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CHAPTER I1.—Continued,
¢ Mamma, oh, mamma I’ said Oleah, ahak-
ing his mother’s arm, As she did not pay im.

mediate atteation to his call, N

5 What, denr?” she asked.

# Are we goin’ to kesp it 1"

¢ Yen, dear; if some one wko has a better
right to it does not come to claim it,"p

¢ They shan‘t have it,” cried Oleah, stamp-
ing his little, bara fcot on the coarpet, .

“No,” added Abner; “it's ours now.
They left It thero to starve and freeze, aad
now we will keep it." .

8t You think, then, that tha real owner has
lost bis title by his neglect 3" eaid the father,
with & amile,

4 Yes, that's it,"” the boy answered.

HIt's n very good common law ides, my
gon.”

Dinah now came in with warm milk for the
baby, ond Mrs, Tompkins teld her o take
the two to their room and dress them; but
they waanted to wait first and sce the baby
eat,

¢ Oh, doa't it eat; con't it eat!” cried the
boys.

¢ The peor little thing is almost starved,”
said the mother.

¢t Missus, how d’ye reckin it came on the
porch 7" Dinah asked.

] cannot think who would have left it,”
answered Mrs, Tompkins.

¢That is not a very young baby,” said
Mr, Tompkins, watching the little creature
eat greedily from the spoon, for Dinah had
now taken it and was feeding it.

¢ No, marster, not berry, ’cause it'a got
two or freec teel,” said tke narse. *fSpect
it'a 'bout six months old.”

As roon ag the little stranger had been fed,
Dlnah wrapped it in a warm blanket and Iaid
it on Mrs, Tompkins’ bed, where it soon fell
acleep, showing it w- « exbausted ns well as
hurgry. Dinah then led the two boys to the
room to wash and dresa them.

t Strange, strange !” maid Mre. Tompkins,
Leginning to dress. ** Who cun the little
thizg belong to, and what are we to do with
AN

“ Keep it, I auppose,” said Mr. Tompkins;
and, stumbling cver a hoot-juck, he exclaimed
in the same brezth, *¢ Ob, confound it !”

* What, the baby 7"

*No, the boot-jack, I'vo stubbed my toe
on it,”

““We have no right to take upon ourselves
the rearing of other people’s children,” said
Mrs, Tompkine, paying no attention to her
hueband’s trifling injury.

¢ But it's our Christian duty to see that
the little thing doea not die of cold ard hun-
ger,” said Mr. Tompkins, careszing his
aching toe.

Soon the boys came in, ready for breakfast,
and inquired for the baby ; when told that it
was sleeping, they wanted to mee it asleep,
and stole on tiptos to the bed, where the
wearied little thing lay, and cothing wonld
eatisfy them until they were permitted to
touch the pale, pinched, tear-stnined cheek
with thair fresh, warm lipa.

The breakfast bell rang, and they went
down to the dining-room, where awaiting
them was a breakfast such as only Aunt
Suzan conld prepare. They took their places
nt the table, while a negro gir! stood behind
each, to wait npen them and to drive away
flies with long brushes of peacock feathers.
The boys were 20 much excited by the advent
of the strange baby that they could scarcely
keep quiet long enough to eat,

I am going to draw it on my wagon,”
anid Oleah,

“I'm going to let it ride my pony,” eaid
Abner,

 Don't think too much of the baby yet,
for some one may come and claim it,” aaid
their mother,

** They shan't have it, sball they, papa ?”
cried Oleah,

¢t No, it ia our baby now.”

‘'And we aro going to keop it, ain't wo,
Ausnt Susan !” he asked the cook, ns she en-
tered the dining-room.

* Yeg, bress yo'little heart; dat baby sam
yours,” maid Aunt Susan,

“It's o Christmas gift, ain't it, Maggie ™"
he aslied the waiter behind him. Oleah was
evidently determined to array cveryone's
opinion against his mother’s supposition,

*Yes, I reckin itam,” the negro girl an-
swered with a grii,

* Ha, bay, h.!” laughed Abner. “Why,
Oleah, this & n't Christmas.”

Seeirg his mistuke, Oleah joined in the
laugh, but soon commenced again.

We're goin’ to make the baby & nice, new
play-house, ain’t wo, Abner¥”

** Yes, and o swing,”

The btaby slept wearly all the forenoon,
When she woke (for it was a girl) she was
woaghed, and dressed in some of Mester
Oleah’s clothes, and Mrs. Tompkins declared
the child a marvel of beanty, and when the
little thing turned her dark oyes on her bene-
factr with a corfiding tmile tho lady re-
solv.d that no sorrow that she could avert
should cloud the aweet, innocent face.

When the boys came in they began a war
dance, which made the baby scream with de-
light, Impectuous Oleah snatched her from
his mother's lap, and both boy and baby
rolied over on the floor, fortunately not hurt-
ing either., Bis mother scolded, but the
baby crowed and laughed, and he showered a
hundred kieses on the little white face,

4 boy about twelve yesrs of sgo was
coming down the lane. Ho entered the gate
and wns coming towarde the homse. Mr.
Tompkine, who was in the sitting-room, in a
moment recognized the boy as Crazy Joe,
and told his wife about the unfortunato lad.
He met the boy on the porch.

