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ST. JOHN, N. B,, SATURDAY, AUGUST 12, 1899 

SOUTHERN BIOODHOUNDS 
FEW OF THE BREED USED TO HUNT 

SLAVES FOUND NOW. 
- ra 

Causes of Their Sudden Dimappcrance After 

thre War—-Dogs of Keen Scent and Acute 

Iotelligence—The Wits of Slaves Matched 

Agaiast Thelrs—Once Very Costly. 

There was a time when the bloodhound 

ws distinctively a dog of the Southern tier 

©: States; when to own one or a pair meant 

that a owned slaves, was therefore a man 

of property, and presumably a planter 
One if not more of these dogs was care- 

fully kept on each plantation. If the 
plantation was a large one, the blood- | 
hounds would number probably balt a 
dozen, svffivient to form a fair sized 

pack They were registered, highly 

walued and crossed and bred with fore- 

thought and skill. Certain strains 

were celebrated for scen®, o'here for speed 

others for endurance, others for ferocity. 
It a slave owner ceuld obtain dogs which 

united the blood of all these s'rains, he bad 

an ides pack. ~ Sometimes the p-opietor of 

a highly valuab e strain estableshed a dog 
stud, was as expensive an instition asa 

stud in Kentucky is to day. It cost the 

owner much money, and it cost the patrons 

more. Some of the dogs are yet remem. 

bered in the S)uth for their supercanine 
merits Such was Ranger, a bloodhound 
owned in southern Georgie in the early 

fities. Such also were Meteor of western 

Alabama, and Nig of the Yazoo dei'a in 

Mississippi and Lawyer Jack of an upper 
county in Florida and Pancho of middle 

Louisiana. The blood of these brutes runs 

here and there in the veins of animal now 
widely scattered, survivals of a vast num- 

ber of forbears tbat have gone neo man 

knows whither. 

In the South the question is often asked 
by an old timer. What has beco ne of the 

bloodhounds ? Only the questioner dees not 
say ‘bloodhounds.” He says ‘nigger dogs,’ 
waich is the name by which they were 

known from South Carolina to Texas. The 

question has not yet been answered. There 
must have been when the war began as 
many as 20 (00 bloodhounds in the South. 

There were nearly as many when the war 

ended. That was less than thir'y-five years 

ago, yet the dog is now comparatively rare. 
The explanation is to be found in the fact 

that the bloodhound—the American variety 

— is good for nothing in the world except 

to chase men. When the need of chasing 

mea disappeared the dogs disappeared. 
They were not bred longer. Because .of 

their temper they were not permitted to 

cross ‘with other dogs. They lived out 
their lives and died without further pro. 

geny. Those now alive have been kept for 

tbe old purpose and their number kas been 

ristricted by the limit of that purpose. 
They are used now only in the pursuit of 

criminals. Every Southern penitentiary 

hss a brace of them. A good many Sher- 

iffs keep them. 

Generally these animals are of pure 

blood, undefiled descendants ot their 

mighty progenitors. They are quite re- 
markable animals in their way, probably 

the greatest exemplars of patient, untiring 

ferocity. Their keenness of scent is a 

s:raoge thing, though it is of more value in 

thinly settled localities than in neighber=~ 
hoods where many feet are likely to con- 

fuse a trail. It does not seem credible that 
the mere temporary pressure of a man’s 

boot or shoe upon the ground should leave 
a distinguishable odor for a space of 

twenty-four hours, providing that there be 

no rain in the meantime ; but that it does 

has been proved by a thousand chases and 

captures. Sometimes.in the South a mur- 

derer breaks jail. Until the introduction 

of chilled steel cages this was not a dit- 

ficult matter. Dogs are telephon- 

ed for probably 150 miles away. 

