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‘THE-Bov-wHO:
‘HAD-NO -FRIENDS"

A NEW ENGLAND TALE,
By the Author of “Suudries.”

“Deacon Underwood, that boy nasn i
often had a chance to speak to any
body that would hark to his story, |
reckon, by the way he talked tu me.
And it isn’t his tongue alone that ts
his witness. The whole of his buody,
from the crown of his head to the sole
of his foot, is one black and blue spot;

. and the wales on his back are as thick
as my thumb, and as close togethrr a8
the hoops on your cider barrel”

**Peltiah Perkins did thrash him
peskily, that's a fact.” said the Deua: on.

“*“He beat him like a brute- worse
than a brute. And, after all, Deacon,
it wasn’'t him that was to blame about
the cow, I do be*eve, and 1 know
he didn’t throw the stune He was on
the left-hand slde of Peliiah Perkins,
over the fence, and {t don't stand 19
reason he could fling a rock, and bit
him on the right side 0? his head ]
100k notice of that last might, and he
declares by all that's good and great
&e didn’t do {t.”

Little Margaret was called A kind
question or two frum the emigraunt,
and an aproving look from the Deacon
brought out the whole truth [t was
hard to dectde which was Dest plersed
with the Deacon’s admisstons in tavor
of Jonce, Margaret or the strauger.
Her story finished, Margare! haste:.ed
away. lest the treble screech of her
mistress should be ringing through e
house for her; but where Jonee ang
Jonce kindly spoken of was the theme
of the discouree, she would gladly have
listened to the last, if she had dared.
But the acquital of Jonce, while {t
really gratified the Deacon, placed him
in a quandry. He knew the bitterneass
of his wite, the "power behind his
throne.' against the lad. he knew the
general tenor of public opinion, as he
had aided to form it against Jonce. and
he knew that to throw the Perkinses
into the wrong, and to show that they
had abused poor Jonce, would make
that strong party in the Hardscrabble
body politic. more the poor boy’s ene-
mies than ever “What shall I do with
him ?” at length he asked “"As you say
he will never come to anything 1o this

place.”
“I'Ml take him,” sald the stranger.
“You'’
*“Yes. Just now, ag overseer of the

poor, you was going to gend him to
the workhouse. You dont want to do
that now. Send for his mother bind
bim out to me, and I'll take him west,
and make & man of him.

The Deacon deliberated within him-

solf. At length he sald. hesitatingly,
“Mister er—] don’'t so much as know
your natne——""

*Berry.”

“Ms. Herry, 1 do know your name
now, but I don’t know no more about
your character than about the man in
the moon.” The lleacon took a turn
or two about the room. and offering
his hand to the stranger, pressed it
warmly, and contlnued - ‘‘Last night,
if a parcel of Ishmaelites had come
along, I do belleve the Lord might have
Jeft me In my sln, to sell that boy to
go dewn into Egypt--but the truth ls,
you've touched and reprimanded me.
You've put the lash on the raw pretty
knowing it. I have a son of my own —
my only child, and Heaven only knows
how he will end. But,” said the Dea-
oon, dashing away a tear with the back
of his hand, “we'll let that go. I be-
lieve you're a right up and down good
man, and I'd put my own life and hap- '
piness In your hands without a doubt
it 8o be it was necessary. But God is
the judge between me and this poor
boy, and you have been the means, in
his hands, of opening my eyes to myl
responsibilities, and my heart to pity.” i

The stranger muszed a moment.

“If you could only go with me to the
next village——" l

“Sartainly I can'' said the Deacon,
his face at once lighting up, “and just
80 sartainly 1 will. I'll have the horse
put into my wagon, and after breakfast
we'll drive down there, a little quicker.
than you walked up; and Mrs. Smﬂey‘
shall go along, too, and poor little
Jonce shall have one kind word from
Her to take west with him, any how.
I reckon you mean to give me a ref-
erence, of course, but that's between
us. It’s reason enough to tell the folks
for my gotng down, that I do it to bring
back Ma'am Smiley.”