“* How do you do, Joe ?’ he asked, extend-
ing his hand,

“Iam well,” Joe answered.  Have you
geen my father Jacob or my brother Ben-
jamin 2"

“ No, they have not yet coms,” answered
the planter,

. For geveral yeara after, Joe wos o frequent
visitor. There was no moment’s lapse of hia
melancholy madness, which vyet seemed to
have a pecnliar method In it, and the myatery
that hid his past but deepened and intensi-

fied.
CHAPTLR IIT,
DINNER TALK,

America furnishes o the world her share
o politicians, The United States, with her
free government, her freedom of thought,
freedom of speech apd freedom of press, is
prolific in their production. Ons who had
given the mubject but little thought, and no
investigation, wonld bs amazed to know their
number, Nearly every boy born in the
United Statea becomes a politiclan, with
views more or less pronounced, and the sub.
Ject s by no means noglected by the feminine

ortlon of the community. That part of

irginia, the scene of our mtory, abounded
with :: village tavern and .cross-ronde politi-
clangs,” Snagtown, on Brlar creek, was s
village not more then three milos from Mr,
Tompkln‘s. It boasted of two taverns and
three ra'oons, where loafors aongregated to
talk laliout the wenther, the doingsin Con-
&ress, the terrib of the country, and

£ T e
their expiits In catobing ¢ ranaway niggers™
A large per cent of our people pay more at-

‘every man's right to understand the'grand
‘machiaery of this Government, but he shoild

-| not-devote to it the time which should be

spent in csring for his *family,. “Politics

from the paths of honest industry, and fur-
nish food for toughs to digest at taverns and
atreet oormers. ‘

" Anything which affords a topic of conver-

| eation is eagerly welcomed by the loafer; and

it is little wonder that politios ia & theme

‘affords him food, but drink as well, duringa
campaign. Many are the mnegledted wives
and starving children who, in cold saud cheer
leas homes, await the return of the husband
ond father, who sits, warm and comfortable,
in some tavornm, laying plans for the election
of a school direotor or a town overaeer,

Sasgtown could tell its story. It con-
tained many such neglected homes, and the
thriftless vagabonds who counstituted the
voting majority mever failed to raise an ex-
citement, to provoke bitter feeclinge and
foment quarrels on election day.

Plump, oand short, and sleck was Mr
Hezzkiah Diges, the justice of the peace of
Snagtown. Like many justices of the peaco,
he brought to the performance of hia duties
little native intelligence, and less acqnired
erudition; but what he lacked in brains he
made up in brate, He wes one of the fore-
moet of the political gossipera of Snagtown,
and had filled his present position for several
years,

'Squire Digge washardly in what might be
termed even moderate circumstances, though
he and his family made great preteneion in
society, He was one of that rare class in
Virginia-—a poor man who had managed by
gome inexplicable means, to work his way
into the better class of society, His wife,
unlike himself, ‘was tall, elender aud sharp
visaged, Like him, she was an inceezant
talker, and her goesip frequeutly caused
tronble in the neighborhood. Scandal was
seized on as s Eweet morsel by the hungrs
Mrs. Diggs, and she never let pass an oppor-
tunity to spread it, like a pestilence, over the
town.

They had one son, now ahout twelve years
of age, tha joy and pride of their hearts, and
a8 he wag capable of declaiming, * The boy
stood on the burning deck,” his proud father
discovered in him the future crator of
America, and determined that Patrick Henry
Diggs should study law and enter the field of
politics, The boy, fall of his father’s con-
viction, and of a conceit all his own, felt
withiz hia sonl a rising greatness which ons
day would make him the foremost man of the
Nation, He did not object to his father’s
plan; he was willing to become either a
statesmau or a lawyer, but having read the
life of Washington, he would have chosen to
be o general, only that there were now no
redcoats to fight, Poor as Diggs' family was,
they boasted that they associated only with
the elite of Southern socioty.

’Squire Diggs had informed Mr, Tompking
that he and his family would pay him a visit
on a certain day, as ho wished to consult bim
on some political matters, and Mr, Tompkias
and bis hospitable lady, setting aside accial
differences, prepared to make their visitoxs
walcome, Qg the appointed day they were
dciven up in their antiquated carriage, drawn
by an old gray hores, and driven by a negro
coachman older than either, Mose was the
only slave that the 'Squire owned, and thongh
sixty years of age, be served the family faith-
fully in a multiform capacity. He palled np
at the door of the mansion, and climbing out
somewhat slowly, owing to age and rheuma-
tism, he opened the carriage door and nssiated
the cccupants to alight,

Though Mrs, Tompkins felt an unavoid-
able repugnance for the gossiping Mra, Diggs,
she waa tco sensible a hoatess to treat an un-
invited guest otherwise than cordially.

““I've been just dying to come and gee
you,” sald Mra. Diggs, ae soon as she had re-
moved her wrape and taken her geat in an
easy chair, with a bottle of smelling salts in
her hand and her gold-plated spectaclen on
her nose, “you have been having 0o many
strange things bappen here; and I told the
'Squire we muet como over, for I thought the
drive might do me good, and I wanted to
hear all about the murder of your husband’s
brother’s family, and see that strange baby
and the crazy boy, Isn't it strange, though?
Who could have committed that awful mur-
der? Yho put that baby oa your piazza,
and who is this crazy boy " .

