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20 LIFE-LINE OF THE LONE ONE.

winter ; and at the expiration of the time, when twenty-one years
of life should render the boy a man capable of selling himself, two
suits of clothes, and a hundred dollars in money, were to be his
compensation for services. He was transferred from the mountain
to the home of David, but never to the affections. Iiven the ¢hildren
were taught to manifest superiority over him, — he was with, but
not of them. Not one spark of sympathy or love could beafforded
him, for he was the child of nobody in this world. Many a time
a sore back, or a bruised body, evinced the physical superiority and
heartless cruelty of David; often for trifling offences unavoidable
to the boy ; the marks of frost and exposure on the extremities of
his body remained for years, and the effects of thard labor, sadly.
unproportioned to his strength, remained still at the end of the
fourth decade. True, the old jockey would sometimes come to
visit his son David, and pat the boy on the head, and say “ my
son,” — words which he never heard- from other lips addressed to
him, and at which his heart would leap with joy ; and he thought,
if David would only say those words, how he would try to be
good. The effects of this severe treatment can only be entirely
removed when he changes his home for that of his mother, or other
gpirit-friends. The summers came, and the winters came, and toil,
toil, toil, was his portion. Not school, nor play., True, an old
spelling-book said, * All work and no play makes Jack a dull
boy.” If so, he must have been a “dull boy.” A poet says
“ work is worship.” If so, the Lone One was indeed a « devout
child ;" and yet the Christian ereeds would have consigned him to
hell, as the fashionable circles of society already had done for this
life. Heavily, and slowly, the years rolled away, bringing to his
childhood only misery and grief. There was no * under-ground
railvoad ” to take him to freedom ; and no freedom for him to be
taken into, except in the far-distant, and to him mystie, number,
twenty-one. Why that should be the age for freedom, he knew
not ; but so it was written, and he was the victim. Why that three-
seven number should be a key to unlock manhood in a boy was,
and still is, a mystery to the Lone One, Gladly weuld he have















































































46 LIFE-LINE OF THE LONE ONE.

partner in a store of goods. To him the Lone One engaged, to tend
store and office, and boarded in the neat little home of Moses the
lawyer, where the happy life of Moses and Abby, and the kind
and loving heart of Mary, the sister of Abby, made social life
attractive, almost fascinating, to the lone heart of the orphan.
Not many months was he in this house before he found his heart
involuntarily leaning toward Mary ; for she was beautiful and
lovely, externally and internally; both body and mind were
attractive. How could such a being fail to call out the love of an
ardent soul, which was more than full? For a time he yielded to
the delightful emotions of a pure attraction, and spent some happy
hours in her society ; but she was his superior in years and ex-
perience, and soon began to check the wild hopes and youthful
fancies of his soul, and turned his feelings to, and through, his
intellect. Then he reflected on his condition in poverty and dis-
grace ; but she had too noble a soul to despise him for his birth;
but to live in poverty and deRendeuce was too severe a trial for her
delicate frame, reared in tenderness and wealth, in a seaport town, as
it was. The soul of the Lone One had been too much awakened
to remain and endure the presence of one he loved so devotedly,
and early in the spring of '35 he collected his little earnings,
and called on his old friends to give a farewell parting to each,
and last, but not least, a final sitting with Mary. Those who
know need not be told, and those who do not, cannot understand,
the feelings which this parting produced ; for now, if not before,
he knew she loved him, and he long before knew he loved her;
and the chord must be broken, never more to be united. They
parted, never met again, nor exchanged one word by correspond-
ence. She was married not many years after to a friend of his,
who was often called by the same name, — for his Imiddla name
was the same as the first of the Lone One,—and lived a few
years with him, and then went home to live with the angels, where
more congenial society for her refined soul could be enjoyed. The
tie must break, but he felt what Shakspeare wrote,—* A fiend
as dear as thee might bear my soul to hell,” or Moore, in
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56 LIFE-LINE OF THE LONE ONE.