A mepsenger was forthwith despatch-
ed for Mrs. Smiley, and in a few mo-
ments all was arranged, as far as her
copsent was concerned. She hurried
home to pack poor Jonce's little effects,
and left the Deacon and her boy's new
master to finish their breakfast, and
call for her with the wagon. At break-
fast, Mrs. Underwood could not help
wishing Mr. Berry joy of his Jonce,
whereat Mr. Berry smlled, and the Dea-
con bit hia nether lip. But Mr. B. was
nal, avmyad by triftes, and Deacon Un-
derwood had heard his wite falk hefore,

&% wére ssated In the wagon. Mar-
garet ran out, placed a parcel in Mr,

Berry's hand, and had just time to
sy, “It's for him!” when ‘‘Margaret!
you Margaret!” came from the house
in Mrs, Underwood’'s well-known fal-
setto. AS the wagon rolled from the
door the lttle girl ran back into the
house, and bent all her thoughts to her
fHistresd's requirements. She struggled
hard, and conquered her feelings for
the hour; but at the first pause in her
daily work, she si'pped out to the tryst-
lng-plage benea.t.h the tree—tlie spot
“hepo aceldent had decided Jonce’s
fyubure fortune, There she erfed till her
" Yiftio senses were so confused that ghe
. fuficted Jomecs, too, was present, and
crying on the other side of the fence,
‘Margaret! you Margaret!” again pur-
aued der, and hastily drying her eyes,
Jittlé teue lover—none the less true
/ W“Iime——uastened to repair
gende tie whole bour she
1n, ag{gt&iglkind of tears, ag

| than to any lving thing in Hardscrab-

|lurned—nor were they at all abated

T 1‘b“y night

1

wag formed, limited by the Missinsi pi,

is now bounded only by the Pac.fic.
At the time of our tale, however, the
Gireat West, comparatively Iittle of it
a+ wad peen settled, seemed more vast
1w at present; for while no une
drenmed of the Oregon as a practicable
“vee of settlement, the cuntinen: seem-
-+ houndless, and the expectations of
wno tempted this wilderuess in
-1t of a better change |n their con-
¢ twn were a8 vast and as vague as
thetr jdeas of the territory upon wh. o
thes entered. Nor were these greal
evpelations to be tested withour g «at

- nifices. No ratlroads made the de-
s.a¢ (o travel and the accomplishm nt
«rorts of mind and body almost salmul-
“neons  The canal had not inters: red
.he country with {ts easy and chesp
means of conveyance Turnplkes even
were almost unknown, and  thiough
tracts of country where thousands of
travelers now rush with almost e
lightuing's speed, the emigrant labr-
tously worked his way through what
were barely paths in  the forest in
which the blow of his own axe might
not ul " equently be necessary to ta .-
itate his progress. Men departed . r
the newer New World as for a «ou', .y
where children might be born to them
whose children would perhaps find “he

[T

comforts of civilized Hfe comtng o

to them in the desest. If manv of the-e
pioneers have found themselves sur-

rounded with more delse neigubior-
hoods  thah rthey dired hope ther
grandehildren would hive atnong ot wo
more than the most sangiine proph. §

smong them would have veutured
prediet,

Junce Smiley waa not man enough *q
think very deflnitely of the future '
childlike, despite of his bru'ses  he
stept comfortably in the assurance <l
he whanld be able at least to turnp b 1-!
s=!If In the morning. before his to -
o5 would get hold of him  He 1.,

[

coeom o nf vaatl the kind emigiaons

posed to 4 7 v him et ovague VoL,
erossed hiv <lbomber. of glorious e !
dom--of a conntiy where there wo.'d
be no Peltlah Perkins, and no sonl
John, the latter to do mischief and Nel

former to punish Jonce for John's vn\s-}
doings He had heard of the Wesr' asg;
a place where there were no people,
and as his notlous of pupulation mnu,
estimated by the number of the'r .~.me*
soles, (boots in those dave were ot
80 common)—he thought that land a
1 rrad se where the pedal tully o o
numbera of the {nhabltants would noti
be marked upon his Hesh at a fa »r}
rate than one to each of the fonr -+ {.
twenty hours
Ing up cents without huving them or-
cibly taken from him, and of suntiy,
orher things, which, once ,n his baynds
he could have a property in undispa. -

