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CHAPIER L .
1IN TILE STAGE-GOACH AXD AT THE INN,

isty clonds. over <
pegl]:lgltr'th’:ndf?r in the distance cameolling
nearer and nearer,. ritil they burst \g@t_)v_onan
prolonged roar just ‘zbove & lombesing' eld"
stage-coach slowly making ite. way over the
muddy roads of a Virginia post route,‘-t},_xg
driver incessantly o_raoklng hia long w!up-
over the bscks of his jaded horsos, sndurging
them, with shouts and exclamations, to ac-
celerats their speed.

Tais scens occurs in what is now West
Virginia, It is west of the mcuntsin range,
but where, on cvery hand, are frowsing pre-
cipices, ds<p gorges and. awift-lowiog tor-
rents. O the right, the jutting headlsnds
are crowned with huge oid bowlders, just
pecping out from the thicket of evergreens
and crecping vines. which surrouad them.
Although not called mountaimons, iU 15 a
country whose pictureeque heights and nm-
vrageous valleys woald excite & degree of
entbusisbt in the boscm of a lover of the
beautiful ) np in these lomely valieys,
almos$ hidden in their leafy groves, was the
home of many sn old Virginia aristocrat.,
The great, guarled ok stapding upon the!
verge of aome miniature precipice, and gloom-:
ing sullenly through the misty rain, seema,
but part of some piatured acene, Far in the
distance, faintly penciled sgainst the mirty
sky, rise headlands to wbat seems sn enor-
mous huight, about them a dark mass of
olouds, like some glant's garment osught
upon the peaks and blown about at the will
of the wind. It envelops and conceals the
highest pesks, lesving the imagination to add
to the belief in their stupendous height.

1t has been rainiog all day, aund the driver
of the stage-coach is anxious to reach his dee-
tins “ion.

«.'ge-up! If we don't git to Lander’s
Hil efore dark, I be hanged if we don’t
stick  are for the night,” he exclaimed,

The age-conch moves slowly along, and
the sha: 4 cf evening wre closing in, Six or
seven p: .engers are seated within, and sre
abaut as v :comfortable as stage-coach travel.
ere could +-ell be, There ia but a single lady
among their, snd the chivalric spirit of the
Houthron has assigned to her the most com-
fortable place in the coach. We are inter-
.eated in but one of these travelers, a man
abaut forty-five or filty yesrs of age, rome-
thicg over medium size, whose appearance
stamaped him as a well-to-do Virginia planter.
His faco was smooth-shaven, and his hair,
oncs dark, waa silvered with the Hight of
yesrs. His was a handeome face, and &
plessact one to look upon; there wu3 some-
thing pleasing and attractive about ita ex-
pression, and the mild gray cycs burned with
no ambitious designs of Hery paseionsa; his
dress was plain gray homespuz, commonly
worn ag the travelling drees of a Scutherner
at the time of which we write. His hat was
of the fineat silk, broad-brimmed and low-
crowned, such as Southern plapters invari-
ably wore. Though unostentatious in man-
ner, ho was evidently a man accustomed to
the manifold comforts of Southern life. He
was, moreover, & man accustomed to looking
ot Loth eides of a question, and arriving at
conclusions without bias or prejudice, His
frame was o fine type of manhood, and hig
muzsular arme showed him posaessed of more
than an crdinery degree of girength,

TLIs man alone of all the passepgers main-
tained & silent and thoughiful wmood as the
coach prised on its way, A constant conver-
aation was kept up by the other passerrers
on the weather, the roads, the journey, ii#
terminatioa, and last, bul not least, the poli-
tics of the day. However, while the gentle-
man whom we have more particularly de-
scribed, and now introduce to our readers as
George W. Tompkins, of Virginia, sat moody
and silent, and seemingly uiterly oblivious of
tha discomfurts within or the gloomy prospect
without, his fellow-passengera wore conlinually
talking, and continually jostling against him,
without rousing Mr, Tompkine from his re-
verio,

Hi; mind was clouded by a horror that
made him careless of present surroundings.
He look :d worn nnd weary, more 3o thaan any
of the othtr passengers, nnd occasicnally,
sthen the coach rolled over smoota ground,
ho would lean back in his seat and cloie his
eyes, No sooner dome, however, than s
thousand fontastic shapea woull glide beforo
his mantal vision, that secmed to bike delight
in apnoying him, Whenever he became un-
conscious to his real surroundiogs, shrieks
‘geemad ‘0 sound in his eer, and he seemed to
hear the ery ¢

v¢Senrch, sea~ch, search!
over, your task's no$ over [”

¢ And whers sha'l I scavch ?” he mentally
tekod,

¢ Ah, where ?”’ the voice woiled.

Then the planter would ronse himself, and
glance at the paisengers and ont of the win-
dow in the endeavor to keep his mind free
from the annoyances. For a few moments he
would succeed, but days and nights of exer-
tion, horror and excitement were telling upon
him ; once more he would succumb and once
more the fantastic shadows thronged about
him, and the voice, mingling strangely with
the grating roar of the coach’s wheels, smote
on his ear:

¢ Samrch, search, search ! Your ta:k’s not
over! Your task’y not over !

* YWhere shall I gearch 2

¢ Ah, where?'