They arrive a day late. They are led in 

lesh to a point where the criminal made 

his exit and uncoupled. They take up the 

scent instantly and tollow it rapidly. The 

man must have crosted much water or 

blurred his trail among the footsteps of 
dazéhs of others to 

tempt at pursuit. They seem to koow 
better tba any man could know the know 
the end of their quest and the limitation of 
their powers. Fa 

It is not so an infrequent thing with 
these animals to display brain action close- 

ly allied to reason. A bloodhound of two 
years’ experience, if the trail brings it to a 
stream, will never waste a moment looking 

for the scent on the side exactly opposite 
to where it ran down to the water. The 
dog will always begin casting down the 
bank, going sometimes for a halt mile be- 

fore it again strikes the trail It concludes 

nstantly that no fugitive will emerge on a 
direct line with his entrance and that he 

will go out of bis course in the water to 

confuse the trail. It is aware also, in some 
strange fashior, that it is the impulse of a 
flying man to wade downstream, and if he 

is hurried he will not stop to change this 
impulse. The bloodhound will turn and 

cast along the bank up stream only when 

he bas thoroughly searched the downstream 

bank. The dog's nose gets bettsr practice, 
just as his brain does. Certain old fellows, 

with white hairs bereand there in their black 
coats, are ss nearly infallib'e as fl:sh and 

blood ever get to be. They hesitate on a 

trail only at rare intervals. If a man has 

doubled they will overrun for possibly ten 

yards, wheel and take tbe back fr ck with 

cer ainty. If their quarry has sprung far 

to one side they will overrun, wbeel, search 

for the back trial, fail to find it, then be- 
gin a serious of circles of small diameter 

along the trail util they strike the new one. 

Then they steam away once more, heavy 

heads within two inches of the ground, 

tails straight behind them and rigid as iron 

bars. The blood | hound is not a water 

dog. yet when a stream crosses its path it 

takes it without besitation, no matter how 

wide or swit it may be. It ereems to be- 

lieve that it can traverse anything a man 

can swim, and the possibility that the fug- 
ative has found a boat does not enter into 

canine calculation. A good miny dogs 
have been drowred in endeavoring to cross 

estuaries and other arms of the ses ran- 

ring into the Southern coasts. As for the 
Mississippi, a bloodhound can always 

swim it, if it be not more than bankful; 

that is to say not more than a mile or a 

mile and a half wide. 
“Strolling ‘Uncle Tom's Cabin’ com- 

panies occasionally have a couple of huge 

hounds to add unnecessary horror”to the 
performance. These companies are not 

popular in the South, but they come 
through sometimes and are liberally pat- 

ronized for the fun of it. Also the Souther- 

ner likes to sit around afterward and de- 
nounce the show and consider himself 

abused, which is a privilege. These the- 

atrical doge are sometimes bloodhounds 
all right, but they are not Southern blovd- 

hcuna’s. They belong to the English, or 

Coniinental, breed, the kind that Walter 

Scott knew. He spesks of *“The deep- 
mouthed bloodhound’s mellow bay Re- 

sounding up the rocky way.” The Eaoglish 

bloodhound not only bays, but also has a 
remarkably sonorous and beautiful voice. 

it opens on a cold trail,qand keeps it up 

until the quarry is sighted or run down. 
I: is of great eiz3, with deep chest, wh 

tul shoulders, massive head, drooping jaws 

and long ears, a eagacious and affec- 

tionate animal, courageous, not especially 

savage, and a good friend to msn. This 

is the old sluethbound or slothound a name 

taken from a sleuth or slot or trail of the 

decr, Bubs quently the dog was named 

bloodhound as a matter of diet, but becuse 

having once found the bloodslot ot a wound- 

ed animal, it follows with great stanchness. 

