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    Stuyvesant: A Franconia Story
 


 
 
by
 
Jacob Abbott
 


 
 
One pleasant summer morning Alphonzo was amusing himself by swinging on a gate in front of his mother’s house. His cousin Malleville, who was then about eight years old, was sitting upon a stone outside of the gate, by the roadside, in a sort of corner that was formed between the wall and a great tree which was growing there. Malleville was employed in telling her kitten a story.
 
The kitten was sitting near Malleville, upon a higher stone. Malleville was leaning upon this stone, looking the kitten in the face. The kitten was looking down, but she seemed to be listening very attentively.
 
“Now, Kitty,” said Malleville, “if you will sit still and hark, I will tell you a story,—a story about a mouse. I read it in a book. Once there was a mouse, and he was white, and he lived in a cage. No I forgot,—there were three mice. I’ll begin again.
 
“Once there was a boy, and he had three white mice, and he kept them in a cage.”
 
Here Malleville’s story was interrupted by Phonny, who suddenly called out:
 
“Here comes Beechnut, Malleville.”
 
“I don’t care,” said Malleville, “I’m telling a story to Kitty, and you must not interrupt me.”
 
Here the kitten jumped down from the stone and ran away.
 
“Now Phonny!” said Malleville, “see what you have done;—you have made my Kitty go away.”
 
“I didn’t make her go away,” said Phonny.
 
“Yes you did,” said Malleville, “you interrupted my story, and that made her go away.”
 
Phonny laughed aloud at this assertion, though Malleville continued to look very serious. Phonny then repeated that he did not make the kitten go away, and besides, he said, he thought that it was very childish to pretend to tell a story to a kitten.
 
Malleville said that she did not think it was childish at all; for her kitten liked to hear stories. Phonny, at this, laughed again, and then Malleville, appearing to be still more displeased, said that she was not any more childish than Phonny himself was.
 
By this time Beechnut, as Phonny called him, had come up. He was driving a cart. The cart was loaded with wood. The wood consisted of small and dry sticks, which Beechnut had gathered together in the forest.
 
“Beechnut,” said Phonny, “are you going into the woods again for another load?”
 
“Yes,” said Beechnut.
 
“And may I go with you?” said Phonny.
 
“Yes,” said Beechnut.
 
“And I?” said Malleville.
 
“Yes,” said Beechnut.
 
Beechnut drove on into the yard, and at length stopped near a great woodpile. Beechnut began to throw off the wood. Phonny climbed up into the cart too, to help Beechnut unload. Malleville sat down upon a log lying near to see.
 
While they were at work thus, throwing off the wood, Phonny, instead of taking the smallest sticks that came in his way, tried always to get hold of the largest. He had three motives for doing this, all mingled together. The first was a pleasure in exercising his own strength; the second, a desire to show Malleville that he was no child; and the third, to make a display of his strength to Beechnut.
 
After a while, when the load had been about half thrown off, Phonny stopped his work, straightened himself up with an air of great self-satisfaction and said,
 
“Malleville says I am childish; do you think I am, Beechnut?”
 
“No,” said Malleville, “I did not say so.” She began to be a little frightened at this appeal to Beechnut.
 
“Yes,” said Phonny, “you certainly did.”
 
“No,” said Malleville.
 
“What did you say?” asked Phonny.
 
“I said I was not childish myself, any more than you.”
 
“Well, that is the same thing,” said Phonny.
 
Malleville was silent. She thought that it was a different thing, but she did not know very well how to explain the difference.
 
In the mean time Beechnut went on unloading the wood.
 
“Do you think I am childish at all, Beechnut,” said Phonny.
 
“Why I don’t know,” said Beechnut, doubtfully. “I don’t know how many childish things it is necessary for a boy to do, in order to be considered as childish in character; but I have known you to do two childish things within half an hour.”
 
Phonny seemed a little surprised and a little confused at this, and after a moment’s pause he said:
 
“I know what one of them is, I guess.”
 
