'. All 

dis time Brer Rabbit mighty nigh skeer'd outen 

his skin, en he fear' d fer ter move kaze de 

bucket might keel over en spill him out in 
de water. W'ile he sayin' his pra'rs over like 

a train er kyars runnin', ole Brer Fox holler out : 

" · Heyo, Brer Rabbit! Who you wizzitin' 
down dar?' sezee. 
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'"Who? Me? Oh, I'm des a fishin', 

Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 'I des say 

ter myse'f dat I'd sorter sprize you all wicl a 

mess er fishes fer dinner, en so here I is, en 

dar's de fishes. I'm a fishin' fer suckers, Brer 

Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"' Is dey many un urn down dar, Brer 

Rabbit ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

"'Lot's un urn, Brer Fox; scoze en scoze 

un urn. De water is natally live wid urn. 

Come down en he'p me haul urn in, Brer 

Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

'' ' How I gwineter git down, Brer Rabbit ? ' 

'''Jump inter de bucket, Brer Fox. Hit'll 

fetch yer down all safe en soun'.' 

" Brer Rabbit talk so happy en talk so sweet 

dat Brer Fox he jump in de bucket, he did, en, 

ez he v ent down, co'se his weight pull Brer 

Rabbit up. W'en dey pass one nudder on de 

half-way groun', Brer Rabbit he sing out : 

" Good-by, Brer Fox, take keer yo' doze, 
Fer dis is de way de worril goes; 

ome gues up en some goes down, 
You'll git ter de bottom all safe en soun' .' 
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"W'en Brer Rabbit got out, he gallop off en 
tole de fokes w'at de well b'long ter dat Brer 
Fox wuz down in dar mudd yin' up de drinkin' 
water, en den he gallop back ter de well, en 
holler down ter Brer Fox: 

" 'Yer come a man wid a great big gun
W'en he haul you up, you jump en run.'"* 

" What then, Uncle Remus ? " asked the 
little boy, as the old man paused. 

" In des 'bout half-n' our, honey, bofe un urn 
wuz back in de new groun' wukkin des like 
dey never heer'd er no well, ceppin' dat eve'y 
now'n den Brer Rabbit'd bust out in er laff, en 
ole Brer Fox, he'd git a speller de dry grins." 

* As this story may be somewhat obscure, it may be as 
well to state that the well is supposed to be supplied with 
a rope over a wheel, or pulley, with a bucket at each end. 



XVII. 

MR. RABBIT NIBBLES UP THE BuTTER. 

" DE animils en de beastesses," said Uncle 
Remus, shaking his coffee around in 

the bottom of his tin cup, in order to gather 
up all the sugar, "dey kep' on gittin' mo' en 
mo' familious wid wunner nudder, twel bimeby, 
'twan't long 'fo' Brer Rabbit, en · Brer Fox, en 
Brer Possum got ter sorter bunchin' der per
-vvishuns tergedder in de same shanty. Atter 
w'ile de roof sorter 'gun ter leak, en one day 
Brer Rabbit, en Brer Fox, en Brer Possum, 
'semble fer ter see ef dey can't kinder patch 
her up. Dey had a big day's work in front un 
urn, en dey fotch der dinner wid un1. Dey 
lump de vittles up in one pile, en de butter w'a t 
Brer Fox brung, dey goes en puts in de spring
' ouse fer ter keep cool, en den dey went ter 
wuk, en 'twan't long 'fo' Brer Rabbit sturn-
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muck 'gun ter sorter growl en pester 'im. Dat 
butter er Brer Fox sot heavy on his mine, en 
his mouf water eve'y time he 'member 'bout it. 
Present'y he say ter hisse'f dat he bleedzd ter 
have a nip at dat butter, en den he lay his plans, 
he did. Fus' news you know, w'ile dey wuz 

all wukkin' 'long, Brer Rabbit raise his head 
quick en fling his years forrerd en holler out : 

"' Here I is. W'at you want wid me ? ' en 
off he put like sump'n wuz atter 'im. 

" He sallied 'roun', ole Brer Rabbit did, 
en atter he make sho dat nobody ain't foller'n 
un 'im, inter de spring-' ouse he bounces, en dar 
he stays twel he git a bait er butter. Den he 

santer on back en go to wuk. 
'' 'Whar you bin ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
" ' I hear my chilluns callin' me,' sez Brer 

Rabbit, sezee, ' en I hatter go see w'at dey 

want. lVIy ole 'oman done gone en tuck mighty 
sick,' sezee. 

" Dey wuk on twel bimeby de butter tas' e so 
good dat ole Brer Rabbit want some mo'. Den 
he raise up his head, he did, en holler out : 

''' Heyo! Hole on! I'm a comin'.' en off 

he put. 
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" Dis ti1ne he stay right smart w'ile, en w' en 
he git back Brer Fox .ax him whar he bin. 

"' I bin ter see my ole 'oman, en she's a 
sinkin,' sezee. 

" Dreckly Brer Rabbit hear urn callin' 'im 
ag'in en off he goes, en dis time, bless yo' soul, 
he gits de butter out so clean dat he kin see 
hisse'f in de bottom er de bucket. He scrape 
it clean en lick it dry, en den he go back ter 
wuk lookin' mo' samer dan a nigger w'at de 
patter-rollers bin had holt un. 

" ' How's yo' ole 'on1an dis time ? ' sez Brer 
Fox, sezee. 

"' l'm oblije ter you, Brer Fox,' sez Brer 
Rabbit, sezee, 'but l'n1 fear'd she's done gone 
by now,' en dat sorter make Brer Fox en Brer 
Possun1 feel in n1oan1n' wid Brer Rabbit. 

'' Bimeby, w'en dinner-tin1e come, dey all got 
out der vittles, but Brer Rabbit keep on lookin' 
lonesome, en Brer Fox en Brer Possum dey 
sorter rustle roun' fer ter see ef dey can't make 
Brer Rabbit feel sorter splin1n1y." 

"What is that, Uncle Remus ? " asked the 
little boy. 

"Sorter splimmy-splamn1y, honey-sorter like 



92 Ler;ends o.f the Old Plantatzon. 

he 1n a crowd-sorter like his ole 'oman ain't 

dead ez she mout be. You know how fokes 

duz w'en dey gits whar people's amoanin'." 
The little boy didn't know, fortunately for 

him, and Uncle Remus went on : 

" Brer Fox en Brer Possum rustle roun', dey 

did, gittin' out de vittles, en bimeby Brer Fox, 

he say, sezee : 

" ' Brer Possum, you run down ter de spring 

en fetch de butter, en I '11 sail 'roun' yer en set 

de table,' sezee. 
" Brer Possum, he lope off atter de butter, 

en dreckly here he come lopin' back wid his 

years a tri1nblin' en his tongue a hangin' out. 

Brer Fox, he holler out : 

" 'W'at de matter now, Brer Possum ? ' 
sezee. 

" 'You all better run yer, fokes,' sez Brer 

Possum, sezee. ' De las' drap er dat butter 

done gone ! ' 
" ' Whar she gone ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" 'Look like she dry up,' sez Brer Possum, 

sezee. 
'' Den Brer Rabbit, he look sorter sollum, h 

did, en he up'n say, sezee : 
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"' I speck dat butter n1elt in somebody mouf,' 

sezee. 
" Den dey went down ter de spring wid Brer 

Possun1, en sho nuff de butter done gone. 

W'iles dey wuz sputin' over der wunderment, 

Brer Rabbit say he see tracks all 'roun' dar, en 

he p'int out dat ef dey'll all go ter sleep, he kin 

ketch de chap w'at stole de butter. Den dey 

all lie down en Brer Fox en Brer Possum dey 

soon drapt off ter sleep, but Brer Rabbit he stay 

)wake, en w'en de tin1e come he raise up easy 

en smear Brer Possum mouf wid de butter on 

his paws, en den he run off en nibble .up de 

bes' er de dinner w'at dey lef' layin' out, en den 

he co1ne back en wake up Brer Fox, en show 

'itn de butter on Brer Possum 111ouf. Den dey 

wake up Brer Possum, en tell 'im 'bout it, but 

c'ose Brer Possum 'ny it ter de las'. Brer Fox, 

dough, he's a kinder lawyer, en he argafy dis 

way-dat Brer Possum wuz de fus one at de 

butter, en de fus one ter miss it, en mo'n dat, 

dar hang de signs on his mouf. Brer Possun1 

see dat dey got 'im jamn1ed up in a cornder, en 

den he up en say dat de way fer ter ketch de 

man w'at stole de butter is ter b'il' a big bresh-
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heap en set her afier, en all han's try ter jump 

over, en de one w'at fall in, den he de chap 

w'at stole de butter. Brer Rabbit en Brer 
Fox dey bofe 'gree, dey did, en dey whirl in en 

b'il' de bresh-heap, en dey b'il' her high en dey 
b'il' her wide, en den dey totch her off. W' en 
she got ter blazin' up good, Brer Rabbit, he 
tuck de fus turn. He sorter step back, en look 
'roun' en giggle, en over he went mo' samer dan 
a bird flyin'. Den come Brer Fox. He got 
back little fudder, en spit on his han's, en lit 
out en made de jump, en he come so nigh gittin' 
in dat de een' er his tail kotch afier. Ain't 
you never see no fox, honey ? " inquired Uncle 
Remus, in a tone that implied both conciliation 
and information. 

The little boy thought probably he had, but 
he wouldn't commit himself. 

"Well, den," continued the old man, 

" nex' time you see one un urn, you look 
right close en see ef de een' er his tail ain't 
w'ite. Hit's des like I tell you. Dey b'ars 

de skyar er dat bresh-heap down ter dis 
day. Dey er marked-dat's w'at dey is-dey 
er marked." 
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"And what about Brother Possum ? '' asked 

the little boy. 
"Ole Brer Possum, he tuck a runnin' start, 

he did, en he come lumberin' 'long, en he lit
kerblam !-right in de middle er de fier, en dat 
wuz de las' er ole Brer Possum." 

" But, Uncle Remus, Brother Possum didn't 
steal the butter after all," said the little boy, 
who was not at all satisfied with such summary 

injustice. 
" Dat w'at make I say w'at I hoz ud, ney. 

In dis worril, lots er fokes is gotter suffer fer 
udder fokes' s1ns. Look like hit's mighty on
·wrong; but hit's des dat away. Tribba

lashun seem like she's a waitin' roun' de 
cornder fer ter ketch one en all un us, honey." 



XVIII. 

MR. RABBIT FINDS HIS MATCH AT LAST. 

" H IT look like ter me dat I let on de 
udder night dat in dem days w'en de 

beastesses wuz santer'n 'roun' same like fokes, 

none un urn wuz brash nuff fer ter ketch up 
wid Brer Rabbit," remarked Uncle Remus, 

reflectively. 
"Yes," replied the little boy, "that's what 

you said." 
"Well, den,'' continued the old man with 

unction, "dar's whar my 'membunce gin out, 

kaze Brer Rabbit did git kotched up wid, en 

hit cool 'im off like po'in' spring water on one 

er deze yer biggity fices." 

" How was that, Uncle Remus ? " asked the 

little boy. 
"One day w'en Brer Rabbit wuz gwine 

lippity-clippitin' down de road, he meet up wid 
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o1e Brer Tarrypin, en atter dey pass de time er 
day wid wunner nudder, Brer Rabbit, he 'lovv· 
dat he wuz much 'blije ter Brer Tarrypin fer de 
han' he tuck in de rumpus dat day down at 
M. M d ' " 1ss ea ows s. 

" \Vhen he dropped off of the water-shelf 
on the Fox's head," suggested the little boy. 

"Dat's de same time, honey. Den Brer 
Rabbit 'low dat Brer Fox run n1ighty fas' dat 
day, but dat ef he'd er bin atter 'im stidder 
Brer Rabbit, he'd er kotch 'im. Brer Rabbit 
say he could er kotch 'im hisse'f but he didn't 
keer 'bout leavin' de ladies. Dey keep on 
talkin', dey did, twel bimeby dey gotter 'sputin' 
'bout w'ich wuz de swifes'. Brer Rabbit, he 
say he kin outrun Brer Tarrypin, en Brer 
Tarrypin, he des vow dat he kin outrun 
Brer Rabbit. Up en down dey had it, twel 
fu ' news you know Brer Tarrypin say he got 
a fifty-dollar bill in de chink er de chimbly at 
ho1ne, en dat bill done tole 'in1 dat he could 
beat Br r Rabbit in a fa'r race. Den Brer 
Rabbit say he oot a fifty-dollar bill w'at say 
lathe kin leave rer Tarrypin so fur behi1ne, 

dat he could sow barley ez he went 'long en 
II 
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hit 'ud be ripe nuff fer ter cut by de time Brer 

Tarrypin pass dat way. 

" Enny how dey make de bet en put up .de 

money> en Brer Tukky Buzzard, he wuz sum

monzd fer ter be de jedge, en de stakeholder ; 

en 'twan't long 'fo' all de 'rangements wuz made. 

De race wuz a five-mile heat, en de groun' wuz 

medjud off, en at de een' er ev'ey mile a pos' 

wuz stuck up. Brer Rabbit wuz ter run down 

de big road, en Brer Tarrypin, he say he'd 

gallup thoo de woods. F okes tole 'im he could 

git long faster in de road, but ole Brer Tarrypin, 

he know w'at he doin'. Miss Meadows en de 

gals en n1os' all de nabers got win' er de 

fun, en w'en de day wuz sot dey 'termin' fer 

ter be on han'. Brer Rabbit he train hisse'f 

ev'ey day, en he skip over de groun' des ez 

gayly ez a June cricket. Ole Brer Tarrypin, 

he lay low in de swamp. He had a wife en 

th'ee chilluns, ole Brer Tarrypin did, en dey 

wuz all de ve'y spit en image er de ole man. 

Ennybody w'at know one fum de udder gotter 

take a spy-glass, en den dey er li'b1e fer ter git 

fooled. 

" Dat's de way marters stan' twel de day r 
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de race, en on dat day, ole Brer Tarrypin, en 
his ole 'oman, en his th'ee chilluns, dey got up , 
'fo' sun-up, en went ter de place. De ole 'oman 
she tuck 'er stan' nigh de fus' mile-pos', she did, 
en de chilluns nigh de udders, up ter de las', en 
dar ole Brer Tarrypin, he tuck his stan'. Bime
by, here come de fokes : J edge Buzzard, he 
come, en Miss Meadows en de gals, dey come, 
en den yer come Brer Rabbit wid ribbin~ tied 
'roun' his neck en streamin' fum his years. 
De fokes all went ter de udder een' er de 
track fer ter see how dey come out. W'en de 
time come J edge Buzzard strut 'roun' en pull 
out his watch, en holler out : 

" ' Gents, is you ready ? ' 
" Brer Rabbit, he say 'yes,' en ole Miss 

T arrypin holler ' go ' fum de aidge er de woods ~ 
Brer Rabbit, he lit out on de race, en ole Miss 
Tarrypin, she put out for home. J edge Buzzard 
he riz en skimmed 'long fer ter see dat de race 
wuz runned fa'r. V..J'en Brer Rabbit got ter de 
fus' mile-pos' wunner de T arrypin chilluns crawl 
out de woods, he did, en make fer de place. 
Brer Rabbit, he holler out : 

" ' \N"har is you, Brer Tarrypin ? ' 
II 2 
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"' Yer I come a bulgin',' sez de Tarrypin' 

sezee. 
" Brer Rabbit so glad he's ahead dat he 

put out harder dan ever, en de Tarrypin, h 

make fer home. W' en he come ter de nex' 

pos', nudder Tarrypin crawl outer de woods. 

"' Whar is you, Brer Tarrypin?' sez Brer 

Rabbit, sezee. 

" ' Y er I come a bilin',' sez de Tarrypin, sezee. 

" Brer Rabbit, he lit out, he did, en come ter 

nex' pos', en dar wuz de Tarrypin. Den he 

come ter nex', en dar wuz de Tarrypin. Den 

he had one mo' mile fer ter run, en he feel like 

he gittin' bellust. Bimeby, ole Brer Tarrypin 

look way off down de road en he see J edg 

Buzzard sailin' 'long en he know hit's time fer 

'im fer ter be up. So he scramble outen d 

woods, en roll 'cross de ditch, en shuffle thoo 

de crowd er folks en git ter de mile-pos' en 

crawl behime it. Bimeby, fus' news you know, 

yer come Brer Rabbit. He look 'roun' en he 

don't see Brer Tarrypin, en den he squall out : 

" ' Gimme de money, Brer uzzard ! Gimme 

de money!' 
"Den Iiss Meadows en de gals, dey holler 







MISS MEADOWS EN DE GALS. 
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and laff fit ter kill deyse'f, en ole Brer Tarrypin 
he raise up fum behime de pos' en sez, sezee : 

" ' Ef yo /ll g imme time fer ter ketch n1y 
breff, gents ~en ladies, one en all, I speck 
I'll finger dat money myse'f,' sezee, and sho 
nuff, Brer Tarrypin tie de pu's 'roun' his neck 
en skaddle off home.'' 

" But, Uncle Remus," said the little boy, 
dolefully, "that was cheating." 

"Co'se, honey. De beastesses 'gunter cheat, 
en den fokes tuck it up, en hit keep on spreadin'. 
Hit mighty ketchin', en you mine yo' eye, 
honey, dat somebody don't cheat you 'fo' yo' ha'r 
gi t gray ez de ole nigger's." 



XIX. 

THE FATE OF MR. JACK SPARROW. 

''yoU'LL trample on dat bark twel hit 

won't be fitten fer ter fling 'way, let 

'lone make boss-collars out'n," said Uncle 

Remus, as the little boy came running into 

his cabin out of the rain. All over the floor 

long strips of " wahoo " bark were spread, and 

these the old man was weaving into horse

collars. 
"I'll sit down, Uncle Remus," said the little 

boy. 
''Well, den, you better, honey," responded 

the old man, " kaze I 'spizes fer ter have my 

wahoo trampled on. Ef 'twuz shucks, now, hit 

mout be diffunt, but I'm a gittin' too ole fer ter 

be projickin' longer shuck collars." 

For a few minutes the old man went on with 

his work, but with a solemn air altogether 
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unusual. Once or twice he sighed deeply, 
and the sighs ended in a prolonged groan, 
that seemed to the little boy to be the result 
of the most unspeakable mental agony. He 
knew by expedence that he had done some
thing which failed to meet the approval of 
Uncle Remus, and he tried to ren1ember what it 
was, so as to frame an excuse ; but his memory 

failed him. He could think of nothing he had 
done calculated to stir Uncle Remus's grief. 

He was not exactly seized with remorse, but he 
\\'as very uneasy. Presently Uncle Remus 
looked at him in a sad and hopeless way, and 
asked: 

"W'at dat long rigmarole you bin tellin' Miss 
Sally 'bout yo' little brer dis mawnin' ? " 

"Which, Uncle Remus ? " asked the little 
boy, blushing guiltily. 

" Dat des w'at I'm a axin' un you now. I 
hear 1 iss Sally say she's a gwineter stripe 
his jacket, en den I knowed you bin tellin' 

, . " on 1m. 

" \\ e11,1U ncle Remus, he was pulling up your 
onions, and then he went and flung a stone at 
me," said the child, plaintively. 

, 



r 04 Legends of the Old P lantatz'on. 

" Lemme tell you dis," said the old man, 
laying down the section of horse-collar he had 

been plaiting, and looking hard at the little 
boy-" lemme tell you dis-der ain't no way 
fer ter make tattlers en tail-b 'arers turn out 
good. No, dey ain't. I bin rnixin' up wid 
fokes now gwine on eighty year, en I ain' t 
seed no tattler come ter no good een'. Dat I 
ain't. En ef ole man M'thoozlum wuz livin' 
clean twel yit, he'd up'n tell you de same. 
Sho ez youer settin' dar. You 'member w'at 
'come er de bird w'at went tattlin' 'roun 'bout 

Brer Rabbit ? '' 
The little boy didn 't remember, but he was 

very anxious to know, and he also wanted to 
know what kind of a bird it was that so dis

graced itself. 

" Hit wuz wunner deze yer uppity little Jack 
Sparrers, I speck," said the old man ; " dey wuz 
allers bodder'n' longer udder fak es's bizness, en 
dey keeps at it down ter dis day- peckin' yer, 
and pickin' dar, en scratchin' out yander. One 

day, atter he bin fool by ole Brer Tarrypin , 
Brer Rabbit wuz settin' down in de woods 

studdyin' how he wuz gwineter g it even. H e 
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feel mighty lonesome, en he feel mighty mad, 
Brer Rabbit did. Tain't put down in de tale, 
but I speck he cusst en r'ar'd 'roun' consider
bul. Leas'ways, he wuz settin' out dar by 
hisse'f, en dar he sot, en study en study, twel 
bin1eby he jump up en holler out: 

'' ' V\T ell, doggone my cats ef I can't gallop 
'roun' ole Brer Fox, en I'm gwineter do it. I'll 
show Miss Meadows en de gals dat I'm de 
boss er Brer Fox,' sezee. 