The Southern bloodhound of pure breed 

does not bay on the trial. When running, 

its note is confined to a querulous whine, 
and this is heard only when the nose is 

temporarily at fault. When casting about 

for a doubled trail or a leap aside, it 
whimpers a gool deal like a whipped 

puppy. When it sights the chase bowever 

it breaks into a deep, hoarse bark that has 

1 tile music in it, yet has a strong effact on 

the nerves. lt is raucous and utterly 
throw them bo 

Always supposing that twenty-four bou The bloodhound of the South is a descen- 

is the extreme hmit allowed the fugitive, 

the dogs are the best means to effect his 

capture. They wiil follow him until they 
come up with him if it takes a week, un- 

less he bas boarded a train at some swamp 

s:ation or been taken up by some little 

ste*mer plying the inland rivers. In that 

cas) the dogs will run to the place where 
theiz quarry began the use otf means of 

locomotion other than his own, utter one 
deep note of anger and surrender all at- 

dant ot the Cuban bloodhound and differs 

materially from its English cousin. It is 

generally larger, it is fiercer and it is switt- 

er. There is more of a bulldog cut above 
the head. Undoubtedly back in the past 

the race was crossed with the bulldog. The 
bull strain is evidenced also in its manner 
of taking hold. It is not a snapping dog, 

but grips and hangs on steadily to the se- 
lected spot and can be disengaged only by 
compressing its nostrils and shutting off its 

breath. The first Cuban bloodhounds in 
this country were imported more than 200 

years ago by Lomsiana planters. They 
were owned by every man who owned ne- 
proes and were used liberally. Slaves were 

cheapsr then than afterward and it did not 
much matter pecuniarily if the dog's 

hold on the throat were broken by 

tearing out the fl sh and tendons. The 
planting don ot 1700 had the Spanish 
streak of cruslty intens.fied by a semi-wild 

life and the travsplantation to the New 
World of feudal customs and despotisme. 

He existad baronially and his wile, hisscns 

his daughters and his poor kin were as 
much his chattels as the blacks. He re- 

garded the African merely as animals of 

a different species and not individually 
worth so much as the dogs. It was 

often the case that the fugitive slave 

did not live after his capture. If the dogs 

caught him on the ground, which was sel- 
dom they killed him before the riders 

could be in at the death. If he gained a 
tree his olive-skinned masters shot him out 
as an example to the others. The Cuban 
hound then coast a good deal of money 
and was well treated. Od bills of sale in 

the Court Houses of L.ouisanna record the 

purchase of these animals. Sometimes 
they brought as much as $1,000 a pair. 

Eventually the breed spread all through 

the South, though the dog was not used as 

man hunters in the upper tier of the South- 

ern States. It is to be doubted if a blood- 

hound was ever laid on the trail of a negro 
slave in Virginia, North Carolina or 

Maryland. The planters of th's century, 

however, as a matter ol course protected 

their slaves from attack by the animale, 

The dog bad become muck cheaper while 
the negroes had risen enormously in value, 

1 did not pay to have a $1000 negro chew- 

ed up by a $50 dog, humane consideration 

aside, and among the old planters there 
was much homanpity in the treatment of 

their dependants. Furthermore, they had 
the property pride their possessions. They 

velued a fine negro, as nowadays they 
value a fine horse, thought him 

a better negro than anybody else's 

n-gro, boasted of his fine points and bel 
liberally on his capaciies. Generally when 

a slave ran away it was an easy matter to 
preserve him from the fangs of the trailing 

brutes. Invariably he made for the swamp 

at the back of the plantation. It contained 
‘many streams and lagoons that aided him 

in throwing dogs off the recent. If the 

worst came to the worst, he could always 

climb a tree. There is no doubt that the 

ancient anecdote of the coon which remark- 

ed to the man with the gun, ‘Don’c shoot, 

mister, I m coming down,’ had its origin in 

some runway hand perched ina cypress 

and glairing down with frightened eyes at 
his irate master but preserving always the 

negro’s sense of humor. Indeed this story 

is venerated and loved in every quarter, 

and is always good for a laugh. 

