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Jacob Abbott
Marco Paul's Voyages
and Travels; Vermont

Preface

The design of the series of volumes, entitled Marco Paul's
Adventures in the Pursuit of Knowledge, is not merely to
entertain the reader with a narrative of juvenile adventures, but
also to communicate, in connection with them, as extensive and
varied information as possible, in respect to the geography, the
scenery, the customs and the institutions of this country, as
they present themselves to the observation of the little traveler,
who makes his excursions under the guidance of an intelligent
and well-informed companion, qualified to assist him in the
acquisition of knowledge and in the formation of character. The
author has endeavored to enliven his narrative, and to infuse into
it elements of a salutary moral influence, by means of personal
incidents befalling the actors in the story. These incidents are,
of course, imaginary—but the reader may rely upon the strict
and exact truth and fidelity of all the descriptions of places,
institutions and scenes, which are brought before his mind in the
progress of the narrative. Thus, though the author hopes that the



readers who may honor these volumes with their perusal, will be
amused and interested by them, his design throughout will be to
instruct rather than to entertain.



Chapter 1.
Journeying

When Mr. Baron, Marco's father, put Marco under his cousin
Forester's care, it was his intention that he should spend a
considerable part of his time in traveling, and in out-of-door
exercises, such as might tend to re-establish his health and
strengthen his constitution. He did not, however, intend to have
him give up the study of books altogether. Accordingly, at one
time, for nearly three months, Marco remained at Forester's
home, among the Green Mountains of Vermont, where he
studied several hours every day.

It was in the early part of the autumn, that he and Forester
went to Vermont. They traveled in the stage-coach. Vermont lies
upon one side of the Connecticut river, and New Hampshire
upon the other side. The Green Mountains extend up and
down, through the middle of Vermont, from north to south, and
beyond these mountains, on the western side of the state, is lake
Champlain, which extends from north to south also, and forms
the western boundary. Thus, the Green Mountains divide the
state into two great portions, one descending to the eastward,
toward Connecticut river, and the other to the westward, toward
lake Champlain. There are, therefore, two great ways of access to
Vermont from the states south of it; one up the Connecticut river



on the eastern side, and the other along the shores of lake George
and lake Champlain on the western side. There are roads across
the Green Mountains also, leading from the eastern portion of
the state to the western. All this can be seen by looking upon any
map of Vermont.

Marco and Forester went up by the Connecticut river. The
road lay along upon the bank of the river, and the scenery was
very pleasant. They traveled in the stage-coach; for there were
very few railroads in those days.

The country was cultivated and fertile, and the prospect
from the windows of the coach was very fine. Sometimes wide
meadows and intervales extended along the river,—and at other
places, high hills, covered with trees, advanced close to the
stream. They could see, too, the farms, and villages, and green
hills, across the river, on the New Hampshire side.

On the second day of their journey, they turned off from
the river by a road which led into the interior of the country;
for the village where Forester's father resided was back among
the mountains. They had new companions in the coach too, on
this second day, as well as a new route; for the company which
had been in the coach the day before were to separate in the
morning, to go off in different directions. Several stage-coaches
drove up to the door of the tavern in the morning, just after
breakfast, with the names of the places where they were going
to, upon their sides. One was marked, "Haverhill and Lancaster;"
another, "Middlebury;" and a third, "Concord and Boston;" and



there was one odd-looking vehicle, a sort of carryall, open in
front, and drawn by two horses, which had no name upon it,
and so Marco could not tell where it was going. As these several
coaches and carriages drove up to the door, the hostlers and
drivers put on the baggage and bound it down with great straps,
and then handed in the passengers;—and thus the coaches, one
after another, drove away. The whole movement formed a very
busy scene, and Marco, standing upon the piazza in front of the
tavern, enjoyed it very much.

There was a very large elm-tree before the door, with steps
to climb up, and seats among the branches. Marco went up
there and sat some time, looking down upon the coaches as they
wheeled round the tree, in coming up to the door. Then he went
down to the piazza again.



The Great Elm

There was a neatly-dressed young woman, with a little flower-
pot in her hand, standing near him, waiting for her turn. There
was a small orange-tree in her flower-pot. It was about six inches
high. The sight of this orange-tree interested Marco very much,
for it reminded him of home. He had often seen orange-trees
growing in the parlors and green-houses in New York.

"What a pretty little orange-tree!" said Marco. "Where did



you get it?"

"How did you know it was an orange-tree?" said the girl.

"O, I know an orange-tree well enough," replied Marco. "I
have seen them many a time."

"Where?" asked, the girl.

"In New York," said Marco. "Did your orange-tree come from
New York?"

"No," said the girl. "I planted an orange-seed, and it grew from
that. I've got a lemon-tree, too," she added, "but it is a great deal
larger. The lemon-tree grows faster than the orange. My lemon-
tree is so large that I couldn't bring it home very well, so I left
it in the mill."

"In the mill?" said Marco. "Are you a miller?"

The girl laughed. She was a very good-humored girl, and did
not appear to be displeased, though it certainly was not quite
proper for Marco to speak in that manner to a stranger. She did
not, however, reply to his question, but said, after a pause,

"Do you know where the Montpelier stage is?"