"Jack Sparrer up in de tree, he hear Brer 
Rabbit, he did, en he sing out : 

" ' I'm gwine tell Brer Fox ! I'm gwine tell 
Brer yox! Chick-a-biddy-win' -a-blowin'-acuns
fallin' ! I'm gwine tell Brer Fox ! '" 

Uncle Remus accompanied the speech of the 
bird with a peculiar whistling sound in his 
throat, that was a Inarvellous imitation of a 
sparrow's chirp, and the little boy clapped 
his hands with delight, and insisted upon a 
repetitiOn. 

'' Dis kinder tarrify Brer Rabbit, en he 
skasely know w'at he gwine do ; but bimeby 
he study ter hisse f dat de man w'at see Brer 
Fox fus wuz boun' ter have de inturn, en den 
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he go hoppin' off to'rds home. He didn't got 
fur w'en who should he meet but Brer Fox, en 
den Brer Rabbit, he open up : 

"' W'at dis twix' you en me, Brer Fox?' 
sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. ' I hear tell you gwine 
ter sen' me ter 'struckshun, en nab my fambly, 

, h ' en stroy my s anty, sezee. 
" Den Brer Fox he git mighty mad. 
" ' \Nho bin tellin' you all dis ? ' sezee. 
" Brer Rabbit make like he didn't want ter 

tell, but Brer Fox he 'sist en 'sist, twel at las' 
Brer Rabbit he up en tell Brer Fox dat he hear 
Jack Sparrer say all dis. 

"' Co'se,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 'w'en Brer 
Jack Sparrer tell me dat I flew up, I did, en I 
use some langwidge w'ich I'm mighty glad dey 
wern't no ladies 'roun' nowhars so dey could 
hear me go on,' sezee. 

'' Brer Fox he sorter gap, he drd, en say he 
speck he better be sa'nter'n on. But, bless yo' 
soul, honey, Brer Fox ain't sa'nter fur, 'fo' Jack 
Sparrer flipp down on a 'simmon-bush by de 
side er de road, en holler out : 

" ' Brer Fox! Oh, Brer Fox ! ·- Brer 
Fox. ' 
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" Brer Fox he des sorter canter 'long, he did, 
en make like he don't hear 'im. Den Jack 
Sparrer up'n sing out agin : 

"' Brer Fox! Oh, Brer Fox! Hole on, 
Brer Fox ! I got some news fer you. Wait, 
Brer Fox! Hit'll 'stonish you.' 

" Brer Fox he make like he don't see Jack 
Sparrer, ner needer do he hear 'im, but bimeby 
he lay down by de road, en sorter stretch 
hisse'f like he fixin' fer ter nap. De tattlin' 
Jack Sparrer he flew' d 'long, en keep on call in' 
Brer Fox, but Brer Fox, he ain't sayin' nuthin'. 
Den little Jack Sparrer, he hop down on de 
groun' en flutter 'roun' 'mongst de trash. Dis 
sorter 'track Brer Fox 'tenshun, en he look 
at de tattlin' bird, en de bird he keep on 
callin' : 

" ' I got sump'n fer ter tell you, Brer 
Fox.' 

" ' Git on my tail, little Jack Sparrer,' sez 
Brer Fox, sezee, 'kaze I'm de'f in one year, en 
I can't hear out'n de udder. Git on my tail,' 

sezee. 
" Den de little bird he up' n hop on Brer 

Fox's tail. 
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" ' Git on my back, little Jack Sparrer, kaze 
I'm de'f in one year en I can't hear out'n de 
udder.' 

" Den de little bird hop on his back. 
" ' Hop on my head, little Jack Sparrer, kaze 

I'm de'f in bofe years.' 

" Up hop de little bird. 
" 'Hop on my toof, little Jack Sparrer, kaze 

I'm de'f in one year en I can't hear out'n de 
udder.' 

" De tattlin' little bird hop on Brer Fox's 
toof, en den-" 

Here Uncle Remus paused, opened wide his 
• 

mouth and closed it again in a way that told 
the whole story.* 

<; An Atlanta friend heard this story in Florida, but an 
alligator was substituted for the fox, and a little boy for 
the rabbit. There is another version in which the imper
tinent gosling goes to tell the fox something her mother has 
said, and is caught ; and there may be other versions. I 
have adhered to the middle Georgia version, which is cha
racteristic enough. It may be well to state that there are 
different versions of all the stories-the shrewd narrators of 
the mythology of the old plantation adapting themselves 
with ready tact to the years, tastes, and expectations of 
their juvenile audiences. 
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" Did the Fox eat the bird all- all-up ? " 
asked the little boy. 

" J edge B'ar come 'long nex' day,'' replied 
Uncle Remus, "en he fine some fedders, en 
fum dat word went roun' dat ole man Squinch 
Owl done kotch nudder watzizname." 



XX. 

How MR. RABBIT SAVED HIS MEAT. 

" oNE time,'' said Uncle Remus, whetting 

his knife slowly and thoughtfully on 

the palm of his hand, and gazing reflectively in 

the fire-" one tin1e Brer Wolf-" 

"Why, Uncle Remus ! " the little boy broke 

in, " I thought you said the Ral:: bit scalded the 

Wolf to death a long while ago." 

The old man was fairly caught, and he knew 

it ; but this made little difference to him. A 

frown gathered on his usually serene brow as 

he turned his gaze upon the child-a frown in 

which both scorn and indignation were visible. 

Then all at once he seemed to regain control 

over himself. The frown was chased away by 

a look of Christian resignation. 

" Dar now ! W'at I tell you ? " he exclaimed, 

as if addressing a witness concealed under the 
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bed. "Ain't I done tole you so ? Bless 
grashus ! ef chilluns ain't gittin' so dey knows 
mo'n ole fokes, en dey'll spute longer you en 
spute longer you, ceppin der rna call urn, w'ich 
I speck twon't be llOng 'fo' she will, en den I '11 
set yere by de chimbly-cornder en git some 
peace er mine. W'en ole Miss wuz livin','' 
continued the old man, still addressing some 
imaginary person. "hit 'uz mo'n enny her 
chilluns 'ud clast ter do ter come· 'sputin' longer 
me. en Mars J ohn'll tell you de same enny day 

'. " you ax rm. 
" Well, Uncle Rem us, you know you said the 

Rabbit poured hot water on the Wolf and 
killed him,'' said the little boy. 

The old man pretended not to hear. He 
was engao-ed in searching among some scraps 
of leather under his chair, and kept on talking 
to the imaginary person. Finally, he found 
and drew forth a nicely plaited whip-thong with 
a red snapper all waxed and knotted. 

"I wuz fixin' up a w'ip fer a little chap," he 
continued. with a sigh, "but, bless grashus! 
'fo' I kin git 'er done. de little chap done gro\\ 'd 
up twel he know m'on I duz.'' 



The child's eyes filled with tears and his lips 

began to quiver, but · he said nothing ; where
upon Uncle Remus immediately melted. 

"I 'clar' to goodness,'' he said, reaching out 
and taking the little boy tenderly by the hand, 
" ef you ain't de ve'y spit en image er ole Miss 
w'en I brung 'er de las' news er de war. Hit's 
des like skeerin' up a ghos' w'at you ain't 
fear' d un. '' 
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Then there was a pause, the old man patting 
the little child's hand caressingly. 

" You ain't vexed, is you, honey ? " Uncle 
Remus asked finally, " kaze ef you is, I'm 
gwine out yere en butt my head 'gin de do' jam'." 

But the little boy wasn't vexed. Uncle Remus 
had conquered him and he had conquered 
Uncle Remus in much the same way before. 
But it was some time before U nc1e Remus 
would go on with the story. He had to be 
coaxed. At last, however, he settled himself 
back in the chair and began : 

" Co'se, honey, hit mout er bin ole Brer 

\Volf, er hit mout er bin er n'er Brer Wolf; it 
mout er bin 'fo' he got kotch up wid, er it mout 

er bin atterwards. Ez de tale wer gun to me 
des dat away I gin it unter you. One tin1e 
Brer Wolf wuz com in' 'long home fum a fishin' 
frolic. He sa'nter long de road, he djd, wid 

his string er fish 'cross his shoulder, when fus' 
news you know ole Miss Pa'tridge, she hop 
outer de bushes en flutter 'long right at Brer 
Wolf nose. Brer \Volf he say ter hisse'f dat 
ole Miss Patridge tryin' fer ter toll 'im 'way 
fun1 her nes', en wid dat he lay his fish down en 

I 
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put out inter de bushes whar ole Miss P'atridge 

come fum, en 'bout dat time Brer Rabbit, he 

happen 'long. Dar wuz de fishes, en dar wuz 

B,rer Rabbit, en w'en dat de case w)at you 

speck a sorter innerpen' ent man like Brer 

Rabbit gwine do ? I kin tell you dis, dat dem 

fishes ain't stay whar Brer Wolf put um at, 

en w' en Brer Wolf come back dey wuz gone. 

" Brer \Volf, he sot down en scratch his head, 

he did, en study en study, en den hit sorter 

rush inter his mine dat Brer Rabbit bin 'long 

dar, en den Brer Wol( he put out fer Brer 

• Rabbit house, en w'en he git dar he hail 'im . 

Brer R abbit, he dunno nuthin' tall 'bout no 

fishes. Brer Wolf he up'n say he bleedzd ter 

b'leeve Brer Rabbit got dem fishes. Brer 

Rabbit 'ny it up en do\1\ n, but Brer Wolf stan· 

too it dat Brer Rabbit got de111 fishes. Brer 

Rabbit, · he say dat if Brer Wolf b'leeve he got 

de fishes, den he give Brer Wolf lief fer ter kill 

de bes' cow he got. Brer \\ olf, he tuck Brer 

Rabbit at his vvord, en go off to de pastur' en 

drive up de cattle en kill Brer Rabbit bes' CO\'. 

'' Brer Rabbit, he hate mighty bad fer t r 

lose his co\v, but he lay his plans, en he te ll 
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his chilluns dat he gwineter have dat beef 
yit. Brer Wolf, he bin tuck up by de patter
rollers 'fo' now, en he mighty skeerd un u1n, 
en fus news you know, yer come Brer Rabbit 
hollerin' en tellin' Brer Wolf dat de patter
rollers comin'. 

" 'You run en hide, Brer Wolf,' sez Brer 
Rabbit, sezee, ' en I'll stay yer en take keer 
er de cow twel you gits back,' sezee. 

'' Soon's Brer Wolf hear talk er de patter
rollers, he scramble off inter de underbresh 
like he bin shot out'n a gun. En he want mo'n 
gone 'fo' Brer Rabbit, he whirl in en skunt de 
cow en salt de hide down, en den he tuck'n 
cut up de kyarkiss en stow it 'way in de sn1oke
' ouse, en den he tuck'n stick de een' er de cow
tail in de groun.' A tter he gone en done all 
dis, den Brer Rabbit he squall out fer Brer 
\ olf: 

" ' Run yer, Brer Wolf! Run yer ! Yo' cow 
g \vine in de groun' ! Run yer ! ' 

"W'en ole Brer Wolf got dar, w'ich he come 
er scootin', dar wuz Brer Rabbit hol'in' on ter 
de cow-tail, fer ter keep it fum gwine in de 
groun'. Brer \ olf, he kotch holt, en dey 'gin 

I 1 
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a pull er two en up come de tail. Den Brer 

Rabbit, he wink his off eye en say, sezee : 

" ' Dar ! de tail done pull out en de cow gone, 

sezee. 
"But Brer Wolf he wer'n't de man fer ter 

give it up dat away, en he got 'im a spade, en a 

pickaxe, en a shovel, en he dig en dig fer dat 

cow twel diggin' wuz pas' all endu'unce, en ole 

Brer Rabbit he sot up dar in his front po'ch 

en smoke his seegyar. Eve'y time ole Brer 

Wolf stuck de pickaxe in de clay, Brer Rabbit, 

he giggle ter his chilluns : 

"'He diggy, diggy, diggy, but no meat dar! 

He diggy, diggy, diggy, but no meat dar ! ' 

" Kaze all de time de cow wuz layin' pile up in 

his smoke-' ouse, en him en his chilluns wuz eatin' 

fried beef en inguns eve'y time dey mouf water. 

" Now den, honey, you take dis yer w'ip," 

continued the old man, twining the leather 

thong around the little boy's neck, "en scamper 

up ter de big 'ouse en tell Miss Sally fer ter 

gin you some un it de nex' time she fine yo' 

tracks in de sugar-bairl." 



XXI. 

MR. RABBIT MEETS HIS MATCH AGAIN. 

" D ERE wuz nudder man dat sorter play 

it sharp on Brer Rabbit," said Uncle 

Remus, as, by some mysterious process, he 

twisted a hog's bristle into the end of a piece of 

thread-an operation which the little boy 

watched with great interest. " In dem days," 

continued the old man, "de beastesses kyar' d 

on marters same ez fokes. Dey went inter 

fahmin', en I speck ef de troof wuz ter come 

out, dey kep' sto', en had der can1p-meetin' 

times en der bobbycues w'en de wedder wuz 

'greeble.'' 

Uncle Remus evidently thought that the 

little boy wouldn't like to hear of any further 

discomfiture of Brer Rabbit, who had come to 

be a sort of hero, and he was not mistaken. 
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"I thought the Terrapin was the only one 

that fooled the Rabbit,'' said the little boy, 

dismally. 
"Hit's des like I tell you, honey. Dey ain't 

' ' ' d ' Ef no smart man, cep w at ey s a smarter. 

ole Brer Rabbit hadn't er got kotch up wid, 

de nabers 'ud er tuck 'im for a h'ant, en in dem 

times dey bu'nt witches 'fo' you could squinch 

yo' eyeballs. Dey did dat." 

"Who fooled the Rabbit this time ? " the little 

boy asked. 
When Uncle Remus had the bristle "sot" in 

the thread, he proceeded with the story : 

" One time Brer Rabbit en ole Brer Buzzard 

'eluded dey'cl sorter go snacks, en crap tergeclder. 

Hit wuz a mighty good year, en de truck tu'n 

out monstus well, but bimeby, v/en de time come 

fer dividjun, hit come ter light dat ole Brer 

Buzzard ain't got nuthin'. De crap wuz all 

gone, en dey want nuthin' dar fer ter show fer 

It. Brer Rabbit, he make like he in a wuss 

fix'n Brer Buzzard, en he mope 'roun', he did, 

like he fear' d dey gwineter sell 'im out. 

" Brer Buzzard, he ain't sayin' nuthin', but 

he keep up a monstus thinkin', en one day he 
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come ;long en holler en tell Brer Rabbit dat he 
done fine rich gole-mine des 'cross de river. 

'' 'You come en go 'longer me, Brer Rabbit,' 
sez Brer Buzzard, sezee. ' l '11 scratch en you 
kin grabble, en 'tween de two un us we'll make 
short wuk er dat gole-mine,' sezee. 

" Brer Rabbit, he wuz high up fer de job, but 
he study en study, he did, how he gwineter git 
'cross de water, kaze ev'y time he git his foot 
wet all de famb.ly kotch cole. Den he up'n ax 
Brer Buzzard hovv he gwine do, en Brer Buzzard 
he up'n say dat he kyar Brer Rabbit 'cross, en 
wid dat ole Brer Buzzard, he squot down, he 
did, en spread his w1ngs, en Brer Rabbit, he 
mounted, en up dey riz.'' There was a 
pause. 

" \\ hat did the Buzzard do then ? " asked 
the little boy. 

' Dey riz," continued Uncle Remus, "en 
"·'en dey lit, dey lit in de toper de highest sorter 
pine, en de pine w'at dey lit in wuz growin' on 
er ilun, en de ilun wuz in de middle er de river, 
wid de deep water runnin' all 'roun'. Dey ain't 
n1o n lit 'fo' Brer Rabbit, he know w'ich vvay de 
win' 'uz blo·win', en by de time ole Brer Buzzard 
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got hisse'f ballunce on a lim', Brer Rabbit, he 

' up n say, sezee: 

" 'W'iles we er res'n here, Brer Buzzard, en 

bein's you bin s~ good, I got sump'n fer ter tell 

you,' sezee. ' I got a gole-mine er my own, 

one w'at I make myse'f, en I speck we better 

go back ter mine 'fo' we bodder 'longer yone, ' 

sezee. 

" Den ole Brer Buzzard, he laff, he did, twel 

he shake, en Brer Rabbit, he sing out : 

" Hole on, Brer Buzzard! Don't flop yo' wings 

w'en you laff, kaze den ef you duz, sump'n 'ill 

drap fum up yer, en my gole-mine won't do you 

no good, en needer will yone do me no good.' 

" But 'fo' dey got down fum dar, Brer Rabbit 

done tole all 'bout de crap, en he hatter promus 

fer ter 'vide fa'r en squar. So Brer Buzzard, he 

kyar 'im back, en Brer Rabbit he walk weak in 
de knees a mont' atterwuds .. , 



.. 
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XXII. 

A STORY ABOUT THE LITTLE RABBITS. 

" F IN E urn whar you will en w'en you 
may," remarked Uncle Remus with 

emphasis, "good chilluns allers gits tuck keer 
on. Dar wuz . Brer Rabbit's chilluns ; dey 
minded der daddy en mammy fun1 dais een' 
ter day's een'. V..''en ole man Rabbit say 
'scoot,' dey scooted, en w'en ole Miss Rabbit 
say 'scat,' dey scatted. Dey did dat. En dey 
kep der doze clean, en dey ain't had no smut 
on der nose nudder." 

Involuntarily the hand of the little boy went 
up to his face, and he scrubbed the end of his 
nose with his coat-sleeve. 

" Dey wuz good chilluns," continued the old 
man, heartily, " en ef dey hadn't er bin, der 
wuz one time w'en dey wouldn't er bin no little 
rabbits-na'er one. Dat's wa't.'' 
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"\A! hat time was that, Uncle Ren1us ? '' the 

little boy asked. 

"De time w'en Brer Fox drapt in at Brer 

Rabbit house, en didn't foun' nobody dar 

ceppin' de little Rabbits. Ole Brer Rabbit, 

he wuz off some'rs raiding on a collard patch, 

en ole Miss Rabbit, sht: wuz tendin' on a 

quiltin' in de naberhood, en wiles de little 

Rabbits wuz playin' hidin'-switch, in drapt 

Brer Fox. De little Rabbits wuz so fat dat 

dey fa'rly make his mouf water, but he 'member 

'bout Brer Wolf, en he skeered fer ter gobble 

urn up ceppin' he got son1e skuse. De little 

Rabbits, dey mighty skittish, en dey sorter 

huddle deyse'f up tergedder en watch Brer Fox 

tnotions. Brer Fox, he sot dar en study 

w'at sorter skuse he gwineter make up. Bime 

by he see a great big stalk er sugar-cane stan'in' 

up in de cornder, en he cle'r up his th' oat en 

talk biggity : 

"' Y er! you young Rabs dar, sail 'roun' yer. 

en broke me a piece er dat sweetnin'-tree,' 

sezee, en den he koff. 

" De little Rabbits, dey got out de sugar

cane, dey did, en dey rastle wid it, en 
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sweat over it, but twan't no use. Dey couldn't 
broke it. Brer Fox, he make like he ain't 
watchin', but he keep on holler'n : 

"' Hurry up dar, Rabs! I'm a waitin' on 
' you. 

" En de little Rabbits, dey hustle 'roun en 
rastle wid it, but they couldn't broke it. Bime
by dey hear little bird sin gin' on top er de house, 
en de song w'at de little bird sing vvuz dish 
yer : 

"'Take yo' toofies en gnyaw it, 
Take yo' toofies en saw it1 

aw it en yoke it, 
En den you kin broke it.' 

" Den de little Rabbits, dey git mighty glad, 
en dey gnyawed de cane mos' 'fo' ole Brer Fox 
could git his legs oncrosst, en w'en dey kyard 
'in1 de cane, Brer Fox he sot dar en study how 
he g' ineter make some mo' skuse fer nabbin' 
un urn en bimeby he git up en git down de 
sifter w'at wuz hangin' on de wall, en holler 
out : 

" 'Come yer, Rabs! Take dish yer sifter, 
en run down't de spring en fetch me some 
fresh water.' 



I 24 Legends of the Old Plantat£on. 

" De little Rabbits, dey run down't de spring, 

en try ter dip up de water wid de sifter, but 

co'se hit all run out, en hit keep on runnin' out. 

twell bimeby de little Rabbits sot down en 'gun 

ter cry. Den de little bird settin' up in de tree 

he begin fer ter sing, en dish yer's de song wa't 

he sing: 

" 'Sifter hole water same ez a tray, 
Ef you fill it wid moss en dob it wid clay; 

De Fox git madder de longer you stay
Fill it wid moss en dob it wid clay.' 

