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UNCLE TOM’S CABIN-
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LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

CHAPTER XIX.
MIs3 OHPELTA’S EXPERIENCES AND OPINIONE, CONTINUED.

“Toy, you needn’t get me the horses. I don’t want to
gn,”’ she said.

“ Why not, Miss Eva?”

““These things sink into my heart, Tom,” said Eva,—
““they sink into my heart,”” she repeated, earnestly. ‘I
don’t want to go;”* and she turned from Tom, and went into
the house.

A few days after, another woman came, in old Prue's
place, to bring the rusks; Miss Ophelia was in the kitchen.

“ Lor! " said Dinah, * what’s got Prue?”

“Prue isn’'t coming any more,”’ said the woman, mysteri-
ously.

“Why not ?” said Dinah. *‘She an’t dead, is she ?”’

“We doesn't exactly know. She’s down cellar,” said
the woman, glancing at Miss Ophelia.

After Miss Ophelia had taken the rusks, Dinah followed
the woman to the door,

““ What Aas got Prue, any how 7" she said.

VOL. II, 1%




6 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,

The woman seemed desirous, yet reluctant, to speak, and
answered, in a low, mysterious tone.

«“ Well, you mustn’t tell nobody. Prue, she got drunk
and thar they left

agin,—and they had her down cellar,
her all day,— and T hearn 'em saying that the flies had got
to her,— and she’s dead !’

Dinah held up her hands, and, turning, saw close by her
side the spirit-like form of Evangeline, her large, mystic
oyes dilated with horror, and every drop of blood driven from
her lips and cheeks.

“Lor bless us! Miss Eva’s gwine to faint away!
What got us all, to let her har such talk? Her pa’ll be
rail mad.”

‘T shan’t faint, Dinah,” said the child, firmly ; ‘““and why
should n’t I hear it? It an’t so much for me to hear it, as
for poor Prue to suffer it.”

““ Lor sales! it is n't for sweet, delicate young ladies, like
you,— these yer stories is n’t; it’s cnough to kill ’em ! ”’

Eva sighed again, and walked up stairs with a slow and
melancholy step.

Miss Ophelia anxiously inquired the woman’s story.
Dinah gave a very garrulous version of it, to which Tom
added the particulars which he had drawn from her that
morning.

“An abominable business,— perfectly horrible!*’ she ex-
claimed, as she entered the room where St. Clare lay reading
his paper.

** Pray, what iniquity has turned up now ?** said he.

“What now? why, those folks have whipped Prue to
death!” said Miss Ophelia, going on, with great strength of
detail, into the story, and enlarging on its most shocking
particulars.
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LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. T

T thought it would come to that, some time,” said St.
Clare, going on with his paper.

“Thought so ! —an’t youn going to do anything about it? "’
gaid Miss Ophelia. “ Haven’t you got any selectmen, or
anybody, to interfere and look after such matters? "’

‘It ’s commonly supposed that the properfy interestis a

sufficient guard in these cases. If people choose to ruin their

own possessions, I don’t know what’s to be done. It seems
the poor creature was a thief and a drunkard; and so there
won’t be much hope to get up sympathy for her.”

“Tt is perfectly ontrageous,— it is horrid, Augustine ! It
will certainly bring down vengeance upon you.™

“ My dear cousin, I didn’t do if, and I can’t help it; I
would, if I could. If low-minded, brutal people will act like
themselves, what am I to do? They have absolute control;
they are irresponsible despots. There would be no use in
interfering ; there is no law that amounts to anything prac-
tically, for such a case. The best we can do is to shut our
eyes and ears, and let it alone. It’s the only resource left
us.'’

“How can you shut your eyes and cars? How can you
let such things alone?”’