The proper English meaning of the word stage 1s a portion of
the road, traveled between one resting-place and another. But in
the United States it is used to mean the carriage,—being a sort of
contraction for stage-coach.

"No," said Marco, "we are going in that stage."

"I wish it would come along," said the girl, "for I'm tired of
watching my trunk."

"Where is your trunk?" said Marco.



So the girl pointed out her trunk. It was upon the platform of
the piazza, near those belonging to Forester and Marco. The girl
showed Marco her name, which was Mary Williams, written on
a card upon the end of it.

"I'll watch your trunk," said Marco, "and you can go in and sit
down until the stage comes."

Mary thanked him and went in. She was not, however, quite
sure that her baggage was safe, intrusted thus to the charge of
a strange boy, and so she took a seat near the window, where
she could keep an eye upon it. There was a blue chest near these
trunks, which looked like a sailor's chest, and Marco, being tired
of standing, sat down upon this chest. He had, however, scarcely
taken his seat, when he saw a coach with four horses, coming
round a corner. It was driven by a small boy not larger than
Marco. It wheeled up toward the door, and came to a stand.
Some men then put on the sailor's chest and the trunks. Mary
Williams came out and got into the coach. She sat on the back
seat. Forester and Marco got in, and took their places on the
middle seat. A young man, dressed like a sailor, took the front
seat, at one corner of the coach. These were all the passengers
that were to get in here. When every thing was ready, they drove
away.

The stage stopped, however, in a few minutes at the door of a
handsome house in the town, and took a gentleman and lady in.
These new passengers took places on the back seat, with Mary
Williams.



This company rode in perfect silence for some time. Forester
took out a book and began to read. The gentleman on the back
seat went to sleep. Mary Williams and Marco looked out at
the windows, watching the changing scenery. The sailor rode in
silence; moving his lips now and then, as if he were talking to
himself, but taking no notice of any of the company. The coach
stopped at the villages which they passed through, to exchange
the mail, and sometimes to take in new passengers. In the course
of these changes Marco got his place shifted to the forward seat
by the side of the sailor, and he gradually got into conversation
with him. Marco introduced the conversation, by asking the
sailor if he knew how far it was to Montpelier.

"No," said the sailor, "I don't keep any reckoning, but I wish
we were there."

"Why?" asked Marco.

"O, I expect the old cart will capsize somewhere among these
mountains, and break our necks for us."

Marco had observed, all the morning, that when the coach
canted to one side or the other, on account of the unevenness of
the road, the sailor always started and looked anxious, as if afraid
it was going to be upset. He wondered that a man who had been
apparently accustomed to the terrible dangers of the seas, should
be alarmed at the gentle oscillations of a stage-coach.

"Are you afraid that we shall upset?" asked Marco.

"Yes," said the sailor, "over some of these precipices and
mountains; and then there'll be an end of us."



The sailor said this in an easy and careless manner, as if, after
all, he was not much concerned about the danger. Still, Marco
was surprised that he should fear it at all. He was not aware
how much the fears which people feel, are occasioned by the
mere novelty of the danger which they incur. A stage-driver, who
is calm and composed on his box, in a dark night, and upon
dangerous roads, will be alarmed by the careening of a ship under
a gentle breeze at sea,—while the sailor who laughs at a gale of
wind on the ocean, is afraid to ride in a carriage on land.

"An't you a sailor?" asked Marco.

"Yes," replied his companion.

"T shouldn't think that a man that had been used to the sea,
would be afraid of upsetting in a coach."

"I'm not a man" said the sailor.

"What are you?" said Marco.

"I'm a boy. I'm only nineteen years old; though I'm going to
be rated seaman next voyage."

"Have you just got back from a voyage?" asked Marco.

"Yes," said the sailor. "I've been round the Horn in a whaler,
from old Nantuck. And now I'm going home to see my mother."

"How long since you've seen her?" asked Marco.

"Q, it's four years since I ran away."

Here the sailor began to speak in rather a lower tone than he
had done before, so that Marco only could hear. This was not
difficult, as the other passengers were at this time engaged in
conversation.



"I ran away," continued the sailor, "and went to sea about four
years ago."

"What made you run away?" asked Marco.

"O, I didn't want to stay at home and be abused. My father
used to abuse me; but my mother took my part, and now I want
to go and see her."

"And to see your father too," said Marco.

"No," said the sailor. "I don't care for him. I hope he's gone
off somewhere. But I want to see my mother. I have got a shawl
for her in my chest."

Marco was shocked to hear a young man speak in such a
manner of his father. Still there was something in the frankness
and openness of the sailor's manner, which pleased him very
much. He liked to hear his odd and sailor-like language too, and
he accordingly entered into a long conversation with him. The
sailor gave him an account of his adventures on the voyage; how
he was drawn off from the ship one day, several miles, by a whale
which they had harpooned;—how they caught a shark, and hauled
him in on deck by means of a pulley at the end of the yard-arm;—
and how, on the voyage home, the ship was driven before an
awful gale of wind for five days, under bare poles, with terrific
seas roaring after them all the way. These descriptions took a
strong hold of Marco's imagination. His eye brightened up, and
he became restless on his seat, and thought that he would give
the world for a chance to stand up in the bow of a boat, and put
a harpoon into the neck of a whale.