“*You don't seem to be well, friend,” re-
marked o Ffellow-traveler, obeerving the
startted and restless mapner of Mr, Tomp-
kins,

“YVen, I am well; thatis—no, I amnot;
I am somswhat wearied,” Mr, Tompkins an-
swered,

S5 are we all,” rajoined the passenger,
% This journey has been encugh to wear out
men of iroa, and the prospects for the night
are far from cheering.”

*I had expected to reach home to-night,”
eaid the planter, *but I shall fail by a good
dozen miles,"

*You live in this State?”

“Yes, slr,” answered Mr, Tompkins, set-
tliog bimaelf in his corner,

The geatleman, evidently a Southern man,
seeing that Mr. Tompkina was indisposed to
carry on any further conversation, relapsed
into silence. With another effort Mr, Tomp-
kina conquered the stupor which, with all ita
fantastic concomitants, was once more over..
ooming him, and sat bolt upright in his seat.

“This has been a feaxful week,” he solilo-
quized, ¢ buat 1 have done all 1 could.”

The gentleman by his gide, catching the
laat part of the remark, and eupposing it had
reference to the present journey, remarked:

*“Yes, it 11 no fault of the passengers, but
of the managers of this lino, They shonld
be prepared for ench emergencies, and have a
supply of fresh horses,” . -

Observing that his exclamation, though
misinterpreted, had arrested attention, Mr,
Tompkine, to guard against ita recurrence,
leat he should divulge the eubjedt of his dis-
turbed thoughts, aroused himuelf and re-
sisted, with determination, the stupor that
was overcoming him. It was while thus com
bating the fatigne that weighed him down

Yeur task's not

onat the ekys|.*

£ oeevid

N

hat the stag gr.;mlé to & #ory sudden

top,
-tirs atthe top of thecoach, oried-out:
"4 Here' we-ato at Lander’s Hill, and I beo
hmgeil if the hoses ar!la ajf)le &o-gl_ragt _y:ou.lll
up. Theyiaie completely faggedout, .80 .
gtl:eu‘ya men ,{olksp 11 hev te heol it to t_l;le
top,” an’ ocoasionally give us & pash, or wé'll
‘stick here.until mornin’.” S
. ¢ How!far is it to where wa:can.stop over
fight 9 iasked: she passenger.-who hadi en-
‘deavored to draw. Mr. Tompkisgdnto conver-
‘sation. - o TN

. % After we git on top of the;hj_ll it's only
hout three miles to Jerry Lycsai's-inn, whera
we’ll stop for the might, an’ ét's down hill
*most all the way,” replied the dwiver.

tions on the hends of the mabzgers of the

stage line, the passengers clambered ont of
the coach, A long, muddy hill, in places
‘quite stoep, lay before them. It was nearly
half & mils to the top, amd portious of the
road were ccarcely paseable even in good
weather,

* These ara public roads in Virginia|” ex-
claimed one gentleman, as ho slighied in the
mud. -

4 We can't have railroads te overy place,”
earayed a felfow-traveler, cvidently .a Vir-
ginian; *but gou will find our soil good,”

* Yee, good .for sticking purposcs,” said
the first speater, trying to sbake some of the
mud from his boots; **I never saw soil with
greater adhesive.qualities.”

¢ Now look “eo,” said the driver, 4‘ we'll
hev some purty smart jogs, where the hossow
"l not be able topull up, and yoa'll hev to
put your shoulders agin the coach an’ give us
& push,

ht May I be iblessed 1” ejaculated tho
Southerner,  They are not even contemt to
make us walk, bat want us to draw the
coaeh,” ;

*“Botter to do that an’ hev a coach at the:
top to ride in than to wwalk three miles,” said;
the driver. i

After allowing his korses a brief rest, the

driver oracked hia whip and the Jumbering
coach moved on, the patscngers slowly plod-
ding along behind, None seemed pleased
with the proapect of & walk up the long,
muddy hill, but the grumtling Southerner
manifested a more decided repugnance than
either of the others,
“This is worse thsn wading througk
Carolina swvamps waist deep,” he exclaimed,
as he trudged nlong, dragping his weary feet
snd mud-freighted boota after him, )

The coach had not proceeded more than a
dozen rods when it came to cne of the ¢ joge”
in the hill alluded to by the driver. ** Now
help bere, or we’ll stick sure. Git up?
cried the driver, and tho poor, tired horses
nerved themselves for the extra effort re-
guired of them, The ascent here was Loth
steep and elippery, and it required the united
strength of horses and pnssengers to pass over
the place,

Here the passengers discovered the prodi-
gious strength which lay in the broad sheul-
ders of Mr, Tompkins, Not & murmur had
escaped his lips when required to walk up the
hill, and he was the first to place hia shoulder
to the wheel to push the coach over the diffi-
cult poesage. To atill further increase the
discomforts of their position they were
thoroughly dreached by a passing shower
which overtook them before they reach the
summit of tho hill, Here they again climbed
into the conch, and resuming their seats,
were whirled along through the gathering
darknesa toward the inn.