““ My dear child, what do you expect? Here is a whole
class,—debased, uneducated, indolent, provoking,— put, with-
out any sort of terms or conditions, entirely into the hands of
such people as the majority in our world are; people who
have neither consideration nor self-control, who haven’t even
an enlightened regard to their own interest,— for that's the
case with the largest half of mankind. Of course, in a com-
munity so organized, what can a man of honorable and
humane feelings do, but shut his eyes all he can, and harden
his heart? I can’t buy every poor wretch I see. I
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can’t turn knight-errant, and undertake to redress every
individual case of wrong in such a city as this. The most I
can do is to try and keep out of the way of it.”

8t. Clare’s fine countenance was for a moment overcast;
he looked annoyed, but suddenly calling up a gay smile, he

said,

¢ Clome, cousin, don't stand there locking like one of the
Fates; you'’ve only seen a peep through the curtain,— a
specimen of what is going on, the world over, in some shape
or other. If we are to he prying and spying into all the
dismals of life, we should have no heart to anything. ’Tis
like looking too close into the details of Dinah’s kitchen ;™
and St. Clare lay back on the sofa, and busied himself with
his paper.

Miss Ophelia sat down, aud pulled out her knitting-work,
and sat there grim with indignation. She knit-and knit, but
while she mused the fire burned ; at last she broke out —

“T tell you, Augustine, I can’t get over things so, if you
can. It's a perfect abomination for you to defend such a
system,— that ’s my mind !”

“What now?*’ said St. Clare, looking up. At it again,
hey 2 "

“I say it’s perfectly abominable for you to defend such a
system!”’ said Miss Ophelia, with increasing warmth.

“I defend it, my dear lady? Who ever said I did defend
it 77 gaid St, Clare.

“Of course, you defend it,— you all do,—all you South-
erners. What do you have slaves for, if you don’t? "

“ Are you such a sweet innocent as to suppose nobody in
thig world ever does what they don’t think is right? Don't
you, or didn't you ever, do anything that you did not think
quite right?”
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LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 9

“If I do, I repent of it, I hope,” said Miss Ophelia, rat-
tling her needles with energy.

8o do I,” said St. Clare, peeling his orange; “I’m
repenting of it all the time.”

“ What do you keep on doing it for 7

“Didn't you ever keep on doing wrong, after you’d
repented, my good cousin?”’

“Well, only when I've been very much tempted,” said
Miss Ophelia,

“Well, I’m very much tempted,” said 8t. Clare; *“that’s
just my difficulty.”

“* But I always resolve] won’t, and I try to break off.”

“Well, I have been resolving I won't, off and on, these
ten years,” said St. Clare; “but I haven’t, some how, got
clear. Have you got clear of all your sins, cousin?”

¢ Cousin Augustine,” said Miss Ophelia, seriously, and
laying down her knitting-work, ¢ I suppose I deserve that
you should reprove my short-comings. I know all you
gay is true enough; nobody else feels them more than I
do; but it does seem to me, after all, there is some differ-
ence between me and you. It seems to me I would cut off
my right hand sooner than keep on, from day to day, doing
what I thought was wrong. But, then, my conduet 1s so
incongistent with my profession, I don’t wonder you reprove

me.”’

0, now, cousin,’” said Augustine, sitting down on the
floor, and laying his head back in her lap, “ don’t take on so
awfully serious ! You know what a good-for-nothing, sauey
boy I always was. I love to poke you up,— that’s all,—
just to see you get earnest. I do think you are desperately,

distressingly good ; it tires me to death to think of it.”
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¢ But this is a serious subject, my boy, Auguste,” said
Miss Ophelia, laying her hand on his forehead.

¢ Dismally so,” said he; “and I well, I never want
to talk seriously in hot weather. 'What with mosquitos and
all, a fellow can’t get himself up to any very sublime moral
flights ; and I believe,’”’ said St. Clare, suddenly rousing him-
self up, ‘ there’s a theory, now! I understand now why
northern nations are always more virtuons than gouthern

ones,— I see into that whole subjeect.”