In the mean time, the day wore away, and the road led into a
more and more mountainous country. The hills were longer and
steeper, and the tracts of forest more frequent and solitary. The
number of passengers increased too, until the coach was pretty
heavily loaded; and sometimes all but the female passengers
would get out and walk up the hills. On these occasions Forester
and Marco would generally walk together, talking about the
incidents of their journey, or the occupations and amusements
which they expected to engage in when they arrived at Forester's
home. About the middle of the afternoon the coach stopped at
the foot of a long winding ascent, steep and stony, and several of
the passengers got out. Forester, however, remained in, as he was
tired of walking, and so Marco and the sailor walked together.
The sailor, finding how much Marco was interested in his stories,
liked his company, and at length he asked Marco where he was
going. Marco told him.

"Ah, if you were only going on a voyage with me," said the
sailor, "that would make a man of you. I wouldn't go and be shut
up with that old prig, poring over books forever."

Marco was displeased to hear the sailor call his cousin an old
prig, and he felt some compunctions of conscience about forming
and continuing an intimacy with such a person. Still he was so
much interested in hearing him talk, that he continued to walk
with him up the hill. Finally, the sailor fairly proposed to him to
run away and go to sea with him.

"O no," said Marco, "I wouldn't do such a thing for the world.



Besides," said he, "they would be after us, and carry me back."

"No," said the sailor; "we would cut across the country,
traveling in the night and laying to by day, till we got to another
stage route, and then make a straight wake, till we got to New
Bedford, and there we could get a good voyage. Come," said he,
"let's go to-night. I'll turn right about. I don't care a great deal
about seeing my mother."

Though Marco was a very bold and adventurous sort of a boy,
still he was not quite prepared for such a proposal as this. In the
course of the conversation the sailor used improper and violent
language too, which Marco did not like to hear; and, in fact,
Marco began to be a little afraid of his new acquaintance. He
determined, as soon as he got back to the coach to keep near
Forester all the time, so as not to be left alone again with the
sailor. He tried to hasten on, so as to overtake the coach, but the
sailor told him not to walk so fast; and, being unwilling to offend
him, he was obliged to go slowly, and keep with him; and thus
protracted the conversation.



The Hill.

About half-way up the hill there was a small tavern, and the



sailor wanted Marco to go in with him and get a drink. Marco
thought that he meant a drink of water, but it was really a drink
of spirits which was intended. Marco, however, refused to go,
saying that he was not thirsty; and so they went on up the hill.
At the top of the hill, the stage-coach stopped for the pedestrians
to come up. There was also another passenger there to get in,—
a woman, who came out from a farm-house near by. The driver
asked the sailor if he was not willing to ride outside, in order
to make room for the new passenger. But he would not. He was
afraid. He said he would not ride five miles outside for a month's
wages. Marco laughed at the sailor's fears, and he immediately
asked Forester to let him ride outside. Forester hesitated, but on
looking up, and seeing that there was a secure seat, with a good
place to hold on, he consented. So Marco clambered up and took
his seat with the driver, while the other passengers re-established
themselves in the stage.



Chapter I1.
Accidents

Marco liked his seat upon the outside of the stage-coach
very much. He could see the whole country about him to great
advantage. He was very much interested in the scenery, not
having been accustomed to travel among forests and mountains.
The driver was a rough young man,—for the boy who drove the
coach up to the door was not the regular driver. He was not
disposed to talk much, and his tone and manner, in what he did
say, did not indicate a very gentle disposition. Marco, however,
at last got a little acquainted with him, and finally proposed to
the driver to let him drive.

"Nonsense," said he, in reply, "you are not big enough to drive
such a team as this."

"Why, there was a boy, no bigger than I, that drove the horses
up to the door when we started, this morning," replied Marco.

"O yes,—Jerry,"—said the driver,—"but he'll break his neck one
of these days."

"I didn't see but that he drove very well," said Marco.

The driver was silent.

"Come," persisted Marco, "let me drive a little way, and I'll
do as much for you some day."

"You little fool," said the driver, "you never can do any thing



for me. You are not big enough to be of any use at all."

Marco thought of the fable of the mouse and the lion, but since
his new companion was in such ill-humor, he thought he would
say no more to him. A resentful reply to the epithet "little fool,"
did in fact rise to his lips, but he suppressed it and said nothing.

It was fortunate for Marco that he did so. For whenever
any person has said any thing harsh, unjust, or cruel, the most
effectual reply is, generally, silence. It leaves the offender to think
of what he has said, and conscience will often reprove him in
silence, far more effectually than words could do it. This was the
case 1in this instance. As they rode along in silence, the echo of
the words "little fool," and the tone in which he had uttered them,
lingered upon the driver's ear. He could not help thinking that he
had been rather harsh with his little passenger. Presently he said,

"I don't care though,—we are coming to a level piece of ground
on ahead here a little way, and then I'll see what you can make
of teaming."