Old Jerry Lycan stood on the long porch oi
bis old-fashioned Virginin tavern, and pecred
down the road through the gloom. It had
been dark but a few moments. The old
wan's ears caght the sound of wheela coming
down the road, and he knew the stage was
not far off,

“'The roads are just awful,” said the land-
lord, *‘and no wonder it is belited,”

The night was Intensely dark ; not a star
was to be seen in the sky; an occasional flash
of lightning momentarily lit ap surrounding
objects, only to render the blackness more
comnplete, Far down the road the old man's
eyes caught o glimpse of the coach-liglts
bobbing up and down aa the ponderous vehiole
oacillated over the rough roads. Approach-
ing elowly, like a wearied thing of life, the
oumbrous stage at last appeared, made visible
only by ite own lamps, which the driver had
lighted, The splashing of asix horses along
the miry roads and the dull rolling of the
huge wheels made the vehicle heard long be-
fore it was seen,

*Ilube haint no outsido passengera to-
night,” eaid the landlord, seeing that the top
seats of the conch were vacaut., ¢ 'Spose no-
body'd want to ride ot in the rain,”

‘“‘Here ye are at Lycan's irn,” called out
the driver to the inmates of the conch as he
reined in his wiary horses in front of the
roadside tavern,

Uncle Jerry a1 he was ealled, with his old,
perforated tin lantarn, came to open the atage
door and show his guests into the house.
1tube, the driver, tossing the rein. to the
stable-boy, climbed down from his lofty
perch, and went into the bar-room to get
‘¢ gomething hot ' to warm his benumed body,

The landlord brought the wet and weary
men into the room, where & great fire was
blozing, and promieed that eupper should be
ready by the time they were dry. The
Southerner declared that he was much too
dry within, though he was dripping wet with-
out, Uncle Jarry emiling invited him into
the bar-rcom, The Southerner needed no
second invitation, and soon returned, saying
that Virginia inn3 were not so bad after all,

The lady had been shown to o private
apartment, while the gentlemen were at-
tempting to dry their clothing by the fire in
the public room, The Southerner, who had
been in much better humor since his viait to
the bar, seemed now to look very philoso-
phically upon his eoaking and other incon.
veniencen of travel,

Oar planter, Mr, Tompkins, sat in front of
the pile of blazing logs, gazlng at the bright,
panoramic pictures constantly forming there,
Sleeplog or waking, darkness of the stage-
coach and in those glowing embers, he saw
but one picture, and its horrors were con-
stantly haunting bis mind,

The other gueats talked and laughed while
their soaked olothes were drying, but Mr,
Tompkins was silent, whether sitting or
mtanding, Almost before their clothes were
dry supper wat aunounced, and they all re-
paired to the lomg, low dining room and
eea‘ted themselves at the table. The supper,
plain and substantis), was just snited to the
needs of the hungry guesta.

The evening meal over, they returned to
the sitting room, The Southerner had lit a
.olgar, and kept up a conetant flow of conver-
sation,

*‘Virginia fa too near the Free-soilers,” he
eaid, evidently direoting his remarks to. Mr,
Tompkine ; ““don’t they come over here and
stenl your niggers 1"

‘“They never have,
swered,

] take it for granted you own slaves 1"

**'Yes, sir; I have a numbar on my planta-
tlon, and never have had one stolen yet.”

*Don't the ‘Barnburners,’ ¢ Wooly
Heads’ and Abolitioniate from Ohio and
Pennsylvania come over here and stenl them
away " .

¢ Lhey have never taken any from me,”

? Mr, Tompkins an.

f*Well, that's & wonder. I know anum-

-,'l'he",afi'\"er,— pre;hipg":ﬁfa face o theaper: ||

VWith mech grumblidg and muny imprecas |-

‘bor o -.'good men on the Bar’d'erivﬁﬂ ﬁbd_.ft

{#mpossible tokeep niggera at wll.” -

- .¢¢Perhaps they sve not geod masters,” said
Mr. Tompkins~ ~ . S

" 4¢They-werethe beet of maatera, and they
lost their niggers, though they gusrded them
witk waschful overscers and bloedhounds.

- “But do you.think that a goed master
-needs ‘to. guerd his slaves with armed over-

_| ssers and dogs 9"’ said Mr. Tompkisa, .

40 course,” the Carolinian answereds
“ how else wonld you keep the black rasouls
in subjection’? Aru we not horrifed almoat
«every week by reporte. of some of their out-
rages:? Swamps and canebrakes have become
the haunts.of ravawsy blacks, who, having
murdered their master, seek ta wreck ven-
geonce on innocent children or women,”

Mr. Tompkins started at these nsaertions,
as though he felt a pang ab his hears.

. 8 My friend, what you suy is true, too
true,” he said; *“ but is the master alwaya
blameless ? The.regro possesses feelings, and
even & beast may be goaded to mednoss. - Is
it not sn norighteous system which is chrush-
ing and cireing our beloved country ¥’

¢ What syatem ¥

¢ Slavery.” :

“Why, sir, you are o siogular slave
holder,” cried the Southerner. *‘Ar2 you
going to turn a Martin Vun Buren and join,
the Free-scilers " ) }

¢ There ia a greet deal in thet gquestion, |
gir, outcide of politios. I believe in slavery, :
else I would net own a slave; but if our,
slaves nve to be treated as animals, it were|
better if he institution were abolished.”

¢ How .wonld you treat them 1" !
¢¢ Disckarge the overseers, to begin with.”

] am gure, you wowld fail.” .

¢ The pleua has succesded well on my plan-
tation,” said Mr. Tompkine, ““and I do not
own & tingle negro wko would not die for
me."

