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out-of-the-way paths, and hub-deep in the mire. That
they reminded me of the Hibernian, who bet a glass of
grog with a hod carrier, that he could not carry him in
his hod up a ladder to the third story of a new building.
He seated himself in the hod, and the other mounted the
ladder with his load upon his shoulder.  He ascended to
the second story pretty steadily, but as he approached
the third his strength failed him, he began to totter, and
Pat was so delighted at the prospect of winning his bet,
that he clapped his hands and shouted, "By the powers
the grog's mine," and he made such a stir in the hod,
that I wish I may be shot if he didn't win it, but he
broke his neck in the fall. And so I told my constituents
that they might possibly gain the victory, but in doing
so, they would ruin their country.

I told them moreover of my services, pretty straight
up and down, for a man may be allowed to speak on
such subjects when others are about to forget them; and
I also told them of the manner in which I had been
knocked down and dragged out, and that I did not
consider it a fair fight any how they could fix it. I put
the ingredients in the cup pretty strong I tell you, and I
concluded my speech by telling them that I was done
with politics for the present, and that they might all go
to hell, and I would go to Texas.

When I returned home I felt sort of cast down at the
change hat had taken place in my fortunes, and sorrow,
it is said, will make even an oyster feel poetical. I never
tried my hand at that sort of writing, but on this
particular occasion such was my state of feeling, that I