“ 0, Auguste, you are a sad rattle-brain!*

“Am I? Well, so I am, I suppose; but for once 1 will
be serious, now; but you must hand me that basket of
oranges ;— you see, you'll have to ‘stay me with flagons
and comfort me with apples,” if I'm going to make this
effort. Now,” said Augustine, drawing the basket up, * I’ll
begin: When, in the course of human events, it becomes
necessary for a fellow to hold fwo or three dozen of his fellow-
worms in captivity, a decent regard to the opinions of society
requires —"

* gaid

““1 don’t see that you are
Miss Ophelia.

“ Wait,— I’m coming on,— you’ll hear. The short of

growing more gerious,’

the matter is, copsin,” said he, his handsome face suddenly
settling into an earnest and serious expression, “on this
abstract question of slavery there can, as I think, be but one
opinion.  Planters, who have money to make by it,— clergy-
men, who have planters to please,— politicians, who want to
rule by it,—may warp and bend language and ethics to a
degree that shall astonish the world at their ingenuity; they
can press nature and the Bible, and nobody knows what else,
into the service; but, after all neither they mor the world
believe in it one particle the more. Tt comes from the deyil,
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LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 11

that ’s the short of it;—and, to my mind, it’s a pretty
respectable specimen of what he can do in his own line.”

Miss Ophelia stopped her knitting, and looked surprised ;
and St. Clare, apparently enjoying her astonishment, went
on.

“ You geem to wonder ; but if you will get me fairly at it,
I'll make a clean breast of it. This cursed business, accursed
of God and man, what is it? Strip it of all its ornament,
run it down to the root and nucleus of the whole, and what is
it? Why, because my brother Quashy is ignorant and weak,
and I am intelligent and strong,— because I know how, and
can do'it,— therefore, I may steal all he has, keep it, and give
him only such and so much as suits my fancy. Whatever is
too hard, too dirty, too disagreeable, for me, I may set Quashy
to doing. Because I don't like work, Quashy shall work.
Because the sun burns me, Qunashy shall stay in the sun.
HL!:H]L:; ghall earn the money, and I will ril'i_'tﬂ it. 1_._’Il:‘:.'~_~1!|;~,‘
ghall lie down in every 1.1,1:‘[.[],-_-_ that 1 may wallkk over I1|1':m'—
ghod. Quashy shall do my will, and not his, all the days of
his mortal life, and have such chanee of getting to heaven, at
ast, as I find convenient. This I take to be about what

—

slavery is. I defy anybody on earth to read our slave-code,
as 1t stands in our law-books, and make anything else of it.
Talk of the abuses of slavery! Humbug! The thing
itself is the egsence of all abuse! And the only reason why
the land don't sink under it, like Sodom and Gomorrah, is
because it is wsed in a way infinitely better than it is. For
pity’s gake, for shame’s sake, because we are men born of
women, and not savage heasts, many of us do not, and dare
not,—we would scorn to use the full power which our savaze
laws put into our hands. And he who goes the furthest, and
does the worst, only uses within limits the power that the
law gives him."’
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12 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,

St. Clare had started up, and, as his manner was when
excited, was walking, with hurried steps, up and down the
floor. His fine face, classic as that of a Greek statue,
seemed actually to burn with the fervor of his feelings. His
large blue eyes flashed, and he gestured with an unconsecious
eagerness. Miss Ophelia had never seen him in this mood
before, and she sat perfectly silent.

“T declare to you,” said he, suddenly stopping before Lis
eousin “(it’s no sort of use to talk or to feel on this sub-
ject), but I declare to you, there have been times when I
have thought, if the whole country would sink, and hide all
this injustice and misery from the light, I would willingly
sink with it. When I have been travelling up and down on
our hoats, or about on my collecting tours, and reflected that
every brutal, disgusting, mean, low-lived fellow I met, was
allowed by our laws to become absolute despot of as many
men, women and children, as he could cheat, steal, or gamble
money enough to buy,— when I have seen such men in
actual ownership of helpless children, of young girls and
women,—~ I have been ready to curse my country, to curse
the human race ! ”’

“ Augnstine ! Aungustine!’’ said Migs Ophelia, * I ’m sure
you 've said enough. I never, in my life, heard anything like
this, even at the North.”