Mrs. Tompkins arrested this stream of in
terrogatories by saying that it was all a mys-
tery, and they had as yet been unable to find
a clew. DBafiled at the very- onset in the
chief object of her visit, Mrs, Diggs turned
her thoughts at once into new channels, and,
graciously overlooking Mrs. Tompkinsg’ in-
ability to gratify her curiesity, began to re-
count the news and gossip and sma!l! acandals
of the neighborhood.

’Squire Diggs was in the midst of an ani.
mated conversation on his favorite theme, the
politics of the day. The elavery question
waag just assuming prominence, Henry Clay,
Martin Van Baren, and others, had at times
hinted 'at emancipation, while John Brown
and Jared Clarkson, and a host of lesser
lights, were making the Nation quake with
the thunders of their eloquence from rostrum
and pulpit. ’Squire Diggs was bitter in his
denunciations of the Northerners, belioving
that they intended *‘to take our niggers
from us,” He invariably emphasized the
pronoun, and alwaya spoke of niggersin the
plural, as though he owned n hundred in-
stead of one. ’Squire Diggs was onc¢ of a
class of peoplo in the South known as the
most bitter slavery men, the small slave-
holders—a class that bowailed most loudly
the freedom of the negro, because they had
few to free. At dinner he said :

t Slavery is of divine origin, and all John
Brown and Jared Clarkson can say will never
convinoe the world otherwiss,

‘' I sometimes think,” said BIr. Tompkins,
f“that the country would be better off with
the slaves all in Siberia.”

““What? My dear siv, how conld we
exist?” cried ’'Squire Digys, his small eyes
growing round with wonder, ¢ If the slaves
were {aken from us, who would cultivate
these vast fields ?”

Do it ourselves, or by bired help,” an-
awered the planter,

“My dear sir, the idea is impracticable,”
snid the ‘Squire, hotly. * We cannot give up
our slaves, Slavery is of divie origin. The
oiggers, descending from Hawm, were oursed
into slavery. The Bible rays se, and no
nigger-loving Abolitionist need deny it.”

] believe my husband is an emancipation-
ist,” said Mrs, Tompking, with a smile,

“I am,” gaild Mr, Tompkins; ‘' not so
much for the alaves’ good &y for the masters’,
Slavery is a curse to both white and black,
and more to the white than to the black,
The two races can never live together in har-
mony, and the Booner they are seporated the
better.” :

¢ How - would you like to free them and
leave them among us?” atked the *Squire,

* That even wouid be better than to keep
them among uq in bondage,” :

‘* But Henry Clay, in his great speech on
African colonization in the House of Repre-
sentatives, says : ¢ Of all clasves of our popu-
lation, the most viclous Ia the free colored.’

And, my dear sir, were this horde of blacks

tention to Congreseional miatters than to .
their ownaflaits, We do not'deny that-itia

should not intoxicate men and lead: them’

that rouses all his'enthusiaem. It not only

tarned loose ;.qpof--ni, -without masters or
.overgeers to keep them iu restralut, our lives
would not ba eafe for a day.” Domineering
‘niggers would be our masters, wonld claimn
the.right to vote and hold office, ‘_Impgmg,
‘my-dear sir, an ignorant nigger holding sn
important cffice’ like that of justice of the
peace,  Consider for a moment, My, Tomp-
kins,__all the horrors which would be the
patural reenlt of a lazy, indolent race, ia-
oapable of earning their own living, unless
-urged by the lash, being turned loose to shift
for themselves, Slavery is more a blessing to
the slave than to the master. What was the
oondition of the negro in his native wilds?
He was a ruthless suvage, hunting and fight-
ing, and entiog fellow-beinga onptured in war,
He lrnew no God, and worshipped anaker, theo
san and moon, and everything he could not
nnderstand. Qur slave-traders found him in
this state of barbariem snd misery. They
brought him here, and taught him to til the
goil, and trained him inthe ways of peace,
atd led him to worship the true and living
God., Our niggers now have food to eat and
clothes to wear, when in their native country
they were hupgry aud naked. They now
enjoy all the blessings of an advanced civil-
jzation, wherens they wera unce in the lowest
barbarism., S:t them free, and they will
drift back into their former state.” .
$'A blessing may be made oub of their
bondage,” replied Mr. Tompkins, ‘¢ As
Henry Clay said in the speech from which
you have qucted, ©they will carry back fo
their native soil the rich fruits of religiop,
civilization, law and liberty., And may 1t
not be one of the great designs of the Ruler
of the universe (whose ways ara often in-
scrutable by short-zighted wortals) thus to
traneform originsl crime iuto a slogle blessing
to the most unfortunata portions of the globe?
But I fear we uphold slavery rather for our
own mercenary advantages than as a blessing
either to our country or to either race.” .

¢ Why, Mr. Tompkins, you are advocating
Abolition doctrine,” said Mra. Diggs.

] pelieve I am, and that abolition is
right.”

**Would yon be willing to loss your own
slaves to have the niggers freed ?” acked the
astonished 'Squire, .

““] wonld williogly lose them to rid our
comntry of a blighting curse.”