Here were mot two men, both believing in
the institutioz of human slavery, but carry-
ing out its prizciplos, how differently !, Tuae
one with coo! Northern kloed aod kindly
feelings, advocating a humane mode of ruling
the helpless being in his power. The other,
vopresenting the extreme type of refined
craelty and oppression, The mind of the one
grew more and rvre in harmony with the
idea of abolition, while the other cams to
hate, with nll tho Sercenees ot his Southern
heart, tho idea of univeraal freedom ; became
willing, even, to strike at that fizg which had
failed to protect his intereats and his opi-
nions.

The dato at which we write was directly
after the election aud inauguration of Taylor
a8 President of the United States. The op-
podition to human slavery bad steadily been
gaining ground, regardless of taunts and
sneers, and the ranks of the Abolitionists
were hourly on the incremsze, Slavery was
pe uliarly a selfish institution, It is fally to
ssy that only men born and reared in the
South could be numbered among the up-
boldera of this * peculiar inatitution,” for
many Northern men went South and pur-
chaged plrotations and slaves, snd in 15G1
many of fhese enlisted on the Confederate
side, and fought under the Confederate flag,
not from principle, but from self-interest.
Mr, Tonlpklns, who was Northern born,
believed in elavery simply becauce he owsed
glaves, and not from any well defined prin-
ciple. Even now the same conflict that Jater
convulesed tho Nation was raging in his beart
—the conflict between gelf-interest and the
right. Press and pulpit, the lecturer's ros-
trum snd the noveliat’s pen, had almost
wrought oat the doom of slavery, whken the
politician took up the stermy dispute.

Tho discuseion in the Virginin inn was
warm but friendly, the Carolinian declaring
tkat God and Nature bhad ordained the negro
for slavery; that his diet should be the ash-
cake, his stimulant the whip, his reward for
obedience a blanket and a hut, his punish-
ment for rebellion chains and death. Dounbt.-
less his passion over-reached his judgzment in
the heat of argument, and his brain, perhnps,
was nob 8o cool since his vieit to the bar-
room,

* My dear sir,” Mr. Tompkins finally said,
hopiog to end the dlscussion, which was
drawing to them the attention of all, *¢the
policy you suggest will, I fear, plunge our
whole country into trouble., Few men are
torn rulers, and history has never shown one
saccessful who ruled by harsh measuros oaly.
Admitting that a negro is not a rational
being, kindness with a beast cau accomplish
more than harshness, It is cruel masters
who maks runaway slaves, The parting of
psrent and child, husband and wife, torn
ruthlessly asunder, never to see each other
again, will make even a negro furioms, I
fear, sir, that elavery is a bad institution, but
it is firmly established among us, and I see
no way at present to get rid of it.”

The other guests at Jerry Lycan’s inn had
gathered in groups of two and three, and
were listening silently to the different viewn
of these two upholders of slavery, for there
were factions in those days among the slavery
men. The landlord had entered the rcom,
and, being a politician himself, drank in the
disci.asion with deepest interest,

Just a3 the argument was at its heizht the
outer door of the inn opened snd a Doy,
wild-eyed, but handsome, entered. A glance
ut the atrangely wild eyes and disheveled hair
convinced all present that ho wns insane.
He was about twelve years of age, witha
slender figure and a well-shaped head, but
some great shock had uoseated hia renaon,
His mania was of a mild, harmless type,
W;Iking directly up to Mr, Tompkins, he
said ¢

‘‘ Have you seen my father? You leok
very much like my father, but I know he haa
not yot come into Egypt.”

The voice was 80 plalntive aud ead that it
touched at once the hearte of all, and happily
put an end to the conversation,

“YWho i3 your father ?” asked Mr. Tomg-
kins, -

¢ Jacob is my father, I am his favorita
son, My brothers sold me a slave into
Egypt, and told my father I bad been slain
by wild beasts. Have you seen my father 7"

‘s He is crazy, Humor bim, say something
to him,"” whispered the landlord,

¢ Your father is not yet ready to come into
Egypt,” said Mr, Tompkins,

¢t And my brother Benjamin—did you see
him ?” the lad asked,

¢ Ves,”

*¢Is the famine sore in the land where my
father dwells?”

“ Yen."

¢ And does he suffer—is he old ? Oh, yes,
I remember ; my father must be dead.” He
seated himself on a low stool by the fireside,
and; ;bowing hls head in his hands, seemed
lost in thought,

s He does that twenty times a day,” gald
the landlord, '

¢ Wha is he !” asked one of the travelers,
““and where does he come from ?” Co

¢ He hae heen here only a few daye, and I
know nothing about him, His first qrestion
was, ‘Have you seen my father Jaocob?' ¥

$*Have you fried to find out about him ?”
asked Mr. Tompkins.

s Yea, but to no purpose,” answered Uncle
Jerry, ¢ He cams one morning and said he
wasy fleelng fronr Potiphar’s wrath. - After
-inquiring for his father, he remained silent
for some tims, I tried to find where he came
from, but no one knows and he oan not tell,
I ahounld judge by the clother he wore that

he was from the South, and, from the worn
condition of his shoes, that he came a great

'way, He is of some respectable family, for
&a has beea well educated, and X faney it's
too much buok lcarning thit has turndd the
boy’s head.  He talks of -Plato und Soorates
and Aristotle, and all the ancient philoro--
phers, -ond his familiarity with bhistorical
events shows him to have ‘been a student;
but ha always imagines that he is Joreph,”