It stands to reason that the negroes 

hated the dogs as their bitterest enemies 

and feared them. The Alrican when left 

to bims:1f is a good deal of a botanist in a 
crude way and may be trusted to find any 

poison that lurks in strange plants. The 

old slaves bad poisons that produced mad- 

ness and poisons that produced permanent 

or témporary paralysis and poisons that 

produced death. The secrets of many of 

them have lapsed with the death of their 

possessors. In the southern part of this 

State tc-day are several voodoo women 

who as toxicologists know more than is 

written in the books. When a bloodhound 

died suddenly the master knew what ailed 
him, but as he could not identity the guilty 

negro little was ever done about it. The 

only thing pessible to him was to guard 
the animals sedulously, aad this was done. 

The most trusty slave was made their keep- 
er snd was held responsible for their 

haalth. When one of them came to a 
mysterious end the keeper was severely 

beaten, but this did not bring the dog back. 

There were other negroes of a more dar- 

ing temperament who sometimes ran away 
merely to match their wits against the wits 

of the dogs, and these duels were often 

memorable. Just as certain dogs are now 
famed for the stanchness, intelligence and 
nose, so certain men are remembered for 
their courage, skill and steadfastness dis- 

played in dedging or outfooting them. 
There are instances of negroes going forty 

hours without a moment’s pause, and fia- 
ally beating ths pack back to the quarters, 
Of course they were whipped as soon as 
found, but that did not trouble them any. 
They had had their fun. 

On Belle Isle plantation in the lower 

part of this parish years ago lived a slave 
called Big Matt. He was a sel'-taught 

carpenter, end a good one, and did all the 
wo) )dwork about the place, the making of 

wheels and repairing of wigons included. 
He was as black asjet, jovial and beloved 

,of the children at the big houee, but with 

a wild streak in him that demanded just so 
much liberty every six months. Holidays 

were not given to slaves when they 

thought they needed him, and Big Matt 
knew this as well as he knew anything, but 

he took his. When the fit seized him, he 

disappeared. At the end of three weeks 
his longing for savagery was satisfied. 

He came back then, sheepistly, quietly 
took his whipping, listened to the scoli- 
ings of his wite and went back to work. 
It was hard for a reasonable man to blame 
him. He was but one remove from 
the primeval forest  fastnesses of 
equatorial Africa. For ages bis ances- 
tors bad ranged tree as the lion and 
leopard in th-ir hunting grounds. it was 
not difficult to imagine Big Matt stripped 
to a bark breechclout, his powerful limbs 
shining with palm oil, the bone ring of the 
warrior plaited into bis hair and in his 
brawny band a spear. His father used to 
say that be bad been a prince in his own 
country. This father spoke little Kaglish 
and to the day of his death was feared by 
the overseers. Big Matt got gentleness 
from his mother, who was a Zanzibar wo- 
men and & house servant ; nevertheless the 
roving blcod was in him and would not out. 
He wae a mystery to many, becauss he was 
never captured, though pursued with vigor. 
It being necessary to maintain discipline 
at all baz rds, the best dogs were put be- 
hind him, but always his trail ended in the 
swamp at a point three-quarters of a mile 
trom the furthest cultivated Jand. The dogs 
faulted there suddenly and abrolutely cast 
about for hours in every direction, but 
could never recover the scent. His master 
questiomed tbe giant negro many times, 
but could get no satisfactory answer. Big 
Matt had an unvaryirg reply: *‘W'en | 
gits dar,” he would say with a laugh as rich 
and true as the big string of a bass viol. 
‘I jis' melts Dat’s w'at I does. Denl 
¢’lects merse’ tergedder furder on.’ 
He ran away many times and was whip- 

ped many times. His periodicals came to 
be a recogniz:d thing. They were always 
followed by the fruitiess chase and the ree 
turn of the wearied and disgusted planters 
and dogs. Then there would come the 
whipping of the prodigal and his black 
wife's objurgations, and the suppressed but 
intense admiration of the other slaves, and 
the next morning the mellow voice would 
be rolling out from the carpenter shop with- 
out a note of care in it. 