Marco was quite pleased at this unexpected result, and after
ten or fifteen minutes, they came to the level piece of road, and
the driver put the reins into Marco's hand. Marco had sometimes
driven two horses, when riding out with his father in a barouche,
up the Bloomingdale road in New York. He was therefore not
entirely unaccustomed to the handling of reins; and he took
them from the driver's hand and imitated the manner of holding
them which he had observed the driver himself to adopt, quite
dexterously.



The horses, in fact, needed very little guidance. They went
along the road very quietly of their own accord. Marco kept
wishing that a wagon or something else would come along, that
he might have the satisfaction of turning out. But nothing of
the kind appeared, and he was obliged to content himself with
turning a little to one side, to avoid a stone. At the end of the level
piece of road there was a tavern, where they were going to stop
to change the horses, and Marco asked the driver to let him turn
the horses up to the door. The driver consented, keeping a close
watch all the time, ready to seize the reins again at a moment's
notice, if there had been any appearance of difficulty. But there
was none. Marco guided the horses right, and drawing in the reins
with all his strength, he brought them up properly at the door;
or rather, he seemed to do it,—for, in reality, the horses probably
acted as much of their own accord, being accustomed to stop at
this place, as from any control which Marco exercised over them
through the reins.

There was, however, an advantage in this evolution, for Marco
became accustomed to the feeling of the reins in his hand, and
acquired a sort of confidence in his power over the horses,—
greater to be sure than there was any just ground for, but which
was turned to a very important account, a few hours afterward,
as will be seen in the sequel.

The sailor went several times into the taverns on the way, in
the course of the afternoon, to drink, until, at length, he became
partially intoxicated. He felt, however, so much restrained in



the presence of the passengers within the coach, that he did not
become talkative and noisy, as is frequently the case in such
circumstances; but was rather stupid and sleepy. In fact, no one
observed that any change was taking place in his condition, until,
at last, as he was coming out from the door of a tavern, where he
had been in to get another drink, the driver said,

"Come, Jack, you must get up with me now, there is another
passenger to get in here."

Marco, who was still in his seat, holding the reins of the
horses, looked down, expecting that the sailor would make
objections to this proposal,—but he found, on the contrary,
that Jack, as they called him, acquiesced without making any
difficulty, and allowed the driver to help him up. The new
passenger got inside. Forester felt somewhat uneasy at having
Marco ride any longer on the top, especially now that the sailor
was going up too. But the coach was full. He himself was wedged
into his seat, so that he could not get out easily. He knew, too,
that two or three of the passengers were going to get out at the
next stage, and so he concluded to let Marco remain outside until
that time, and then to take him in again.

Marco's admiration for the sailor was very much diminished
when he saw how helpless he had rendered himself by his
excesses, and how unceremoniously the driver pulled and hauled
him about, in getting him into his seat.

"There! hold on there," said the driver to him, in a stern
voice,—"hold on well, or you'll be down head foremost under the



horses' heels, at the first pitch we come to."

The poor sailor said nothing, but grasped an iron bar which
passed from the top of the coach down by the side of the seat,
and held on as well as he could.

They rode on in this manner for some miles, the head of the
sailor swinging back and forth, helplessly, as if he was nearly
asleep. Whenever Marco or the driver spoke to him, he either
answered in a thick and sleepy tone of voice, or he did not reply
at all. Marco watched him for a time, being continually afraid
that he would fall off. He could do nothing, however, to help him,
for he himself was sitting at one end of the seat while the sailor
was upon the other, the driver being between them. In the mean
time the sun gradually went down and the twilight came on, and
as the shadows extended themselves slowly over the landscape,
Marco began to find riding outside less pleasant than it had been
before, and he thought that, on the whole, he should be very glad
when the time arrived for him to get into the coach again, with
his cousin.

At length they came to a bridge, covered with planks, which
led across a small stream. It was in rather a solitary place, with
woods on each side of the road. Beyond the bridge there was a
level piece of road for a short distance, and then a gentle ascent,
with a farmhouse near the top of it, on the right hand side of
the road. At the end of the bridge, between the planks and the
ground beyond them, there was a jolt, caused by the rotting away
of alog which had been imbedded in the ground at the beginning



of the planking. As it was rather dark, on account of the shade
of the trees, the driver did not observe this jolt, and he was just
beginning to put his horses to the trot, as they were leaving the
bridge, when the forward wheels struck down heavily into the
hollow, giving the front of the coach a sudden pitch forward and
downward. Marco grasped the iron bar at his end of the seat, and
saved himself; and the driver, who was habitually on his guard,
had his feet so braced against the fender before him, that he
would not have fallen. But the poor sailor, entirely unprepared for
the shock, and perhaps unable to resist it if he had been prepared,
pitched forward, lost his hold, went over the fender, and was
tumbling down, as the driver had predicted, head foremost, under
the horses' heels. The driver seized hold of him with one hand,
but finding this insufficient dropped his reins and tried to grasp
him with both. In doing it, however, he lost his own balance and
went over too. He, of course, let go of the sailor, when he found
that he was going himself. The sailor fell heavily and helplessly
between the pole and the side of one of the horses, to the ground.
The driver followed. He seized the pole with one hand, but was
too late to save himself entirely, and thinking there was danger
of being dragged, and finding that the horses were springing
forward in a fright, he let himself drop through to the ground
also. The coach passed over them in a moment, as the horses
cantered on.