ed Dbecausre there prould he nane '
dispute with him He dreamed too of
going to bed without huaving his eate
cuffed, and as he had, on the night of

his hegira from Hardserahble, a("ll'l‘
ly enjoyed this happiness it s nor oy
be wondered that so strange a thing|

should occur to him in a vision

But alas for Jonee' Dreams of hap-
piness. to the poor and weary, are
“through by davhight 7 Jonce waked,

to a sort of indafinite surprise as tol
where he could be and how he came
there As he sprung from the bed a
dull ache or two in different parts of
his mauled body recatled him to him-
self. Jounce sighed. and descended to
take such steps for the future a8 chan.e
or circumstances might dictate but
upon one thing he determined with the
tirst fresh breath of the morning he
would not return to Hardserabble Hig
first impulse was to run away from hb'v
preseut friend and protector, then he
recollected that he could just asz well
take leave of, and thank him. as he
could conceive no motive why the emi-
grant ghould wish to Jdetain or control
him. and the unlucky boy really felt
grateful, heartily grateful to the man
who had pitied, and the woman who
had bathed his bruises. Children quick
form attachments where they meet
kind treatment; and Jonce Smiley was
already more attached to the children
—nay to the very dog of the emigrant,

ble. Perhaps he did remember his
mother- but it was more as a duty
¢han a pleasure that he thought even
of her,

Upon Inquiring for the emigrant, und
finding him absent, his misgivings re-

when the emigrant's wife told him
with a smile that her husband was
gone back to Hardscrabble ‘‘to see
about him.” All Jonce's ideas ran in
one painful channel, and whenever any
one had promised to ‘‘see about him,”
it had usually ended in an operation
which made him "“feel about him™ as
{f he had been rolled down hill in a
barrel, with its sides full of nalils,
points inward. Nevertheless, Jonce ate
a hearty share of the emigrant fam-
tly's breakfast,; for to be i{n what s
samiliarly denominated a *tight place”
was no new thing to himg and he ate
with a glorious appetlte.nxolding him-
selt ready to digest his food by such
precautionary activity as the return of
the emigrant might render necessary.

Breakfast was finished; the horse
was harnessed, the ready assistance of
Jonce belmg watched by the mother,
with an interest which he would have
better understood, if he had known as
much of what had been resolved upon
in relation to him, as the woman did,
and the reader does. But as boys are
usaally supposed to have no business
to know what most concerns them-
selves, Mrs., Berry had not troubled
herself to tell our hero what were the
kind intentions of her husband.

Jonce had adjusted the last buckle
in the harness, and tied the last bit of
cord which had taken the place of the
part of the gear which had disappeared
by friction, when he caught sight, on
the road, of the Deacon's horse and
wagon. Jooce had good occasion to
remember’ old Roan, for once upon a
time, when the Deacon’'s own son had
rode that horse into a sweat (umparal-
leled event') Jonce had been punished
for it, the good Deacon fully believng,
upon the assurances of the son afore-
said, that it was Jonce's work. He re-
membered the Deacon's wagon, too, as
part of its history had been scored up-
on his hide upon a recent occasion,
when John Parkins and others had
taken a fancy to put the hind wheels
into the pond, one fore wheel Into the
Dencon’s pew in the meeting-holse, and
the other in the master’s chalr in the
tows thoobholse “Thege tricks done

He dreamed of pick-;®

Weﬂaf course Qigtﬂbuted to}

Ay e wagon drew near, jonce qis-
and

~e-ned the deacon,
Vi, Smiley, his

the emigrant,
honored mo:her.

What they intended 'o do for him, he
cauld not precisely determine: but as

we was naturally suspicious that they
wounld not make him cry for *joy. he
was determined that they should not
make him ery at all. if he could help
It S0, though he saw them, they did
not see him. for he took good care to
conmreal  himself  before the wagon
drove up to the dovor. Experlence in
dodging had given him tact, and he
pursued the safe plan of hiding him-
self as near as possible to the spot at
which the search would commence. He

rrowhied down under the stone wall'
whid, separated the tavern yard from

the ki‘chen garden, and watched the
proceedings.