" Up dey jump, de little Rabbits did, en dey 

fix de sifter so 'twon't leak, en den dey kyar de 

water ter ole Brer Fox. Den Brer Fox he git 

mighty mad, en p'int out a great big stick er 

wood, en tell de little Rabbits fer ter put dat on 

de fier. De little chaps dey got 'roun' de 

wood, dey did, en dey lif at it so hard twel dey 

could see der own sins, but de wood ain't budge. 

Den dey hear de little bird singin', en dish yer's 

de song w'at he sing : 

'' 'Spit in yo' han's en tug it en roll it, 
En git behine it, en push it, en pole it ; 
Spit in yo' han's en r'ar back en roll it.' 
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" En des 'bout de time dey got de wood on 
de fier, der daddy, he come skippin' in, en de 
little bird, he flew' d away. Brer Fox, he seed 
his game wuz up, en 'twan't long 'fo' he make 
his skuse en start fer ter go. 

"'You better stay en take a snack wid me, 
Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. ' Sence 
Brer Wolf done quit comin' en settin' up wid 
me, I gittin' so I feels right lonesome dese long 
nights,' sezee. 

" But Brer Fox, he button up his coat-collar 
tight en des put out fer home. En dat w'at 
you better do, honey, kaze I see Miss Sally's 
shadder sailin' backerds en for'ds 'fo' de winder, 
en de fus news you know she'll be spectin' un 

" you. 



XX I I J. 

MR. RABBIT AND lYTR. BEAR. 

" ·DAR wuz one season," said Uncle Remus, 
pulling thoughtfully at his whiskers, 

"w'en Brer Fox say to hisse'f dat he speck he 

better whirl in en plant a goober-patch, en in 

dem days, mon, hit wuz tech en go. De wud 
' ' ' h' f '1: ' d ' ' wern t mo n out n IS mou 10 e groun uz 

brok'd up en de goobers 'uz planted. Ole Brer 

Rabbit, he sot off en watch de motions, he did, 

en he sorter shet one eye en sing to his 

chilluns: 

" 'Ti-yi ! Tungalee ! 
I eat urn pea, I pick urn pea. 
Hit grow in de groun', hit grow so free; 
Ti-yi . dern goober pea.' 

"Sho' 'nuff w'en de goobers 'gunter ripen up, 

eve'y time Brer Fox go down ter his patch, he 
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fine whar son1ebody bin grabbin' 'mongst de 
vines, en he git mighty n1ad. He sorter speck 
who de somebody is, but ole Brer Rabbit he 

cover his tracks so cute dat 
Brer Fox dunner how ter 
ketch 'in1. Bin1eby, one 
day, Brer Fox take a walk 
all roun' de groun' -pea 
patch, en 'tw~n't long 'fo' 
he fine a crack in de fence 
whar de rail done bin rub 

right smoove, en right dar he sot in1 a trap. 
H e tuck'n ben down a hick'ry saplin', growing' 
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in de fence-cornder, en tie one een' un a plow

line on de top, en in de udder een' he fix a 

loop-knot, en dat he fasten wid a trigger right 

in de crack. N ex' mawnin' w'en ole Brer 

Rabbit come slippin' 'long en crope thoo de 

crack, de loop-knot kotch 'im behime de fo' 

legs, en de saplin' flew'd up, en dar he wuz 

'twix' de heavens en de yeth. Dar he swung, 

en he fear' d he gwineter fall, en he fear' d he 

wer'n't gwineter fall. W'ile he wuz a fixin' up 

a tale fer Brer Fox, he hear a lumberin' down 

de road, en present'y yer cum ole Brer B'ar 

amblin' 'long fum whar he bin takin' a bee-tree. 

Brer Rabbit, he hail ' im : 

'''Howdy, Brer B'ar!' 

" Brer B'ar, he look 'roun en bimeby he see 

Brer Rabbit swingin' fum the saplin', en he 

holler out: 

" ' Heyo, Brer Rabbit ! How you come on 

dis rna wnin' ? ' 
"'Much oblije, I'm middlin', Brer B'ar,' sez 

Brer Rabbit, sezee. 
" Den Brer B'ar, he ax Brer Rabbit w'at he 

doin' up dar in de elements, en Brer Rabbit, he 

up'n say he makin' dollar minnit. Brer B'ar, 
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he say how. Brer Rabbit say he keepin' crows 
out'n Brer Fox's groun'-pea patch, en den he 
ax Brer B'ar ef he don't wanter make dollar 
n1innit, kaze he got big fambly er ch-illuns fer 
ter take keer un, en den he mal{e sech nice 
skeer-crow. Brer B'ar 'low dat he take de job, 
en den Brer Rabbit show 'im how ter ben' down · 
de saplin', en twan't long 'fo' Brer B'ar wuz 
swingin' up dar in Brer- Rabbit place. Den 
Brer Rabbit, he put out fer Brer Fox house, en 
w'en he got dar he. sing out: 

" ' Brer Fox ! oh, Brer Fox ! Come out yer, 
Brer Fox, en I'll show you de man w'at bin 
stealin' yo' goobers.' 

" Brer Fox, he grab up his wa1kin' -stick, en 
bofe un urn went runnin' back down ter der 
goober-patch, en w'en dey got dar, sho 'nuff, 
dar \Vuz ole Brer B'ar. 

" 'Oh, yes! youer kotch, is you?' sez 
Brer Fox, en 'fo' Brer B'ar could 'splain, 
Brer Rabbit he jump up en down, en holler 
out: 

" 'Hit 'in1 in de mouf, Brer Fox ; hit 'im in 
de mouf;' en Brer Fox, he draw back wid de 
walkin'-cane, en blip he tuck 'im, en ev'y time 

K 
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Brer B'ar'd try ter 'splain, Brer Fox'd shower 

down on him. 

"W'iles all dis 'uz gwine on, Brer Rabbit, he 

slip off en git in a mud-hole en des lef his eyes 

stickin' out, kaze he know'd dat Brer B'ar'd be 

a comin' atter 'im. Sho 'nuff, bimeby here 

come Brer B'ar down de road, en w'en he git 

.!er de mud-hole, he say : 

"' Howdy, Brer Frog; is you seed Brer 

Rabbit go by yer ? ' 
"' He des gone by,' sez Brer Rabbit, en ole 

man B'ar tuck off down de road like a skeer'd 

mule, en Brer Rabbit, he come out en dry 

hisse'f in, de sun, en go home ter his fambly 

same ez enny udder man." 

" The Bear didn't catch the Rabbit then ? " 
inquired the little boy, sleepily. 

" Jump up fum dar, honey!" exclaimed Uncle 

Remus, by way of reply. " I ain't got no time 

fer ter be settin' yer prop pin' yo' eyeleds open. " 



XXIV. 

MR. BEAR CATCHES OLD MR. BuLL-FROG. 

" 'X .TELL, Uncle Remus," said the little 
V V boy, counting to see if he hadn't 

lost a marble somewhere, " the Bear didn't catch 
the Rabbit after all, did he ? " 

" Now you talk in', honey,'' replied the old 
man, his earnest face breaking up into little 
eddies of smiles-'' now you tal kin' sho. 'Tain't 
bin proned inter no Brer B'ar fer ter kotch Brer 
Rabbit. Hit sorter like settin' a mule fer ter 
trap a hummin' -bird. But Brer B'ar, he tuck'n 
got hisse'f inter some mo' trubble, w'ich it look 
like it mighty easy. Ef folks could make der 
livin' longer gittin' inter trubble," continued the 
old man, looking curiously at the little boy, 
"ole Miss Favers wouldn't be bodder'n yo' rna 
fer ter borry a cup full er sugar eve'y now en 
den ; en it look like ter me dat I knows a nigger 

K 2 
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dat wouldn't be squattin' 'roun' yer makin' dese 
yer fish-baskits." 

" How did the bear get into more trouble, 
Uncle Remus ? " asked the little boy. 

" N atchul, honey. Brer B'ar, he tuck a 
notion dat ole Brer Bull-frog wuz de man wa't 
fool 'im, en he say dat he'd come up wid 
'im ef 'twuz a year atterwuds. But 'twan't no 
year, an 'twan't no mont', en mo'n dat, hit wan't 
skasely a week, w'en bimeby one day Brer B'ar 
wuz gwine home fum de takin' un a bee-tree, 
en lo en beholes, who should he see but ole 
Brer Bull-frog settin' out on de aidge er de 
mud-puddle fas' 'sleep! Brer B'ar drap his axe, 
he did, en crope up, en retch out wid his paw, en 
scoop ole Brer Bull-frog in des dis way." Here 
the old man used his hand ladle-fashion, by 
way of illustration. '' He scoop 'im in, en dar 
he wuz. W'en Brer B'ar got his dampers on 
'im good, he sot down en talk at 'im. 

" ' Howdy, Brer Bull-frog, howdy! En how 
yo' fambly ? I hope deyer well, Brer Bull-frog, 
kaze dis day you got some biz ness wid me 
w'at'lllas' you a mighty long time.' 

" Brer Bull-frog, he dunner w'at ter say. He 
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dunner wat's up, en he don't say nuthin'. Ole 
Brer B'ar he keep runnin' on: 

" 'Y ouer de man w' at tuck en fool me 'bout 
Brer Rabbit t'er day. You had yo' fun, Brer 
Bull-frog, en now I'll git mine.' 

" Den Brer Bull-frog, he gin ter git skeerd, 
he did, en he up'n say : 

" 'W'at I bin doin', Brer B'ar ? How I bin 
foolin' you ? ' 

" Den Brer B'ar laff, en n1ake like he dunno, 
but he keep on talkin'. 

" ' Oh, no, Brer Bull-frog! You ain't de n1an 
w'at stick yo' head up out'n de water en tell 1ne 
Brer Rabbit done gone on by". Oh no ! you 
ain't de man. I boun' you ain't. 'Bout dat 
time, you wuz at home wid yo' fambly, whar 
you allers is. I dunner whar you wuz, but I 
knows whar ) ou is, Brer Bull-frog, en hit's you 
en me fer it. Atter de sun goes down dis day 
you don't fool no n1o' folks gwine 'long dis road.' 

"Co'se Brer Bull-frog dunner w'at Brer B'ar 
drivin' at, but he know sump'n hatter be done, 
en dat mighty soon, kaze Brer B'ar 'gun to 
snap his jaws tergedder en foan1 at de mouf, en 
Ere~ Bull-frog holler out : 
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"' Oh, pray, Brer B'ar! Lemme off dis 

time, en I won't never do so no mo'. Oh, pray, 

Brer B'ar! do lemme off dis time, en I'll show 

you de fattes' bee-tree in de woods.' 

" Ole Brer B'ar, he chomp his toofies en foam 

at de mouf. Brer Bull-frog he des up'n squall : 

" 'Oh, pray, Brer B'ar ! I won't never do so 

no mo' ! Oh, pray, Brer B'ar! lemme off dis 

time!' 

" But ole Brer B'ar say he gwineter make way 

wid 'im, en den he sot en study, ole Brer B'ar did, 

how he gwineter squench Brer Bull-frog. H 

know he can't drown 'im, en he ain't got no fier 

fer ter bu'n 'im, en he git mighty pestered. 

Bimeby ole Brer Bull-frog, he sorter stop his 

cryin' en his boo-hooin', en he up'n say: 

" ' Ef you gwineter kill me, Brer B'ar, kyar 

me ter dat big flat rock out dar on de aidge 

er de mill-pon', whar I kin see my fambly, en 

atter I see urn, den you kin take you axe en 

sqush me.' 
" Dis look so fa'r and squar' dat Brer B'ar he 

'gree, en he take ole Brer Bull-frog by wunner 

his behime legs, en sling his axe on his shoulder, 

en off he put fer de big flat rock. When he 
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git dar he lay Brer Bull-frog down on de rock, 
en Brer Bull-frog make like he lookin' 'roun' fer 
his folks. Den Brer B'ar, he draw long breff 
en pick up his axe. Den he spit in his han's 
en draw back en come down on de rock 

'
" -pow. 

" Did he kill the Frog, Uncle Remus?" asked 

the little boy, as the old man paused to scoop 
up a thimbleful of glowing embers in his pipe. 

"'Deed en dat he didn't, honey. 'Twix' de 
time w'en Brer B'ar raise up wid his axe en 

w'en he come down wid it, ole Brer Bull-frog 

he lipt up en dove down in de mill-pon' 
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kerblink-kerblunk! En w'en he riz way out in 
de pon' he riz a singin', en dish yer's de song 
w' at' he sing : · 

"' Ingle-go-jang, my joy, my joy
Ingle-go-jang, my joy ! 

I'm right at home, my joy, my joy
Ingle-go -jang, my joy ! '" 

"That's a mighty funny song," said the little 

boy. 
" Funny now, I speck," said the old man, 

" but 'twern't funny in dem days, en 'twouldn't 
be funny now ef folks know'd much 'bout 
de Bull-frog langwidge ez dey useter. Dat's 

) t " wa. 



XXV. 

How MR. RABBIT LOST HIS FI E BusHY TAIL. " oNE time," said Uncle Remus, sighing 
he a vii y and settling himself back in 

his seat with an air of melancholy resignation 
-"one time Brer Rabbi! wuz gwine 'long 
down de road shakin' his big bushy tail, en 
feelin' des ez scrumpshus ez a bee-martin wid 
a fresh bug." Here the old man paused and 
glanced at the little boy, but it was evident that 
the youngster had become so accustomed to the 
marvellous developments of Uncle Ren1us's 
stori s that the extraordinary statement made 
no unusual impression upon him. Therefore 
the old man began again, and this time in a 
louder and more insinuating tone : 

" One time ole man Rabbit, he wuz gwine 
lon; down de road shakin' his long, bushy 
tail, en feelin' n1ighty biggity.' 
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This was effective. 
" Great goodness, Uncle Remus ! " exclaimed 

the little boy in open-eyed wonder, "every
body knows that rabbits haven't got · long 
bushy tails." 

The old man shifted his position in his chair 
and allowed his venerable head to drop forward 
until his whole appearance was suggestive of 
the deepest dejection ; and this was intensified 
by a groan that seemed to be the result of great 
mental agony. Finally he spoke, but not as 
addressing himself to the little boy. 

" I notices dat dem folks w' at makes a great 
'miration 'bout w'at dey knows is des de folks 
w'ich you can't put no 'pennunce in w'en de 

'cashun come up. Y er one un urn now, en he 
done come en excuse me er 'lowin' dat rabbits 

is got long, bushy tails, w'ich goodness knows 
ef I'd a dremp' it, I'd a whirl in en on
drem p' it." 

"Well, but Uncle Remus, you said rabbits 
had long, bushy tails," replied the little boy. 
" Now you know you did." 

" Ef I ain't fergit it off'n my mine, I say dat 
ole Brer Rabbit wuz gwine down de big road 
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shakin' his long, 
bushy tail. D'at 
w'at I say, en dat 
I stan's by." 

The little boy 
looked puzzled, but 
he didn't say any
thing. After a 
while the old man 
continued: 

" Now den ef 
' ' 

dat's 'greed ter, I'm 
gwine on, en ef 
tain't 'greed ter, 
den I'm gwineter 
pick up my cane 
en look atter my 
own intrust. I got 
wuk 1 yin' roun' yer 
dat's des natally 
gittin' moldy." 

The little boy 
still remained quiet, 
and Uncle Remus 
proceeded: 

''One day Brer 
Rabbit wuz gwine 
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down de road shakin' his long, bushy tail, w'en 
who should he strike up wid but ole Brer Fox 
gwine amblin' 'long wid a big string er fish ! 
W'en dey pass de time er day wid wunner 
nudder, Brer Rabbit, he open up de confab, he 
did, en he ax Brer Fox whar he git dat nice 
string er fish, en Brer Fox, he up'n 'spon' dat he 
kotch urn, en Brer Rabbit, he say whar'bouts, 
en Brer Fox, he say down at de babtizin' creek, 
en Brer Rabbit he ax how, kaze in dem days 
dey wuz monstus fon' er minners, en Brer Fox, 
he sot down on a log, he did, en he up'n tell 
Brer Rabbit dat all he gotter do fer ter git er 
big mess er minners is ter go ter de creek atter 
sun-down, en drap his tail in de water en set 
dar twel daylight, en den draw up a whole 
armful er fishes, en dem w'at he don't want he 
kin fling back. Right dar's whar Brer Rabbit 
drap his watermillion, kaze he tuck'n sot out dat 
night en went a fishin', De wedder wuz sorter 
cole, en Brer Rabbit, he got ' im a bottle e r 
dram en put out fer de creek, en w'en he git 
dar he pick out a good place, en he sorter sq uot 
down, he did, en let his tail hang in de water. 
He sot dar, en he sot dar, en he drunk his 
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drarn, en he think he gwineter freeze, but 
bimeby day come, en dar he wuz. He make 
a pull, en he feel like he comin' in two, en he 
fetch nudder jerk, en lo en beholes, whar wuz 
his tail ? " 

There was a long pause. 
" Did it come off, Uncle Remus ? " asked the 

little boy, presently. 
" She did dat ! " replied the old man with 

unction. "She did dat, and dat w'at make all 
deze yer bob-tail rabbits w'at you see hoppin' 
en skaddlin thoo de woods." 

"Are they all that way just because the old 
Rabbit lost his tail in the creek ? " asked the 
little boy. 

" Dat's it, honey," replied the old man. 
' Dat's w'at dey tells n1e. Look like dey er 
bleedzd ter take atter der pa." 



XXVI. 

MR. TERRAPIN SHOWS HIS STRENGTH. 

'' BRER TARRYPIN wuz de out'nes' 

man," said Uncle Remus, rubbing his 

hands together contemplatively, and chuckling 

to himself in a very significant manner ; " he 

wuz de out'nes' man er de whole gang. He 

wuz dat." 
The little boy sat perfectly quiet, betraying 

no impatience when Uncle Remus paused to 

hunt, first in one pocket and then in another, 

for enough crumbs of tobacco to replenish his 

pipe. Presently the old man proceeded. 

"One night Miss Meadows en de gals dey 

gun a candy-pullin', en so many er de nabers 

come in 'sponse ter de invite dat dey hatter put 

de 'lasses in de wash-pot en b' il' de fier in de 

yard. Brer B'ar, he hope* Miss Meadows 

* Holp; helped. 



Mr. Terrapz'n shows hz's Strength. 143 

bring de wood, Brer Fox, he men' de fier, Brer 
Wolf, he kep' de dogs off, Brer Rabbit, he 
grease de bottom er de plates fer ter keep de 
candy fum stickin', en Brer Tarrypin, he klum 
up in a cheer, en say he'd watch en see dat de 
'lasses didn't bile over. Dey wuz all dere, en 
dey wern't cuttin' up no didos, nudder, kase 
Miss Meadows, she done put her foot down, 
she did, en say dat w'en dey come ter her place 
dey hatter hang up a flag er truce at de front 
gate en 'bide by it. 

" Well, den, w'iles dey wuz all a settin' dar 
en de 'lasses wuz a bilin' en a blubberin' , dey 
got ter runnin' on talkin' mighty biggity. Brer 
Rabbit, he say he de swiffes' ; but Brer Tarry
pin, he rock 'long in de cheer en watch de 'lasses. 
Brer Fox, he say he de sharpes', but Brer 
Tarrypin he rock 'long. Brer Wolf, he say he 
de mos' suvvigus, but Brer Tarrypin, he rock 
en he rock 'long. Brer B'ar, he say he de mos' 
stronges', but Brer Tarrypin he rock en he keep 
on roc kin'. Bimeby he sorter shet one eye, en 
say, sezee: 

" ' Hit look like 'periently dat de ole hardshell 
ain 't nowhars 'longside er dis crowd, yit yer 



144 Legends of the Old Plantat£on. 

I is, en I'm de same man w'at show Brer 

Rabbit dat he ain't de swiffes' ; en I'm de same 

man w'at kin show Brer B'ar dat he ain't de 

'' stronges , sezee. 
" Den dey all laff en holler, kaze it look like 

Brer B'ar mo' stronger dan a steer. Bimeby, 

Miss Meadows, she up'n ax, she did, how he 

gwine do it. 
"' Gimme a good strong rope,' sez Brer Tarry

pin, sezee, ' en lemme git in er puddle er 

water, en den let Brer B'ar see ef he kin pull 

me out,' sezee. 
" Den dey all laff g' in, en Brer B'ar, he 

ups en sez, sezee : ' We ain't got no rope,' 

sezee. 
" 'No,' sez Brer Tarrypin, sezee, 'en needer 

is you got de strenk,' sezee, en den Brer Tarry

pin, he rock en rock 'long, en watch de 'lasses 

a bilin' en a blubberin'. 

''A tter w'ile Miss Meadows, she up en say, 

she did, dat she'd take'n loan de young men 

her bed-cord, en w'iles de candy wuz a coolin' 

in de plates, dey could all go ter de branch en 

see Brer 1'arrypin kyar out his projick. Brer 

Tarrypin," continued Uncle Remus, in a tone 
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at once confidential and argumentative, '' wern't 
tnuch bigger'n de pa'm er my han', en it look 
n1ighty funny fer ter year 'im braggin' 'bout 
how he kin outpull Brer B'ar. But dey got de 
bed-cord atter w'ile, en den dey all put out ter 
de branch. W'en Brer Tarrypin fine de place 
he wanter, he tuck one een' er de bed-cord, en 
gun de yuther een' to Brer B'ar. 