All this passed in an instant, and Marco, before he had a
moment's time for reflection, found himself alone on his seat,—



the driver run over and perhaps killed, and the horses cantering
away, with the reins dangling about their heels. The first impulse,
in such a case, would be to scream aloud, in terror,—which would
have only made the horses run the faster. But Marco was not very
easily frightened; at least, he was not easily made crazy by fright.
So he did not scream; and not knowing what else to do, he sat
still and did nothing.

The Accident.



In the mean time, the passengers inside knew nothing of all
this. Many of them had been asleep when they came over the
bridge. The jolt had aroused them a little, but there was nothing
to indicate to them the accident which had occurred forward, so
they quietly adjusted themselves in their seats, and endeavored
to compose themselves to sleep again.

The horses were well trained and gentle. They cantered on as
far as the level ground extended, and then they slackened their
pace as they began to rise the ascent. The idea then occurred to
Marco, that perhaps he might clamber down over the fender to
the pole, and then walk along upon that a little way till he could
gather up the reins. Then he thought that if he could get back
again with them to the driver's seat, perhaps he could stop the
horses. Marco was an expert climber. He had learned this art in
his gymnasium at New York; so that he had no fears in respect to
his being able to get down and back again. The only danger was,
lest he might frighten the horses again and set them to running
anew.

After a moment's reflection, he concluded that at any rate
he would try it; so he cautiously stepped over the fender and
clambered down. When his feet reached the pole, he rested them
a moment upon it, and clung with his hands to the fender and
other parts of the front of the coach. He found his position here
more unstable than he had expected; for the coach being upon
springs, the forward part rose and fell with many jerks and surges,



as the horses traveled swiftly along, while the pole was held in its
position straight and firm. Thus the different parts of his body
were connected with different systems of motion, which made
his position very uncomfortable.

He found, however, after a moment's pause, that he could
stand, and probably walk upon the pole; so he advanced
cautiously, putting his hands on the backs of the horses,
and walking along on the pole between them. The horses
were somewhat disturbed by the strange sensations which they
experienced, and began to canter again; but Marco, who felt more
and more confidence every moment, pushed boldly on, gathered
up the reins, and got all the ends together. Then taking the ends
of the reins in one hand, he crept back, supporting himself by
taking hold of the harness of one of the horses with the other
hand. By this means he regained the coach, and then, though with
some difficulty, he clambered up to his seat again.

He then endeavored to stop the horses by gathering the reins
together, and pulling upon them with all his strength; but it was
in vain. The horses had by this time reached a part of the road
where it was more level, and they began to press forward at a
more rapid pace. Marco thought of calling to Forester to get out
of the window and climb along the side of the coach to the box, in
order to help him; but just at that moment he saw that they were
coming up opposite to the farm house, which had been in sight,
at a distance, when they were crossing the bridge. So he thought
that though he could not stop the horses, he might perhaps have



strength enough to turn them off from the road into the farmer's
yard; and that then they could be more easily stopped. In this
he succeeded. By pulling the off rein of the leaders with all his
strength, he was able to turn them out of the road. The pole
horses followed as a matter of course,—the coach came up with
a graceful sweep to the farmer's door, and then the horses were
easily stopped. The farmer came at once to the door, to see what
strange company had come to visit him in the stage,~his wife
following; while several children crowded to the windows.

"What's here?" said a voice from the window of the coach,—"a
post-office?" They thought the stage had been driven up to the
door of some post-office.

Marco did not answer; in fact he was bewildered and
confounded at the strangeness of his situation. He looked back
over the top of the coach down the road to see what had become
of the driver. To his great joy, he saw him running up behind the
coach,-his hat crushed out of shape, and his clothes dusty. The
passengers looked out at the windows of the stage, exclaiming,

"Why, driver! what's the matter?"

The driver made no reply. He began to brush his clothes,—and,
taking off his hat, he attempted to round it out into shape again.

"What is the matter, driver?" said the passengers.

"Nothing," replied he, "only that drunkard of a sailor tumbled
off the stage."

"Where?" "When?" exclaimed half a dozen voices. "Is he
killed?"



"Killed? no," replied the driver; "I don't believe he is even
sobered."

Forester and another gentleman then urgently asked where he
was, and the driver told them that he was "back there a piece,"
as he expressed it.

"What! lying in the road?" said Forester; "open the door, and
let us go and see to him."

"No," said the driver; "he has got off to the side of the road,
safe. I don't believe he's hurt any. Let him take care of himself,
and we'll drive on."

But Forester remonstrated strongly against leaving the poor
sailor in such a condition, and in such a place; and finally it was
agreed that the farmer should go down the road and see to him,
so as to allow the stage-coach with the passengers to go on.

Forester was not willing, however, to have Marco ride outside
any longer; and so they contrived to make room for him within.
As Marco descended from his high seat, the driver said to him,
as he passed him, in a low voice,

"How did you get the reins? I thought they all came down with
me, under the horses' heels."

"Yes," said Marco, "they did, and I climbed down upon the
pole and got them."

"Well," said the driver, "you're a smart boy. But don't tell them
inside that I tumbled off. Tell them I gave you the reins, and
jumped down to see the sailor."