¢t YWheve does he live 2’ asked Mr, Tomp-
kins, .
“1Oh, he stays here at the inn, aud shows
pno dispesition to leave. He-makes himself
useful by helping the stable-boy and carries
in fuel, imagining himeelf & scrvant of tho-
high priest.® Tt

““Has be lucid intervala?” aibed ‘Mr/
Tompkins, _ : : o

¢« No, not what could be called lucid inter-
vals, Once he smid to a girl in tho kitchen
that it was books that-made his head dizzy,
and said something of & home a great woys
off, from which he had fled to escepe grest
voilence. They hoped then to clear up the.
mystery, but the next moment his mina
wandered ngain and he was Joseph sold into
-d8uypt, bewailing his father Jacob and his
brother Benjzmin,” '

**\Vhat is his pamo?’ asked Mr, Tomp-
kins,

“We can’t get sny otler mams than
Joce'ph, aod the boys nere call him Crazy
Jue.?

‘*His malady may be curable; have you
consuited a physician about it¥' fcquired
the Caroliniap, who waa very mach zer-
ested in the strazge case.

¢ Yes, sir; a doctor from the State Lunatic

1 Asylum was here day before yesierday, bat

he pronounced him incurables,”

#Conld not the dootor tell how long he
had been in this condition ?’ asked Mr,
Tompkins,

“ Not with certainty, but thought it only
a few weeks or months, He taid he had
probably escaped from his guard and ran
away."”

At this moment the subject of conversation
rose from the low stool and locked about
with a vacant stare.

“Do you want to go home to your
parenta?” Mr. Tompkins aeked.

“ When tho famine ia eore in the land they
will come for me,”

“ Why did you run away ?”

“ My brothers sold me to the merchants
with their camels, They made my father be-
lieve I was killed, and brought me here and
sold me; but I know it is written that my
hrother Bepjamin will come and bring n'y
father to me,”

“ Is it not written that Jacob did go down
into Egypt with his whole family, and that
he wept on Joseph’s neck, and eaid he was
willing to dia ?”’ said Mr, Tompkins, to lead
bim out of this strange hallucination.

“Yes, yes—oh, yes!’ the Loy cried,
eaperly.

*'Did rot Moses deliver the children of
Isracl from bLondage long after Jaceb's
death "

* I remember now that he did,” eaid Joo.

““Then how can you be Joscph, when he
died three or tour thousand years ago ¥”

The boy reflected a moment, and then said:

*¢Who can I be, if I am not Joseph ?”

¢! Some one who imagines himeelf Joseph,”
gaid Mr. Tompkins. *“Now, try to think
who you really are snd where you came
from."”

**I am not Socrates, for he drack the hem-
lock and died, nor am I Julius Cesar, for he
wao killed by Brutus,” the poor lunatic re-

lied.
S Try to think what was your fsther’s
pame,” parsisted Mr, Tompkins, hoping to
discover something,.

¢ My father’s nome was Jacob, and I was
sold 2 slave into Egypt by my brothers; but
thers must bo something wrong ; my father
must be dead.”

Again he scated himself on the low stool
and buried his face in his hands.

“Jt'a o use,’ said the landlord ; * that's
a8 near as you’ll ever come to knowing who
he is from him, I have adverticed him in
the Pitteburg daily, but no one has come yet
to claim him,”

¢ A very strange hellucination,” said the
Carolinisn, * Is he always mild 1’

*“Yea; he ia never cross or sullen, and
ssems delighted with children, He anawers
them in many ways.”

1t was growing late, and the weary travelers
were rendy to go to bed. The lundloerd, as-
siated by Crszy Joa aod snotber Loy, tock
lighted candles to the varioue 10oms for the
guests,

By the combined aid cf a good supper, a
warm discussion on slavery, snd his intcrest
in the insane boy, Mr. Tompkiny had suc-
ceeded in fighting away the legion of gloomy
thoughts that harassed his mind, and o few
mibutes aftcr rctiring was slespicg pence-

fully,
CHAPIER IL

A YEW ARRIVAL.

Forty ytars ago a Virginia plenter wasa
king, his broad acres his kingdom, his wife
kis queen, his children heirs to hia throne,
and his slaves his subjects. True, it wasa
petty kingdom and he but a petty morarch;
but, &1 a rule, petty monarchs are tyrannical,
and the Southern planter was nof always an
exception, In those days men were mea-
gured, not by moral worth, mental power, ox
physical stature, but by the numbcr of acres
and slaves they owned, The South has never
poesened that sturdy olasa of yeomanry that
has achieved wondera in the North, Before
the war labor was performed by slaves, now
it is done by hired help, the farmer himeelf
there seldom cultivating his soil.