cient for recognition. The Lone One lost no time in securing such
items as would free his mind from doubts and fears. First he learned
that the young man was bound for Monroe; this produced a thrill
of joy which only those who know the importance of such little
circumstances at times of trial, and whose souls are keen and sens-
itive, can know. A wave of joy ran over the nerves of the orphan
at this news. After much ceremony, many delays, and several
unsuccessful attempts, like a timid lover at question-popping time,
he at last succeeded in asking for money enough to pay his fare to
Monroe on the canal and lake boats, and promised to repay it on
arrival, for he was sure he could borrow it there. His heart
leaped for joy, and the tears filled his eyes, until he was ashamed
of his weakness, when the almost stranger took out his money, and
handed him all he asked for, and offered more if he needed it.
The confidence and kindness of this young man tonched a tender
chord in his feelings, that had seldom been vibrated in the musie
of life ; the mournful notes were silenced, and hope beamed on
his countenance once more. Until we sink into deep distress and
suffering we can never know how much joy some little favor, at
particular times, can afford us; then we duly appreciate kindness,
and learn important lessons for life, and often learn how to make
others happy. It was not long after our sorry orphan had reached
Monroe, and borrowed the money of a clerk in the store of the red-
coat man, and repaid it to the passenger with more thankfulness
than he could express in words, that he found out that this
young man, who was intelligent, moral, honest, and consistent, in
his life and actions, was, in the estimation of the Christians. a
notorious infidel, and the son of infidel parents, — that the family
never attended church, nor paid the preacher. This made another
item in the experience of the Lone One.

A few friends seemed glad at his return, but none welecomed
him more cordially than the sister and her husband. He soon
procured employment as® clerk in the post-office, and began once
more to try the up-hill of life in a journey after money; for he
found himself in a world of mostly Yahoos, where












60 LIFE-LINE OF THE LONE ONE.

names, began the Thatcher family, which has branched out and
multiplied exceedingly ; one line of which ran so close to the house
of Enoch, that the farms and families joined, and the kindred
currents of blood connected the families as the brooks did the
farms. Hand in hand, and side by side, the two families struggled
through years, with rocks too vast for « Ajax’ throw,” and snow-
drifts deep enough for an Esquimaux den such as Dr. Kane
describes in his Arctic expedition. The father of “Enoch had
nearly worn out his body on the farm before he transferred. it to
his son and Betsey, and quietly resigned his body and deaconship
to rest, after a long life of toil. Then his spirit went home to
its heaven of kindred souls, for he was a good man. Enoch
was a man of industry, economy, and practical piety, but was
never entangled in the meshes of a church ereed. He trusted
God to judge him by his life, without a priest to plead for him
as a member of a church ; and, as we learn from the spirit-world,
to which he meved in ripened years and extreme old age, he foand
as warm a welcome and good friends there as those who spent
much of life in building churches and supporting preachers, and
progresses much faster there than the creed-bound souls. DBetsey,
who was closely linked to the Thatcher family, but not in name,
was more closely entwined in the religion of a church, and securely
locked in the Baptist fold of close communion notoriety ; but she
was one of the best of New England’s wives and mothers, and a
conscientious and exemplary Christian, and would have been as
sure of heaven (if there is a heaven for the good), if there had
never been a church in the nation, as she is with all her church
connections. She still lingers at the old homestead, familiar with
its growth and changes through more than half a century.
Enoch and Betsey reared to man and womanhood two sons and
three daughters, and let several others drop into the arms of
angels, to be reared under the guidance and direction of spirits in
the other country, where so many little children go to get their
education, and growth, and religion ; whether under more favora-
ble circumstances than in this is not certainly known, but by
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86 LIFE-LINE OF THE LONE ONE.

over it,” said he, trying to cheer up her heart, — ¢ O, don’t be too
sacrilegious! Maybe some Christian will help us, if you don’t scare
them off.,” — ¢ Christian! 1 should like to see one, this side of
the land where no Christiuns thirst for gold.” — ¢ Well, what
next?"” — ¢ Tea.” — ¢« The tea, and coffee, and sugar, which we
brought with us, are all nearly out, —may last two weeks. But
we cannot have any more milk of K.'s folks; so your coffee will
not be very palatable. Spices and such things we have some, but
no use for them. There is pork enough for you three or four
meals, and rice enough for Bob about a week, and that’s all.”
She had not eaten meat nor drank coffee for some years, and
never did after she began to live this narrative, and this was one
cause of social inharmony. Physically she was his superior in
purity and refinement, her body being above that excited and irri-
table condition in which his was kept by coffee, pork, and tobacco ;
for, like all who use tobacco, he could manage to keep a supply
of the filthy weed, however poorly he lived. Smokiog he thought
did help to drown trouble, but little did he think it only helped to
make it. * What can I eat? If I eat Bob’s rice, it will not last
us but two or three days, and then he’ll starve, for you know he
canunot eat anything but bread and rice.” Potatoes had been one
dollar and fifty cents per bushel, and had not found their way
often into this family. <« Well, that’s all; now what shall we do?”
“ I'lour is sixteen dollars per barrel, and they will not sell less than
a barrel; and if they would, we have 2o money, and I could not
get a pound of flour nor a dollar of money for labor, and I must
get up the hay for that stove, now, or give up the stove.” —* Well,
if we have nothing to cook, we shall not want the stove long.”
His labor had already supplied him with haying-tools and a
small note of ten or twelve dollars, against a good man, payable
in produce after harvest. This he vainly tried to exchange for
flour or meal, and finally for other food; but all efforts failed, till
he went to the debtor and told him his situation, and asked advice.
The man was his friend, and sympathized with him ; he was him-
self poor, but had a good claim, and improvements, and a fair


