" ' Now den, ladies en gents,' sez Brer Tarry
pin, sezee, ' you all go wid Brer B'ar up dar in 
de woods en I'll stay yer, en w'en you year tne 
holler, den's de time fer Brer B'ar fer ter see ef 
he kin haul in de slack er de rope. You all 
take keer er dat ar een',' sezee, 'en I'll take 
keer er dish yer een',' sezee. 

" Den dey all put out en lef' Brer Tarrypin 
at de branch, en w'en dey got good en gone, 
he dove down inter de water, he did, en tie 
de bed-cord hard en fas' ter wunner deze yer 
big clay-roots, en den he riz up en gin a 
whoop. 

" Brer B'ar he wrop de bed-cord roun' his 
han', en wink at de gals, en wid dat he gin a 
big juk, but Brer Tarq pin ain't budge. Den 
he take bofe han's en gin a big pull, but, all de 

L 
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same, Brer Tarrypin ain't budge. Den he tu'n 

'roun', he did, en put de rope cross his shoulders 

en try ter walk off wid Brer Tarrypin, but Brer 

Tarrypin look like he don't feel like walkin'. 

Den Brer VJ olf, he put in en hope Brer B'ar 

pull, but dez like he didn't, en den dey all hope 

'im, en, bless grashus ! w'iles dey wuz all a 

pullin', Brer Tarrypin, he holler, en ax urn w'y 

dey don't take up de slack. Den w'en Brer 

Tarrypin feel urn quit pullin', he dove down, 

he did, en ontie de rope, en by de time dey got 

ter de branch, Brer Tarrypin, he wuz settin' in 

de aidge er de water des ez natchul ez de nex' 

un, en he up'n say, sezee : 

" ' Dat las' pull er yone wuz a mighty stiff 

un, en a leetle mo'n you'd er had n1e,' sezee. 

'Y ouer monstus stout, Brer B'ar,' sezee, 'en 

you pulls like a yoke er steers, but I sorter had 

de purchis on you,' sezee. 

" Den Brer B'ar, bein's his mouf 'gun ter 

water atter de sweetnin', he up'n say he speck 

de candy's ripe, en off dey put atter it ! " 
'' It's a wonder," said the little boy, after a 

while, ''that the rope didn't break." 

'' Break who?'' exclaimed Uncle Remus , with 
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a touch of indignation in his tone-'' break 
who ? In dem day, Miss Meadows's bed-cord 
would a hilt a mule." 

This put an end to whatever doubts the child 
n1ight have entertained. 

L 2 



XXVII. 

WHY MR. PossuM HAS NO HAIR oN 

HIS T AIL. 

" H IT look like ter me," said Uncle Remus, 

frowning, as the little boy came hop

ping and skipping into the old man's cabin, 

"dat I see a young un 'bout yo' size playin' en 

makin' free wid dem ar chilluns er ole lVIiss 

Favers's yistiddy, en w'en I seed dat, I drap 

my axe, en I come in yer en sot flat down right 

whar youer sittin' now, en I say ter myse'f dat 

it's 'bout time fer ole Remus fer ter hang up en 

quit. Dat's des zackly w'at I say." 

"Well, Uncle Remus, they called me," said 

the little boy in a penitent tone. ''They carne 

and called n1e, and said they had a pistol and 

some powder over there." 

" Dar now ! " exclaimed the old man, in dig

nantly. " Dar now ! w'at I bin sayin' ? Hit's 
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des a born blessin' dat you wa'n't brung home 

on a litter wid bofe eyeballs hangin' out en one 
year clean gone ; dat's w'at 'tis ! Hit's des a 
born blessin'. Hit hope me up might'ly de 
udder day w'en I hear Miss Sally layin' down 
de law 'bout you en den1 Favers chillun, yit, lo 

en beholes, de fus news I knows yer you is 
han'-in-glove wid urn. Hit's nuff fer ter fetch 
ole l\1iss right up out'n dat berryin'-groun' fum 
down dar in Putman County, en w'at yo' 
gran'ma wouldn't er stood me en yo' rna ain't 

gwineter stan' nudder, en de nex' time I hear 
'bout sech a come off az dis, right den en dar 

I'm boun' ter lay de case 'fo' Miss Sally. Dem 
Favers's wa'n't no 'count 'fo' de war, en dey 

wa'n't no 'count endurin' er de war, en dey ain't 
no count atterwards. en w'iles my head's hot 
you ain t gwineter go mixin' up yo'se'f wid de 
riff-raff er creash un." 

The little boy made no further attempt to 
justify his conduct. He was a very wise little 

boy, and he knew that, in Uncle Remus's eyes, 

he had been guilty of a flagrant violation of the 
family code. Therefore instead of attempt
ing to justify himself, he pleaded guilty, and 
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prornised that he would never do so any n1ore. 

After this there was a long period of silence, 

broken only by the vigorous style in which 

Uncle Remus puffed away at his pipe. This 

was the invariable result. Whenever the old 

man had occasion to reprimand the little boy

and the occasions were frequent-he would 

relapse into a dignified but stubborn silence. 

Presently the youngster drew forth from his 

pocket a long piece of candle. The sharp eyes 
of the old man saw it at once. 

" Don't you come a tellin' me dat Miss Sally 

gun you dat," he exclaimed, "kaze she didn't. 

En I lay you hatter be monstus sly 'fo' you got 

a chance fer ter snatch up dat piece er cannle." 

" Well, Uncle Remus," the little boy ex

plained, " it was lying there all by itself, and I 

just thought I'd fetch it out to you." 

" Dat's so, honey," said Uncle Remus, greatly 

mollified ; " dat' s so, kaze by now some er dem 

yuther niggers 'ud er done had her light up. 

Dey er mighty biggity, dem house niggers is, 

but I notices dat dey don't let nuthin' pass. 

Dey goes 'long wid der han's en der mouf open, 

en w'at one don't ketch de tother one do." 
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There was another pause, and finally the 

little boy said : 

" Uncle Remus, you know you promised to 

day to tell me why the 'Possmn has no hair on 

his tail." 

" Law, honey ! ain't you done gone en fergot 

dat off'n yo' mine yit ? Hit look like ter me," 

continued the old n1an, leisurely refilling his 

pipe, " dat she sorter run like dis : One time 

ole Brer Possum, he git so hongry, he did, 

dat he bleedzd fer ter have a mess er 'simmons. 

He monstus lazy man, ole Brer Possum wuz, 

but bimeby his stummuck 'gun ter growl en 

holler at 'im so dat he des hatter rack 'roun' en 

hunt up sump'n; en w'iles he wuz rackin' 'roun', 

who sh'd he run up wid but Brer Rabbit, en dey 

wuz hail-fellers, kaze Brer Possum, he ain't bin 

bodder'n Brer Rabbit like de1n yuther beas's. 

Dey sot do\vn by de side er de big road, en dar 

dey jabber en confab 'mong wunner nudder, 

twel bin1eby ole Brer Possum, he take'n tell 

Brer Rabbit dat he mos' pe'sh out, en Brer 

Rabbit, he lip up in de a'r, he did, en smack his 

hans tergedder, en say dat he know right whar 

Brer Possum kin git a bait er 'simmons. Den 
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Brer Possum, he say whar, en Brer Rabbit, he 
say w'ich 'twuz over at Brer B'ar's 'simmon 
orchard." 

" Did the Bear have a 'simmon orchard, 
Uncle Remus ? " the little boy asked. 

" Co'se, honey, kase in dem days Brer B'ar 
wuz a bee-hunter. He make his livin' findin' 
bee-trees, en de way he find urn he plant 'in1 
some 'simmon-trees, w'ich de bees dey'd come 
ter suck de 'simmons en den ole Brer B'ar he'd 
watch urn whar dey'd go, en den he'd be 1nighty 
ap' fer ter come up wid urn. No matter 'bout 
dat, de 'simmon patch 'uz dar des like I tell you, 
en ole Brer Possum mouf 'gun ter water soon's 
he year talk un urn, en mos' 'fo' Brer Rabbit 
done tellin' 'im de news, Brer Possum, he put 
out, he did, en 'twa'nt long 'fo' he wuz perch 
up in de highes' tree in Brer Ba'r 'simn1on patch. 
But Brer Rabbit, he done 'termin' fer ter see 
some fun, en w'iles all dis 'uz gwine on, he run 
'roun' ter Brer B'ar house, en holler en tell 'im 
w'ich dey wuz somebody'stroyin' un his 'simmons, 
en Brer B'ar, he hustle off fer ter ketch 'im. 

"E ve'y now en den Brer Possum think he year 
Brer B'ar con1in', but he keep on sayin', sezee: 
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"' I'll des git one n1o' 'simmon en den I'll go; 
one 'simmon 'mo en den I'll go.' 

" Las' he year Brer B'ar comin' sho nuff, but 
'twuz de same ole chune-' One 'simmon mo' en 
den I'll go '-en des 'bout dat time Brer B'ar 
busted inter de patch, en gin de tree a shake, 
en Brer Possun1, he drapt out longer de yuther 
ripe 'simmons, but time he totch de groun' he 
got his foots tergedder, en he lit out fer de fence 
same ez a race-hoss, en 'cross dat patch him en 
Brer B'ar had it, en Brer B'ar gain' every jump, 
twel time Brer Possum make de fence Brer B'ar 
grab 'im by de tail, en Brer Possum, he went 
out 'tween de rails and gin a powerful juk en 
pull his tail out 'twix Brer B'ar tushes ; en, lo 
en beholes, Brer B'ar hole so tight en Brer 
Possun1 pull so hard dat all de h'ar come off in 
Brer B'ar's mouf, w'ich, ef Brer Rabbit hadn't 
er happen up wid a go'd er water, Brer B'ar'd er 
got strankle. 

"Fum dat day ter dis," said Uncle Remus, 
knocking the ashes carefully out of his pipe, 
' Brer Possum ain't had no h ar on his tail, en 
needer do his chilluns.'' 



XXVIII. 

THE END OF MR. BEAI<.. 

T HE next time the little boy sought Uncle 

Remus out, he found the old man un

usually cheerful and good-humoured. His 

rheumatism had ceased to trouble him, and he 

was even disposed to be boisterous. He was 

sing ing when the little boy got near the cabin, 

and the child paused on the outside to listen to 

the vigorous but mellow voice of the old man, 

as it rose and fell with the burden of the 

curiously plaintive song-a senseless affair so 

far as the words were concerned, but sung to a 

melody almost thrilling in its sweetness : . 

"Han' me down my walkin'-cane 
(Hey my Lily! go down de road !), 

Yo' true lover gone down de lane 
(Hey my Lily ! go down de road !)." 
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The quick ear of Uncle Remus, however, 
had detected the presence of the little boy, and 
he allowed his song to run into a recitation of 
nonsense, of which the following, if it be rapidly 
spoken, will give a faint idea : 

"Ole M'er Jackson, fines' confraction, fell 
down st'ars fer to git satisfaction; big Bill Fray, 
he rule de day, eve'ything he call fer come one.· 
two by three. Gwine 'long one day, met 
Johnny H uby, ax him grine nine yards er steel 
fer me, tole me w'ich he couldn't; den I hist 'im 
over Hickerson Dickerson's barn-doors; knock 
'im ninety-nine miles under water, w'en he rise, 
he rise in Pike straddle un a hansp1ke, en I lef' 
'im dar smokin' er de hornpipe, J uba reda seda 
breda. Aunt Kate at de gate; I want to eat, 
she fry de meat en gimme skin, w'ich I fling it 
back agin. J uba! " 

All this, rattled off at a rapid rate and with 
apparent seriousness, was calculated to puzzle 
the little · boy, and he slipped into his accus
tomed seat with an expression of awed bewil
derment upon his face. 

" Hit's all des dat away, honey," continued 
the old man, with the air of one who had just 
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given an important piece of information. "En 

w'en you bin cas'n shaddE:rs long ez de ole 

nigger, den you'll fine out who's w'ich, en w'ich's 

h " w 0. 

The little boy made no response. He was 

in thorough sympathy with all the whims and 

hu1nours of the old man, and his capacity for 

enjoying them was large enough to include even 

those he could not understand. Uncle Remus 

was finishing an axe-handle, and upon these 

occasions it was his custom to allow the child to 

hold one end while he applied sand-paper to the 

other. These relations were pretty soon estab

lished, to the mutual satisfaction of the parties 

most interested, and the old man continued his 

remarks, but this time not at random : 

" W 'en I see deze yer swell-head folks like 

dat 'oman w'at come en tell yo' rna 'bout you 

chunkin' at her chilluns, w'ich yo' rna make 

Mars John strop you, hit make my mine run 

back ter ole Brer B'ar. Ole Brer B'ar, he got de 

swell-headedness hisse'f, en ef dar wuz enny 

swinkin', hit swunk too late fer ter he'p 

ole Brer B'ar. Leas'ways dat's w'at dey tells 

me, en I ain't never yearn it 'sputed." 
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"Was the bear's head sure enough swelled, 
Uncle Remus ? " 

" Now you talkin', honey ! " exclaimed the 
old man. 

" Goodness ! what made it swell ? " 
This was Uncle Remus's cue. Applying the 

sand-paper to the axe-helve with gentle vigour, 
he began: 

"One time when Brer Rabbit wuz gwine 
lopin' home fum a frolic w'at dey bin havin' up 
at 1iss Meadows's, who should he happin up 
wid but ole Brer B'ar. Co'se, atter w'at done 
pass 'twix' urn dey wa'n:t no good feelin's 'tween 
Brer Rabbit en ole Brer B'ar, but Brer Rabbit, 
he wanter save his manners! en so he holler 
out: 

"' Heyo, Brer B'ar! how you come on ? I 
ain't seed you in a coons age. How all down 
at yo' house ? How Miss Brune en Miss 

B . dl ? ' " nn e. 
" \Vho was that, Uncle Remus ? " the little 

boy interrupted. 
" Miss Brune en l\1 iss Brindle ? Miss Brune 

wuz Brer B'ar's ole 'oman, en 1\1iss Brindle wuz 
his gal. Dat w'at dey call urn in dem days. 
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So den Brer Rabbit, he ax him howdy, he did, 
en Brer B'ar he 'spon' dat he wuz mighty po'ly 
en dey amble 'long, dey did, sorter familious like, 
but Brer Rabbit, he keep one eye on Brer Ba'r, 
en Brer B'ar, he study how he gwine nab Brer 
Rabbit. Las' Brer Rabbit, he up'n say, sezee : 

" ' Brer B'ar, I speck I got some bizness cut 
out fer you,' sezee. 

"' W'at dat, Brer Rabbit ? ' sez Brer B'ar, 
sezee. 

" 'W'iles I wuz cleanin' up my new-groun 
day 'fo' yistiddy,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, ' I 
come 'cross wunner deze yer ole tin1e bee-trees. 
Hit start holler at de bottom, en stay holler 
plum ter de top, en de honey's des natally 
oozin' out, en ef you'll drap yo' 'gagements en 
go 'longer me,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, ' you'll 
git a bait dat'll las' you en yo' fambly twel de 
middle er nex' mont',' sezee. 

" Brer B'ar say he much oblije en he b'leeve 
he'll go 'long, en wid dat dey put out fer Brer 
Rabbit's new-groun', w'ich twa'n 't so mighty 
fur. Leas' ways, dey got dar atter w' ile. 0 le 
Brer B'ar, he 'low dat he. kin smeii de honey. 
Brer Rabbit, he 'low dat he kin see de honey-
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koam. Brer B'ar he 'low dat he kin hear de 
bees a zoonin'. Dey stan' 'roun' en talk biggity, 

dey did, twel bimeby Brer Rabbit, he up'n say, 
sezee-

" 'You do de clim'in', Brer B'ar, en I'll do de 
rushin' 'roun' ; you clime up ter de hole, en I'll 

take dis yer pine pole en shove de honey up 
whar you kin git 'er,' sezee. 

" Ole Brer B'ar, he spit on his han's en skint 

up de tree, en jam his head in de hole, en sho 

nuff, Brer Rabbit, he grab de pine pole, en de 
way he stir up dem bees wuz sinful-dat's wa't 

it wuz. Hit wuz sinful. En de bees dey 

swawm'd on Brer B'ar's head, twel 'fo' he could 

take it out'n de hole hit wuz done swell up 

bigger dan dat dinner-pot, en dar he swung, en 
ole Brer Rabbit, he dance 'roun', en sing: 

"'Tree stan' high, but honey mighty sweet
\Vatch dem bees wid stingers on der feet.' 

But dar ole Brer B'ar hung, en ef his head 

ain't swunk, I speck he hangin' dar yit-dat 

' I k " w at spec ,. . 



XXIX. 

MR. Fox GETS INTO SERious BusiNESS. 

'' H IT turn out one time," said Uncle 
Remus, grinding some crumbs of 

tobacco between the pal1ns of his hands, pre
paratory to enjoying his usual smoke after 
supper-" hit turn out one time dat Brer Rabbit 
make so free wid de man's collard-patch dat de 
man he tuck'n sot a trap fer ole Brer Rabbit." 

"Which man was that, Uncle Remus ? " 
asked the little boy. 

" Des a man, honey. Dat's all. Dat's all I 
knows-des wunner dese yer mans w'at you see 
trollopin 'roun' eve'y day. Nobody ain't never 
year w' at his name is, en ef dey did dey kep' 
de news mighty close fum me. Ef dish yer 
man is bleedzd fer ·ter have a name, den I'rn 

done, kaze you'll hatter go fudder dan me. Ef 
" you bleedzd ter know mo' dan w'at I duz, den 
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you'll hatter hunt up son1e er deze yer niggers 
w'at's sprung up sence I comtnence fer ter shed 

h ) )) my ar. 
"\iVell, I just thought, Uncle Remus," said 

the little boy, in a tone remarkable for self
depreciation, "that the n1an had a nan1e." 

" T ooby sho," replied the old man. with 
unction, puffing away at his pipe. "Co'se. 
Dat w'at make I say w'at I duz. Dish yer man 
n1out a had a name, en de.n ag'in he moutn't. 
He mout er bin name Slip-shot Sam, en he 
mouter bin name One-eye Riley, w'ich ef 'twuz 
hit ain't bin handed roun' ter me. But dish yer 
man, he in de tale, en w' at we gwine do wid 
'im! Dat's de p'int, kase w'en I git ter huntin' 
'roun' 'mong n1y 'membunce atter dish yer 
1\'lister W'atyoumaycollum's nan1e, she ain't dar. 
Now den, less des call 'im Mr. Man en let 'im 

d " go at at. 
The silence of the little boy gave consent. 
"One time," said U ncl~ R emus, carefully 

taking up the thread of the story where it had 
been dropped, "hit turn out dat Brer Rabbit 
bin makin' so free wid ... Tr. ian's greens en 
truck dat l\1r. l\1 an, he tuck' n sot a trap fer Brer 

l\1 
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Rabbit, en Brer Rabbit he so greedy dat he 

tuck'n walk right spang in it' fo' he know hisse'f. 

\Vell, 'twa'n't long 'fo' yer come Mr. Man, 

broozin' 'roun', en he ain't no sooner see ole 

Brer Rabbit dan he smack his han 's tergedcler 

en holler out : 

" 'Youer nice feller, you is ! Y er you bin 

gobblin' up rny green truck, en now you tryin' 

ter tote off my trap. Y ouer mighty nice chap 

-dat's w'at you is ! But now dat I got you, I 'll 

des 'bout settle wid you fer de ole en de new.' 

" En wid dat, Mr. Man, he go off, he did. 

clown in de bushes atter han'ful er switches. 

Ole Brer Rabbit he ain't sayin' nuthin' , but he 

feelin' mighty lonesome, en he sot dar lookin' 

like eve'y minnit wuz gwineter be de nex' . En 

w'iles l\1r. Man wuz off prepa'r'n his bresh

broom, who should come p'radin' 'long but Brer 

Fox ? Brer Fox make a great 'miration, he

did, 'bout de fix \v'at he fine Brer Rabbit in, but 

Brer Rabbit he n1ake like he fit ter kill hisse'f 

laffin', en he up'n tell Brer Fox, he did, dat . lis~ 

1eadows's fokes want im ter go down ter der 

house in 'tennunce on a weddin, en he 'lo,\· 

w'ich he couldn't, en dey 'low how he could, en 
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den bimeby dey take'n tie 'im dar w'iles dey go 
atter de preacher, so he be dar w' en dey come 
back. En mo'n dat, Brer Rabbit up'n tell Brer 
Fox dat his chillun's mighty low wid de fever, 
en he bleedzd ter go atter some pills fer'n1, en 
h~ ax Brer Fox fer ter take his place en go down 
ter Miss Meadows's en have nice time wid de 
gals. Brer Fox, he in fer dem kinder pranks, 
en 'twa'n't no time 'fo' Brer Rabbit had ole Brer 
Fox harness up dar in his place, en den he 
make like he got ter 1nake 'as'e en git de pills 
fer dem sick chilluns. Brer Rabbit wa'n't mo'n 
out er sight 'fo' yer come Mr. JVIan wid a han'
ful er hick'ries, but w' en he see Brer Fox tied 
up dar, he look like he 'stonished. 