The home of Mr. George W, Tumpkins,
our acquaintance, was s marvel of baauty ond
taste, Located in the Northwestern portion
¢f the State, befora itadivision, it was juat
where the heat of tho South was delighttully
tempered by the ococl wirds of the North,
No valley in all Virginia was more lovely.
To the east were hills whioh might dolight
pny mountain lover, all clothed and fringed
with delicate avergreens, through which
could be caught occasional glimpaes of pre-
cipitous rocks, Over the heights the sun
climbed every morning to illuminate the val-
ley below with a radidgnce of glory, Moun-
taln cascades came tumbling and plunging
from moesy reireats to ewell a clear pebble-
strewn stream which afforded the finest tront
to be found in the entirs State,

The great mansion, bulls after the old Vir-
ginia plan, with a long stone plazza in front,
stood on an eminence facing the post-road,
which ran within a few rods of it. The
house was substantial, heavy columns, paint-
ed white as marble, supporting the porch,
and quaint, old-fashioned gables, about whioch
the swallows twittered, breaking the lines of
the roof, ' In the front yard grew the beach
and elm and chestnut tree, their wide-spread-
{ng branches indicating an existence for cen-
turies. A little below the structure, and
south-weat from it, was a colony of low, emall
buildings, where dwelt the slaves of Mr.
Tompkins, One or two wera nearer, and in
these the domestics lived, These were &
higher order of servants than the tield. hands,
and they never let an opportunity pass to as-
gert their superiority over their fellow alaves,

Sosially, as well as geograpbically, Mr,
Tompkins’ home combined the extremea of
the North and South, He, with his calm
face and mild gray eyes, was a native uf the
green hills of New Hampshire, while his
dark-syed wife wae o daunghter of sunny
Goorgia, -

Mrs. Tompkins wag the only ochild of a

wealthy - Georgiw. planter,  Mr. Tompkias
bsd met her first in Atlanta, wherohe wus'

hwviny, gradusted- st Yalo'tha yosr befare,,
Their meeting grew into intimacy, from'ib.
limaoy it ripenad into.love. Storlly aiter
the warrisge 6f his-daughter, his unlydbild,.
_the: planter exchanged: his'property lor-more.
extynsive posseesions in Virginis, 'bmt hs
never occupied this n:w home.  Heand bis
‘wife were in New Orleans, when the dread
malady, yeliow-iever, seized uponithem, snd
they .died before their daughter or her hnt___-

band could go to them.

" Mr, Tompkins, » man who kad always been
opposed” to- slavery, thus found himaelf the
owgner of a-large plantation in Virginia, sad:
more than & hundred slaves. ~There seemed
to be no other aliercative, snd-he accepted:
the rituation, and tried, by being a humane
master, to coneiliate his wounded conscience
for being o master at all,

" "He and hia only brother, Henry, had in-
herited n large and valuable preperty from
their father, in their pa‘'ive State. His
brotheyr, like himeelf, had gone South and
married a planter’s daughter, and become a
lurge slave-holder. He was o far different
man froayr his brother. Naturally over-
bearing and crucl, he seemed to possess none
of the other’s kindness of heart or cool, dis-
passionnte reason. He was a hard tick-
master, and no * fire-eating” Southerner over
exercised his power more remoreelersly than
he, aad no one hated the Abolition party
more cordialiy. But it is not with Henry
Tompkins we have to deal at present.

It was near noon the day after the travelers
reached Jerry Lyosn's inon. Mrs, Tompkins
sat oa the piarza, looking down tho road that
led to the village. She waes one of those
Southern beautiea who attract at a first
glance ; her eyes large, and dark, and bril-
linnt; her hair soft and glossy, like waves of
luatrous silk, Of medium height, though not
quite so slender as when younger, her form
was faultlers, Her check had the olive tint
of the South, aud as ahe reclined with indo-
lent grace in her easy chair, cne little foot
restlesely tapping the carpet on which it
rested, she locked a very queen,

The Tompkins mapsioa waa the grandest
for many miles around, and the whale plan-
tation bore evidence of the tnate and judg-
ment of itz owner, Thero eeemed to Le no-
thing, from the cryztal fountain splashing in
front of the white-pillared dwelling to the
vast Gelds of corn, wheat and tobacco stretch-
ing far iuto the back-ground, which did not
add to the beauty of the place,

On the north were barns, immense and
well filled grannries aand sinbles. Then came
tobacco houses, covering acres of ground.
One would bardly have suspected the plain,
unpretentions Mr. Tompkins ss being the
poasessor of all this wealth., Butb his houee
held his greatest treasures—two bright little
boys, aged respectively nine and zeven years,

Abner, the elder, had bright blue eyes sud
the clear Saxcn complexion of his father
Olenh, the younger, was of the same daik
Southern sype as his mother. They were
two euch children a3 even a Roman mother
might have been proud to call her jewels,
Bright and affectionate, they yielded a quick
obedience {o their parents, and—a remark-
able thing for Loye—were always in perfect
aczcord.

01, mamma, mamma ! cried Oleah, fol-
lowing close after his krother, and guite as
muck excited.

¢ Well, what ia the matter ¥ the mother
asked, with a snile,

¢ It's coming! it's coming! it’s comiog!”
cried Olzah,

¢ He's coming !
Abner.

¢ \Who is coming 2" atked the mother,

© Papn, pupa, papa !” shouted both ab the
tep of their voices. ** Papa is coming down
the big hill on the siaze-zeash,”

Mrs. Tompkins was now locking for her-
self, Sure cnough there was tho grea$, cld-
fashioned stage-zoach lumbering down the
hill, and her hutband wae an ouatside paseen-
ger, as the sky was now clear and the sun
shone warm and bright, The clumsy vehicle
showed the mud stains of its long travel, and
the roads in places were yet filled with water.