“What?” asked Beechnut.
 
“Swinging on the gate.”
 
“No,” said Beechnut, “I did not mean that. You have done things a great deal more childish than that.”
 
“What?” said Phonny.
 
“The first was,” said Beechnut, “making a dispute with Malleville, by appealing to me to decide whether you were childish.”
 
“Why I ought to know if I am childish,” said Phonny, “so that if I am, I may correct the fault.”
 
“I don’t think that that was your motive,” said Beechnut, “in asking. If you had wished to know my opinion in order to correct yourself of the fault, you would have asked me some time privately. I think that your motive was a wish to get a triumph over Malleville.”
 
“Oh, Beechnut!” said Phonny.
 
Although Phonny said Oh Beechnut, he still had a secret conviction that what Beechnut had said was true. He was silent a moment, and then he asked what was the other childishness which Beechnut had seen within half an hour.
 
“In unloading this wood,” said Beechnut, “you tried to get hold of the biggest sticks, even when they were partly buried under the little ones, and thus worked to great disadvantage. Men take the smaller ones off first, and so clear the way to get at the larger ones. But boys make a great ado in getting hold of the largest ones they can see, by way of showing the by-standers how strong they are.”
 
“Well,” said Phonny, “I will throw off the little ones after this.”
 
So Phonny went to work again, and in throwing off the remainder of the load, he acted in a much more sensible and advantageous manner than he had done before. The cart was soon empty. Beechnut then went into the house and brought out a small chair; this he placed in the middle of the cart, for Malleville. He also placed a board across the cart in front, in such a manner that the ends of the board rested upon the sides of the cart. The board thus formed a seat for Beechnut and Phonny. Beechnut then gave the reins to Phonny, who had taken his seat upon the board, while he, himself, went to help Malleville in.
 
He led Malleville up to the cart behind, and putting his hands under her arms, he said “Jump!” Malleville jumped—Beechnut at the same time lifting to help her. She did not however quite get up, and so Beechnut let her down to the ground again.
 
“Once more,” said Beechnut.
 
So Malleville tried again. She went a little higher this time than before, but not quite high enough.
 
“That makes twice,” said Beechnut. “The rule is,
 
“Try it once, try it twice,And then once more, and that makes thrice.”
 
The third time Malleville seemed to be endowed with some new and supernatural strength in her jumping: for she bounded so high that her feet rose almost to a level with the top of the seat, and then, as she came down gently upon the floor of the cart, Beechnut released his hold upon her, and she walked to her chair and sat down. Beechnut then mounted to his place by the side of Phonny, and the whole party rode away.
 
After riding along for some distance, Phonny asked Beechnut if he really thought that he was childish.
 
“Why no,” said Beechnut, “not particularly. You are a little boyish sometimes, and I suppose that that is to be expected, since you are really a boy. But you are growing older every year, and I see some marks of manliness in you, now and then. How old are you now?”
 
“I am nine years and five months,” said Phonny. “That is, I am about half-past nine.”
 
“That is pretty old,” said Beechnut, “but then I suppose I must expect you to be a boy some time longer.”
 
“Beechnut,” said Phonny, “did you know that my cousin Wallace was coming here pretty soon?”
 
“Is he?” said Beechnut. “From college?”
 
“Yes,” said Phonny, “it is his vacation. He is coming here to spend his vacation.”
 
“I am glad of that,” said Beechnut. “I like to have him here.”
 
“And my cousin Stuyvesant is coming too,” said Phonny.
 
“Stuyvesant is my brother,” said Malleville.
 
“How old is he?” asked Beechnut.
 
“He is only nine,” said Phonny.
 
“Then he is not so old as you are,” said Beechnut.
 
“Not quite,” said Phonny.
 
“And I suppose of course, he will be more of a boy than you,” said Beechnut.
 
“I don’t know,” said Phonny.
 
“We shall see,” said Beechnut.
 
