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THE “SWAMP ANGEL'S” WAYS

PEOPLE LIVING TEN MILES FROM NEW- -

YORK WHO NEVER SAW THE CITY.

FISHING, HUNTING AND TRAPPING, GATHERING
CALAMUS ROOT, CAT-TAILS, PLAGS AND BER~
RIES THEIR MEANS OF LIVELIHOOD—A
TALK WITH “THE S8WAMP ANGEL."

**There may e better places than the Hackensack
meadows,” sajd 'Abe’* 8mith, known as “‘the Swamp
Angel,” who was found a few days ago repairing &
small cablh at the eastern end of the Paterson
Plank Road. “But,” he continued, “I was born
here, and I've lived here twenty out of the thirty-
six years of my lite; and 1'll tell you what I'm going
to do. I'm going to work for the Western Union
Telegraph Company this winter, and then next spring
I'm coming dack here and bulld me a little home
out there in the middle of the meadows among the
flags, and I'm going to live there all the rest of my
lite."

“Abe" is not & fair example of the swamp-dwell-
ers. some of whom have lived within ten miles of
New-York all their lives. and have never seen the
big city. He is tall and straight as an arrow, with
bright eyes and a bronze complexion, good-humored
and almost handsome. He !s quick-witted and in-
teiligen?, too—characteristics that are not common
to the swamp-dwellers.

“They call him ‘the Swamp Angel,’ said his
friend, Fred Sherry, somewhat proudly, ‘‘because

| he'd rather live in the swamp than anywhers else.
1

WHERE THEY LIVEB. '

e knows every snapping turtle's hole In it, and it
there gre any muskrats that don’t get caught !n his
traps in the spring, it’s because they are strangers
on the river and haven't caught on to the ways
here."

With which joke Sherry siapped his mud-covered
overalls appreciatively and added: *Say, write me
down as ‘Fred Sherry, carpenter and bullder on the
Hackensack meadows.’ will you?"’

“You see,” the “Swamp Angel” continued, taking
up the line of conversation where it diverged from
his favorite subject, “‘we work here in summer and
‘have sport in winter. What do the people do for a
living? Why, all kinds of things. There are more
ways of making a living down here than you ever
dreamed of. We fish and hunt and trap and let
boats, and pick huck!eberries, and there are jots
more things that people can do who like to work.
We Dick cat-tails to make beds out of. That's a

FISHING FOR TURTLE3.

great business down here. Didn't you ever sleep
on a Jersey bed? They're the finest heds in the
world. They beat feather beds all hollow."

“How much do you get for the cat-talls?”’

“Pwo cents & pound stripped; but that depends
on where vou sell them. Old Cox comes around
and gets them, and puys two cents a pound; but If
you take them to the market In New-York ycu can
get four centa. You plck 'em when they are Just
right, and you Can wtrip them right off, s0. You see
this fuzz is light and feathery. It takes a good deal
to make a pound.

“That fen't the only use the plants are put to. We
rel] the flags without the ca:-talls to coopers. They
are cut off close to the ground and done up In
bunches of a hundred. The coopers dry the flags
and then use them in “heading-up’ barrels to keep
the barrels from leakIng. See? They put the tlag
right around on the edge of the barrel before they
drive ft in. When the flag gets wet it swells up llke

ABE BMITH.

a sponge 50 the darrel can't leak. The flags are
uaed in making boats sometimes, t00.

“1o0ts of people gather calamus oot They go
around with a lonsg. sharp blasde, cut the root off
about a foot below the ground, and then pull it out.
Then they scrape it and dry it, and sell it to drug-
gists. The druggists use it to make perfumery out
of. and some pcople eat it ke candy. It makes
your breath sweet. Huckieberries are in feason
now, and moat folks are picking them. There are
a good many elderberries, especially further up the

| river, and some people gather them and make wine
| out of them. They get a pretty good price for it

MEADOWS WERE DRIER ONCE.
“tWhy couldn’'t the land be drained o Bnu crups

raised down here?”

~It could be, but don't say
The land wouid bring more then, and folks couldn’t
live around on it without paying rent. Why. I re-
member & few years ago it didn't use to bs so wet
here as it i3 now, and I've seen good crogn of corn
growing all around here where now there a'n't
nothing but flage. You see it don't pay to ralse
crops now because you can‘t tell when the water’ll
come up high and epdl them. In the springtime now
we have (o %o around in _high top boots where it
used to be as dry as the paterson Plank Roaed.

“I think the raliroads made the difference. They
came through here when | was a boy, and broke up
all the sluiceways that uted to let the water run
off from the Krumkill and Panccrk creeks. But
then we have farmers in some places down here.
The only kind of 3loclk the; hl‘\'ﬂ i'lb nns:;l ‘1':%’2'}

akes and eels and oiler g
foed o b . Some peopie keep bees.
There fowers down here and around on
the hiils that turnish honey for the bees. Of course
on the edge just out of the swamp
a onnd. They raise all kinds of crops along there.

TOO0 GOOD FORt FARMING.