¢ At the North!” said 8f. Clare, with a sudden change of
expression, and resuming something of his habitual careless
tone. ‘“Pooh! your northern folks are cold-blooded; you
are cool in everything! You can’t begin to curse up hill
and down as we can, when we get fairly at it.”

“ Well, but the question is,’” said Miss Ophelia.

0, yes, to be sure, the guestion is,—and a deuce of a

question it is! How came %ou in this state of sin and

L
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ILIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 13

misery? Well, T shall answer in the good old words you
used to teach me, Sundays. I came so by ordinary genera-
tion. My servants were my father’s, and, what is more, my
mother's ; and now they are mine, they and their increase,
which bids fair to be a pretty considerable item. My father,
you know, ecame first from New England ; and he was just
:-'Ilc_']l H!H'ﬂ]li“i' min as "{in!i]' i':':ilerl'. - 0 1'-.'_,,-".:.'.::1' rf-l'.lL !:f'.i!f’.T.'.---—
upright, energetic, noble-minded, with an iron will. Your
father seftled down in New England, to rule over rocks and
stones, and to force an existence out of Nature; and mine
geltled in Louisiana, to rule over men and women, and force
existence out of them. My mother,” said St. Clare, getting
up and walking to a picture at the end of the room, and
gazing upward with a face fervent with veneration, ““ s/he was
divine! Don't look at me so!— you know what I mean !
She probably was of mortal birth ; but, as far as ever I conld
observe, there was no trace of any human weakness or error
about her; and everybody that lives to remember her,
whether bond or free, servant, acguaintance, relation, all say
the same. 'Why, cousin, that mother has been all that has
stcod between me and utter unbelief for years. She wasa
direct embodiment and personification of the New Testament,
— O H‘.'iril'_: F:U_'l'_. to be accounted [i_n'_. and to be accounted for
In no other way than by its truth. O, mother! mother !”
said St Clare, clasping his hands, in a sort of transport; and
then suddenly checking himself, he came back, and seating
himself on an ottoman, he went on :

“ My brother and I were twins; and they say, you know,
that twins ought to rezemble each other; but we were in all
points a contrast. He had black, fiery eyes, coal-black hair,
a strong, fine Roman profile, and a rich brown complexion.
I had blue eyes, golden hair, a Greek outline, and fair com-

= Y,
VOL. TIT. ple
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plexion. He was active and observing, I dreamy and inact-
ive. Ie was generous to his friends and equals, but prond,
dominant. overbearing, to inferiors, and utterly unmerciful to

whatever set itself up against him. Truthful we both were ;
he from pride and courage, [ from a sort of abstract ideality.,
We loved each other about as boys generally do,— off and on,

and in general;—he was my father's pet, and I my mother’s.
“MThere was a morbid sensitiveness and acuteness of feeling

in me on all possible subjects, of which he and my father
had no kind of undeistanding, and with which they counld

have no possible sympa hy. But mother did; and so, when
I had quarrelled with Alfred, and father looked sternly

on me, I used to go olf to mother’s room, and sit by her.
her pale cheeks,

T remember just how sl used to look, with 1
Uways

her deep, soft, serious eyes, her white dress,—she :

wore white; and I used to think of her whenever I read
in Revelations about the saints that were ;'11'1'-‘1‘3‘1;-1_1 in fine

linen, clean and white. She had a great deal of genius of
one sort and another, particnlarly in music; and she used to
playing fine old majestie music of

git at her organ, pl

H'.-z'

Catholic church, and singing with a voice more like an angel
than a mortal woman; and I would lay my head down on
her lap, and cry, and dream, and feel,—oh, immeasurably !
— things that I had no language to say !

“In those days, this matter of slavery had never been
canvassed as it has now; nobody dreamed of any harmn in it.