"' Heyo!' sez Mr. Man, sezee, 'you done 
change color, en you done got bigger, en yo ' 
tail done grow out. \N"'at kin'er w'atzyname is 
you, ennyhow ? ' sezee. 

'' Brer Fox, he stay stil1, en Mr. l\1an, he 
talk on: 

"' Hit's n1ighty big luck,' sezee, 'ef w'en I 
ketch de chap w'at nibble my greens, likewise 
I ketch de fell er w'at gnyaw my goose,' sezee, 
en wid d'lt he let inter Brer Fox wid de 

l\r 2 
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hick'ries, en de way he play rap-jacket wuz a 

caution ter de naberhood. Brer Fox, he juk en 

he jump, en he squeal en he squall, but Mr. 

lVIan, he shower down on 'im, he did, like 

fightin' a red was' -nes' ." 

The little boy laughed, and Uncle Remus 

supplemented this endorsement of his descriptive 

powers with a most infectious chuckle. 

" Bimeby," continued the old man, " de 

switches, dey got frazzle out, en Mr. Man, he 

put out atter mo', en w'en he done got fa'rly 

outer yearin', Brer Rabbit, he show'd up, he 

did, kaze he des bin hidin' out in de bushes 

lis'nin' at de racket, en he 'low hit mighty funny 

dat Miss Meadows ain't come 'long, kaze he 

done bin down ter de doctor house, en dat's 

fudder dan de preacher, yit. Brer Rabbit make 

like he hurr'in' on home, but Brer Fox, he open 

up, he did, en he say : 

" 'I thank you fer ter tu'n me loose, Brer 

Rabbit, en I'll be 'blije,' sezee, 'kaze you done 

tie n1e up so tight dat it make my head swim, 

en I don't speck I'd las' fer ter git ter Miss 

Meadows's,' sezee. 

' Brer Re1 b bit, he sot down sorter keerless 
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like, en begin fer ter scratch one year like a man 
studyin' 'bout sump'n. 

"' Dat's so, Brer Fox,' sezee, 'you duz look 
sorter stove up. Look like sump'n bin on
koamin' yo' ha'rs,' sezee. 

" Brer Fox ain't sayin' nothin,' but Brer 
Rabbit, he keep on talkin' : 

" ' Dey ain't no bad feelin's 'twix' us, is dey, 
Brer Fox ? Kaze if dey is, I ain't got no time 
fer ter be tarryin' 'roun' yer.' 

"Brer Fox sav w'ich he don't have no 
" 

onfrennelness, en wid dat Brer Rabbit cut Brer 
Fox loose des in time fer ter hear Mr. Man 
w'isserlin up his dogs, en one went one way en 
de udder went nudder." 



XXX. 

J--Iow MR. R ABBIT SUCCEEDED I r RAISING A 

DusT. 

" I N dem times," said Uncle Remus, gazing 

admiringly at himself in a fragment of 

looking-glass, " Brer Rabbit, en Brer Fox, en 

dem yuther beas's go co'tin' en sparklin' 'roun' 

de naberhood mo' san1er dan folks. 'Twan't 

no ' Lemme a hoss,' ner ' Fetch me my buggy,' 

but dey des up'n lit out en !Ote deyse'f. Dar's 

ole Brer Fox, he des wheel 'roun' en fetch his 

flank one swipe wid 'is tongue en he'd be koam 

up ; en Brer Rabbit, he des spit on his han' en 

twis' it 'roun' 'mongst de roots un his years en 

his ha'r'd be roach. Dey wuz dat flirtashus," 

continued the old man, closing one eye at his 

image in the glass, " dat Miss Meadows en de 

gals don't see no peace fum one week ccn' ter de 

udder. Chuseday wuz same as Sund:-ty, en 
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Friday wuz same as Chuseday, en hit con1e 
down ter dat pass dat w'en Miss l\/[eadows 'ud 

have chicken-fixins fer dinner, in 'ucl lrap Brer 
Fox en Brer Possum, en w'en she'd have fried 
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greens in 'ud pop ole Brer Rabbit, twel 'las' 

Miss Meadows, she tuck'n tell de gals dat she 

be dad-blame ef she gwineter keep no tavvun. 

So dey fix it up 'mong deyse'f, Miss Meadows en -

de gals did, dat de nex' time de gents call dey'd 

gin urn a gan1e. De gents, dey wuz a co'tin', 

but Miss 1\tieadows, she don't wanter marry none 

un urn, en needer duz de gals, en likewise dey 

don't wanter have urn peste:r'n 'roun'. Las', 

one Chuseday, Miss Meadows, she tole urn dat 

ef dey come down ter her house de nex' Sat' day 

even in', de whole caboodle un urn 'ud go down 

de road a piece, whar der wuz a big flint rock, 

en de man w'at could take a sludge-hammer en 

knock de dus' out'n dat rock, he wuz de man 

w'at 'ud git de pick er de gals. Dey all say 

dey gwine do it, but ole Brer Rabbit, he crope 

off whar der wuz a cool place under some jim

son weeds, en dar he sot wukkin his mind how 

he gwineter git dus' out'n dat rock. Bimeby, 

w'ile he wuz a settin' dar, up he jump en crack 

his heels tergedder en sing out : 

" ' Make a bow ter de Buzzard en den ter de Crow, 
Takes a limber-toe gemmun fer ter jump Jim Crow,' 

en wid dat he put out for Brer Coon house e n 
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borrer his slippers. W'en Sat' day evenin' con1e, 
dey wuz all dere. Miss Meadows en de gals, 
dey wuz dere ; en Brer Coon, en Brer Fox, en 
Brer Possum, en Brer Tarrypin, dey wuz dere." 

" Where was the Rabbit ? " the little boy 
asked. 

"Youk'n put yo' 'pennunce 1n ole Brer 
Rabbit," the old man replied, with a chuckle. 

He wuz dere, but he shuffle up kinder late, 
kaze w'en ~1iss Meadows en de ballunce un urn 
done gone down ter de place, Brer Rabbit, he 
crope 'roun' ter de ash-hopper, en fill Brer Coon 
slippers full er ashes, en den he tuck'n put urn 
on en n1arch off. He got dar atter w'ile, en 
soon's Miss Meadows en de gals seed 'im, dey 
up'n giggle, en make a great 'miration kaze 
Brer Rabbit got on slippers. Brer Fox, he so 
smart he holler out, he did, en say he lay Brer 
Rabbit got de groun' -eatch, but Brer Rabbit, he 
sorter shet one eye, he did, en say, sezee : 

" ' I bin so useter ridin' hoss-back, ez deze 
ladies knows dat I'm gittin sorter tender
footed ; ' en dey don't hear much mo' fum Brer 
Fox dat day, kaze he 'member how Brer Rabbit 
done bin en rid him ; en hit 'uz des 'bout n1uch 
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ez Miss Meadows en de gals could do fer ter 
keep der snickers fum gittin' up a 'sturbance 
'mong de congergashun. But, never mine dat, 
ole Brer Rabbit, he wuz dar, en he so brash dat 
leetle 1no' en he'd er grab up de sludge-hammer 
en er open up de racket 'fo' ennybody gun de 
word ; but Brer Fox, he shove Brer Rabbit 
out'n de way en pick up de sludge hisse'f. 
Now den," continued the old man, with pretty 
n1uch the air of one who had been the master 
of similar ceremonies, " de progrance wuz dish 
yer: Eve'y gent wer ter have th'ee licks at de 
rock, en de gent w'at fetch de dus' · he wer de 
one w'at gwineter take de picker de gals. Ole 
Brer Fox, he grab de sludge-hammer, he did, 
en he come down on de rock-blin~ I No dus' 
ain't come. D en he draw back en dovvn he 
come ag'in-bla11~ I No dus' ain't come. Den 
he spit in his han's, en give 'er a big swing en 
down she come-ker-blap I En yit no dus' 
ain't flew' d. Den Brer Possum he make triul, 
en Brer Coon, en all de ballunce un urn 'cep 
Brer Tarrypin, en he 'low dat he got a crick in 
his neck. Den Brer Rabbit, he grab holt er 
de sludge, en he lipt up in de a'r en come down 
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on de rock all at de same time-pow/-en de 
ashes, dey flew' d up so, dey did, dat Brer Fox, 
he tuck'n had a sneezin' spell, en Miss lYieadows 
en de gals dey up'n koff. Th'ee times Brer 
Rabbit jmnp up en crack his heels tergedder 
en come down wid de sludge-hammer-ke-r
bla77z /-en eve'y time be jump up, he holler 
out : 

" ' Stan' fudder, ladies! Y er come de dus' ! ' 
en sho nuff, de dus' co1ne. 

" Leas' ways," continued Uncle Remus, " Brer 
Rabbit got one er de gals, en dey had a weddin ' 
en a big in fa' r." 

"Which of tbe girls did the Rabbit 1narry ? " 
asked the little boy, dubiously. 

" I did year tell un 'er nan1e,'' replied the old 
n1an, with ~ great affectation of interest, "but 
look like I done gone en fergit it off'n my mine. 
Ef I don't disren1en1ber," he continued, "hit 
wuz Miss Molly Cottontail, en I speck we better 
let it go at dat." 



• 

XXX I. 

A PLANTATION w ITCII. 

1"""" HE next time the little boy got permission 

to call upon Uncle Remus, the old man 

was sitting in his door, with his elbows on his 

knees and his face buried in his hands, and he 

appeared to be in great trouble. 
" What's the matter, Uncle Remus ? Jt the 

youngster asked. 

" N uff de matter, honey-mo' dan dey's enny 

kyo fer. Ef dey ain 't some quare gwines on 

'roun' dis place I ain't name Remus." 

The serious tone of the old man caused the 

little boy to open his eyes. The moon, just at 

its full, cast long, vague, wavering shadows 

in front of the cabin. A colony of tree-frogs 

somewhere in the distance were treating their 

neighbours to a serenade, but to the little boy it 

sounded like a chorus of lost and long-forgotten 
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whistlers. The sound was wherever the imagi

nation chose to locate it-to the right, to the 

left, in the air, on the ground, far away or near 

at hand, but always dim and always indistinct. 

Something in Uncle Remus's tone exactly fitted 

all these surroundings, and the child nestled 

closer to the old man. 

"Vasser,'' continued Uncle Remus, with an 

ominous sigh and a mysterious shake of the 

head, "ef dey ain't some quare gwines on in 

dish yer naberhood, den I'm de ball-headest 

creetur 'twix' dis en nex' Jinawerry wus a year 

'go, w'ich I knows I ain't. Dat's what." 

"What is it, Uncle Remus ? " 

" I know Mars John bin drivin' Cholly sorter 

hard terday, en I say ter myse'f dat I'd drap 

'roun' 'bout dus' en fling nudder year er corn in 

de troff en kinder gin 'itn a techin' up wid de 

kurrier-koam ; en bless grashus ! I ain't bin in 

de lot 1no'n a minnit 'fo' I seed sump'n wuz 

wrong wid de hoss, and sho' nuff dar wuz his 

n1ane full er witch-stirrups." 

' Full of what, Uncle Remus ? " 

" Full er witch-stirrups, honey. Ain't ) ou 

seed no witch-stirrups ? \Veil , w' en you see two 
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stran' er ha'r tied tergedder in a hoss' n1ane, dar 
you see a witch-stirrup, en, n1o'n dat, dat hoss 
done bin rid by u m." 

''Do you reckon they have been riding 
Charley ? " inquired the little boy. 

"Co'se, honey. Tooby sho dey is. W 'at 
else dey bin doin' ? " 

" Did you ever see a witch, Uncle Remus ? " 
" D at ain't needer yer ner dar. W' en I see 

coon track in de branch, I know de coon bin 
'1 d " -ong ar. 

The argument seemed unanswerable, and the 
little boy asked, in a confidential tone : 

" Uncle Remus, what are witches like ? " 
" Dey comes diffunt," responded the cautious 

old darkey. "Dey con1es en dey cunjus foke . 
Squinch-owl holler eve'y time he see a witch, en 
w'en you hear de dog how lin' in de middle er de 
night, one un urn's 1nighty ap' ter be prowlin ' 
roun'. Cunjun fokes kin tell a witch de 1ninnit 
dey lays der eyes on it, but dem w'at ain't 
cunjun, hit's mighty hard ter tell w'en dey see 
one, kase dey might come in de 'pearunce un a 
cow en all kinder beas's. I ain't bin useter no 
cunjun n1yse'f, but I bin livin' long ·nuff fer ter 
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know w' en you meets up wid a big black cat in 

de middle er de road, wid yaller eyeballs, dar 
yo' witch fresh fum de Ole Boy. En, fudder

lno'' r know dat 'tain't proned inter no dogs fer 
ter ketch de rabbit w'at use in a berryin' -groun'. 

Dey er de mos' ongodJies' creeturs w'at you ever 

laid eyes on," continued Uncle Remus, with 
unction. "Down dar in Putn1on County yo' 

Uncle J eems, he make like he gwineter ketch 
wunner dem dar graveyard rabbits. Sho nuff, 

out he goes, en de dogs aint no n1o'n got ter de 
place 'fo' up jump de ole rabbit right 'mong urn, 

en atter runnin' 'roun' a time or two, she skip 

right up ter Mars J eems, en Mars J eems, he 
des put de gun-bairl right on 'er en lammed 

aloose. Hit tored up de groun' all 'roun', en de 
dogs, dey rush up, but dey wan't no rabbit dar : 

but bimeby Mars J eems, he seed de dogs tuckin ' 
der tails 'tween der legs, eD. he look up, en dar 
wuz de rabbit caperin' 'roun' on a toomstone, 

en wid dat l\!Iars J eems say he sorter feel 
like de time done come w'en yo' gran'n1a ·was 

'specktin' un him hon1e, en he call off de dogs en 
put out. But dem wuz ha'nts. Witches is 

deze yer kinder fokes wat kin drap der bod~ -



I 76 Legends of the Old Plantation. 

en change inter a cat en a wolf en all kinder 
creeturs. " 

" Papa says there ain't any witches," the little 
boy interrupted. 

"Mars John ain't live long ez I is," said 
Uncle Remus, by way of comment. "He ain't 
bin broozin' 'roun' all hours er de night en day. 
I know'd a nigger w'ich his brer wuz a witch, 
kaze he up'n tole me how he tuck'n kyo'd 'im ; 
en he kyo'd 'im good, mon." 

"How was that?" inquired the little boy. 
" Hit seem like," continued Uncle Remus, 

" dat witch fokes is got a slit in de back er de 
neck en w'en dey wanter change derse'f, dey 
des pull de hide over der head same ez if 'twuz 
a shut, en dar dey is." 

" Do they get out of their skins ? " asked the 
little boy, in an awed tone. 

" Too by sho, honey. You see yo' pa pull his 
shut off? Well, dat des 'zackly de way dey 
duz. But dish yere nigger w'at I'm tellin' you 
'bout, he kyo'd his brer de ve'y fus pass he 
made at hin1. Hit got so dat fokes in de 
settlement didn't have no peace. De chilluns 
'ucl wake up in de mawnins wid der ha'r tangle 
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up, en wid scratches on urn like dey bin thoo a 
brier-patch, twel bimeby one day de nigger he 
'low dat he'd set up dat night en keep one eye 
on his brer ; en sho' nuff dat night, · des ez de 
chickens wuz crowin' fer twelve, up jump de 
brer an pull off his skin en sail out'n de house 
in de shape un a bat, en w'at duz de nigger do 
but grab up de hide, en turn itwrongsud'-out'ards 
en sprinkle it wid salt. Den he lay down en 
watch fer ter see w' at de news wuz gwineter be. 
Des 'fo' day yer co1ne a big black cat in de do', 
en de nigger git up, he did, en druv her away. 
Bimeby, yer come a big black dog snuffin' roun', 
en de nigger up wid a chunk en lamtned 'im 
side er de head. Den a squinch-owl Jit on de 
koam er de house, en de nigger jam de shovel 
in de fier en make 'im flew away. Las', yer 
come a g reat big black wolf wid his eyes 
shinin' like fier coals, en he grab de hide and 
rush out. 'Twa'n' t long 'fo' de nigger year his 
brer holler'n en squallin', en he tuck a light, he 
did, en went out, en dar wuz his brer des a 
waller'n on de groun' en squirmin' 'roun', kaze 
de salt on de skin wuz stingin' wuss'n ef he had 
his britches lineded \\ ~d yaller-jackets. By n x' 

N 
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n1awnin' he got so he could sorter shuffle 'long, 

but he gun up cunjun, en ef dere wuz enny mo' 

witches in dat settlement dey kep' mighty close, 

en dat nigger he ain't skunt hisse'f no mo' not 

endurin' er my 'membunce." 

The result of this was that Uncle Remus had 

to take the little boy by the hand and go with 

him to the "big house," which the old man was 

not loath to do; and the child, when he went 

to bed, lay awake a long time expecting an un

seemly visitation from some mysterious source. 

It soothed him, however, to hear the strong, 

musical voice of his sable patron, not very 

far away, tenderly contending with a lusty 

tune; and to that accompaniment the little boy 

dropped asleep. 



XXXII. 

vVHv THE NEGRo rs BLAcK. 

0 N E night, while the little boy was watch
ing Uncle Remus twisting and waxing 

some shoe-thread, he made what appeared to 
him to be a very curious discovery. He dis
covered that the palms of the old man's hands 
were as white as his own, and the_ fact was such 
a source of . w-onder that -he at last · made it . the 

~. • • I' 

subject of remark The response of Uncle 
Remus led to the earnest recital of a piece of 
unwritten history that must prove interesting 
to ethnologists 

"Tooby sho de pa'm er my han's w'ite, 
honey," he quietly remarked; "en, w'en it con1e 
ter dat, dey wuz a time w'en all de w'ite folks 
'uz black-blacker dan me, kaze I done bin yer 
so long dat I bin sorter bleach out., 

The little boy laughed. He thought Uncle 

N 2 
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Remus was making him the victim of one of his 

practical jokes ; but the youngster was never 

more mistaken. The old man was serious. 

Nevertheless, he failed to rebuke the ill-timed 

mirth of the child, appearing to be altogether 

engrossed in his work. After a while he 

resumed: 

" Vasser. F okes dunner w'at bin yet, let 'lone 

w'at gwineter be. N iggers is niggers now, but 

de time wuz w'en we 'uz all niggers tergedder." 

" When was that, Uncle Remus ? " 
"Way back yander. In dem times we 'uz all 

un us black ; we 'uz all niggers tergedder, en 

'cardin' ter all de 'counts w'at I year fokes 'uz 

gittin 'long 'bout ez well in dem days ez dey is 

now. But atter 'w'ile de news come dat dere 

was a pon' er water some'rs in de naberhood, 

w'ich if dey'd git inter dey'd be wash off nice en 

w' ite, en den one un urn, he fine de place en 

make er splunge inter de pon', en come out w'ite 

ez a town gal. En den, bless grashus! w'en de 

fakes seed it, dey make a break fer de pon', en 

detn w'at wuz de soopless, dey got in fus' en dey 

come uut w'ite ; en dem w'at wuz de nex' soop

less, dey gut in nex' en dey come out merlatters ; 
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en dey wuz sech a crowd un um dat dey mighty 
nigh use de water up, w'ich w'en dem yuthers 
come 'long, de morest dey could do wuz ter 
paddle about wid der foots en dabble in it wid 
der han's. Dem wuz de niggers, en down ter 
dis day dey ain't no w'ite 'bout a nigger 'ceppin 
de pa'ms er der han's en de soles er der foot." 

The little boy seemed to be very much in
terested in this new account of the origin of 
races, and he made some further inquiries, which 
elicited from Uncle Ren1us the following ad
ditional particulars : 

"De Injun en de Chinee got ter be 'counted 
'long er de merlatter. I ain't seed no Chinee 
dat I knows un, but dey tells me dey er sorter 
'twix' a brown en a brindle. Dey er all mer
latters. '' 

"But n1amma says the Chinese have straight 
hair, ' the little boy suggested. 

'' Co se, honey," the old man unhesitatingly 
responded, " den1 w'at git ter de pon' time nuff 
fer ter git der head in de water, de water hit 
onkink der ha'r. Hit bleedzd ter be dat 
away. 



XXXIII. 

THE SAD FATE oF MR. Fox. 