¢ would not,” eaid Mre, Tompkins, her
Sonthern blood fired by the discussion’

«“My husbazd is n Northern man, and ad-
vocates principles that were instilled into his
mind from infancy; but I oppose abolition
from principle. Slaves should be treated
well and made to know their place; but to
let them free and ruin thoutanda of peeple in
the South is the ides of fanatics.”

“I'm mamma’s Democrat,” sald Oleah,
who, seated at his mother's side, concladed it
best to approve her remarks by proclaiming
his own political creed,

“And I am papa’s YWhig,” announced
Abner, who was at bis father’s side.

¢ That's right, my son, You don't believe
that people, because they are black, should
be bought and sold and beaten like cattle, do
you ?* asked the father, leoking down, half
in jest and half in carnest, at his eldest born,

¢t No; set the negroed free, and Oleah and
I will plow and drive wagons,” he replied,
guickly,

¢ You don't believe It's right to take
people's property from them for nothing aad
leave people poor, do you, Oleah?” asked the
mother, in laughing retaliaticn.

¢ No, I don't,” replied the young Southern
aristocrat.

* You are liable to have both politioal por-
tles ropresented in your own family,” esid
’Squire Digge. ¢ Here's a difference of opi-
nion aljready.”

#¢ Their differences will be easy to reconcile,
for never did brothera love each otier ag these
do,” returned Mr. Tompkios, little dreaming
that this difference of opinion was n breach
that would widen, widen and widen, separat-
ing the loving brothers, and bringing untold
misery to his peacelful home,

“What are you in favor of, Patrick
Henry?” Mrs, Diggs aeked, in her shrill,
sharp tones, of her own hopeful son,

¢ I'm in favor of freedom and the Starsard
Stripes,” anawered Patrick Heary, gnawing
lx;igt:immaly at the chicken bone hs held in hia

and,

“ He's a patriot,” exclaimed the 'Squire,
¢¢ He talks of nothing so much as Revclution-
ary days and Revolutionary heroes, He has
guch a taste for military life that I’d mend
him to YWest Point, but his mother objects.”

“Yes, 1 do object,” put in the shrill-
voiced, cadaverous Mre, Diggs, ¢ They don’t
take & child of mine to their strict military
schools, TWhy, whet if he was to get sick,
awsy off there, and me here? 1 wonldn't
atop day or night till I got there,” .

Dinner over, the party repalred to the
parlor, and ’Squire Diggas asked his son to
speak ‘Sone of his piecea™ for the entertain-
ment of the company,

¢ What, piece sball I say?’ asked Patrick
Henry, as anxious to display hia oratorica
talents-as his father was to bave him, -

“The piece that begins, ¢I come not here
to talk,’ ” said Mrs. Digge, her sallow fea-
tures lit up with a emile that showed the tips
of her false teeth, .

Severnl of the negroes, learning that a show
of soma kind waa about to begin in the parlor,
crowded about the room, peepiog in at the
doors and windows, Patrick Henry took his
position in the centra of the room, struck a
pompous attitude, standing high as his short
legs wonld permit, and, brushing the hulr
from his forehead, bowed to his andience and,
in a bigh, loud monotone, began :

T come not to tallk ! You know too well

The story of our thraldom. We—we—""

He paused and bowed his head.

“ YWe aro slaves,” prompted the mother,
who was llstening with eager interest, Dra,
Diges had heard her son sy his piece” fo
often that she had lesrned it heraelf, and now
gerved a3 prompter. Patrick Henry con-
tinued :

““Wo are slaves,
The bright moon risea—"

¢t No, sun,” Interrupted his mother,

‘* The bright sun rises in the East and lights

A rnce of slnves. He sets—nand the—last

thing"—

The young orator was again off the track,

¢ And his last beam falla on » slave,” agaln
the fond mother prompted.

By being frequently prompted, Patrick
Henry managed to *apsak his piece
through,”

‘While the mother, alert and watchful,
listened and prompted, the father, short, and
sleels, and fat, leamed back in his chair, one
short leg just able to reach acrosa the other,
listening with satisfied pride to hia eon’s dis-

lay.
P “yThe poor child hes forgotten some of i,"”
said the mother, at the conolusion,

¢ Yen,” added the father; ¢*he don’t apeak
much now, and so has forgotten a great deal
that he knew.”

Mr, Tompkins and his wife, inwardly re-
gretting that he had not forgotten all, will-
ingly exoused Patrick Henry from any further
efforte, And thongh they had welcomed and
entertained their guests with the cordial
Southern hospitality, they feit somewhat re-
lisved when the Digge carriage, with its
ancfent, dark-skinned conchman, rolled away
over the hille towards Snagtown,

' CHAPTER IV,

MORE OF THE MYSTERY.