Tne winding of the corchman’s hora, which
never failed to set the boys dancing with de-
light, souuded mellow and clear on the mora-
ing air,

*“It's going to stop! il's going to stop!”
shoated Atner, and toth kapt up a {rautic
shouting, **Whoa, whoa!” to the pranciog
horaee aa they drew near the houee,

It paused in fromt of the gate, and Ars,
Tompkins sud her two Loys hurried down
the walk.

Mr. Tompkiny’ baggage had just been
taken from tne boot and rliced iniide the
gate, and tue stage had rolled on, as his wife
#nd two boys came up to toe traveler,

“ Mamma first, and me next,” said Oleab,
preparicg his red lips for the expeoted kiss,

“ And I cone after Olenb,” said Abner,

Mr. Tompkins csiled to a negro boy who
was nosr to carry the baggage to the house,
and the happy group made their way to the
great piazza, the two boys clinging to their
father's Laads and keeping up a torrest of
queetions. Where hnd he been ?  Y¥kat had
he seen? What had he brought home for
them? The porch renched, Mrs. Tompkins
drew up the arm-chair for her tired husband,

t Rast o few minutes,” she suid, *‘and
then you can take a bath and change your
olothes, and you will feel quite yourself once
more,”

The planter took the scat, with a bright-
faced child perched oa each eide of him,

“You were gone go loag without writing
that I becnme uneasy,” said his wife, drawing
her chair close to hiy side.

¢TI had a great deal to do,” he anawered,
shaking his head sadly, **and it was terrible
work, 1 amsuro you. ‘The memory cf the past
thres weeks, I fear, will never leave my
mind.,”

¢ YWag it a3 torrible as the messnge said 2"
asked Mrs, Tompkins, with a shudder.

*Yes, tho horrible story was all true,
The whole family was murdered.”

“ By whom?"’

“That remalns a mystery, but it is sap-
posed to have been done by one of the slaves,
a8 two or three ran away about that time,’”

¢ How did it happen? Tell me all,”

The little boys were sent away, for this
story wag not for children to hear, and Mr.
Tompkina proceeded, R

'We could hardly helieve the naws the
dispatoh bronght us, my dear, but it did mot
tell us the worst, The roads hetiveen here
and North Carolina are not the best, and I
was four or five days making it, even with
the aid of a fow houra occasionally by rail,
I foand my brother's pext neighbor, Mr,
Clayborne, at the village waiting for me,
On the way he told all that he or any one
seemed to know of the affair, My brother

he’s coming !” shouted

Indian, with some white blood in his veins,
This elave. had a quadroon wife, whom he
loved with. all his .wild, passionate heart.
She was very beantilul, and a belle among’
the negroes, - Bat Henry, for some disobedi.
ence‘on the part of the husband, whose In-
dian;and white blood revolted againat slavery,
sold the‘wife to a Louisians sagor planter,
1Lhe , half-bréed swore’ he would be revenged,’
hasty temper, bad him tied up and severely
whipped—" Tt o
¢ Served the black rascal guite right,” in.
terrupted the wite, who, keing Southera

spending "the winier witha cluse-mate, both |
) argue . ]

had a slave who was half negro and part |

and {my brother, unfortunately possessing & |

born,-¢ould rot endure the
on:,rl_hq'-p?r’t of a glave, . . -
l.,_];.‘g.huik;gpt,'tllny déx. though wo will not
{ 8, question, teg hist i
‘thp’b.'\a’elz;_\;;ﬁ_grnbo@q fer n;'weéic_ Ex? t:::n:%x.;t
lenand silent. Ssveral friends cauticied m
‘brother Yo bewnte of -him, but Meer |;' ;
beadatrong and took fio.man’s coutisél, ySn;ﬂ
denly the siave disappeared,. and althcugh
.the . wou #y..BWamps &ad cano-brinks wera
scoured :by experienced hunters and doga he
.could not be found. Tharee weeks had pussed
aad all thought cf the rusaway lind passed
from the minds of the peopls, [ty oae
night the-man ‘who told me thig wasg paasin
my brother’s house, whin he gaop' ﬂ\meﬁ
shooting aloat thé:roof and cut of the win.
dows. He gave the alarm, and roused the
negroes,  As-he ran up the lawn toward the
house' a“bldody ax mct bis view, Qg ertn
ingthe front door my brothey Henr_;' ‘:r-
fouqd lj‘lug in the hl’nl],' bis skull c]tffil?l:
_g.wm’u._ 1 conuob repeas ali tnat net the
sz’ horrur-stricken gazs Thev kalernly
::_me tgfsulstch ®way the bedies of n'ny i r-—'.'-“wr"
ie wife a i whn the
Bia wil in.P'd twe of the children whig the
**And tho cother two chillren ™ ,.v
M“"%‘ompkim_ children ¥ aileq
**Were evidently murdered al; it
bodies could rot be found. It ?s’ :::::1; lP,L,lj
they were buraed to aehes amid the ruiul;:”‘
(1} H o
mud?‘.i”('l you cause any extra eearch ty pe