He saw the Deacon {ntroduced by the\

ernigrant to the innkeeper, wn\:;p, NI O
#1 tu be an old acqualntan and
friend of the furmer. He saw that they
kept up what appeared to him to be a
surisfled conversation, and then he gaw
iis mother, the Deacon, and the emi-
grant repair to the house  Through
'he open window, by creeping near it,
'm suw 8 paper produced from the Dea,

* - pocker and <igned by the whole
lhrne and this proceeding finished. as
aey came oul of doors. he hurried

ek to his hiding-place  Poor Jonce!
Ite had a superstitions horror of papers
partteularty 1o the hends of the Dea-
an for he belleved that with pen and
1" » the terrthle Dea.on could dg more
han Fauustus was reputed to do with
ink and type That his mother should
be of the party did not surprise him:
but rhat the emigrant came into what
he deeined a plot against him, grieved
him much He c¢oncluded that the
world must be one large Hardserablile,
end that all hands were futed to be
wurned agalnst him Of the nature of
the paper. w,hl('h wiasx a4 mere indenture,
letween his mother und the Deacon un
part and the emigrant gn the
¢ her and which far completion. want.
wd his name, he had no 1dea
“Where lg the tad” " sald the Deacon,
a8 he ccame out of the huuse
“Janathan! Jonathan” called his
mn'tier  Hut Jonce, who had been so
long the answering proxy four others,
' echo be his proxyv. and echo's auns-
vwor.onare never very satisfactory
This is bad,” sald Mr Berry,
long to be on my wav ™ As he placed
a foot upon the wall to rest his ¢lbow
on his knee, a stone fell -Jonce's head
c--aped by just a quarter of an inch,
<1l he was on hls legs, and dariing

“for |

rough the tavern keeper's stanmding
crn HKke Sampson's foxes, or Hke a
beast  through a  cane-brake, in less

~than an ingtant

“Jonathan' shouted the emigrant

“No vou dont" said Jouce to him-
m-]f, as he guthered over ground like
d1ace-liorse

“Joncve' Jonce, my buy'" cried the

Deacan tn a loud but kind tone after
the fugitive

“You caught me
unce  said Jonoe
sare cretur §sn’t canght
same trap”

Purratt the Deacon knew was hope.
and the emigrant could not long
del-y  So after an hours frultless
walting for the runaway to return the
emigrant took his weary road, as much
grieved us if he had lost one of hisr uwn
family, and the Deacon and Mrs Smi-
ley turned back to Hardscrabble, the
latter waondering, as she alternately
eried and scolded. how the boy could
treat his mother so  The Deacon said
nothing mnor did he« feel quite so much
surprised, or 80 mu. h anger against
poor Jonece, as he might have felt un-
der similar eircumstances on the day
before §

Poor Jonce! He had then refused to
launch upon the very tide which mjght
have borne him on to fortune' “Bu!
how could he have known that?

QHAPTER V

Jonce, in his escape fron. rancied
dangers. as recorded in the last chap-
ter. ran as long a8 hix limbs would sup-
port him. fancy'ng at every step that he
heard people in pursuit, or that he
heard his mother, the Deacon, and the
emigrant shouting after him to come
back. It i8 a singular fact that though
a boy may feel that he is out of sight
and out of reach of the person calling,
he cannot teel safe while he hears their
voices; belng conscious of a sort of
fascination which he fears may carry
him back within the reach of the arm
from which he has removed himself. A
curious fact though this be, it is a fact
nevertheless; as you, reader, may
chance to remember, unless you were
one of the white hen's chickens, and
never heard cackle imperative, being
always summoned by a coaxative cluck.
Leaving this point to be settled by
some of the 'ists who are going up and
down the earth in search of matter for
theory, we will return to the wander-
ings of Master Jonathan Smiley.