““ My father was a born aristocrat. T think, in some pre-
¢xistent state, he must have been in the higher circles of
F*l«il'-il.i. ‘-'.'.-;": 'i_-':'-'.-l'.'ﬂiL '.;H L.I.wf 1‘*].=]. COUTt ]Jl'i-ir: :|]¢.-]|;;: ‘ﬁ']ﬂt ]1i:?1;

1

for it was ingrain, bred in the bone, thouch he was originally

of poor and not in any way of noble family. My brother

waa begotten in his image.
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‘ Now, an aristocrat, you know, the world over, has no
human sympathies, beyond a certain line in society. In Eng-
land the line is in one place, in Burmah in another, and in
America in another; but the aristocrat of all these countries
never goes overit. What would be hardship and disfress and
injustice in his own clasg, is a cool matter of course in
another one. My father’s dividing line was that of color.

Among his eguals, never was a man more justand generous;
but he considered the negro, llll'{.hlt:_',_"‘h all lﬂﬁ:ibiu gl'lii.l;liiul'ﬂi
of color, as an intermediate link hetween man and animals,
and graded all his ideas of justice or generosity on this
hypothesis. I suppose, to be sure, if anybody had asked
him, plump and fair, whether they had human immortal souls,
he might have hemmed and hawed, and said yes. But my
father was not a man much tfroubled with spiritualism ;
religious sentiment he bad none, beyond a veneration for God,

a8 decidedly the head of the upper classes.

b 'h]\ri;l], my father worked some five hundred nesroes § he
was an inflexible, driving, punctilious business man; every-
thing was to move by system,— to be sustained with unfailing
accuracy and precision. Now, if you take into account that
all this was to be worked out by a. set of lazy, twaddling,
shiftless laborers, who had grown up,all their lives, in the
absence of every possible motive to learn how to do anything
but ‘shirk,” ag you Vermonters say, and you’ll see that there
might naturally be, on his plantation, & great many thing
that looked horrible and distressing to a sensitive child, like
me.

‘“ Besides all, he had an overseer,—a great, tall, slab-
sided, two-fisted renccade son of Vermont— (begging your
pardon),— who had gone through a regular apprenticeship in

y |
|
|

hardness and brutality, and taken his «

egree to be admitted
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iul ractice. "'nfk,‘ mother never could ¢ ndure him, nor I; but

he obtained an entire ascendeney over my father ; and this
man was the absolute l]t'HEIFJt of the estate.

‘1 was a Litile fellow then. but 1 ha d the same love that
[ have now for all kinds of human things,— a kind of passion
for the study of humanity, come in what shape it would. 1
was found in the cabins and among the ficld-hands a great
deal, and, of course, was a _i_"l".'_'él.t favorite ; and all sorts of
complaints and grievances were breathed in my ear; and I
told them to mother, and we, between us, formed a sort of
committee for a redress of grievances. We hindered and
repressed a great deal of cruelty, and congratulated ourselves
on doing a vast deal of good, till, as often happens, my zeal
Lr\'{‘l‘:lf.‘h.'li. Stubbs L".')lllil]il.lli"t]. to my father that he conld n’t
manage the hands, and must resign his position. Father was
a fond, indulgent hushb "ul but & man that never flinched
from anything that he thought necessary; and so he put
down his foot, like a rock, between us and the field-hands.
He told my mother, in language perfectly respectiul and
deferential, but quite explicit, that over the house-gservants
she should be entire mistress, but that with the field-hands
he could allow no interference. He revered and respected
her above all living beings; but he would have said it all the

same to the '.ii'-_;iu }xi;lt‘_‘.' ilﬂ‘.-.‘-.:]f': if she had come in the way

‘I used sometimes to hear my mother reasoning cases
with him,—endeavoring fo excite his sympathies. e would
Listen to the most pathetic appeals with the most discouraging
politeness and equanimity. ‘It all Yesolves itself into this,’
!H.-“ wounld Bay ; ~ Inust ! pari with ~tubbs, or |~.{'~.‘E- him ?

otibbs 13 the soul of punctuality, honesty, and efficiency,

a thorough business hand. and as humane as the general run.
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LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 17