«But th's ain't no place for farming. There's t00
much sport going on around. Fishing, now, is good
most eny time. I've got a eet line with 150 hooks
on ft up here in The creek’ —

“Yes, and he u.u‘m ‘,E,"“!""“‘ five feet long

the hooks yesterday.
°‘3'832' :‘-t'l pothing,” Swith contlnued.

anything about crops.

them every little while. We don't pay any atten-
tion to snakes down here. But I caught a snapping
turtle that weighed sixteen pounda and & half on &
hook the other day. That's the sport, Shough—
catching turtles ™ !

His eyes glistened. He had struck the subject
that_he knows rmore sbout than any other man on
the Hackensack.

“Snapping turtles beat grecn shells tor makin
soup, you know. We catch them hers weighing a I
the way from ten to thirty-five pounds aplece. (24
are worth six cents a pound now. There are difter- |
ent ways of catching them—on a hook. picking them '

up in the spring, and spearing for them In the win-

ter.

*In the spr.ng the femmle turties come up on the
sand to lay thelr eggs, and i's easy to catch them
chen. DI you ever go turtling in the winter? That's
the hest sport of all. You wear high top rubber
boots and have a pole with a hook on the end of K.
You go around and wherever you see a turtie's hole
in the mud, you stick the pole down in until you
etrike somethine hard. If {t's a turtle he ki of
humps h.e back up to let you know he is thers, and
then you feel eround with the hook untfl you get it
un under his shell and pull him out. I caught twen-
1y in two days that way last winter.

FROGS BY THE BUSHEL.

“Frogging's & great business down here, too. The
way of catching frogs on a hook with a piece of red
flannel tled to It is too slow. I went out one night
1ast week with a smail bandnet and a lantern, and
‘got & two-bushel bag cock full of them in & fow
hours. You wade out in the pool with your lantern
and the frogs go out of sight at first; but pretty
soon you see thelr heads sticking up all around on
¢he water. They can't keep their eyes off of the lan-
tern. and all you have to do is to reach out and
rake them in.

“The trapping season is in February and March.
We catch muskrats, minks and ‘possums. In ¢he fall

¢t course duck hunting is the principal thing.

“There are other ways of making a living, but I:

don't happen to think of them now. Plcking mag-
nollas, ¢or instance. The awamp magnollas bloom
earlier in the season than the upland magnolias, rou
know. I used to get flve cents apiece for the blos
soms when I was a boy; but they only bring one
cent now.”

“Jiow about malaria?"” .

“Oh, we don't have that around here. Newcomers
get it sometimes, but none of the natives. There
used to e a grod deal more of it than there is now.
The rallroads dug up the soll and that started it, 4
guess. Whenever I ueed to get a fever my mother
wouid give me tea madle out of burdeck root, wild
cherry bark, dandeltor root and sarsafras root: and
that knceked it gatley endwire. When the rallroads
were golng through here, and everybody had the
fever 'n ague, the doctors couldn’t do nothing for
it, bu Indian callygog would aiways knock it out.
That's made of burdock, pitch tar and quinine, and
ft's the vileat stuff to take you ever Baw,

“But this ls a healthy Plare to live in. I don't look
very sickly, do 1?7 Whell, I should say not. Never
had a day'a sickness fn my lifs that amounted to
anything. The woman that lived in this house was
sevonty-elght years o'd when she moved away, and
that was ten years ago. [ s'pose she's 11\1% yet,
and she spent forty years of her life here. ere’'s
another one up here that's elghty-four years old.”

“And moaqu!tne:?"’

“Oh, yes"'—with a laugh—"we don’t say there ain't
any mosquitres around here. We haven't got any
bullding lots for sale or hoarding-houss to let. But
you don’'t mind mosquiioes after a white. You get
mosqulto. proof.’”

The Hackensack
Bay well up into the northern gn.rt of Berqxgn Coun-
tv, N. J., near the New-York State line. The river
flaws through a fertile and beautiful valler Oon
elthar side smiling fields and ntraggling viilages
stretch up the hillslle: church spires and the stately
homes of suburban residents show through the trees;
put the people who live on the meadows know little
of schoois and nothing of churches, Thelr lives are
spent like the other inhabitants of the great swamp,
and thelr houses are a part of the natura! scenery.
They are born and Hve and die there, apparently
having no desire to tuke part in the lite of the out-
stie world. They are squatiers on the land that
they occupy, members of a primitive race, living on
the very doorstep of advanced clviilzation.

The '‘Swamp Angel” belongs to nelthsr one class
ncr the other. Fle was born on the marsh, and has
lved in the outer world, and he chooses his birth-

tace for 2 home because he llkes the free and easy
ita there. He is a good deal of a philosopher, iiving
the simple life that sutts him best in the place of
his birth, and contented with the lot that nature has
awarded him.

“1 like it here," he sayvs, “and I don't see why I
am not as well off as people who work a_good deal
harder and have more trouble. They don't have
anything to show for it after they are dead.”

meadows extend from Newark
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