After receiving this charge, Marco would have been under a



strong temptation to tell a falsehood, if the company in the coach
had asked him any questions about it. But they did not. They were
so much occupied in expressing their astonishment that the sailor
did not break his neck, that they asked very few questions, and
after riding a short time, they relapsed into silence again. The fact
that both the driver and the sailor escaped being seriously hurt,
was not so wonderful as it might seem. Horses have generally an
instinctive caution about not stepping upon any thing under their
feet. If a little child were lying asleep in the middle of a road,
and a horse were to come galloping along without any rider, the
mother, who should see the sight from the window of the house,
would doubtless be exceedingly terrified; but in all probability
the horse would pass the child without doing it any injury. He
would leap over it, or go around it, as he would if it were a stone.
This is one reason why, in so many cases, persons are run over
without being hurt. The driver and the sailor, however, fell rather
behind the horses' heels, and escaped them in that way, and they
came down so exactly into the middle of the road, that they were
out of the way of the track of the wheels, and thus they escaped
serious injury.

The misfortunes of the evening, however, did not end here.
The road was rather rough, and there were many ruts and joltings;
and one or two of the passengers seemed to feel some fear lest
the stage should upset. One, who sat near the door, put his arm
out at the window over the door, so as to get his hand upon the
handle of the catch, in order, as he said, to be ready to open the



door and spring out, at a moment's warning. The gentleman on
the back seat advised him not to do it.

"If you have your arm out," said he, "the coach may fall over
upon it, and break it. That's the way people get hurt by the
upsetting of coaches, by thrusting out their legs and arms in all
directions, when they find they are going over, and thus get them
broken. You ought to fold your arms and draw in your feet, and
when you find that we are going over, go in an easy attitude, with
all the muscles relaxed, as if your body was a bag of corn."

The passenger laughed and took his arm in; and all the
other passengers, seeing that the advice of the gentleman was
reasonable, concluded to follow it if they should have occasion.
And they did have occasion sooner than they had expected. For,
just after dark, as they were going down a long hill at a pretty
rapid rate, with a wagon a short distance before them, one of the
horses of the wagon stumbled and fell, which brought the wagon
to a sudden stand just before the coach. The driver perceived
in an instant that there was not time to stop his horses, and
that the only chance was to turn out of the road and drive by.
The ground at the road-side was so much inclined, that he was
almost afraid to venture this expedient, but he had no time for
thought. He wheeled his horses out,—just escaped the hind wheel
of the wagon-ran along by the road-side a short distance, with the
wheels on one side, down very near the gutter,—and then, just as
he was coming back safely into the road again, the forward wheel
nearest the middle of the road, struck a small stone, and threw the



coach over. The top rested upon the bank, and the horses were
suddenly stopped. Sometimes, on such occasions, the transom
bolt, as it is called, that is, the bolt by which the forward wheels
are fastened to the carriage, comes out, and the horses run off
with the wheels. It did not come out in this case, however. The
man who had put his arm out of the window, immediately called
out, in great alarm, "Hold the horses! Hold the horses! Don't let
the horses run and drag us." But this vociferation was needless. A
coach full of passengers and baggage is a full load for four horses,
when it is mounted on wheels. It would require an exertion far
beyond their strength to drag it when on its side. The horses
remained quiet, therefore, while the wagoner and the driver, who
was not hurt, opened the door in the upper side of the coach. The
passengers then climbed out, one by one, without injury. Mary
Williams came out last, with her orange-tree safe in her hand.



Chapter III.
The Grass Country

The scene of confusion, produced by the double accident
described in the last chapter, was great, but not long continued.
The wagoner got his fallen horse up, and then the passengers,
with the driver and wagoner, all taking hold together, soon
righted the stage. None of the passengers were hurt, but the coach
itself was so much injured that the driver thought it was not safe
to load it heavily again. The female passengers got in, but the
men walked along by the side of it, intending to travel in that way
about four miles to the next tavern. Forester, however, was not
inclined to take so long a walk. Fortunately, at a small distance
before them, was a farmhouse which looked as if it belonged
to a large and thrifty farmer. The great barns and sheds, the
neat yards, the well-built walls and fences, and the large stock of
cattle in the barn-yard, indicated wealth and prosperity. Forester
concluded to apply here for a lodging for the night, for himself
and Marco. The farmer was very willing to receive them. So the
driver took off their trunks, and then the stage-coach, with the
rest of the passengers, went on.

"How long shall we have to stay here?" asked Marco.

"Only till to-morrow," said Forester. " Another stage will come
along to-morrow. We can stop just as well as not, as we are



in no haste to get home. Besides, I should like to have you see
something of the operations of a great grass farm."

Marco and Forester went into the house, and were ushered
into a large room, which seemed to be both sitting-room and
kitchen. A large round table was set in the middle of the floor,
for supper. A monstrous dog was lying under it, with his chin
resting upon his paws. There was a great settle in one corner, by
the side of the fire. There were chairs also, with straight backs
and seats of basket-work, a spinning-wheel, an open cupboard,
and various other similar objects, which, being so different from
the articles of furniture which Marco had been accustomed to
see in the New York parlors, attracted his attention very strongly.
Marco went and took his seat upon the settle, and the dog rose
and came to him. The dog gazed into his face with an earnest
look of inquiry, which plainly said, "Who are you?" while Marco
patted him on the head, thereby answering as plainly, "A friend."
The dog, perfectly understanding the answer, seemed satisfied,
and, turning away, went back to his place again under the table.