Just then, Phonny heard the sound of wheels behind him. He turned round and saw a wagon coming along the road.
 
“Here comes a wagon,” said he. “I am going to whip up, so that they shall not go by us.”
 
“No,” said Beechnut, “turn out to one side of the road, and walk the horse, and let them go by.”
 
“Why?” asked Phonny.
 
“I’ll tell you presently,” said Beechnut, “after the wagon has got before us.”
 
Phonny turned out of the road and let the wagon drive by, and then Beechnut told him that the reason why he was not willing to have him whip up and keep ahead was, that he wanted to use the strength of the horse that day, in hauling wood, and not to waste it in galloping along the road, racing with a wagon.
 
At length the party reached a place where there was a pair of bars by the roadside, and a way leading in, to a sort of pasture. Phonny knew that this was where Beechnut was going, and so he turned in. The road was rough, and Malleville had to hold on very carefully to the side of the cart as they went along. Presently the road went into a wood, and after going on some way in this wood, Beechnut directed Phonny to stop, and they all got out.
 
“Now, Phonny,” said Beechnut, “you can have your choice either to work or play.”
 
“What do you think that I had better do?” said Phonny.
 
“Play, I rather think,” said Beechnut.
 
“I thought you would say work,” said Phonny.
 
“You had better play, in order to keep Malleville company,” said Beechnut.
 
“Well,” said Phonny, “I will.”
 
So while Beechnut went to work to get a new load of wood, Phonny and Malleville went away to play.
 
There was a precipice of rocks near the place where Beechnut was loading his cart, with a great many large rocks at the foot of it. The top of the precipice was crowned with trees, and there were also a great many bushes and trees growing among the rocks below. It was a very wild and romantic place, and Phonny and Malleville liked to play there very much indeed.
 
After a time Phonny called out to Beechnut to inquire whether he had any matches in his pocket. He said that he and Malleville were going to build a fire.
 
“Yes,” said Beechnut, “I have. Come here and I will give you some.”
 
So Phonny sent Malleville after the matches, while he collected dry wood for a fire. When Malleville returned, she gave Phonny the matches, and told him that Beechnut said that they must make the fire on the rocks somewhere, or in some other safe place, so that it should not spread into the woods.
 
“Well,” said Phonny, “I will look about and find a good place.”
 
Accordingly, he began to walk along at the foot of the precipice, examining every recess among the rocks, and all the nooks and corners which seemed to promise well, as places of encampment. Malleville could not quite keep up with him on account of the roughnesses and inequalities of the way.
 
At last Malleville, who had fallen a little behind, heard Phonny calling to her in tones of great delight. She hastened on. In a moment she saw Phonny before her just coming out from among the bushes and calling to her,
 
“Malleville! Malleville! come here quick!—I have found a cavern.”
 
Malleville went on, and presently she came in view of what Phonny called a cavern. It was a place where two immense fragments of rock leaned over toward each other, so as to form a sort of roof, beneath which was an inclosure which Phonny called a cavern. He might perhaps have more properly called it a grotto. There was a great flat stone at the bottom of the cavern, which made an excellent floor, and there was an open place in the top behind, where Phonny thought that the smoke would go out if he should make a fire.
 
“There, Malleville,” said Phonny, when she came where she could see the cavern, “that is what I call a discovery. We will play that we are savages, and that we live in a cavern.”
 
Phonny rolled two large stones into the cavern, and placed them in the back part of it, where he intended to build his fire. These stones were for andirons. Then he began to bring in logs, and sticks, and branches of trees, such as he found lying upon the ground dead and dry. These he piled up inside of the cavern in a sort of corner, where there was a deep recess or crevice, which was very convenient for holding the wood.
 
Malleville helped him do all this. When a sufficient supply of wood was gathered, Phonny laid some of it across his stone andirons, and then prepared to light the fire.
 
He rubbed one of his matches against a dry log, and the match immediately kindled. Phonny looked at the blue flame a moment, and then, as if some sudden thought had struck him, he blew it out again, and said,
 
“On the whole, I will go and ask Beechnut. We may as well be sure.”
 