' N OW, den," said Uncle Remus, wilh, 

unusual gravity, as soon as the little 

boy, by taking his seat, announced that he was 

ready for the evening's entertainment to begin; 

" now, den, dish yer tale w'at I'rn agwine ter 

gin you is de las' row er stumps, sho. Dish 

yer's whar ole Brer Fox · los' his breff, en he 

ain't fine it no mo' down ter dis day." 

" Did he kill himself, Uncle Rem us ? " the 

little boy asked, with a curious air of concern. 

" Hole on dar, honey! " the old man ex

claimed, with a great affectation of alarm ; "hole 

on dar ! Wait ! Gimme room ! I don't wanter 

tell you no story, en ef you keep shovin' me 

forrerd, I mout git some er de facks mix up 

'mong deyse'f. You gotter g1mme room en 

you gotter gimme time.' ·' 
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The little boy had no other premature ques
tions to ask, and, after a pause, Uncle Remus 
resumed : 

" Well, den, one day Brer Rabbit go ter 
Brer Fox house, he did, en he put up mighty 
po' mouf. He say his ole 'oman sick, en his 
chilluns cole, en de fier done gone out. Brer 
Fox, he feel bad 'bout dis, en he tuck'n s'ply 
Brer Rabbit widder chunk er fier. Brer Rabbit 
see Brer Fox coo kin' some nice beef, en his 
mouf gun ter water, but he take de fi er, he did, 
en he put out to'rds home; but present'y yer he 
come back, en he say de fier done gone out. 
Brer Fox 'low dat he want er invite ter dinner, 
but he don't say nuthin', en bimeby Brer Rabbi t 
he up'n say, sezee : 

''' Brer Fox, whar you 
beef? ' sezee, en den Brer 

sezee : 

git so much nice 
F h ' ' ' ox e up n spon , 

" ' You come ter my house ter-morrer ef yo' 
fokes ain't too sick, en I kin show you whar you 
kin git plenty beef mo' nicer dan dish yer,' 

sezee. 
' Well, sho nuff, de nex' day fotch Brer 

Rabbit, en Brer Fox say, sezee : 
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" ' Der's a man down yander by Miss Mea

dows's w'at got heap er fine cattle, en he gotter 

cow name Bookay,' sezee, 'en you des go en 

say Bookay, en she'll open her mouf, en you kin 

jump in en git des as much meat ez you kin 

tote,' ses Brer Fox, sezee. 

" ' vV ell, I '11 go 'long,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 

'en you kin jump fus' en den I'll come follerin' 

atter,' sezee. 

" Wid dat dey put out, en dey went promer

nadin"roun"mong de cattle, dey did, twel bimeby 

dey struck up wid de one dey wuz atter. Brer 

Fox, he up, he did, en holler Bookay, en de cow 

flung' er mouf wide open. Sho nuff, in dey jump, 

en w' en dey got dar, Brer Fox, he say, sezee : 

cc (You kin cut mos' ennywheres, Brer Rabbit, 

but don't cut 'roun' de haslett,' sezee. 

" Den Brer Rabbit, he holler back, he did : 

' I'n1 a gitten me out a roas'n-piece ; ' sezee. 

"' Roas'n, er bakin', er fryin',' sez Brer Fox, 

sezee, 'don't git too nigh de haslett,' sezee. 

" Dey cut en dey kyarved, en dey kyarved en 

dey cut, en w'iles dey wuz cuttin' en kyarvin' en 

slashin' 'way, Brer Rabbit, he tuck'n hacked inter 

de haslett, en wid dat down fell de cow dead. 
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" ' Now, den,' sez Brer Fox, 'we er gone, 
sho/ sezee. 

" 'W'at we gwine do ? ' sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee. 

:' ' I '11 get in de maul,' sez Brer Fox, ' en 
you'll jump in de gall,' sezee. 

" N ex' mawnin' yer cum de man w'at de 
cow b'long ter, en he ax who kill Bookay. 
Nobody don't say nuthjn'. Den de man say 
he'll cut 'er open en see, en den he whirl in, en 
twan't no time 'fo' he had 'er intruls spread out. 
Brer Rabbit, he crope out'n de gall, en say, sezee: 

" ' Mister Man ! Oh, Mister Man ! I '11 tell 
you who kill yo' cow. You look in de maul, 
en dar you'll fine 'im,' sezee. 

" Wid dat de man tuck a stick and lam down 
on de maul so hard dat he kill Brer Fox stone
dead. W'en Brer Rabbit see Brer Fox wuz 
laid out fer good, he 1nake like he mighty sorry, 
en he up'n ax de man fer Brer Fox head. Man 
say he ain't keerin', en den Brer Rabbit tuck'n 
brung it ter Brer Fox house. Dar he see ole 
l\1 iss Fox, en he tell 'er dat he done fotch her 
some nice beef w'at 'er ole man sont 'er, but 
she ain't gotter look at it twel she go ter eat it. 
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'' Brer Fox son wuz name To be, en Brer 

Rabbit tell Tobe fer ter keep still w'iles his 

mammy cook de nice beef w'at his daddy sont 

'im. Tobe he wuz mighty hongry, en he look 

in de pot he did w'iles de cookin' wuz gwine on, 

en dar he see his daddy head, en wid dat he sot 

up a howl en tole his mammy. Miss Fox, she 

git mighty mad w'en she fine she cookin' her 

ole man head, en she call up de dogs, she did, 

en sickt em on Brer. Rabbit; en ole Miss Fox 

en T obe en de dogs, dey push Brer Rabbit so 

close dat he hatter take a holler tree. l\1 iss 

Fox, she tell Tobe fer ter stay dar en 1nine 

Brer Rabbit, w'ile she goes en git de ax, en 

w'en she gone, Brer Rabbit, he tole Tobe ef he 

go ter de branch en git 'im a drink er water dat 

he'll gin 'in1 a dollar. Tobe, he put out, he did, 

en bring some water in his hat, but by de time 

he got back Brer Rabbit done out en gone. Ole 

Miss Fox, she cut en cut, twel down come de 

tree, but no Brer Rabbit dar. Den she lay de 

blame on Tobe, en she say she gwineter lash 

'im, en Tobe, he put out en run, de ole 'oman 

atter 'im. Bi1neby, he come up wid Brer Rab

bit, en sot down fer to tell 'im how 'twuz, en 
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w'iles dey wuz a settin' dar, yer come ole lVIiss 
Fox a slip pin' up en grab urr1 bofe. Den she 
tell urn w'at she gwine do. Brer Rabbit she 
gwineter kill, en Tobe she gwineter lam ef its 
de las' ack. Den Brer Rabbit sez, sezee : 

"' Ef you please, ma'am, Miss Fox, lay me 
on de grinestone en groun' off my nose so I 
can't smell no mo' w'en I'm dead.' 

" Miss Fox, she tuck dis ter be a good idee 
en she fotch bofe un urn ter de grinestone, en 
set urn up on it so dat she could groun' off Brer 
Rabbit nose. Den Brer Rabbit, he up'n say, 
sezee : 

"' Ef you please, ma'am, Miss Fox, Tobe he 
kin turn de' handle w' iles you goes atter sotne 
water fer ter wet de grinestone,' sezee. 

"Co'se, soon'z Brer Rabbit see lVIiss Fox go 
atter de water, he jump down en put out, en dis 
time he git clean away." 

"And was that the last of the Rabbit, too, 
Uncle Remus ? " the little boy asked, with 
sotnething like a sigh. 

" Don't push me too close, honey," responded 
the old man ; "don't shove me up in no cornder. 
I don t wanter tell you no stories. Some . ay 
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dat Brer Rabbit's ole 'ornan died fum eatin' son1e 

pizen-weed, en dat Brer Rabbit 1narried ole 

Miss 1:.. ox, en some say not. Some tells one 

tale en some tells nudder ; some say dat fum 

dat time forrer'd de Rabbits en de Foxes make 

frien's en stay so; some say dey kep on quollin'. 

Hit look like it mixt. Let dem tell you w'at 

kno\vs. Dat w'at I years you gits it straight 

like I yeard it." 

There was a long pause, which was finally 

broken by the old man : 

" Hit's 'gin de rules fer you ter be noddin' yer, 

honey. Bimeby you'll drap off en I'll hatter 

tote you up ter de big 'ouse. I hear dat baby 

cryin', en bimeby Miss Sally'll fly up en be a 

holler'n atter you." 

" Oh, I wasn't asleep,'' the little boy replied. 

" I was just thinking." 

"vVell, dat's diffunt," said the old man. " Ef 

you'll clime up on my back," he continued, 

speaking softly, " I speck I ain't too ole fer ter 

be yo' hoss fum yer ter de house. Menny en 

menny's de time dat I toted yo' U nk J eems dat 

away, en l\Iars J eems wuz heavier sot dan w'at 

you is.'' 
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PLANTATION PROVERBS. 

ErG 'possum clime little tree. 

Dem w' at eats kin say grace. 

Ole man Know-All died las' year~ 

Better de gravy dan no grease 't all. 

Dram ain't good twel you git it. 

Lazy fokes' stummucks don't git tired. 

Rheumatiz don't he'p at de log-rollin'. 

Mole don't see w'at his naber doin'. 

Save de pacin' mar' fer Sunday. 

Don't rain eve'y time de pig squeal. 
Crow en corn can't grow in de same fiel'. 

Tattlin' 'oman can't make de bread rise. 

Rails split 'fo' bre'kfus' '11 season de dinner. 

Dem w'at knows too much sleeps under de 

ash-hopper. 
Ef you wanter see yo' own sins, clean up a 

' new groun. 
Hog dunner w'ich part un 'im'll season de 

turnip salad. 
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Hit's a blessin' de w'ite sow don't shake de 

plum-tree. 
Winter grape sour, whedder you kin reach 

'im or not. 

Mighty po' bee dat don't make mo' honey 

dan he want. 

K wishins on mule's foots done gone out er 

fashun. 

Pigs dunno w'at a pen's fer. 

Possum's tail good as a paw. 

Dogs don't bite at de front gate. 

Colt in de barley-patch kick high. 

Jay-bird don't rob his own nes'. 

Pullet can't roost too high for de owl. 

l\1eat fried 'fo' day won't las' twel night. 

Stump water won't kyo de gripes. 

De howlin' dog know w'at he sees. 

Eline hoss don't fall w' en he follers de bit. 

Hongry nigger won't w'ar his maul out. 

Don't fling away de empty wallet. 

Black-snake know de way ter de hin nes'. 

Looks won't do ter split rails wid. 

Settin' hens don't hanker atter fresh aigs. 

Tater-vine growin' w'ile you sleep. 

Hit take two birds fer to make a nes'. 
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Ef you bleedzd ter eat dirt, eat clean dirt. 
Tarrypin walk fast 'nuff fer to go visitin'. 
Empty smoke-house rnakes de pullet holler. 
W'en coon take water he fixin' fer ter fight. 
Corn makes mo' at de mill dan it does in de crib. 
Good luck say: "Op'n yo' mouf en shut yo' 

" eyes. 
Nigger dat gets hurt wukkin oughter show de 

skyars. 
Fiddlin'niggersay hit's longways ter de dance. 
Rooster makes mo' racket dan de bin w'at lay 

de aig. 
Meller mush-n1illion hollers at you fum over 

de fence. 

Nigger wid a pocket-han'kcher better be 
looked atter. 

Rain-crow don't sing no chune, but youk'n 
' ' ' . pen on 1m. 

One-eyed mule can't be handled on de blineside. 
Moon may shine, but a lightered knot's 

n1ighty handy. 
Licker talks mighty loud w'en it git loose fum 

de jug. 
e proudness un a man don't count w'en his 

head's cold. 
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Hongry rooster don't cackle w'en he fine a 

wum. 
Some niggers mighty smart, but dey can't 

drive de pidgins ter roos'. 

You may know de way, but better keep yo' 

eves on de seven stairs. 

All de buzzards in de settlement '11 come to 

de gray mule's funer'l. 

Y ouk'n hide de fier, but w'at you gwine do 

wid de smoke ? 
Ter-morrow may be de carridge-driver's day 

for ploughin'. 
Hit's a mighty deaf nigger dat don't year de 

dinner-ho'n. 

Hit takes a bee fer ter git de sweetness out'n 

de hoarhoun' blossom. 

Ha'nts don't bodder longer hones' folks, but 

you better go 'roun' de grave-yard. 

De pig dat runs off wid de year er corn grts 

little mo' dan de cob. 

THE E _" D. 
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-Ways of Remembering Facts, Figures, Forms, Persons, 
Places, Property-The Secret of a Good Memory. Tenth 
Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, I s. 

SLEEP AND SLEEPLESSNESS. Contents :-Sleep
Going to Sleep-Sleeping-Awaking-Sleeplessness-Sleep 
and Food. Tenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, Is. 

YOUTH : Its Care and Culture. An Outline of Principles 
for Parents and Guardians. Post 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. 

"CHANGE" AS A MENTAL RESTORATIVE. 
Demy 8vo, parchment, Is. 

HAMILTON, R., Jlf.D., F.R.S. 
THE NATURAL HISTORY OF BRITISH FISHES. 

With 72 Coloured Plates. Two Vols., fcap. 8vo, cloth, gs. 
HARRIS, '.JOEL CHANDLER. 

UNCLE REMUS, and his Legends of the Old Planta
tion. Vlith Illustrations by F. CHURCH and J. MOSER. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 

HAWEIS, The Rev. H. R., llf.A . 
MUSIC AND MORALS. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, Illustrated, 7s. 6d. 
HEALTH PRIMERS. Seepage 29. 
HEAPHY, THOMAS. 

THE LIKENESS OF CHRIST. Being an Enquiry into 
the verisimilitude of the received Likeness of our Blessed 
Lord. Edited by \VYKE BAYLISS, F.S.A. Illu trated with 
Twelve Portraits Coloured as Facsimiles, and Fifty Engrav
ing· on\ ood from origmal Fre coes, l\losaic , Patene, and 
other \York of Art of the first ix Centurie . Handsomely 
bound in cloth gilt, atlas 4to. Price £5 ss. 

3, St. JJfarti~t's Place, ~V.C. 
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HEART (THE) AND ITS FUNCTION. Royal I6mo, 
cloth, Illustrated, price Is. See HEALTH PRIMERS, page 29. 

HERSCHEL, Sir :JOHN F. w:, Bart., K.H., &c., Member 
of the Institute of France, &c. 

POPULAR LECTURES ON SCIENTIFIC SUB
JECTS. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

HOOKER, Sir W. :J., F.R.S., and')'. G. BAKER, F.L.S. 
SYNOPSIS FILICUM; or, A Synopsis of all Known 

Ferns, including the Osmundace~, Schizreacere, Marratiacere, 
and Ophioglossacere (chiefly derived from th~ Kew Her
barium), accompanied by Figures representing the essential 
Characters of each Genus. Second Edition, brought up to 
the Present Time. 8vo, cloth, Coloured Plates, £1 8s. 

HOUSE (THE) AND ITS SURROUNDINGS. Tenth 
Thousand. Royal 16mo, cloth, price Is. See IlEALTH 
PRIMERS, page 29. 

HOWDEN, PETER, V.S. 
HORSE WARRANTY: A Plain and Comprehensive Guide 

to the various Points to be noted, showing which are essen
tial and which are unimportant. With Forms of ·warranty. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

IHOW TO ADDRESS TITLED PEOPLE. With Expla
nations of over 500 Abbreviations-Academical, Ecclesiastical, 
Legal, Literary, Masonic, Imperial, and Ancient. Royal 
32mo, cloth gilt, Is. 

HOW TO CHOOSE A MICROSCOPE. Dy a Demon
strator. With 8o Illustrations. Demy 8vo, Is. 

HOW TO USE THE PISTOL. The Pistol as a Weapon 
of Defence in the House and on the Road : How to Choose 
it, and How to Use it. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

HUNTER, J., late llon. Sec. of the Brit. Bee-keepers' Association. 
A MANUAL OF BEE-KEEPING. Containing Practical 

Information for Rational and Profitable Methods of Bee 
Management. Full Instructions on timulative Feeding, 
Ligurianizing and Queen-raising, with descriptions of the 
American Comb Foundation, Sectional Supers, and the best 
Hives and Apiarian Appliances on all systems. With Illus
tratiom. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HUSBAND, H. AUBREY, 111".8., F.R.C.S.E., G""'c. 
THE STUDENT'S HANDBOOK OF THE PRAC

TICE of MEDICINE. Designed for the Use of Students 
preparing for Examination. Second Edition, Revised and 
Enlarged. Post 8vc, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

3, St. Martin's Place, W.C. 
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HUSBAND, H. AUBREY, continued. 
THE STUDENT'S HANDBOOK OF FORENSIC 

MEDICINE AND MEDICAL POLICE. Third 
Edition, Enlarged and Improved. Post 8vo, cloth, IOs. 6d. 

'JARDINE, Sir W., F.L.S., F.R.S. 
THE NATURAL HISTORY OF BRITISH BIRDS. 

With 120 Coloured Plates. 4 vols. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 18s. 

'JEWITT, LLET-Y ELLYNN, F.S.d. 
HALF-HOURS AMONG ENGLISH ANTIQUITIES. 

Contents: Arms, Armour, P ottery, Brasses, Coins, Church 
Bells, Glas~, Tape~try, Ornaments, Flint Implements, &c. 
With 304 Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ss. 

'JOHNSON, R. LOCKE, L.R. C.P., L.R.C.I., L.S.A., &c. 
FOOD CHART, gi ving the Names, Classification, Composi

tion, Elementary Value, rates of Digestibility, Adulterations, 
Tests, &c., of the Alimentary substances in general use. 
In wrapper, 4to, 2s. 6d. ; or on roller, varnished, 6s. 

'JORDA N, W. L., F.R. G .• ~ . 
REMARKS ON THE RECENT OCEANIC EX

PLORATIONS, and the Current-creating Action of Vis
Inertire in the Ocean. With 6 Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 4S· 

THE WINDS, and their Story of the World. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, ss. 

THE SYSTEM OF THE WORLD CHALLENGE 
LECTURES. Second E dition. Il lustrated with Maps 
and Diagrams. Demy 8vo, cloth, 4s. 

THE ARGENTINE REPUBLIC, A Descriptive and 
Historical Gketch. Demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 

JOURNAL OF APPLIED SCIENCE (THE). A Monthly 
R ecord of Progress in the Industrial Arts. Edited by P. L. 
SIMl\lO~D . Contmts :- Agriculture-Chemist ry-Commerce 
- Dome t1c Economy-Eiectncity- :tll an ufactures- atural 
H istory - Navigatio11 - Technical Ed ucation- Reviews-

otes c·c. Morthly , price 4d.; A nnual Subscription, ss. 
(including Postage). 

KANDAHAR CAMPAIGN, P ersonal Records of. By 
Officer engaged therein . Ed ited and A nnotarecl, wi th an 
Introduction by :.1 ajor ASHE, late King 's D ragoon Guards. 
D emy 8vo, cloth, I 2s. 6d. 

3, St. llfarti,ts Place, W .C. 
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KAYE, SIR 'JOHN WILLIAM. 
LIVES OF INDIAN OFFICERS. Illustrative of the His· 

tory of the Civil and Military Service of India. 1st Series : 
CoRNWALLIS, MALCOLM, ELPHINSTONE.-znd Series: MAR· 
TYN, METCALFE, BURNES, CONOLLY, POTTINGER.-3rd 
Series: TODD, LAWRE CE, NEILL, NICHOLSON. Three 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

KEENE, Rev. H. G., Sometime Pe1'sian and Arabic Professor of 
the East Indian College, J£aileybu1'y, He?'ts. 

THE MODEST RAINDROP, and other Fables for 
Old and Young. Translated from the Persian. A New 
Edition, edited by KATHERI E KEE 'E, with Illustrations by 
SAMUEL FRY. Square r6mo, cloth, zs. 6d 

KENT, W. SA VILLE, F.L.S., FZ.S., F.N.M.S., formedy 
Assistant in the Nat . Hist. Depm-tment of tlze B1-itish Museum. 

A MANUAL OF THE INFUSORIA. Including a De
scription of the Flagellate, Ciliate, and Tentaculiferous Pro
tozoa, British and Foreign, and an account of the Organization 
and Affinities of the Sponges. With numerous Illustrations. 
Super-royal 8vo, cloth. To be completed in 6 parts, price 
10s. 6d. each. Parts I. to IV. now ready. 

KINAHAN, G. H. 
HANDY BOOK OF ROCK NAMES. With Brief De. 

scriptions of the Rocks. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 4-f. 

LANKESTER, E., M.D., FR.S., F.L.S. 
OUR FOOD: Lectures delivered at the South Kensington 

Museum. Illustrated. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4-l"· 
THE USES OF ANIMALS in Relation to the Industry 

of Man: Lectures delivered at the South Kensington Museum. 
Illustrated. ew Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4-l"· 

PRACTICAL PHYSIOLOGY: A School Manual of Health 
for the use of Classes and General Reading. Illustrated with 
numerous ·woodcuts. Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8vo,cloth, zs. 6d. 

