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The principle fight was over the  Township 
Committee. T hree men w ere chosen, instead 
of five, and they  w ere all Republicans—  
H enry  C. Randolph, Lewis W. M iller J r . and 
John  J . M arsh. S tites M. P arse was elected 
F reeholder in place o f Charlie M artine; and 
Sam Ball, who was good a t picking winners, 
succeeded John D arby as Assessor. Tom 
Nichols, an  out-and-out D em ocrat before he 
took office, was reelected. Like m ost suc
cessful Town Clerks, he was a poet and 
story  te ller, and avoided all political a rg u 
m ents. George Squier, ano ther Dem ocrat, 
was reelected  Collector. He was considered

the best all ’round hand shaker in the county.
The E lection and Town M eeting was held 

a t  th e  house of Excelsior H. & L. Co. a t 
Scotch P lains. The volunteers asked only fo r  
$100, and i t  was considered a m odest ap- 
p ropria tion  and everybody voted fo r  it. An- 
o ther item  which helped o u t in the em er
gency was the increase in the appropriation  
fo r  “ incidental expenses” from  $100 to $300. 
B efore he voted, the  Town W ag asked the 
Judge  of Elections, Dan P erry , if incidentals 
covered “still alarm s” . I t  rem ains to  be 
noted th a t Scotch P lains has been a Repub
lican tow n ever since.

E g g s  F u s t i c a t e d — 1 8 9 5

Peg-Leg Charlie Holmes rested his wooden 
m em ber upon the dashboard and clucked, 
“ Go ’long, you, Mabel, go Tong!” The owner 
of a castoff spring wagon and a boney m are, 
recently  given to him by neighbors who 
thought the  Negro would be b e tte r off rico
cheting than  hobbling into town, he fe lt proud 
as a peacock. The mare limped, the wagon 
creeked and Charlie crooned. It was a big 
day— S aturday!— on his calendar. He was 
gwine fo r  to see his Rachel, a t  Missus Ped
dies.

Rachel was cook a t Peddies. Energetic, 
efficient, plump and good natured , she com
m anded the high wage of $15 per month and 
board. She w ent by the name of Holmes and 
was said to be Charlie’s wife, though she sel
dom visited him a t his cabin on Summit Road, 
p re fe rrin g  the com fort and gratu ities of the 
Peddie mansion to th a t “ smelly ole place 
Charlie libs in.” B ut she was devoted to the 
crippled Negro. On S aturday m ornings, she 
m et him in the driveway near the barn, with 
a new-made lemon m eringue pie, a loaf of 
bread, and a package of choice Havana cigar 
bu tts fo r his pipe. On this m orning, she had 
a big “ s’prize” fo r him— a small basket filled 
with eggs (secretly  gathered from  the coops 
in the “ ebenin” ), which she placed cautiously 
on the seat beside him. Then she told him to 
hold out his hand. “ Dere you is,” said she, 
and laid in his eager palm a bright silver 
dollar. “ D at’s fo r you to get some woolen 
m ittens and w ristlets. W inter soon be here, 
chile, an ’ you needs ’em drivin’

C harlie’s eyes sparkled w ith adm iration. 
H e kissed her. “ I ’ll get dem m ittens sure 
'nuff, honey,” he said. “ Yes, m a’am !” Reso
lution failed, however, when he reached town. 
He couldn’t make the m are go stra igh t to the 
store. “ Ju s’ natchully” she stopped a t the 
hitching post in fro n t of the hotel, and he 
had to step in fo r a m inute to  ta lk  w ith Mr. 
Coombs, the proprietor. . . .

Late th a t afternoon, Alzam ora Buck, Esq., 
paused in his walk homeward to observe a 
curious spectacle. A m are attached  to a 
spring wagon was m unching grass con ten t
edly under the big oak tree  in the bend on 
M ountain A venue; while its owner, stretched  
upon the seat, his wooden leg projecting  over 
the fro n t wheel, snored, and from  his wooly- 
black head there  dripped a filmy yellow sub
stance. Mr. Buck poked the sleeper w ith his 
walking stick. “ C harlie!” he called, “wake 
up! Your eggs are  scram bled!”

Charlie groaned and opened his eyes. 
Blinking, he lifted  his stocky body into an 
upright position. “ Ugh! U gh!” Som ething 
seemed to  tell him th a t the wicked debil had 
got the b e tte r of him again. Ugh! Who was 
th a t gen’lman standing there , grinning a t 
him? Sure ’nuff, it was Mr. Buck. He bowed 
politely and smiled. “ Good ebenin’, Suh;’’ 
then raised his hand to his cheek. Som ething 
was w rong th ere ; it fe lt greasy. He looked a t 
his hand. “ For de Lawd sakes, dem ’s eggs!” 
he exclaimed. “ Yes, suh! But dey a in ’t  
scram bled, Mr. Buck. No, suh! Dey’s fu sti
cated. D at’s w hat dey is— fustica ted !”