When he could run no longer, he was
saved the trouble of deciding what he
would next do, by the giving out of his
legs, and their utter refusal to bear
him farther. He sank down in fatigue
and complete exhaustion; and in the
prostration of mind and body which
naturally followed his almost superhu-
man exertions, he first cried--and then
went to sleep. He had a long and hid-
eous dream, He fancied that, for some
misdemeanocr, he was pursued—caught
—and tied to a tree. He felt the cords
with which he was bound press upon
fis limbs until they ached, and he
would have kicked but could mnot, for
his feet were tied. He heard the crack
of the whip with which Peltiah Per-
kins was preéparing to torment him,
and—awoke, As he rubbed his eyes,
he could hardly persuade himself, so
fearfully diastinct had been the scene,
that it was but a8 dream; and he lay
long motionless, before he could recon-
cile what had seemed so terridbly like
the truth, with the solitude which
reigned around him.

But the unfortunate boy was not
alone. The eye which never sleeps had
watched—the Providence which never
tires had guarded his gslumbers. Little
recked he the imminent danger through
which he had passed, as safely as un-
consciously. The basilisk eye of that
terror of the American forest—the rat-
tlesnake—disturbed by his intrusion
upon the reptile’s domain—had glist-
ened In vain upon the drowsy boy;
and he had sunk quietly to sleep, un-
der the unsuspected gaze of the ser-
pent, which, had he been awake, wonld
but have terrified him hito imminant
dmzewuwhans into certain deat..

with fnlr word.
to himeelf, “hut the
twice 11 tht

Tpws

" his mother’s house,
{ tnation almnost tempted to furego it

The admonitory raltle of the serrent
served but to furpish part of the ma-
chinery of his dream- and the aches
which made hitm fancy that he was
fast bound. and ecould not stir, secured
that quiet of his fmbs which disarmed
the most noble of all repules of hi3
purpu-e The serpent before Jonce
was thoroughly awabened, bad glided
away, and Jonre w. ted the horror
of finding not only unleeling man, but
the very animals of a lower creation,
arrayed against him.

The lad was hungry, He thought
himself bhack to his thankless meal in
and was in imag-
in
view of the more piquant than pleas-
an! sauce which would attend 1t, gar-

n:shed with tongue, as it invariably
was But while in fancy he rejected
a meal 80 unsavory, the recollection

came that he had abjured, altogether,
farther such fare in his mother's dwell-
fug. he remembered that he was a fu-
gi'ive. and an exile. and then for the
first time that morning as in his desti-
tution his heart failed him, he thought
of home with longings to return - of
Hardacrabble, as a place not =0 utterly
odlous after all He stepped -and
thorns not before perveived. the dona-
tions of the brambles through which
barefooted he had pushed., made him
start with acute pain He lovked at his
hands they were la-erated and torn,
and the blood which had flowed unno-
ticed was caked upon them in dirty
streaks  As his scanty clothing hung
tn 'atters he saw the <hreds commence
to shiver tn a rising gust, and. look-
ing now for the first time at the heav-
ens he percetved that a black and
fearful storm was abou' to break upon
f.m homelesgs, ghellerless cumpanioi-
less and dis-onsula‘e a~ be slood
Instan: mutterings of thunder bruhe
the silence and the smaller arms of
the mightv forest trees be g 10 1o wave

as If in deprecation «f "he 1mpendoe g
fuary of the elements The heavers
Zrew blacker, the starling peals of
thuudery more®frequent the dghtri- g
more vivid and terribie In all e

poer boy's previous expertenes hard s
it ++ 1 been this ex'reme of terror and
~tuflering had been sparet him for ey
er befors had he felr 1n danger ithat
maost terrible of all dis oaragements
utter tonellness He wonld hive wel-
cotned even Peltlnh  Perking  then,
"hough the companton-hip of a fellyw
belng where only to be purchased at
the price of a4 whipping

The tnutinct of the beist |8 his safe-

ty In any natural Jdanger how.ier
un'ned refore, the reason of man 1s
good fur npothlng until snught by eaper
iehiee of others  So Jonoe of Coirse op
has fright sought 'he very pla.e far
protection which he should have avo.d
ed for its danger He escaped fiom
the drenching raln, beneath 1.

brat hes of a tall tree, vne or two of

wheh had been left standing in 'he
small clearing where the thunder-
eteorm overtook the fug!'ive And from
this shelier W saw the boit fall upon
the oher tive and t1s trunk riven to
*he very ground  Palsted with fear,

We «lusped his hands over his eyes and
proaned. in bitterness of spirit, at the
folty which had urged h'm from home,
and from those whom he was nDow
re s 4y enough to remember as friends.
fin: the next peal res*ored him to the
full activity of his terrur  He sprang
for'h from his shelter. and as he ran
across the little area. It seemed to him
an if the alr around him was red the
earth lurtd beneath his feet, and ready
to gape and swaliow him the heavens
above rolling up as a parched acroll
At three bounds he was in a neighbor- .
ing thicket, and fell upon his lace amid
the underwood.