Who Are You?

One of the farmer's young men carried the trunks into a
little bed-room, which opened from the great room; and then
the farmer sat down and began to enter into conversation with
Forester and Marco about their accident. Forester told him also
about the sailor, who had tumbled off the coach a mile or two
back, and been left behind. Forester said that he should like to



know whether he was hurt much. Then the farmer said that he
would let him take a horse and wagon the next morning and ride
back and inquire. This plan was therefore agreed upon. Marco
and Forester ate a good supper with the farmer's family, and
then spent the evening in talking, and telling stories about horses,
and sagacious dogs, and about catching wild animals in the
woods with traps. About nine o'clock the family all assembled for
evening prayers. After prayers Marco and Forester went to bed
in their little bed-room, where they slept soundly till morning.
In the morning they were both awakened by the crowing
of the cocks, at an early hour. They also heard movements
in the house and in the yard before sunrise; so they arose
and dressed themselves, and after attending to their morning
devotions together in their room, a duty which Forester never
omitted, they went out. Marco was very much interested in the
morning occupations of the farm. There was the milking of the
cows, and the feeding of the various animals, and the pitching
off a load of corn, which had been got in the evening before and
allowed to stand on the cart, on the barn-floor, over night. The
cows were then to be driven to pasture, and the boy who went
with them, took a bridle to catch a horse for Forester and Marco
to have for their ride. Forester and Marco went with him. It was
only a short walk to the pasture bars, but they had to ramble about
a little while, before they found the horses. At last they found
them feeding together at the edge of a grove of trees. There were
two or three horses, and several long-tailed colts. The boy caught



one of the horses, which he called Nero. Nero was a white horse.
Marco mounted him and rode down, with the other horses and
the colts following him. They put the horse in the stable until
after breakfast, and then harnessed him into the wagon. When
all was ready, the farmer told them to bring the sailor along with
them to his house, if they found that he was hurt so that he could
not travel.

When they were seated in the wagon, and had fairly
commenced their ride, Marco asked Forester, what he meant last
evening by a grass farm. "You told me," said he, "that you wanted
me to see a great grass farm."

"Yes," replied Forester. "The farms in this part of the United
States may be called grass farms. This is the grass country."

"Isn't it all grass country?" asked Marco. "Grass grows
everywhere."

"Grass is not cultivated everywhere so much as it is among
the mountains, in the northern states," replied Forester. "The
great articles of cultivation in the United States are grass, grain,
and cotton. The grass is cultivated in the northern states, the
grain in the middle states, and the cotton in the southern states.
The grass is food for beasts, the grain is food for man, and
the cotton is for clothing. These different kinds of cultivation
are not indeed exclusive in the different districts. Some grass
is raised in the middle and southern states, and some grain is
raised in the northern states; but, in general, the great agricultural
production of the northern states is grass, and these farms among



the mountains in Vermont are grass farms.

"There is one striking difference," continued Forester,
"between the grass farms of the north, and the grain farms of
the middle states, or the cotton plantations of the south. The
grass cultivation brings with it a vast variety of occupations
and processes on the farm, making the farm a little world by
itself; whereas the grain and the cotton cultivation are far more
simple, and require much less judgment and skill. This is rather
remarkable; for one would think that raising food for beasts
would require less skill than raising food or clothes for man."

"I should have thought so," said Marco.

"The reason for the difference is," replied Forester, "that in
raising food for animals, it is necessary to keep the animals to
eat it, on the spot, for it will not bear transportation."

"Why not?" said Marco.

"Because it is so cheap," replied Forester.

"I don't think that is any reason," replied Marco.

"A load of grass"—said Forester.

"A load of grass!" repeated Marco, laughing.

"Yes, dried grass, that is, hay. Hay, you know, is grass dried
to preserve it."

"Very well," said Marco; "go on."

"A load of grass, then, is so cheap, that the cost of hauling it
fifty miles would be more than it is worth. But cotton is worth
a great deal more, in proportion to its bulk. It can therefore be
transported to distant places to be sold and manufactured. Thus



the enormous quantity of cotton which grows every summer in
the southern states, is packed in bags, very tight, and is hauled to
the rivers and creeks, and there it is put into steamboats and sent
to the great seaports, and at the seaports it is put into ships, which
carry it to England or to the northern states, to be manufactured;
and it is so valuable, that it will bring a price sufficient to pay
all the persons that have been employed in raising it, or in
transporting it. But the grass that grows in the northern countries
can not be transported. The mills for manufacturing cotton may
be in one country, and the cotton be raised in another, and then,
after the cotton is gathered, it may be packed and sent thousands
of miles to be manufactured. But the sheep and oxen which are
to eat the hay, can not be kept in one country, while the grass
which they feed upon grows in another. The animals must live,
in general, on the very farm which the grass grows upon. Thus,
while the cotton cultivator has nothing to do but to raise his
cotton and send it to market, the grass cultivator must not only
raise his grass, but he must provide for and take care of all the
animals which are to eat it. This makes the agriculture of the
northern states a far more complicated business, because the care
of animals runs into great detail, and requires great skill, and
sound judgment, and the exercise of constant discretion.