‘Yes sub,’ his owner, Col. Sallis, would 
say to a neighbor crony as the mint stood 
dark green in the tall glasses sud the spoons 
tinkled on the rims; ‘yes, sub, he’s gone 
ag'n. Left yestiddy right after sundown, 
I s'pote Dogs followed true as a hair to 
the place near whur I killed th’ big buck 
and then went whimperin’ round like 
childun. I believe they were afraid, suh, 
actnally atraid. He'll be back in three 
weeks, I reckon, ragged an’ dirty an’ hun- 
gry; tired ¢ livin’ on Jiz rds an’ birds. 
Wa'c am I go'n’to do? 1 can tie up the 
wuthless black reekil sub, and strip his 
wuthless black hide c¢ff his wuthlesss black 
carkiss. and it'll do no good. Noboadyl 
buy him and I'l be pestered with him till 
he dies,” Col. Sallis was not sincere ia 
this. He would not have taken $2,000 for 
Matt as his neighbors koew. 
The time came when Big Matt forced 

his way into the innermost chamber of his 
ownner’s heart and abode therein, black 
as he was, for many a day. It came about 
in this way : ‘Pidgy’ was 3 years old, the 
newest child in the big houee and its tyran- 
nous mistress. Her tather was ra‘her an 
old man, and. as it is not frequent with the 
old men so blessed, he belonged to her 
body and soul. It is said that the Colonel 
would arise often in the night and tiptoe to 
her cot and look down upon her sleeping. 
All the other truits of his union with Mies 
Ida, as the slaves called their mistress were 
as dross beside this youngster. Pidgy had 
been told to keep away from the quarters, 
and consequently went there as often as 
she could escape surveillance. She was 
in search ot folklore tales and sweet 
potatoes roasted in the ashes, and al- 
ways found them. Aunt Mandy, whom 
she favored on the day ia question, 
left her alone for a little space to gossip 
with a neighbor. The cabin in some way 
caught fire and the flumes spread merrily. 
Aun: Mandy jumpedjexcitedly up and down 
and screamed. Now and then a tiny cry 
came from the wee oce inside, as she grop- 
ed blindly for the door. The iaterior of 
the cabin was a flashing red when Bi; 
Matt came bounding from the carpenter 
shop with a speed of a buck and the cour- 
age] of an army of chieftains. He huried 
his huge form through the door trom which 
the black smoke poured and reappeared in 
an instant, bearing Pidgy in his arms. 
She has a slight red scar upon her fore 
head to this day. The slave was burned 
about tke lags ani body and Miss Ida 
nursed hm. When he got out of bed he was 
formerly manumitted. The Colonel called 
him a ‘wuthless reskil’ from force of habit, 
but his hand trembled as he gave him the 
paper which recited that he was a free 
man and told the reason why. 
This son of an equatorial kingling did 

not know what to do with his liberty. He 
resumed work in the carpenter shop tor 
hire. When his period of wandering came 

around be ran away. Nobody followed 
bim. He did not have to dodge possible 
witnesses of bis flight. He did not have to 
fool any dogs. He melted and collected 
himself together again, but there was no 
reason for it. There was no thrill in it. 
All of the old z2st was gone from lite. If 
be felt himself tempted to steal out from 
tha swamp and beg for food, it was given 
to bim freely. If, creeping along the edge 
of the woods, he was detected by one of 
the fi~ld hands, the fellow called him ‘Fool 
Matt’ and laughed at him. At the end of 
a week he came in. He was not whipped 
nor asked where he had been. His wife, 
it is true, termed him a ‘black rut- 
fi’ and refused to give him din- 
ner, but she came around in time. 
Distinctly freedom was a failure. 
The next day he went to his former master 
snd volanteered to clear up ths mystery 
of his disappearance. He took the curious 
planter to the point where his trails had 
ended and showed him a massive rattan 
vine depeuding from the limb of a live 
oak. It hung thirty feet out from the 
truak and its end swung a clear twelve 
feet from the gronnd, so nigh, in fact, that 
not a pursuer bad ever noticed it. ‘Big 
Matt’ was six feet four inches in his bare 
feet. The great African ran ten yards, 
sprang into the air, clutched the vine and 
clambered up it hand over hand as rapid- 
ly as any sailor. H=2 leaped from the tree 
into another of its kind and then 
into a hickory. For a quarter of a mile, 
forty teet above the ground, with all the 
sureness and almost the speed of a monkey, 
he made his way. The limbs swayed far 
down under his weight, but they did not 
break, being green and tough all of them. 
Reaching the end of his aerial journ3v, he 
dropped into a wide, shallow bayou, ran 
down it a balf mile and emerged upon its 
further bank. The mystery was a mystery 
po longer. He explained that when a 
slave, always batore leaping to his vine, he 
snointed his bare soles with oil from the 
nut of the sweet gum. This, he said, 
would blunt the nose ot any dog. It was 
merely an additional precaution. 