Not tong did he rest there. In com-
parative qulet, his senses were even
more painfully acute than before He
startad strugghng to his feet and again
pushed forward, seeking to dive yet
further into the woods As he plung-
ed. he received that sudden and violent
impetus which ls experienced where an
absence of resistance ls unexpectedly
found when obstacles were expected.
With eyes tight closed, to shut out the
frequent and fearful light of the light-
ning. he stumbled at the absence of re-
sistance before mentioned. and as he
fell he clasped tightly by the fore legs
—the emigrant’s horse! He had reach-
ed the narrow road in hls wanderings,
and struck into it just where the emi-
grant family, like him caught abroad,
were slowly pursuing their way, be-
cause to proceed was as safe as to rest,
and progress, however slowly made,
diverted thelr minds, in a degree, from
the terrors of the storm.

When Jonce had recovered his senses
for the fright and the fall had bereft
bim of them, the summer sun was set:
ting clear and glorious. He was in the
emigrant’s wagon, which had remained
precisely where hls unexpected tumble
into the road had stopped it; and the
mother of the wandering family was
chafing his hands and his temples. He'
heard the blows of an axe, and look-
ing out for the cause, found the emi-'
grant cutting in pieces for removal, a
tree which had fallen across, and:
blocked th path— a tree which but for:
Jonce would have fallen wupon, and
crushed the ‘emigrant family.

How still, how calm was that sum-
mer evening after the furfous tempest
which but an hour before had seemed
to presage almost the destruction of
the world. Not a twig—not a leaf stir.
red, save where here and there one
might gently—

Lift and fall
Beneath its glittering coronal.

Big drops of rain, left upon the trees
by the shower, dropped from branch
to dranch, resting by the way at every
step in their descent, until the over-
charged leaves dropped them down to
the next. and the,next, and finally to
the ground, as gently as if they had in-
deed been fragile gems, requiring tol
be consigned with all this care to earth,
If nature was at rest, so was our he-
ro. We need not say how heartily he
was welcommed, under such circum-
stances; nor how little explanation and
persuasion it required to domesticate
him in the emigrant’s wagon. And
now, having set Jonce on the road to
the West, return we to Hardscrabble,
Several days had passed.
lusion among cits, that in the country|
there is no such thing as mews, and
nothing to talk about but the weather. |
Thére is always as great an a.bundancel
of home-provided topic as 4s desired;;
and at this particular juncture in Hard.
scrabble, the mysterious disappearance
of Jonce Smiley was the reignlig sub-
fect, ARd- clrcumatances had xim 1t.

;a darned young gallowsbird as that

an unusually deep interest, Jomce's
hat had been discovered in the thieket,
where, in working his passage thromgh,
head first, he had lost and left it. The
wind, as is nol unfrequently the case
in a thick wood, had brokem a path
through, levelling tree after tree in its
way, and under some one of these the
‘villagers felt sure that poor Jonathan
must have been crushed. But the pnost
diligent search failed to discover any
thing to confirm this opinlon -as. of
course, no traces of the body could be
found. It was on {18 way to a ney
homé, animated by a more jocund and
happy spirit than had ever before reg-
ulated its pulse.

In tRinking of Jonce’s death many a
villager recollecrted, with more pain
thar he cared to acknow ledge, the un-
thinking blows with which he had vis-
ited the friendiess boy. and (just as
they do {n cities, ay, in nations too0),
they tried to quiet their consciences for
their abuse of the living boy, by doing
rather more than justice t¢ the mem-
ory of the dead. Or ali the eulogists
of poor Jonee, perhaps none was mors
eloquent than Peltiah Perkins. Begin-
ning by conceding, unasked that Wid.
ow Smiley’s son had really some good
in him, he had gone on from day 10
day in discovering new excellent traits
in the missing lad"s character, until at
last he could not ind wurds too strong
to praise him.