"You observe," continued Forester, "that it is by the
intervention of animals that the farmer gets the product of
his land into such a shape that it will bear transportation. For
instance, he feeds out his hay to his sheep, attending them with



care and skill all the winter. In the spring he shears off their
fleeces; and now he has got something which he can send to
market. He has turned his grass into wool, and thus got its
value into a much more compact form. The wool will bear
transportation. Perhaps he gave a whole load of hay to his sheep,
to produce a single bag of wool. So the bag of wool is worth as
much as the load of hay, and is very much more easily carried
to market. He can put it upon his lumber-box, and drive off fifty
miles with it, to market, without any difficulty."

"His lumber-box?" asked Marco. "What is that?"

"Didn't you ever see a lumber-box?" asked Forester. "It is a
square box, on runners, like those of a sleigh. The farmers have
them to haul their produce to market."

"Why do they call it a lumber-box?" asked Marco.



The Lumber-Box.

"Why, when the country was first settled, they used to carry
lumber to market principally; that is, bundles of shingles and



clapboards, which they made from timber cut in the woods. It
requires some time for a new farm, made in the forests, to get
into a condition to produce much grass for cattle. I suppose that
it was in this way that these vehicles got the name of lumber-
boxes. You will see a great many of them, in the winter season,
coming down from every part of the country, toward the large
towns on the rivers, filled with produce."

"What else do the farmers turn their grass into, besides wool ?"
asked Marco.

"Into beef," said Forester. "They raise cows and oxen. They
let them eat the grass as it grows, all summer, and in the winter
they feed them with what they have cut and dried and stored in
the barn for them. The farmers are all ambitious to cut as much
hay as they can, and to keep a large stock of cattle. Thus they
turn the grass into beef, and the beef can be easily transported.
In fact, it almost transports itself."

"How do you mean?" asked Marco.

"Why, the oxen and cows, when they are fat and ready for
market, walk off in droves to Boston, to be killed. They don't
kill them where they are raised, for then they would have to
haul away the beef in wagons or sleighs, but make the animals
walk to market themselves, and kill them there. But the farmers
don't generally take their own cattle to market. Men go about the
country, and call upon the farmers, and buy their cattle, and thus
collect great droves. These men are called drovers. In traveling
in this part of the country, late in the fall, you would see great



droves of cattle and sheep, passing along the road, all going to
Boston, or rather Brighton."

"Where i1s Brighton?" asked Marco.

"It is a town very near Boston, where the great cattle market
is held. The Boston dealers come out to Brighton, and buy the
cattle, and have them slaughtered, and the beef packed and sent
away all over the world. Thus the farmers turn the grass into beef,
and in that shape it can be transported and sold."

"And what else?" asked Marco.

"Why, they raise a great many horses in Vermont," replied
Forester. "These horses live upon grass, eating it as it grows in
the pastures and on the mountains, in the summer, and being
fed upon hay in the barn in the winter. These horses, when they
are four or five years old, are sent away to market to be sold.
They can be transported very easily. A man will ride one, and
lead four or five by his side. They will be worth perhaps seventy-
five dollars apiece; so that one man will easily take along with
him, three or four hundred dollars' worth of the produce of the
farm, in the shape of horses; whereas the hay which had been
consumed on the farm to make these horses, it would have taken
forty yoke of oxen to move."

"Forty yoke!" repeated Marco.

"I don't mean to be exact," said Forester. "I mean it would take
a great many. So that, by feeding his hay out to horses, the farmer
gets his produce into a better state to be transported to market.
The Vermont horses go all over the land. Thus you see that the



farmers in the grass country have to turn the vegetable products
which they raise, into animal products, before they can get them
to market; and as the rearing of animals is a work which requires
a great deal of attention, care, patience, and skill, the cultivators
must be men of a higher class than those which are employed in
raising cotton, or even than those who raise grain. The animals
must be watched and guarded while they are young. There are a
great many different diseases, and accidents, and injuries which
they are exposed to, and it requires constant watchfulness, and
considerable, intelligence, to guard against them. This makes a
great difference in the character which is required in the laborers,
in the different cases. A cotton plantation in the south can be
cultivated by slaves. A grain farm in the middle states can be
worked by hired laborers; but a northern grass farm, with all its
oxen, cows, sheep, poultry, and horses, can only be successfully
managed by the work of the owner."

"Is that the reason why they have slaves at the south?" asked
Marco.

"It is a reason why slaves can be profitable at the south. In
cultivating cotton or sugar, a vast proportion of all the work done
in the year is the same. Almost the whole consists of a few simple
processes, such as planting, hoeing, picking cotton, &c., and this
is to be performed on smooth, even land, where set tasks can be
easily assigned. But the work on a grass farm is endlessly varied.
It would not be possible to divide it into set tasks. And then it is of
such a nature, that it could not possibly be performed successfully



by the mere labor of the hands. The mind
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