92 LIFE-LINE OF THE LONE ONE.

was at a close, and nearly all the settlers lived during winter, and
most of them the whole year round, by speculating on lots, and
prospects, and on one another. In this the vietim of poverty
could not engage ; for he was too cautious to even purchase on
long credit a claim to one or more lots in the village, which he
might safely have done, had he known the prospects of the place,
 Another streak of good luck !” exclaimed he to his mate, as he
came in, one day. “I have turned pedagogue, and engaged to
teach the village school, for which I shall receive enough to pay
our board.” This was secured by the aid of the landlord, who no
doubt found interest and charity combined. The first schools in
a newly-settled country are usually the rudest and worst to teach;
not requiring in teachers much education, but much patience, and
more mental discipline, self-control, and power to control others.
In this school the preceding teachers had allowed the larger boys
to govern themselves, and mostly the school also; but the new
teacher determined to have order and discipline such as he had
been accustomed to see in New England, and he began with the
largest and most unruly, who were not accustomed to being con-
trolled at home or in school, and of course rebelled at this author-
ity, entered complaints that he was too strict, did not pray in
school, nor make them read in the Bible. The ready tongues of
two or three pious mothers and their unruly boys soon made a
commotion ; and although the trustees sustained him, and wished
him to continue, he declined and left the school, rather than have
two or three large boys who needed most the school taken out by
their pious mothers. This was the first and last time he ever
found himself opposed by females, and even some of these became
afterwards his warm friends, when he had gained the public title
of Ladies’ Advocate; for he was organically and instinctively
a * ladies’ man,” and became more and more so as his life opened
and ripened, and in riper years so much so as to excite the jeal-
ousy and envy of many sensual and selfish minds, and array them
against him as enemies, because the ladies loved or esteemed him
more than themselves,
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alone, in the dark. Even the rats were better than no company,
especially when “ a fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind.” Next
day the team returned with the rest of the family, and the old-
bachelor partner, and a supply of provisions advanced to the part-
ners on a job of cutting saw-logs for the mill, which they were to
repair and run on shares, when it should thaw out, As this home
was the centre of some important events in the life-history, and the
birth-place of an only daughter, now grown to womanhood and a
classical scholar, I should like to present the reader a picture of
it ; but my book must go into market without pictures. It was
made of logs, and capacious, with only one good thing about it —
a good roof. It had two windows, but needed none for light or
air, until after the partners thawed the mud and plastered the
cracks on the outside. The floor was easily taken up at any time,
to recover the tongs, and spoons, and feet, which Bob often dropped
through it; and also to drive out the rats, which for a time dis-
puted possession of the basement. The chamber was made to
gleep in, or on; and if you wished to keep the oecupants up there,
you could easily take the ladder down. The bachelor partner was
a joiner, and the house was soon ¢ fixed up,” and housekeeping
under way.

The house stood on an elevated ground, and overlooked the
mill and pond, — when there was one, — with a garden and small
meadow in the rear, where the woods had been driven back. A
small clearing on the rich bottom-land below was also used for
garden and corn. On these grounds, the garden, allowed with
the tenement, furnished abundant pay for the labor bestowed on it
by the Lone One for the two seasons he resided there. Day after
day the bachelor, and he who ought to have been one, started
early, carried dinner, and retarned late, as they cut and counted
saw-logs ; but it paid well, for they could earn near three dollars
per day, and, as they shared equally in expenses, they could save
near one dollar per day each. But the job was short, and soon
eame warm days, and work on the mill, ete.

« Shall we damn the dam to-day ? ” said the Frenchman, Louis,









































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