So he ran down from the entrance of the cavern, and thence along by the way that they had come, through the thicket, until he came in sight of Beechnut.
 
“Beechnut,” said he, calling out very loud, “we have found a cavern;—may we build a fire in it?”
 
“Yes,” said Beechnut.
 
Then Phonny went back, and telling Malleville that Beechnut had said yes, he proceeded to kindle his fire.
 
It happened that there were two large stones, tolerably square in form, each of them, and flat upon the upper side, which were lying in the cavern in such places as to be very convenient for seats. When the fire began to burn, Phonny sat down upon one of these seats, and gave Malleville the other. The fire blazed up very cheerily, and the smoke and sparks, winding their way up the side of the rock, which formed the back of the cavern, escaped out through the opening at the top in a very satisfactory manner.
 
“There,” said Phonny, “this is what I call comfortable. If we only now had something to eat, it is all I should want.”
 
“I’ll tell you what,” said he again, after a moment’s pause, “we will send home by Beechnut, when he goes with his next load, to get us something to eat.”
 
“Well,” said Malleville, “so we will.”
 
Beechnut very readily undertook the commission of bringing Phonny and Malleville something to eat. Accordingly, when his cart was loaded he went away, leaving Phonny and Malleville in their cavern. While he was gone the children employed themselves in bringing flat stones, and making a fireplace by building walls on each side of their fire.
 
In due time Beechnut returned, bringing with him a large round box, which he said that Mrs. Henry had sent to Phonny and Malleville. It was too heavy for Phonny to lift easily, and so Beechnut drove his cart along until it was nearly opposite the cavern. Then he took the box out of the cart and carried it into the cavern, and laid it down upon Malleville’s seat.
 
Phonny opened it, and he found that it contained a variety of stores. There were four potatoes and four apples, each rolled up in a separate paper. There were also two crackers. These crackers were in a tin mug, just big enough to hold them, one on the top of the other. The mug, Phonny said, was for them to drink from, and as there was a spring by the side of the cavern they had plenty of water.
 
“One cracker is for me,” said Phonny, “and the other for you, Malleville. I mean to split my cracker in two, and toast the halves.”
 
At the bottom of the box there was half a pie.
 
Beechnut stopped to see what the box contained, and then he went away to his work again. As he went away, he told the children that Mrs. Henry said that they need not come home to dinner that day, unless they chose to do so,—but might make their dinner, if they pleased, in the cavern, from what she had sent them in the box.
 
The children were very much pleased with this plan. They remained in the cavern a long time. They roasted their potatoes in the fire, and their apples in front of it. They toasted their crackers and warmed their pie, by placing them against a stone between the andirons; and they got water, whenever they were thirsty, in the dipper from the spring.
 
At length, about the middle of the afternoon, when their interest in the cavern was beginning to decline, their thoughts were suddenly turned away from it altogether, by the news which Beechnut announced to them on his return from the house, after his eighth load, that Wallace had arrived.
 
“And has my brother Stuyvesant come too?” asked Malleville.
 
“I suppose so,” said Beechnut, “there was a boy with him, about as large as Phonny, but I did not hear what his name was.”
 
“Oh, it is he! it is he!” said Malleville, clapping her hands.
 
Phonny and Malleville mounted upon the top of the load as soon as Beechnut got it ready, and rode home. They ran into the house, while Beechnut went to unload his wood. Just as Beechnut was ready to go out of the yard again with his empty cart, Phonny came out.
 
“Cousin Wallace has really come,” said Phonny.
 
“Ah!” said Beechnut, “and what does he have to say?”
 
“Why, he says,” replied Phonny, “that he is going to make a man of me.”
 
“Is he?” said Beechnut. “Well, I hope he will take proper time for it. I have no great opinion of the plan of making men out of boys before their time.”
 
So saying, Beechnut drove away, and Phonny went in.
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