We have geen the perfeot harmony which

P S S e e
prevailed in the household of Mr. Tompkios,
though his wife and himself were of totally
diffsrent temperanments, aed,.on many sub-
jects, held opposite opicions, He, with his
cool Northern blood, was-ocarefnl and deli-
berata, slow in drawing coroclusions or form-
ing a decision; but, once. his atand” was
taken, firm as a rock, She had all the quick
Southern impetucsity, that at times foond-
rash expression, though her head was s clear
and her heart as warm us her hueband’s,
Her pr.judices were stronger than his, and
her resson was more frequently swayed by
them, )

The great Missouri Compromise was sup-
posed to have settled the guostion of slavery
forever, and abolition was regarded only as

fresholder by birth and principle, circum-
gtances had mado Mr, Tompkins o slave-
holder. He seldom expressed his sentiments
to his Sonthern neighbors, knowing how re-
puguant they were to their feelings; but
when his opinions were asked for he always
gave them frecly, The mavements on tho
political checker-board belong rather to his-
tory than fo a marrative of individual lives,
yet because of their effect on these lives, rome
of the most importans must be mentioued,
While the abolition party was yet in embryo,
the Southern stateemen, cr many of them,
seeming to rend the fate of slavery in ths
future, had deolared that the Union of Stotes
was only a compact or co-partnership, which
could bo dissolved at the opticn of the coa-
tracting parties. This gave rise to the prin-
ciple of States’ rights and secessicn, and
when the emancipation of the glaves was ad-
vocated, Southern politicians began to talk
more and more of dissolulion, .

Not only in political assemblies was the
subject discussed, but even in family circler,
f a8 we have seen, Mre. Tompkins, of course,
differed from her hustand on the subjsct of
' State” rights, as she did on slavery, sad
many wers their debatee on the theme,
Their Iittle sons, observing their parents’ in-
terest in these questions, became concerned
themeelves, and, a8 was very natural, took
sides, Abner was the Whig end Oleah his
motber’s Democrat,  Still, love and harmony
dwelt in that happy hkousehold, though the
prophetic ear might have heard in the distant
future the rattle of musketry on that fair,
quiet lawn, and the clash of brothers’ swords
in mortal combat beneath the roof which had
sheltered their infancy.

Little did these fond parents drenm of tke
deep root those seeds of political difference
had taken in the breasts of their children,
and the bitter fruit of mirery and horror
they would bear. Their lives now ran zs
quiotly as o mesdow brock. All the long
summer days they played without an angry
word or thought, or if either was burtor
grieved s kiss or a tender word would heal
the wound.

The tragic fats of his brother's family, and
his unavasiling efforts to bring the murderers
to justice, directed Mr, Tompkins’ thoughts
into new channels, The strange baby grew
in atrength and beauty every day. Its mys-
terious appearance among them continued to
puzzle the family, and all their effurts failed
to bring any light on the subject, The mer-
vant to whom was assigned the washing of
the clothes the baby had on when found was
charged by her mistress fo Jook closely for
marks and lettera upon them. When her
work was done, she came to Mra, Tompkins'
room, and that lady asked :

¢ Have you found anything, Hannah?”

¢ Yoz, missus; hers am a word vwif some
letters in it,” the woman answered, holding
up o little underahirt and pointing to some
faint lines,

Mrs, Tompkine took the garment, which,
beforo being washed, had been so soiled that
even mora legible lines than these would have
been undistinguishable; it was of the finest
linen, and [aintly, yet surely, was the word
*tIrene” traced with indelible ink,

“As moon as all the clothes bad bzen
waehed and dried, bring them to me,” enid
Mra, Tornpking, hoping to Gnd some other
clew to the chijld's parentage.

¢ Yes, miszus,” and Hannah went back to
her weshing.

¢ Irene,” repeated Mra, Tompkina aloud,
a8 she looked down on the baby, who was
sitting on the rog, making thinga lively
smong a heap of toys Abper and Oleah had
placed beforo her,

Tho bahy locked up and began crowing
with delight. .

¢ QOh, Dbloss the darling; it knows its
name ! crled Mrs, Tompkina, *‘Poor littla
thing, it has scldom heard it lately, Irene!
Irene| Irene "

out its arme to the Indy, who caught it up
and pressed it to her heart,

¢ Oh, mamma 1” cried Olesh, running inte
the room, with his brother at his heels, **me
ond Abner have juat been talkiog about what
to calf the baby, He wants to eall it Tommy,
and that’s a boy’s name, ain't it, mamma "

“ Of course it is—"

¢ And our baby is a girl, and must have a
girl's nome, muatn't {5, mamms?”

11} Yel." )

“I just said Tommmy was a nice name; if
our baby was a boy we’d call it Tommy," ex-
plained Alner.

“But the baby has a name-—a real protty
name,"” said the mother.

‘A pame! a name! What is it ?” the
brothera cried, capering about, and setting
the baby almost wild with delight, )

t Her namo is Irene,” said Mrs, Tompkinsg,

¢ QOh, mamma, where did yon get such a
pretty name ?”’ nsked Abner.

¢ Who said it wos Irene ¥’ put in Oleab,

] found it writton on some of the clothes
it woro the morning we found it,” answered
the mother,

““Then we will call it Irene,” said Abner,
decisively.

*Iveno ! Irene! Little Irene! ain't you
awful sweet?’ cried the impetuous Oleah,
suatchiny the baby from his mother's arms
and smothering its soreams of delight with
kisses, So enthusiastic was the little fellow
that the buby was in peril, and his mother,
spite of his protestations, took it from him,
As soon as relonsed, little Irene’s feet and
handa began to play, and she responded, with
goft cooing and baby laughter, to all the boya’
noisy demonstrations.