1 did, hut it was wuselees, :
scarched, gearched, eeurched—mc{an?:i::e
plain and ewamp, The rivers wers dragged,
th_e wells examined, the roina raked butil;
vain, The oldest and the youngest' of the
children could not be found. A tkull bons
wae discovered among the ruinr, but go
burned and charred that it was impozsible to
tell whether it belonged to a hun-an being or
an animal. I have deone everythiog I could
think o‘,_ snd yet something seems to tell me
my task is ot over—my task is not over,”
C*What has been done with the plantz-
tion 1" Mrs, Tompkins asked.
“:.[‘t_m father of my brother's wife is tha
adminietrator of the estate, aad hLe will
manage it,”
‘* And the murderer 3"

“No trace of him whatever., I::icems :
though, aftcr performing his horrible ?:e‘és
he must have sack into the eurth,” ’

Mre. Tompkins now, remembering thas he
busband needed & bath and g E}‘.unga]-;lf'
clothes, hurried bim into the house, Tho re-
cital of that horrible etory had cas a shadow
O7er ber countenance, which she tried in vain
to dnvt_: away, and had reawakened in Mr.
Tompline' coul & longing for revenge, though
his better reaton compelled him to admit

that the balf-breed was geaded to madness
aud desperation,

The day passed gloomily cnough after the
_ﬁ_m joy of the hustand mny& father’s return,
'l he next moraing, just as the sun was peey -
ing over the gray peaks of the eastern moun-
tainy snd throwing floods of golden light into
the vaney_helow, dancing upon the stream of
silver which wound beneath, or splintering
its ineffectual lances amcng the branches and
trunks of the grand old trees surreunding
the plantation, Mr, Tompkine was awakened
from the dreamlees sleep of exhaustjon,

‘' What was that 7’ he asked of his wife.

B-oth waited a moment, listening, when
again the feeblo wail of an infart reached
their ears,

“It is a ohild's voice,” raid Mirs,
kins; **but why is it there *’

“* Some of the uegro children have strayed
from the quarters ; or, more likely, it is the
child of onoc of the house servants,” said Mr,
Tompkine,

“The house servant? have no children,”
answered Mrs, Tompkins, ‘‘and I Fave
cautioned the field women not to allow their
children to come here. especially in the carly
morning, to annoy us,"

Mr. Tompkine, whose morning nap was not
yet over, closed his eyes again. The metodi-
ots horn of the overzeer, valling the elaves to
the labors of the day, scunded musical in the
early morning air, and seemed only to soothe
tho wearied master to sleep sgain. Foot-
tteps were heard upon the carpeted hallway,
and then three or four light taps on tho door
of tue bedroom,

“ Wi:o is there?” asked Mrs. Tempkina,

“Iva me, miseus, if you plense,” The
door was pushed opsn and o dnrk head,
wouni in o red bandaana handkerchief, ap-
peared in the opening,

“YWhat ia the maiter, Dinah " Mrs.
Tompkins asked, for shie saw Ly the woman's
mancer that something uousus! had eccurred.

Dinah wae her mistress’ hondmaid end the
children’s nurse,

“If you plenge, miseus,” she eaid, '* there
is a queerest little baby on the front porch in
the big clothes-basket,”

“A baby!” cried the nstonished Mie,
Tompkins,

* Yes’m, a white baby

¢*YWhere is its mother 2"

‘1 don’t krow, miasus. It must a been
there nearly all night, sn’ I suppose they
who ever lefi It there wanta you to keep it
fur good.™

“Bring the poor little thing here,” said
Mras, Tompkine, rising to a sittiog pesition in
the bed,

In » fow minutes Dinah returned with s
baby about six months old, dressed in &
faded calico gown, and hungrily sucking ite
tiny fist, while its dark brown eyes were
filled with tears.

‘It waa in de big basket among some ole
clothes,” said Dinah,

¢ Poor, dear little thing! it is nearly
starved and almost frozen. Prepare it zome
warm milk at oace, Dinah,” said the kind-
hearted mistreas,

The girl hurried away to do Ler bidding,
leaving the haby with Mra. Tompkins, who
held the henumbed child in her arms and
tried to still its cries,

* Mr, Tompkins wns wide awake now, and
his mind busy with conjecture how the child
came to be left on their p:azza,

““What is that? called Oleah, from ths
nex$ raom,

¢ Why, it's a baby,” answered Abner, and
» moment later two pairs of little bare feet
came pattering into their mather’s room.

¢ Uh, the awest little thing I” cried Olesh ;
“1 want to kieg it.”

His mother held it down for him to kiss,

¢¢Jan’t it protty!” said Abner. *¢Its eyes
:;e Blaok, just like Oleab’s, Let me kissit,

0. ‘

leaet self assertion

Tomg-

The little stranger looked In wonder at the
two ohlldren, who, in their joy over this
treasure-trove, were danoing frantically about
the room. .

*¢Oh, mamma, where did you get it?”
agked Uleab, :

¢ Dinah fonnd it on the porch,” the mother
apawered. .

¢ Who put it theret"

. %*Idon't know, dear,”

" 4 Why, Oleah,” sald Abner, *“it's just like
old Mr, Post. Don't you know he found a
baby at his door ? for we read about it in our
Firat reader,” o '

¢ Oh, yes; is this the eame baby old Mr.
Post found 1" asked Oleah, :

. % No,” answered the mother; ¢fthis I3
another,” . e :
"¢ 0Oh, "isn’t it sweet?" -gaid Olenh, as the
ohild cried and stretched cut ite-tiny hands,

-+ It's just as’ pretty aa it oan be,” sald
Abner, T .
f To be continued, )