“He was a little wild but then he
would have outgrowed that. There
wasn't a drop of lazy blood in his body;
and as to kindheartedness and willing-
ness to do, when he was asked kindly,
why there wasn't a boy his mateh {n
the township' And then that he should
die in such a kind of crue), out-of-thes
way-fashion, and noubody to bury him
decently that 18, if he was dead- and

her ags a countrv newerm  to whom he
was, to be sure, indehbted for some
early nursing before he could go alone,

ing endured in his behalf; but all these
trifies he ro-s'dered as more ‘h-n offset
by the obligation which circumstances
imposed upon him of acknowledging
her ac quaintance; and he was tfurther-
more fully of opinion that it became
her to pay for the privilege of calling
him son. at a rate somewhat onerous.
‘These sentiments he was so far from
taking pains to conceal, that he was at
no little trouble to make her pretty dis-
tinctly understand them: particularly
when he abused her because his father
would not mortgage his farm to find
the young gentleman in pocket-money
-——a course whiech magnanimous young
men are very apt to take in their wis-
dom. Teorturing the mother to open
the father’s strong box is a truly in-
genfoys and generally effective mode
of procedure.

Some of the young man’s college
friends had little truoble in placing
things in what they called their true
Iight before the young collegian. They
showed him that he was bound to see
life, theatres, and the gaming-table and
cetera, included--that life was not to
be seen without money -that parents
are naturally bound to deny themselves
salt that their children may drink
champagne; that the heir 18 only spend-
ing his own in driving his father to the
poorhouse; and that the quicker that
consummation is effected, the sooner
all parties will understand their posit-
fon. Under such hope’u! tuition, Henry
U'nderwood tormented his mother, till
his extravagance broke her heart: and
after two “‘rustications” for miscondict
at college. came home expelled. His
mother took to her bed. and never rose

nohody could tell—**

The arrival of the weekly mall tor,
Hardscrabble, with one letier, doue up|
with proper cirumsiances in® a vay-
M1l and two newspapers, nne for lhe'
Squire and one for the Parson, cut oft
Felfian 8 funeral ora®™un }’e'lnah made
a grab at the Squlres newspaper. df-!
vested 1t of wrapper. aud fell to read-’
Ing. just as {f he had paid the sub-|
scription and the postage. The Deacon)
ordinarily did the same good turn by.
the Parson’s paper, but the one letter
being for him, he left the Dew spapers
to tfe others and putting on his Bper-
tacles. squared himself down at the
w\v\(iow to read

‘onder who thls {3 from?"’ sald he,|
examining the superscription as {f he
had no other means of delermining. !
Peltiah looked up from the paper a mo-
ment o wonder too, as in duty bound,
I'he deacon opened the lestter, and all
present opened their mouths.

““Hey what!" shouted the PDeacon,
holding the letter almost out of doors
to see the better ""Hey what' re-’
sponded the bar-room congregation—

The Deacon jumped up, and up Lhey
all jumped—

**The boy Jonathan Smiley!’
Deacon -

sald the

“Do tell”™ they all tnterrupted - “U'n-
der what stump? Bones wghere? Dead
corpse, how?' and theys all stood
ready to run, emulous whith should

first carry the news to his mother -

*Ig alive and well®” shouted the Dea-
con “Thank heaven for that"' Th.*a
suddenly giving more exubrrant vent
to his joy--the Deacoun danced! Nay,
more, he sung'

*Yankee-doodle came to town ‘
On a iittle pony — ’ |
He had a feather 1n his cap ’
And called it macraroni! ‘ |
Ial-lal-1al-lai- lal-lal- la! .
lL.oodle-oodle wudle!
F¥ol-lol-lol-tul- lol-lol- la!
(o it, Yankee-dood le™
Nobody was ready to run with this
news to Widow Smiley Nobody, we
should say except the Deacon. He, as
soon as he could swallow, drank a full
pint of cider, took down his hat, and’
heart ip hand, walked, ran, and skipped
on his way to the house of the buy's,
mother. Glorious old Deacon! Partic-|
ularly glorious when we remﬂnber‘|
that the subscription for a new suit of
mourning for wa'am Smiley, to be
bought out of the IDeacon’s store, was
nearly filled up! Peltiah Perkins look-
ed after him a moment. The demons
of cruelty and oppression had been for
some few days exorcised from his
heart—
“Humph! No danger of killing such

|

there Jonce, any ways but one!”