A youth, with large sad eyes and pale face,
now entered the door,

' Oh, come, Joe, come and see the baby }”?
oried Oleah, *‘Ian't it sweet? dJust look at
ite pretty bright eyes and its cunning little
mouth,”

Joe had visited the plantation frequently
of late, and Mr. Tompkina having given
orders that he should alwaya bz kindly
treated, had finally established himself there,
and was now considered rather a member of
the household than a guoest,

The poor, insans boy camo cloze to Mra,
Tompkins' side and looked fixedly at the baby
for a few moments, An expression of pain
passed over his face, as though gome long
forgotten sorrow was recalled to his mind.

T remember It now,” he finally said.
“ It was nt the great carnival feast, and after
the gladiators fought, this babe, which was
the Bon of the man who was slain, was given
to the llons to devour, but although it was
osst In the den, the lions wonld not harm a
balr of ita head.”
¢ Oh, no, Joe; you are mistaken,” mald
Abner; “it was Daniel who was cast into

the lions' den,” - -
%You are right,” aaid Orazy Joe. It

‘a3 he was, knew something .of Roman wy-

‘and Remua,” * .

the dressm of visionary fauatics. - Thougha,

The baby, laughing and shouting, reached’

e s
was Daniel;. bus I remember t :_i_gfbwby._.,..,;!‘hv 5
: Dasleets?
Lot ! ,y i’ a ni or
Unele Dan. gger Laby,
" No,” no,
baby,” ‘both

was one of-thbv»ﬁwb_,i}t;kendby thei',‘.i':rtil:ipl-‘_\!i}gla.
liced in a-trough end put id theriver.
'?l‘?g pri\'ex' ‘overfl nvn_:gd the banks and left tha f
babes. at the root of o tree; where the wolt-
found them, and taking dompession on the
children, came every day and turnished thom
nourishment from his.own broast.”
" No, no,” interrupted Abner, who, young

thology, © You ‘are talkisg about Romulus

"¢ Ah, yes,” sighed tho poor yq_uth, striwflng
in vain to gather up his wandering faculties ;.
«kut I have seen this chiild before. IFi% was
not-the-one concealed among the balrushes,
then what can it be ?” :
-=$¢Iv's..qur baby,” |
wase't {n no bulrushes; it wa3 in
baskes on the porch.” o :

Tt wat a -willow . ark,” eaid Joe; “its
mother hid it there, for a decree had grne
forth that all malo children of the Israclifes
ehould be exterminated—"? : :

s¢No; it was & willow basket,” interrupted
Olenh. ‘It mother shon't have it again.
It’s onr little baby. This baby ain’t a
liverite, and it ghan’t be sterminated, shall
it, mamma?”

¢ No, dear ; no one thall harm this baby,”
said Mcs, Tompking, :

*¢ It's our baby, isn’s it, mamma 7" .

¢4 Yer, my child, unlees some cne cluie come
for it who han a better right to it.”

¢ Who ocould that be, mamma *"’

“ Perhops its own father or mother might
come-—"

"*They shen’t have it If they do,” cried
Qleah, stamping his little foot resolutely on
the floor.”

coa rose from the low chair on which he
had been sitting, and went out, saylng some-
thing about his father coming cown into
Egypt. -

g"gdammn,“ taid Abner, when Joe had
gone ount, “ what maken him eay nuch strange
things 7’ He saya that ho iz Joseph, and
that his brothers gold him into Ezypt, and he
calls papa the eaptain of the guard., He goes
out into the ficlde and watches the negroes
work, and says hs is Potiphar’s overseer, and
must attend to his bousehold,”

¢ Poor boy, he is in:ans, my =om,” an-
awered Mrs, Tompkina; *“he is very unfor-
tunate, and yon must not tease him. Let
him believe he is Joseph, for it will make
him feel happier to have his delusion carried
out by others,”

¢ The other day, when we were playing in
the barn, Joe and Oleah and me, 1 saw &
great scar ond sore place on poor Joe's head,
just like tome one had struck him I asked
him what did it, and he said he tell with his
hesd on & sharp rock when hie trothers
threw him ifato the pit.”

Oleah now was anxious to go back to his
play, and dragged his brother out of the
house to the iawn, leaving Mrs, Tompkins
alene with the baby.

Several weeks after the baby and Crazy
Joe became inmates of Mr, Tompkins’ house,
a men, dresred in trowsers of brown jeans
and hunting shirt of tanned deer zkin, wear-
ing a broad-brimmed hat and heavy boots,
come to the mansion, Thoe autumn day was
delightful; it was after the fall rains, The
Indian summer hsza hung over hill, and
mountain, snd valley, and the sun glowed
with mellowed splendor. The stranger car-
ried a rifle, from which a wild turkey was
suspended, snd wore tho usual bullet-pouch
and powder-horn of the hunter elung across
bia shouvlder, e was tall and wiry, abont
thirty-five years of age, and, to use his own
expreseion, as *‘aotive aw a cat and strong
a3 a lion.” - :

Daniel Martin, or ¢ Uncle Dan,” as he was
more generally known, was a typicsl Virgiaia
mountainecr, whose cabin ¥waas on the side of
a mountain filteen miles from Mr, Tompkins’
plantation. He was noted for hia bravery
aad his bluntness, and for the unerring aim
of hia rifle, , .