THE STRENGTH OF TEN, 

He was Wonderfully Strong and Lifted Very 

Great Weizhts. 

William Morris, craitsman, poet and 

socialist, was very litle of a milksop, in 

youth or in manhood. Like Sir Galahad, 

*his strength was as ths strength ot ten’ 

not altogether, it would seem, because of 

his purity of heart, although he was honest, 

manly and generous, for his biographer 

frankly admits that he had a violent 

temper. Indeed, some of the stories told 

of his physical strength recall Bret Harte's 
hero, Guy Heavystone, and the snafll:- bit 

which, in one of his strange freake, he 

wore in his mouth to curb his occasiona 
ferocity. 

In bis youth Morris, as one of his school- 

fellows describes him, was a thick-set, 

strong-looking boy, with a high color and 

black, curly hair. He was gool-natured 

and kind, but had a fearful temper. At 

the game of single-stick, of which he was 
very fond, his opponent had to be guarded 

against Morri's impetuous rushes by a 
table placed between ths two combatants. 

While at Oxford he had a habit of beating 
his own head, dealing himself vigorous 
blows ‘to take it out of himself.’ 

At dinoer one evening, Val Prinsep, the 

Enghsh artist, said rtomething which, 

whether so intended or not, offended 

Morris. Everybody expected an outburst 

of fury. Bat by a prodigious effort of self- 

control, Morris swallowed his anger, and 

only bit bis fork,—of the common four- 

pronged, tiidle-pattern kind,—which was 
crushed and twisted almost beyond recog- 
nition. 
At one period of his life Morris was so 

singularly placid as to provoke comment. 
‘I grieve to say,” wrote one of his friends, 
‘that he has kickad only one panel out of 
the door for this twelue-month past.’ 

e was a madel employer, but in in any 
case his workmsn would have respected 
and admired one whose language was so 
forcible and copious when things were not 
going so his mind. Oace he hurled a fif- 
teen century folio, which in ordinary cir- 
cumstanbes he would not have allowed any 
one but himself to touch, at the head of an 
offendirg workman. Oa other occassions 
h2 was kaown to drive hif head against a 
wall 50 as to m ke a deep dent in the 

F plaster, and to bite almost through the 
wordwork of a windoa-frama. 
He could li t enormous weights by his 

teeth with apparent ease. Oace, whan 
desrcibing how he had seen passengers 
staggering off a channel steamer loaded 
with luggage, h2 illustrated his point to 
the amusement and horror oi his audiencs 
by getting a chsir under bis arm and then 
stooping and lifting the coal scuttle in 
his teeth. : 
Much of his strength resided ia his hair. 

This be always wore long partly as a sign 
of his artistic profession, partly becsuse a 
could not be bothered to Rite it trimmed. 
[t remainad through life of extraordinary 
beauty, very thick, fine and strong with a 
beautiful carl that made it look like exquis- 
sitely wrought metal. It was. so strong 
that he vsed to amuse his children by let- 
ting them take hold of it and lifting them 
by % off the ground. ih: 
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