HALF- HOURS WITH THE MICROSCOPE: A 
Popular Guide to the Use of the Instrument. \Vith 2 50 
Illustrations. Sixteenth Thousand, enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth, plain 2s. 6 I. ; coloured 4-f· 

SANITARY INSTRUCTIONS: A Series of Handbills 
for general Distribution :-r. ::.ranagement of Infants ; 
2. ·car let Fever, and the Le. t ?\Ieau. ol P1 eventing it; 
3· Typhoid or Dram Fever, and it Prevention ; 4· . mall 
Pox, and its Prevention ; S· Cholera ancl DiarrhO''l, and its 
Prevention; 6. Measles, and their Prt\·ention . Each, I d.; 
per dozen, 6d.; per 100, 4-f.; per I ,oco, 30s. 

3, St. Jlartin's Place, lV.C. 
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LANKESTER, MRS. 
TALKS AB 0 UT HEALTH : A Book for Boys and Girls; 

Being an Explanation of all the Processes by which Life is 
sustained. Illustrated. Small 8vo, cloth, Is. 

A PLAIN and EASY ACCOUNT of BRITISH FERNS. 
Together with their Classification, Arrangement of Genera, 
Structures, and Functions, Directions for Out-door and In
door Cultivation, &c. Numerous Coloured Illustrations. 
A New Edition in preparation. 

WILD FLO\VERS WORTH NOTICE: A Selection of 
some of our Native Plants which are most attractive for their 
Beauty, Uses, or Associations. With 108 Coloured Figures 
by J. E. SoWERBY. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 

LETTERS FROM A CAT. Published by her Mistress, for 
the Benefit of all Cats and the Amusement of Little Children. 
Illustrated with numerous ·woodcuts and a Frontispiece. 
Small 4to, cloth, gilt edges, ss. 

LIVING VOICES. Selections chiefly from Recent Poetry. 
With a Preface by His Grace the ARCHBISHOP of CANTER
BURY. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4S· 6d. 

LONDON CATALOGUE OF BRITISH PLANTS. 
Published under the direction of the London Botanical Ex
change Club, adapted for marking Desiderata in Exchanges of 
Specimens. Seventh Edition. 8vo, sewed, 6d. 

LORD, 'J. KEAST. 
AT HOME IN THE WILDERNESS: What to Do 

there, aml How to do it. A Handbook for Travellers and 
Emigrants. With numerous I! lust rations of necessary Baggage, 
Tents, Tool , &c. &c. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, ss. 

MANGNALL'S HISTORICAL & MISCELLANEOUS 
QUESTIONS. New and improved Edition, carefully Re
vised and brought up to the Present Time. vVell printed 
and strongly bouncL r8mo, cloth boards, Is. 

MESSER, FREDERICK A. 
A NEW AND EASY METHOD OF STUDYING 

BRITISH WILD FLOWERS BY NATURAL 
ANALYSIS. Being a Complete Serie of lllustrations of 
their Natural Orders and Genera, Analytically Arranged. 
Deroy 8vo, cloth, IOs. 6d. 

MICHOD, C. 'J., late Secretary of the Londrm Athletic Club. 
GOOD CONDITION : A Guide to Athletic Training, for 

Amateurs and Professionals. Fourth Thousand. Small8vo, 
cloth, IS. 

3, St. Marlin's Place, Tfy.C. 
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MIDLAND NATURALIST. Seepage 31. 

MILNE , ALEXANDER, .!lf.D. 
THE PRINCIPLES AND PRACTICE OF MID

WIFERY, with some of the Diseases of Women. 
J llustrated with numerous \Vood Engravings. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. 

MANUAL OF MATERIA MEDICA AND THERA
PEUTICS. Embracing all the Medicines of the British 
Pharmacopceia. Fourth Edition, Revised and Enlarged, by 
WILLIAM CRAIG, M. D., &c. Post 8vo, cloth, 9s. 

MILTON, J. L., llf.R. C.S. 
THE STREAM OF LIFE ON OUR GLOBE: Its 

Archives, Tradi tions, and L aws, as revealed by Modern 
Discoveries in Geology and Palceontology. A Sketch in 
Untechnical Language of the Beginning and Growth of Life, 
and the Physiological Laws which govern its Progress and 
Operations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MIVART, ST. GEORGE, F.R.S., V.P.Z.S. 

MAN AND APES : An Exposition of Structural Resem
blances and Differences bearing upon Questions of Affinity 
and Origin. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MONKHO VEN, D. · VAN, Ph.D. 
PHOTOGRAPHIC OPTICS, including the description of 

Lenses and Enlarging Apparatus. With 200 \Voodculs. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

NATURALIST'S LIBRARY (THE). Edited by Sir 
WILLIAM JARDINE, F .L. S., F.R.S. Containing numerous 
Portraits and Memoirs of Eminent I\a.luralists. Illustrated 
with 1,300 Coloured Plates. Forty-two Volumes, fcap. 8vo, 
cloth, gilt tops, £9 9s.; or separately, 4s. 6d. each. . 

THE LIBRARY comprises.-BIRDS, 15 Vols. British 
Birds, 4 V ols . ; Sun Birds ; Humming Birds, 3 Yols. ; Game 
Birds ; Pigeons; Panots ; Birds of \Vestem Africa, 2 Vols. ; 
Fly-Catchers ; Pheasants and Peacocks, &c. ANIMALS, 
14 Vols. In troductio,1 ; Lions and Tigers ; British Quadru
peds ; Dogs, 2 Vols.; Horses; Ruminating Animals, 2 Vols.; 
Elephants; Marsupialia; Seals and ·whales ; Monkeys; 
I\lan. INSECTS, 7 Vols. Introduction to Entomology; 
Hritish Butterflies and Moths, 2 Vols. ; Foreign Butterflies 
and Moths, 2 Vols.; Beetles; Bees. FISHES, 6 Vols. 
Jntroduction and Forei~n Fishes; British Fishes, 2 Vols.; 
1'erch Family; Fishes of Guiana, 2 Vols. 

3, t. fifartin's Place, W.C. 
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NAVE, :JOHANN. 
THE COLLECTOR'S HANDY-BOOK of Al c;a!, 

Diatoms, Desmids, Fungi, Lichens, Mosses, &c. Witlt 
Instructions for their Preparation and for the Formation of an 
Herbarium. Translated and Edited by Rev. W. W. SPICER, 
I\1. A. Illustrated with I 14 Woodcuts. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

[iVew Edition in P7-e}aration. 
NEWMAN, EDTVARD, F.Z.S. 

BRITISH BUTTERFLIES AND MOTHS: An Il
lustrated Nat ural History of. Containing Life-size Figures 
from Nature of each Species, and of the more striking 
Varieties ; also full descriptions of both the Perfect Insect 
and the Caterpillar, together with Dates of Appearance and 
Localities where found. ·with over 8oo Illustrations. Super
royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 25s. 

The above Work may also be had in T 'Wo Volumes, sold separately. 
Vol. I., Buttnjlies, 7s. 6d. ; Vol. II., Jv.foths, 20s. 
NEWMAN, Cardinal. 

MISCELLANIES from THE OXFORD SERMONS of 
JOHN HENRY NEWMAN, D.D. Third Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

NEWTON, :JOSEPH, F.R.H.S. 
THE LANDSCAPE GARDENER: A Practical Guide tn 

the Laying-Out, Planting, and Arrangement of Villa Gardens, 
Town Squares, and Open Spaces, from a Quarter of an Acre 
to Four Acres. For use of Practical Gardeners, Amateurs, 
Architects, and Builders. With 24 Plans. Fcap. folio, cl ., 12s. · 

NORTHERN MICROSCOPIST (THE). An Illustrated 
J ournal of Practical Microscopy, with the Proceedings of the 
principal Provincial Northern Societies. Edited by GEORGE 
E . DAVIS, F .R.M.S. Monthly, price 6d. 

NOTES ON COLLECTING AND PRESERVING 
NATURAL HISTORY OBJECTS. Edited by J. E. 
TAYLOR, F.L.S., F.G.S., Editor of "Science Go~sip."With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Co1d nds -Geological Specimens, Bones, Birds' Eggs, ButterRies, Beetles, 
Hymenoptera, Fresh-water Shells, Flowering Plants, Trees and Shru bs . 
Mosses, Fungi, Lichens, Seaweeds. ' 

OUR ACTORS AND ACTRESSES. See DRA~fATIC LIST. 
PARKER, ROBERT WILLIAllf, A ssistant-Surgeon to the East 

London Hospital for Clzildren. 
TRACHEOTOMY IN LARYNGEAL DIPHTHERIA 

(Membranous Croup). With Special Reference to After
treatment. To which are added a few General Remarks on 
Diphtheria and its earlier Treatment. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

3, St. Martz'tz's Place, W .C 
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PARKIN, 'JOHN, F.R.C.P., F.R.C.S. 
GOUT: Its Causes, Nature, and Treatment With 

Directions for the regulation of the Diet. Second Edition. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, ss. 

THE ANTIDOTAL TREATMENT OF DISEASE. 
Part I. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

EPIDEMIOLOGY; or, The Remote Cause of Epidemic 
Diseases in the Animal and in the Vegetable Creation. With 
the cause of Hurricanes, and Abnormal Atmospherical Vicissi
tudes. Part II. Demy 8vo, cloth, ros. 6d. 

PASCOE, CHARLES E. 
SCHOOLS FOR GIRLS AND COLLEGES FOR 

WOMEN: A Handbook of Female Education, chiefly for 
the Use of Persons of the Upper Middle Class. With a Chapter 
on the Higher Employment of Women. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

THE PRINCIPAL PROFESSIONS: A Practical Hand
book to. Compiled from Authentic Sources, and based on 
the most recent Regulations for Admission to theN avy, Army, 
and Civil Services(Home and Indian), the Legal and Medical 
Professions, the Professions of a Civil Engineer, Architect and 
Artist, and the Mercantile Marine, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

PATTERSON, ROBER T LLOYD, Vice-President of the 
Belfast Natzwal History Society, &c. 

THE BIRDS, FISHES, AND CETACEA commonly 
frequenting Belfast Lough. With a Map of Belfast 
Lough, and Table of Fish caught. Demy 8vo, cloth, IOs. 6d. 

PERSONAL APPEARANCES IN HEALTH AND 
DISEASE. Fifth Thousand. Royal 16mo, cloth, Illus
trated, price Is. See HEALTH PRIMERS, page 29. 

PERSONAL PIETY. A Help to Christians to Walk worthy 
of their Calling. Twenty-second Thousand. 24mo, cloth, Is.6d. 

PHIN, 'J., Editor of Americmz Journal of Microscopy. 
HOW TO USE THE MICROSCOPE. Practical Hints 

on the Selection and Use of the Microscope, intended for 
Beginners. Second Edition . Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

POMONA, THE HEREFORDSHIRE. Containing Co
loured Figures and Descriptions of all the most esteemed 
kinds of Apples and Pears of Great Britain. Edited by 
ROBERT HOGG, LL.D., F.L.S. To be completed in SIX 
PARTS, 4to. Part I. Illustrated with 22 Coloured Figures 
and numerous Woodcuts, price 15s. Part II. Illustrated 
with 41 Coloured Figures and numerous Woodcuts, price 2Is. 
Part III. Illustrated with 34 Coloured Figures, and numerous 
Woodcuts, price 21s. 

3, St. 1Wartin's Place, W.C. 
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POPULAR SCIENCE REVIEW· A Quarterly Summary 
of Scientific Progress and Miscellany of Entertaining and 
Instructive Articles on Scientific Subjects, by the Best Writers 
of the Day. SECOND SERIES. Edited by W. S. DALLAS, 
F.L.S., F.G.S. With high-class Illustrations by first-rate 
Artists. The FIRST SERIES, Edited by Dr. HENRY LAW"ON, 
F.R.M.S., is Complete in 15 Volumes, fully Illustrated. 
Price in Parts, £7 12s. 6d. ; in cloth gilt, £9 2s.; in half
morocco, extra, £r I 8s. SECOND SERIES, Vols. I to 3, in 
Numbers, £I ros.; in cloth gilt, £r r6s.; in half-morocco, 
extra, £2 8s. See also page 31. 

PREMATURE DEATH: Its Promotion or Prevention. 
Fifth Thousand. Royal r6mo, cloth, price Is. See HEALTH 
PRIMERS, page 29. 

PROCTOR, RICHARD A., B.A., F.R.A.S. 
HALF-HOURS WITH THE STARS: A Plain and Easy 

Guide to the knowledge of the Constellations; showing, in 12 
Maps, the position of the principal Star-groups, night after 
night throughout the Year, with Introduction and a separate 
Explanation of each Map. Tenth Thousand. Demy 4to, bds., 5s. 

HALF-HOURS with the TELESCOPE: A Popular Guide 
to the Use of the Telescope as a means of Amusement and In
struction. Seventh Edit., Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

QUEKETT MICROSCOPICAL CLUB, Journal of the. 
See page 31. 

RALFE, CHARLES H, M.A., JJtf.D. Cantab.; F.R. C.P.Lond. ,· 
late Teaclzer of Physiological Chmtist?y, St. George' sHospital, &c. 

DEMONSTRATIONS IN PHYSIOLOGICAL AND 
PATHOLOGICAL CHEMISTRY. Arranged to 
meet the requirements for the Practical Examination in 
these subjects at the Royal College of Physicians and College 
of Surgeons. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

READE, T. MELLARD, C.E., F.G.S., F.R.I.B.A., 0-->c. 
CHEMICAL DENUDATION IN RELATION TO 

GEOLOGICAL TIME. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
RIBEA UCOURT, C. DE. 

A MANUAL OF RATIONAL BEE-KEEPI NG. 
Translated from the French by ARTHUR F. G. LEVESON
GowER. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, Illustrated, 2s. 6d. 

RI11£JJ!lER, R., F.L.S. 
THE LAND AND FRESH WATER SHELLS OF 

THE BRITISH ISLES. Illustrated with 8 Photo
graphs and 3 Lithographs, containing figures of all the prin
cipal Specie . Crown 8vo, cloth, lOs. 6d. 

3, St. llftzrtin's Place, W.C. 
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.. ?OBERTS, CHARLES, F.R.C.S. 
THE DETECTION of COLOUR-BLINDNESS AND 

IMPERFECT EYESIGHT, by the Methods of Dr. 
SNRLLEN, Dr. DAAE. and Prof. HoLMGREN. With a Table 
of Coloured Berlin Wools, and Sheet of Test-Types. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 5s. 

ROBSON, :JOHN E. 
BOTANICAL LABELS for Labelling Herbaria, adapted to 

the names in the London Catalogue of Plants and the Manuals 
of Prof. BABINGTON and Dr. HOOKER, with Extra Labels for 
all New Species. 3,576 Labels, with Index. Demy 8vo, SS· 

RUSSELL, C. 
THE TANNIN PROCESS. Second Edition, with Ap

pendix. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. 

SCHAiBLE, CHARLES H., M.D., Ph.D. 
FIRST HELP IN ACCIDENTS: Being a Surgical 

Guide in the absence, or before the arrival, of Medical 
Assistance. Fully Illustrated. 32mo, cloth, Is • 

.Sc llLEIDEJil, J· .M., !If. D. 
THE PRINCIPLES OF SCIENTIFIC BOTANY; or, 

Botany as an Inductive Science. Translated by Dr. LA -
KESTER. Numerous Woodcuts and Six Steel Plates. Demy 
8vo, cloth, IOs. 6d. 

SCHlvlfDT, ADOLPH, assisted by GRUNDLER, GRUNOW, 

:JANECH, &c. 
ATLAS OF THE DIATOMACE.l:E. This magnificent work 

consists of Photographic Reproductions of the various forms of 
Diatomacere, on Folio Plates, with description (in German). 
Price 6s. per Part. Sixteen Parts are now ready. 

SCIENCE GOSSIP. A Medium of Interchange and Gossip 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. Edited by]. E. TAYLOR, 
F.L.S., F.G.S., &c. Published Monthly, with numerous 
Illustrations. Price Fourpence, or by post Fivepence. 16 
Volumes are now published. Price, Vols. I. to XV., 7s. 6d. 
each ; Vol. XVI., 5s. See also page 32. 

SHAKSPERE QUARTO FACSIMILES. Photo-litho-
graphed by W. GRIGGS, under the superintendence of E. J. 
FURNIVALL, M.A. Camb. To. 1, HAMLET, 1603. No. z, 
liAMLET, I 604. · o. 3, Midsummer J\' ighL's Dream, First 
Quarto, 1600. o. 4, Midst•mmer ' ight's Dream, . 'econd 
Quarto, 1600. No. 5, Love'~ Labour's Lost, 1598. Price to 
Subscribers for the" hole St:J es (35), 7s. 6d. each; to Ton
sub c:ribers, Ios. 6d. each. 

3, St. Jllarlin's Place, lV.C. 
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SHOOLBRED, J· N., ll1"emb. bzst. C.E. 
ELECTRIC LIGHTING, and its Practical Application. 

\Vith Results from existing Examples. Numerous lllustra· 
tions, crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 

SHOOTING ON THE WING. Plain Directi()ns f()r ac
quiring the art of Shooting on the Wing. With u;;e rul Hints 
concerning all that relates to Guns and Shooting, and particu
larly in regard to the art of Loading so as to Kill. By an 
Old Gamekeeper. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

SIMMONDS, P. L., Editor of the 7ournal of Applied Science. 
WASTE PRODUCTS AND UNDEVELOPED SUB

STANCES: A Synopsis of Progress made in their Economic 
Utilization during the last Quarter of a Century, at Home and 
Abroad. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 9s. 

SCIENCE AND COMMERCE: Their Influence on our 
Manufactures. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

SKIN (THE) AND ITS TROUBLES. Fifth Thousand. 
Royal r6mo, cloth, Illustrated, price Is. See HEALTH 
PRIMERS, page 29. 

SMITH, J., A.L..S., late Cu?'atoroftheRoyal Gm-dms, .Ke-w. 
FERNS, BRITISH AND FOREIGN: The History, 

Organography, Classification, and Examination of the Species 
of Garden Ferns, with a Treatise on their Cultivation, and 
Directions showing which are the best adapted for the Hot
house, Greenhouse, Open Air Fernery, or vVarclian Case. With 
an Index of Genera, Species, and Synonyms. Fourth Edition, 
revised and greatly enlarged, with New Figures, &c. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

BIBLE PLANTS : Their History. With a Review of the 
Opinions of Various \V riters regarding their Identification. 
Illustrated with 10 Lithographic Plates by W. H. FITCH, 
F.L.S. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 

Sll:f£7 H, JVORTHINGTON, F.L.S. 
MUSHROOMS AND TOADSTOOLS: How to Dtstin· 

guish easily the Difference between Edible and Poisonous 
Fungi. Two large Sheets, containing Figures of 29 Edible 
and 3 r Poi onou Species, drawn the natural size, and 
Coloured from Living pecimens. \Vith descriptive letter
press, 6s . ; o.n canvas, in ~loth case for pocket, ros. 6d.; on 
canv:t , on roller and varmshed, ros. 6d. The letterpress may 
be had separately, with key-plates of figures, rs. 

3, St. Jim-tin's Plac,•, TV.C. 
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SOWERBY, J. 
ENGLISH BOTANY. Containing a Description and Life

size Drawing of every British Plant. Edited and brought up 
to the Present Standard of Scientific Knowledge, by T. 
BosWELL SYME, LL.D., F.L.S., &c. With Popular De
scriptions of the Uses, History, and Traditions of each Plant, 
by Mrs. LANKESTER. Complete in 1 I Volumes, cloth, 
£22 8s.; halfmorocco,£24 I2s.; wholemorocco,£28 3s. 6d. 

SPRAGUE, I SAAC, and GEORGE L. GOODALE, M.D., 
Pnifess01' of Botany at Hm-va?'d University. 

THE WILD FLOWERS OF AMERICA. Illustrated 
with beautifully Coloured Plates from original Water
Coloured Paintings by IsAAC SPRAGUE. Demy 4to, Parts 
I to 8 now ready, price ss. each. 

STA NLEY, ARTHUR P., D.D., Dean of Westminste1'. 
SCRIPTURE PORTRAITS and other Miscellanies. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 6s. 

STEIN111"ETZ, A. 
THE SMOKER'S GUIDE, PHILOSOPHER, AND 

FRIEND. What to Smoke-What to Smoke with-and 
the whole "\Vhat's What" of Tobacco, Historical, Bota
nical, Manufactural, Anecdotal, Social, Medical, &c. Tenth 
Thousand. Royal 32mo, cloth, Is. 

SUNDAY EVENING BOOK (THE). Short Papers for 
Family Reading. By J. HAMILTON, D. D., Dean STA LEY, 
J. EADIE, D.D., Rev. W. M. PuNSHON, Rev. T. BINNEY, 
J. H .. 111ACDUFF, D.D. Fourteenth Thousand. 24mo, cloth 
antique, Is. 6.1. 