He, was the friend of ‘the rich and poor,
aud his littls cabin frequently afforded shelter
for the touritt or the eportsman, He was
called “Unole Dan"” by all the younger
people, simply because he would not allow
himself to bo called Mr. Martin,

** No, siree,” he weuld eay ; **no misterin’
fur me. 1 was never brought up toit, and I
can’s tote the load now.” He persisted in
being ealled ¢ Uncle Dan,” especially by the
children, **It seems more home-like,” he
would say.

Why he had not wife and chiidren to make
his oabin “home-like” wss frequently a

put in Olead, **and ik
the clcthes-

as they could arrive at no other conclusicn,
they finally decided that he muat have becn
croseed in love.

Mr, Tompkins, who chanced to be on the
veranda, observed ths hunter enter the gate,
and met him with an extended kand and
zmile of welcome, saying :

' Good moraing, Dun, It ia zo long since
you have been hero that your face is almost
the face of o stranger.”

“ Ya-ag, it’s a'most a coon’s age, and an
old coon at that, since I baen on these
grounds, How’snll the folks ¥ he auswered,
graspiog Mr, Tompkins' out-stretched hand,

‘¢ They are all well, and will be delighted
to see you Dan, Come in.”

““Ye soe I brought a gobbler,” said Dan,
removing the turkey from his shoulder. I
thought maybe ye'd be wantin’ some wild
meat, and I killed one down on the creek
afore I came,”

Mr. Tompkins tock the turkey, and calling
a negro boy, bade him take it to the cook to
be preparcd for dirner. Tnen he conducted
his guost to ths veranda, Uncle Dan placed
his long rifle and nccoutrements in a far cor-
ner, aud rat down by Mr. Tompkizs,

¢ YWall, how's times about hoah, any how,.
and how's politicke ? he asked, as soon as
eeated. '

Tho mountain air in America, as in Switzar-
land, seems to inspire those who breaths it
with love of liberty, The dwellers on the
mountaing of Virginia, North Carclinn and
Tennogsee wers chlefly Abolitionists, who
hated the slave-holder as frec men do tyrants,
and when the great struggle came on they re-
mained loyal to the Government, As n rule,
they were poor, but self-respecting, possessing
a degree of intelligence far superior to that of
most of the lower claes of the South,

The seoret of the friendship between. the
planter and the hunter was that both were,
at heart, opposed to human bondage, and
though thoy seldom expressed their real senti-
ments, even when alone, each knew the other’s
{eelings, : :

Before Mr, Tompking could reply to the |
mountaineer’s question, Abner and Oleah ran
up to the veranda with shouts of joy and
noisy demonstratlons of welcome, - Uncle Dan
placed ome on each knee, and for some time
the boys claimed all his attention.

¢¢Oh, Uncle Dan, gon can’t guess what
we've got,” Olesh oried,

¢ Why, no; 1 can’t,” What is it %’ naked
Unocle Dan, abandoning attempt to return to
the gocial chat the boyas had interrupted, . -

¢ A baby'! a baby'!” orled Oleah, olapping
bis hands. , :

" A baby?” repeated Uncle Dan, In as-
tonishment, :

i Yew; sir; a bran new baby, just as aweet
a8 it oan be, too.” ‘ ‘

The puzzled mountaineer, with a suspicious
look at Mr. Tompking, eaid: * Thonght ye |
sald the folkes was all wellP* - o

"« They are,” smswered. Mr, Tompkias, |

Uncle Dan, - bewildered,
boys to their father,

Mr, Tompkins, .

door & sbor§ time ngo in .
B ome unknoma pefaon;_" he clothee-baskes

theme for dlscussicn among the gossips, aad, |

3o
“‘Dinah found the baby

Jut in Abser, in o clothee.

is it? agked

no, ita a white hﬁb’ —

boy2 quickly replied, ¥ white
. What do ‘the children mean?” aaked
looking from the
¢ They mean juet what théy eay,” said

‘"A baby was left st our

 Don’t yon want to see it |7 P
Maatie"r bOleah eaiggrly nsked, * Uncls Dan?
* To besure L do. I alwars 1; P
they are the perfection o’ inn;een:{a?s bablee;
. Before he had finighed hiy sentence, Oleap
had climbed down frem his knee, aud wgs
soampering -away foward the nurzery
Abner wad not more than two seconds iy o
lowing him, s

4 fVall, now, ses heah,” said tha hunssr.
““while them young rattlstraps is gene j-::é
tell mo what all this means, Hez s'_mr’_\ ne
been ircreasin’ yer family by leavin’ bilies a
layin’ around loose, or is it a Lig doil some.
ons Ilm,z give the }l:o;l;a » N ’

¢ It’s just as the boys say,” Mr, Tem: ki
snswered. "' Some one diyd actually?,;l?.:‘c-:
baby about six montha ¢ld en thiy porch, and'
no one knows who he was, where he came
from, or where he went,”

¢ That's mighty strange,
wos it?”

¢ Abont six weeks,”

*Wall, now, ain't that straoge? Have
you any suspicien who done it 7"

¢ Not the least.”

“ Wall, it s strange. Never saw no ur
eneakin’ about the house, like ¥’

* No one at all.” .

¢ Humph ! TVell, it's dog gone atrange.”

Att:hi; moment the two boys, with Dinsh
in attendance, came ou$, bearin 1
them little Irene, ’ g betwoen

““Here it is; hereisour baby! Ain't she
sweed, though?’ cried Oleah, as they bore
their .precious burden towsrd the moun.
taineer.