Their demonships had found their
old residence empty, swept and garx-
nished’

»
CHAPTER VL

Jump a few years. To follow the
adventures of our several heroes and
heroines too closely, would make a
story as long as the Colum biad—an in-’
fliction which we solemnly promise the
reader not to impose. Let him suppose
Jondée fairly quartered in the West, and
fairly forgotten in the Last, by all save
two, the mother who felt her love in-
crease with his absence and little Mar-
garet, who in her accumulating cares
and responsibilities missed sadly her |
only confidant and adviser. But it is
strictly pertinent and essential to our
story, to tell how and why those re-
apousibilities had thus early gathered
about the little orphan,

Mrs., Deacon Underwood had abso-
lutely “fretted out her own soul-case.”
Excuse the homely expression—no pol-
ished phrase were half as expressive. A
continual habit of seeking something
of which to complain, and at which
{0 scold, had so attuned her mind to
discord, that nothing could strike it as
pleasant or harmonious. To Margaret,
this continual complaint and hectoring,
had become ag a matter of course. It
had even ceased to annoy her, on her
own account; but as she grew older,
and perceived how it embittered the
Deacon’s otherwise placid temperament,
and hew it wore upon the woman her-
gelf, she had learned to pity her bene-
factors. Benefactors they were; the

Deacon without qualification—his wife !

with the single drawback with which s
the reader must be by this time fully
acquainted.

T.ong imagining fictitious griefs, or

at last encountered a resl sorrow. Her,

,only child, a favorite som, to whom

allusion has been already madet in this'
story—the life of her lite—the only:
humen being in her circle at whom
! she had never scolded, and to whom .
she had never spoken unkindly, repaid
her solicitude by ingratitude and neg»
lact. At ¢ollege hee learned fw regard

 which
fsmaoothed her dying pillow,

"and deep.

| SEND ONE DOLLAR

agaln.

And now came into exercise the aft-
fection of the charlty-girl for her mis-
tress, the assiduous care, the patient
walching, the invariable sweelness of
temper, aever rufled by the petutant
exactions of the invalild Like the ve.y
. genlus of order, Margaret presided over
t he househoid. All went on as quictly
as if a loud nor a cross word had ;ever
been uttered in the house and the hrun-
est Deacon, in the simplicity of hLis
heart, blessed the chiid that so little
confusion disturbed the invalid; little
suspecting that under ordinary circum.-
stances, or without the absoulute need
of stillness, the noise which his better
balt was wont to make could possibly
be dispensed with.

But a quleter hour still came. Mrs.
U'nderwood had secured her son one
afterpoon from bhis tdle amusements

for she was dying, and he felt {t naw,

, Bitterly did he reproach himself with

bis neglect of so kind a parent—anx-
iously did he struggle to convince him-
self that he had not before known her
danger—he could not avoid the con-
sciousness that he might have known
it. had he been but a thousandth part
as attentive to her situation as the or-

‘7Aan cNMAd who was o 'o her LY
no tes of blood, burw: o v« praietul
tor the privileges of o 1o sostrua-
tion, while he had harey caanked her

for descending to the grive for him!
And If that boy amid his grief prom-
laed all his dylng mother could desire,
he did well, and from good promptings,
-however carelessiv hie might some-
times have forgotten tie pledges tnto
he entered, for when he thus
he was sin-
cesre and she died happy One hand
was held by her husband™ -the other
s her son  Each she pressed in her
lant struggles The father and son

i were too much affected to weep Mar-

garet’s childish grief, not less slncere
found vent in a plercing
The last glance uf the dying
woman's eye was one of gratitude to
the orphan, her last smile for in death
she smiled effaced the recollection of
all her petulance of habit but not of
malice, and enshrined her memory In
the orphan’'s heart

shriek.

‘

[To be contiowued.]
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