SYll fONDS, Rev. W. S., R ector of Pendock. 
OLD BONES; or, otes for Young Naturalists. Vlith 

References to the Typical Specimens in the British Museum. 
Second Edition, much improved and enlarged. Numerous 
Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

TA VLOR, J. E., F.L.S., F. G.S., Editor of" Science Gossip." 
NATURE'S BYE-PATHS: A Series of Recreative Papers 

in Katural History. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. See alsop. 28. 
FLOWERS: Their Origin, Shapes, Perfumes, and Colours. 

I ll ustrated with 32 Coloured Figures by SowERBY, and I6I 
\V oodcuts. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 

HALF-HOURS IN THE GREEN LANES. A Book 
for a Country. troll. Illustrated with 300 ·woodcuts. Fifth 
},clition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4S· 

3, St. llfartin's Place, W.C. 
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TAYLOR, J. E., continued. 
HALF-HOURS AT THE SEA-SIDE; or, Recreations 

with Marine Objects. Illustrated with 250 Woodcuts. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4s. 

GEOLOGICAL STORIES: A Series of Autobiographies in 
Chronological Order. Numerous Illustrations. Fourth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 4s. 

THE AQUARIUM: Its Inhabitants, Structure, and Manage
ment. With 238 Woodcuts. Second Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

See also NOTES ON COLLECTING AND PRESERVING NATURAL 
HISTORY OBJECTS, page 19. 

TIME'S FOOTPRINTS : A Birthday Book of Bitter-Sweet. 
1 6mo, cloth gilt, zs. 6d. 

TREASURY OF CHOICE QUOTATIONS. Selections 
from more than 300 Eminent Authors. ·with a complete 
Index. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

TRIMEN, H., llf.B. ( Lond.), F.L.S., and DYER, W. T., B.A. 
THE FLORA OF MIDDLESEX: A Topographical and 

Historical Account of the Plants found in the County. With 
Sketches of its Physical Geography and Climate, and of the 
Progress of Middlesex Botany during the last Three Centu
ries. With a Map of Botanical Districts. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

TROTTER, M. E. 
A METHOD OF TEACHING PLAIN NEEDLE

WORK IN SCHOOLS. Illustrated with Diagrams and 
Samplers. New Edition, revised and arranged according to 
Standards. Demy 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. 

TURNER, M., and W. HARRIS. 
A GUIDE to the INSTITUTIONS and CHARITIES 

for the BLIND in the United Kingdom. Together with 
Lists of Books and Appliances for their Use, a Catalogue of 
Books published upon the subject of the Blind, and a List 
of Foreign Institutions, &c. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 

TWINING, THOMAS, F.S.A. 
SCIENCE MADE EASY. A Connected and Progressive 

Course of Ten Familiar Lectures. Six Parts, 4to, price Is. 
each. Contmts :-Part I. Introduction, explaining the purpose 
of the present Course, and its use in Schools, or for Home 
Study.-Part II. Lecture I. The first Elements of Mechani
cal Physics. Lecture II. Mechanical Physics (continued).
Part III. Lecture III. Mechanical Physics (concluded). 
Lecture IV. Chemical Physics. - Part l V. Lecture V. 

3, St. Martin's Place, W.C. 
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Inorganic Chemistry. Lecture VI. Organic Chemistry.-Part 
V. Lecture VII. Outlines of the Mineral and Vegetable King
doms. Lecture VIII. Outlines of the Animal Kingdom.
Part VI. Lecture IX. Human Physiology, with Outlines of 
Anatomy. Lecture X. Human Physiology (concluded). 

A Series of Diagrams illustrating the above is also published, 
a list of which may be had on application. Tpe price of a Com
plete Set of Diagrams is £3 ; the cost of the separate sheets varies 
from 6d. to 4S· 

" For thei r perspicuity. cheapness and usefulness, we heartily commend this 
course of Lectures to all primary schools and to very many populous localities 
wht;>re it is desired by influential residents to impart pleasing and instructive 
information, free from high-class scientific phraseology."- '.Jottr?tal of Applied 
Scie?tce. 
UP THE RIVER from WESTMINSTER to WINDSOR. 

A Panorama in Pen and Ink. Illustrated with 81 Engravings 
and a Map of the Thames. Demy 8vo, Is. 6d. 

VICTORIA INSTITUTE, or Philosophical Society of Great 
Britain, Journal of the Transactions of. Edited by the Han. 
Secretary, Captain F. \V. l-:1. PETRIE, F.R.S.L., F.G.S., &c. 
Demy 8vo. Vol. XII. Part I. 7s. 6d. Part II. 3s. 6d. Vols. 
I. to XL, cloth, gilt tops, price £r Is. each. Most of 
the more important articles are published also in pamphlet 
form. A Jist of these may be had on application. 

WAGNER'S LOHENGRIN, Musically and Pictorially Illus
trated. The Legend and the Poem written and translated by 
JOHN P. JACKSON. With the Musical Gems of the Opera 
for Voice and Piano, arranged by FRANCES MANETTE JACK
SON . Royal 4to, sewed, 2s. 6d. 

WAITE, S.C. 
GRACEFUL RIDING: A Pocket Manual for Equestrians. 

Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

WALE, Tlze Rev . .II. 'J., ll.f.A , Late Lieutmant 15th King's 
Hussars and Scots Greys. 

SWORD AND SURPLICE; or, Thirty Years' Remin
iscences of the Army and the Church. An Autobiography. 
With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, rss. 

WALFORD, E., M.A., L ate Scholar of Ballzol College, Oxford. 
PLEASANT DAYS IN PLEASANT PLACES : 

Contents: Dorney and Burnham-Shanklin-Hadleigh-St. 
David's-Winchilsea-Sandwich-St. Osyth's Priory-Rich
borough Castle- Great Yarmouth- Old Moreton Hall
Cumnor-Ightham- horeham and Bramber-Beaulieu
Kenilworth-Tatlershall Tower-Tower of Essex-,. Second 
Edition. \Vith numerous \Voodcuts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

3, St. Martin's Place, W.C. 
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· TIVALFORD, E., continued. 
HOLIDAYS IN HOME COUNTIES. Contents: The 

Birthplace of Nelson-Chiswick -Selboume- Brambletye 
House-Cheneys-Dover-vVolsey at Esher-Stoke Pogis
Leeds Castle-Thames Head-St. Albans and Gorham bury 
-Chertsey- Harold's Tomb- Rochester- Ely- Halnaker 
and Boxgro'!e. Illustrated with numerous Woodcuts. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

THE SHILLING PEERAGE. Containing an Alphabetical 
List of the House of Lords, Dates of Creation, Lists of 
Scotch and Irish Peers, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 
Published annually. 

THE SHILLING BARONETAGE. ContaininganAlpha
betical List of the Baronets of the United Kingdom, Short 
Biographical Notices, Dates of Creation, Addresses, &c. 
32mo, cloth, rs. Published annually. 

THE SHILLING KNIGHT AGE. Containing an Alpha
betical List of the Knights of the United Kingdom, Short 
Biographical Notices, Dates of Creation, Addresses, &c. 
32mo, cloth, Is. Published annually. 

THE SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS. Containing 
aLi t of all the Members of the British Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, &c. 32mo, cl., Is. Published annually. 

THE COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, 
KNIGHTAGE, AND HOUSE OF COMMONS. ln 
One Volume. royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, ss. Pub. 
lished annually. 

1-VILBERFORCE, SA iJ1UEL, D.D., Bishop oj Wi7ichester. 
HEROES OF HEBREW HISTORY. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 
WILSON'S AMERICAN ORNITHOLOGY; or, Natural 

History of the Birds of the United States; with the Continua
tion by Prince CHARLES LuCIEN BONAPARTE. New and 
Enlarged Edition, completed by the insertion of above One 
Hundred Birds omitted in the original \York, and by valuable 

otes and Life of the Author by Sir \VtLLIAl\I JARDINE. 
Three Vols. Large Paper, clemy 4to, with Portrait of 'NILSON, 
and 103 Plate , exhibiting nearly 400 figures, carefully Co
loured by Hand, half-Roxburghe, £6 6s. 

WOOD, The R ev. J· G., M.A., F.L.S., &...,c. 
MAN AND BEAST, HERE AND HEREAFTER. 

Illu-;trated hy more than 300 o riginal Anecdotes. Fourth 
Edition. Post 8\·o, cloth, 6s. 6.:'. 
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WORDSWORTH'S POEMS FOR THE YOUNG. With 
50 Illustrations by J OHN MA CWHIRTER and J OHN PETTIE, 
and a Vignette by J. E. MILLAIS, R.A. Demy 16mo, 
cloth gilt, IS. 6d. 

WYNTER, ANDREW, M.D., M.R.C.P. 
SUBTLE BRAINS AND LISSOM FINGERS: Being 

some of the Chisel Marks of our Industrial and Scientific 
Progress. Third Edition, revised and corrected by ANDREW 
STEI NMETZ . Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

CURIOSITIES OF CIVILIZATION. Being Essays re
printed from the Quartedy and Edinburgh Reviews. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 

ZERFFI, G. G., Ph.D., F.R.S.L. 
MANUAL of the HISTORICAL DEVELOPMENT 

0 F ART - Prehistoric, Ancient, Hebrew, Classic, Early 
Christian. \ Vith special reference to Architecture, Sculpture, 
Painting, and Ornamentation. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

SPIRITUALISM AND ANIMAL MAGNETISM. A 
Treatise on Spiritual Manifestations, &c. &c., in which it is 
shown that these can, by careful study, be traced to Natural 
Causes. Third Edition . Crown 8vo, sewed, Is. 

NEW WORK BY J. E. TAYLOR, F. L.S., F.G.S., 
Edito1' of "Science Gossip.'' 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

NATURE'S BYE-PATHS. 
A Se1'ies of R eaeative Papers in Natural llisfo1J'· 

~ 

CONTENTS. 

CHAP. 
r. Subterranean Mountains. 
2. Over an Old-Lane Surface. 
3· Submarine Forests. 
4· Hunting for Minerals. 
5· Soils: their Origin, Renovation, 

and Decay. 
6, 7· 8, 9· A Naturalist on the Tramp. 

xo. Phosphates : their Origin and 
Uses. 

11. Vulcan's Forge. 
12, 13. Geological Dispersion of Ani

mals and Plants. 
14. 'Vatery Wastes. 

CHAP . 
15. Scientific Pilgrims. 
x6_ The orfolk Broads. 
17. Old Wine in New Bottles. 
x8. The County Palatine. 
19. The Story of a Recent Scare. 
20. Pike-Fishing in Norfolk. 
21. Aquatic Engineers. 
22. Vegetable Parasites. 
23. The Time of Catkins. 
24. The Flowers of the Prime. 
25. "Violets Blue." 
26. Summer Meadows. 
27. Hedge Garlands. 

London: DAVID BOGUE, 3, St. Martin's Place, W.C. 
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Demy 16mo, cloth, Price One Shilling. 

H E A L T H P R I M E R S. 
EDITORS: 

J. LANGDON DOWN, M.D., F.R.C.P., HENRY POWER, M.B., F.R.C.S., 
J. MORTIMER GRANVILLE, M.D., jOHN TWEEDY, F.R.C.S. 

Under this title is being issued a Series of SHILLING PRIMRRS on 
subjects connected with the Preservation of Health, written and edited y 
eminent medical authorities. 

The l£st of Contributors i ncludes the f ollowin!{ names:-
W. H. ALLCHIN, M.B., F.R.C.P., F.R.S. E., G. W. BALFOUR, M.D., 

F.R.C.P.E., j. CRICHTON BROWNE, M.D., LL.D., F.R.S. E., SIDNEY 
COUPLAND, M.D., M.R.C.P., jOHN CURNOW, M.D., F.R.C.P., J. 
LANGDON DOWN, M.D., F.R.C.P., ROBERT FARQUHARSON, M.D. 
Edin., M.R.C.P., TILBURY Fox, M.D., F.R.C.P., ]. MoRTIMER 
GRANVILLE, M.D., F.G.S., F.S.S., W. S. GREENFIELD, M.D., 
F.R.C.P., C. W. H EATON, F.C.S., HARRY LEACH, M.R.C.P., G. V, 
POORE, M.D .. F.R.C.P., H ENRY POWER, M.B., F.R.C.S., W. L. 
PURVES, M.D.9 F.R.C.S., j. NETTEN RADCLIFFE, Ex.-Pr~s. Epidl, 
Soc., &c., C. H. RALFE, M.A., M.D., F.R.C.P., S. RINGER, M.D. 
F.R.C.P.,JOHNTWEEDY, F.R.C.S.,JOHN WILLIAMS, M.D., F.R.C.P. 

T he following Volumes are now ready :
Premature Death: Its Promotion or Prevention. 
Alcohol: Its Use and Abuse. 
Exercise and Training. 
The House and its Surroundings. 
Personal Appearances in Health and Disease. 
Baths and Bathing. 
The Skin and its Troubles. 
The Heart and its Function. 

T o be followed by-
The Nerves. 
The Ear and Hearing. 
The Head. 
Clothing and Dress. 
Water. 
Fatigue and Pain. 
The Eye and Vision. 

The Throat and Voice. 
Temperature in Health and 

Disease. 
Health of Travellers . 
Health in Schools. 
Breath Organs. 
Foods and Feeding. 

London: DAVID BOGUE, 3, St. M artin's Place, W.C. 

3, St. l'rf artln's Place, W .C. 
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BOGUE'S HALF-HOUR VOLUMES. 
THE GREEN LANES: A Book for a Country Stroll. By 

] . E. TAYLOR, F.L.S., F.G.S. Illustrated with 300 Woodcuts. Fifth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4s. 

THE SEA-SIDE ; or, Recreations with Marine Objects. 
By ]. E. T AYLOR, F.L.S., F .G.S. Illustrated with ISO Woodcuts. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4s. 

GEOLOGICAL STORIES: A Series of Autobiographies in 
Chronological Order. By ]. E . TAYLOR, F.L.S., F. G.S. Numerous 
Illustrations: Fourth E dition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 4s. 

THE MICROSCOPE : A Popular Guide to the Use of the 
Instrument. By E. LANKESTER, M.D., F.R.S. With 250 Illustrations. 
~ixteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth plain, zs. 6d. ; coloured, 4S. 

THE TELESCOPE : A Popular Guide to its Use as a 
means of Amusement and Instruction By R. A. P ROCTOR, B.A. With 
numerous Illustrations on Stone and Wood. Seventh Edition. Fcap. 8vc, 
cloth , 2s. 6d. 

THE STARS : A Plain and Easy Guide to the Constellations. 
By R. A. PROCTOR, B.A. Illustrated ·with I2 Maps. Twelfth Thousand. 
Demy 4to, boaids, ss. 

ENGLISH ANTIQUITIES. By LLEWELLYNN J EWITT, 
F.S.A. Contents: - Barrows, Stone Arches, Cromlechs- Implements of 
Flint and Stone-Celts and other Instruments of Bronze-Roman Roads, 
Towns, &c. -Tesselated Pavements, Temples, Altars- Ancient Pottery
Arms and Armour-Sepulchral Slabs and Brasses-Coins-Church Bells
Glass-Stained Glass-Tiles-Tapestry-Personal Ornaments, &c. With 
300 \Voodcuts. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

ENGLISH FOLK-LORE. By the Rev. T. F. THISELTON 
DYER. Conients:- Trees- Plants- Flowers- The 1\Ioon - Birds
Animals-Insects-Reptiles- Charms-Birth-Baptism-Marriage- Death 
-Days of the Week- The :i.\lonths and their Weather Lore -Bells-Miscel
laneous Folk-Lore. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 

PLEASANT DAYS IN PLEASANT PLACES. By 
EDWARD WALFORD, M .A., late Scholai of Balliol College, Oxford, Editor 
of" County Families," &c. Co1ztents :-Dorney and Burnham-Shanklin 
-Hadleigh- St. David's-Winchilsea-Sandwich- St. Osyth's Pnory
Richborough Castle-Great Yarmouth-Old Moreton Hall- Cumnor
Ightham- Shoreham and Bramber- Beaulieu - Kenilworth- Tattershall 
Tower-Tower of Essex. Illustrated with numerous Woodcuts. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

HOLIDAYS IN HOME COUNTIES. By EDWARD 
\VAL FORD, M.A. Contents: A Pilgrimage to the Birthplace of elson-A 
Summer Day at Chiswick-A Day at Selborne-Brambletye House-A 
Pilgrimage to Cheneys-A Summer Day about Dover-Footprints of 
Wolsey at Esher-A Day at Stoke Pogis-A Visit to Leeds Castle-A 
Ramble in Search of Thames Head-St. Albans and Gorhambury- An 
Autumn Day at Chertsey-A Day at Haiold's Tomb-A Day at Rochester 
-A Summer Day at Ely- Halnaker and Boxgrove. With numerous Illus
trations. Crown l!vo, cloth extra, ss. 

Otlzer Volumes iu Preparation. 

L ondon : DAVID BOGUE, 3, St. Martin's Place, W. C. 

3, St. ll!arlin's Place, W .C. 
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PUBLISHED QUARTERLY, Price 2s. 6d. 

THE POPULAR SCIENCE REVIEW: 
A Quarterly Summmy if Scientific ??-ogress and Miscellany of 

Entertai1zing and Instructive Artz"cles on Scientific Subjects. 

Edited by W. S. DALLAS, F. L. S., 
Assistant Secretary of the Geological Society. 

Quarterly, price 2s. 6d. ; Annual Subscription (by post), 10s. Icd. 

Volumes I. to XVIII. may be had, bound in cloth, 
price 12s. each. 

PUBLISHED MONTHLY, Price 4d. 

THE JOURNAL OF APPLIED SCIENCE. 
A Record of Progress in the Industrial Arts. Edited by 

P. L. SIMMONDS. Monthly, 4d.; Annual Subscription, ss. (in
cluding Postage) . 

PUBLISHED MONTHLY, Price 6d. 

THE MIDLAND NATURALIST. 
The Journal of the Associated Natural History, Philosophical, 

and Arch;;eological Societies and Field Clubs of the Midland 
Counties. Edited by E. W. BADGER, and W. J. HARRISON, 
F.G.S. Demy 8vo, Illustrated. Vols. I. to III. now ready, cloth, 
7s. 6d. each; Vol. IV. commenced January, 1881. 

PUBLISHED QUARTERLY, Price Is. 

THE JOURNAL OF CONCHOLOGY. 
Containing Original Communications, Descriptions of New 

Species, &c. Demy 8vo. Vol. I. (I 7 Nos.) I 3s., Vol. II. ( 12 
Nos.) 12s., Vol. III. Nos. I to 5, Is. each. 

THE JOURNAL OF THE QUEKETT 
MICROSCOPICAL CLUB. 

Demy 8vo, Illustrated. Parts I to 44 (Vol. VI., Part 3) are · 
published, Is. each. 

London: DAVID BOGUE, 3, St. Martin's Place, vV.C. 

3, St. Martin's Place, W.C. 
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Monthly, price 4d. ; Annual Subscription, SS· (including Postage}. 

H A R D W I 0 K E '·S 

SCIENCE GOSSIP: 
A n Illustrated Medium of Interchange a?Zd Gossip 

for Students and Lovers of Nature. 

Edited by J. E. TAYLOR, Ph.D., F.L.S., F.G.S., &c. 
NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Vol. XVII. commenced J anuary, 188 r. 

Among the subjects included. in its pages will be found: 
A-QUARIA, BEES, BEETLES, BIRDS, BUTTERFLIES, FERNS, FISH, 

FLIES, FossiLS, FUNGI, GEOLOGY, LICHENS, MICRO
scoPES, MOSSES, MOTHS, REPTILES, SEA WEEDS, 

SPIDERS, WILD FLOWERS, WORMS, 
&c., &c. 

"This is a very pleasant journal, 
that costs only fourpence a month, 
and from which the 
reader who is no na
t~aralist ought to be 
able to pick up a 
good fourpenny-worth 
of pleasant informa
tion. It is conducted 
and contributed to by 
expert naturalists, who 
are cheerful compa
nions, as all good na
turalists are; technical 
enough to make the 
general reader feel 
that they are in ear
nest, and are not in
sulting him by writing 
down to his compre
hension, but natural 
enough and direct 
enough in their records 
of facts, their ques
tioning and answering 
each other concerning 
c11riosities of nature. 

The reader who buys for himself their 
monthly budget of notes and discussions 

upon pleasant points 
in. natural .history and 
sc1ence, wlll probably 
fi_nd his curiosity ex
Cited and his interest 
in the world about 
him taking the form 
of a little study of 
some branch of the 
sort of knowledge that 
has won his readiest 
attention. For when 
the study itself is so 
delightful, and the en
thusiasm it excites so 
genuine and well-di
rected, these enthu
siasms are contagious. 
The fault is not with 
itself, but with the 
public, if this little 
magazine be not in 
favour with a very 
large circle of read
ers."-Exami?ter. 

London: DAVID BOGUE, 3, St. Martin's Place, W .C. 
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