*'Why it's a spankin’ big un, by jiogo:
Ya-2s, an’ I be blessed ef I ain't scen tha:
baby bafore,” cried Uncle Dan, -

' Where?” aaked Mr, Tompkius, engerly.

Upcle Dan took the little thing on hie lap,
and, a8 it tamed its larze dark-groy eyes up
to his in wonder, hs reflected a few minmter
iu silence nnd then said:

“I ssw a baby what locked like thie, ard
Dl bet a geod deal it is the same one, too,”

¢ Where did you see it?" again demanded
the planter,

¢ That's jeat what I’m tryin’ to think up,”
said Uncle Dan. *Qp, yes; it war in the
free nigger’s cabin, on the side o’ the east
Twin Mountain. Yon know where the old
cabin stands, where we used to camp when
we war out huntin’ i .

13 YGB."

“Wall, I war roamin’ by there one day,
eaod found fwo nigger men and a woman livia’
there. They had this baby with them, and
I gquestionod them as to where they war
gwine, but onme nigger, who had a scar
slaunch-ways across bis face,” here tho par-
rator made an imaginary mark disgenally
acrosa his lelt cheek to indicate what le
meant by ‘*slaunch-ways,” * gaid they war
gwine tolive thar, I seked 'em whar they
got the baby, and they said its peopls war
dead, and they war to tske it to some of its
relations, I left ’em mocn, for I couldn't ait
much ont o' them, but I determined to keep
a1 eye on 'em, The next time I came by
that way they were gone, bag and biggsge.”

% The free nigger's cabin is at least twenty
miles from here,” maid Mr. Tompkins, ‘¢ It
is atrange why they ehould bring the baby
all that way here and leave it.”

It do look stravge, but I guess they war
runaway niggers what had stole the child out
‘of spite, and when they got heal give out an’
left it. I kilnder think theeo niggers war
from the South.”

*Haove you ever geen or lieurd of them
gince #” asked Mr. Tomplins,

¥ Neither bar ror hide.”

At this moment a stranger to Uncle Dan
came sauntering up the lawn, and, stepping
on the porch, nddreesed them with :

% Can you tell me where my brothers feed
their flooka?"

‘“He's arazy,” whispered Abner to the
henter. ‘¢ He’s crazy, and mamma says pre-
tend as If he was talking senac,”

¢0Oh, they asre cut thar somesvhar on the
hills, I reckin’,” Unecle Dan arswered,.

Joe looked at the mountaineer for a ma-
ment, caretully examinng the hunting jacket
of tanned skine, the hair of which formed an
orpamenta! fringe, and then eaid :

“I know you now, You ars my Uncle
Esau; but whyshould youn be here in Egypt?
It wns you who grew angry with my fathe?
because ha got your birthright for a mens of
potage. You sought to slay him and he fled.
Have you come to mozk his gon ¥’

¢ Oh, no, youngster; yer pap and me bev
made np that little fuss long ago, I fargive
him that  little eteal, an’ now we ar’ ol
squar’ agin.”

“But why are younin Egypt? You mns$
be very old, My tother, who is younger
then you, iz old—bowed down—"

““Poor boy,” said Mr. Tompkins, with a
sigh, **he hag been n clost student, and per-
hapa that was what turned hig head.”

*“Does ho ever git rantankerous?”’ asgked
Uncle Dan,

¢ No ; he is always mild and harmless,”

‘“Have you feen my father?”’ Joo new
asked. He has long white halr and snowy
beard.”

¢ No, youngster; I nin’t got a sight o’ tke
old man fur eome time,” aaid Uncle Dan.

¢ Poviphar resembles my father, but my
father must be dead,” and ke sank inton
chair, with a sad lc ok of dezpair, and, bury-
ing his face in his hand, groaned asifin
pair,

‘o doer that way a dozen times a day,’
Abnor whispered to Unole Dan.

¢ It's maughty strange,” said Unclo Dan,
shoking his hend in a puzzled manner,

Tho next day, when tho mountaineer was
about to return to his lonely cabin, Crazy Joe
asked permission to accompany his Unclo
Esau, Congent was giver, and he went and
stayed smeveral weeks, For years afterward
he atayed alternate on Mr, Tompkins’ planta-
tion and at the home of the mountaineer,

CHAPTER V,

THE MUD MAN,

Sixteen years, with all their joys and sor-
rows, all their pleasures and pains, have been
numbered - with the dead past, Boye have
grown to be men, men in the full vigor of
their prime have grown old, and creep about
with gant forms and heads whitening, while
men who were old before now slumber with
the dead. Girls are women, and women
have. grown gray, yet father Time has
touched gently some of his children,

Abner .and Oleah Tompking are no longer
boys.  Only the memory is left them of thelr

How long age

childhood joys, when they played in the
dark, cool woods, or by the brook in the
wide, smooth lawn,
when nelther ocare nor anxiety weighed on
thelr young hearts, or shadowed thelr bright
faces, . . - .

Happy ohildhood days,

Abner 1s twenty-ﬁv‘e—a tall, powerful man,

with _dark-blue, fearless eyes, light-haired,

broad-chested and muscular,

with an amused smile,

{ To be Continued, }