We can’t have perfection; and if I keep him, I must sustain
his administration as a w/hole, even if there are,now and then,
things that are ecxceptionable. All government includes
some mecessary hardness. General rules will bear hard on
particular cases.’” This last maxim my father seemed to
consider a settler in most alleged cases of cruelty. After he

y

had said #/iaz, he commonly drew up his feet on the sofa, like
a man that has .%,I of & business, and betook himself to
a map, or the newspaper, as the case might be,

““ The fact is, my father showed the exact sort of talent
for a statesman. He eould have divided Poland as easily as
an orange, or trod on Ireland as quietly and systematically
as any man living. At last my mother gave up, in despair.
It never will be known, till the last account, what noble and
sensitive natures like hers have felt, cast, utterly helpless,
into what seems to them an abyss of injustice and cruelty,
and which seems so to nobody about them. It has been an
age of long sorrow of such natures, in such a hell-begotten
sort of world as ours. What remained for her, but to train
her children in her own views and sentiments? Well, after all

you say ahont training, children will grow up substantially

what they are by nature, and only that. From the cradle,

Alfred was an arstocrat; and as he grew up, mstinetively,
all his gsympathies and all his reasonings were in that line,
and all mother’s exhortations went to the winds. As to me,

thay onnle ] 1 - | oy Sy p——— L 1T
r.!!{'.\ .HH.IJ-. r|1-.-J!: Into me. she nevel t‘ii!ln:::ltrlz't}, in form,

:‘.JI."."[IL';';H_'.." that my father ."'-iji'i-i: or seemed I‘!i'l'\"'L]1",' to differ from
him; but she impressed, burnt into my very sonl, with all
the foree of her deep, earnest nature, an idea of the dignity
and worth of the meanest human soul, I have looked in

1

her face with solemn awe, when she would point up to the
I

Stars 1o itae eveningo. .‘.1!'1 SAY 10 mice. et there, -.l'cl FUSLE -

i
=




13 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN; OR,

T
Ly A

the poorest, meanest soul on our place will be living, when

all these stars are gone forever,— will live as long as God

lives !’

‘* She had some fine old paintings; one, in particular, of
Jesus healing a blind man. They were very fine, and used
to 51:'11111'-.:.9 me strongly. ‘See there, Auguste, she would
gay; ‘the blind man was a beggar, poor and loathsome ; there-
fore, he would not heal him afur off I He called him to
him, and put Zis ands on him! TRemember this, my boy.’
If I had lived to grow up under her care, she might have
stimulated me to I know not what of enthusiasm. I might
have been a saint, reformer, martyr,— but, alag! alas! I
vent from her when I was only thirteen, and I never saw

her :1-,5:un.'

“‘ g ( hh I'I.'Ht'l_'ii. ] ]'.r".'u], omn 11111 11]I 3, .11'1 tl 1 not :-_'~1u':11,--.'
for some minutes. After a while, he lo ukr-l up, and went on:
“ What poor, mean trash this whole business of human

virtue s ! A mere matter, for the most part, of latitude and

longitude, and geographical position, acting with natural
temperament. The greater part is nothing but an aceident !

Your father, for example, settles in Vermont, in a town
where all are, in fact, free and equal; becomes a regular
church member and deacon, and in due time joins an Aholi-
tion :-.11‘.:]1.-!._}': and thinks us all little better than heathens.
Yet he 18, for all the world, in constitution and habit, a
|||Il ite of my father. I can sce it leaking out in fifty
different ways,— just that same strong, overbearir ig, dominan
s8pirit. "!."11 know very well how impossible it is to persuade
some of the folks in your village that Squire Sinclair does

not feel above them, The fact is, though he has fallen on

'-]-'--'!J-iJL'J'.-'i.iu iiu.'_'.a': and embraced a democratic lhuur*_.'. he is to
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the heart an aristocrat, as much as my father, who ruled
over five or six hundred slaves.”

Miss Ophelia felt rather disposed to cavil at this picture,
and was laying down her knitting to begin, but St. Clare
stopped her.

““ Now, I know every word you are going tosay. Ido
not say they were alike, in fact. One fell into a condition
where everything acted against the natural tendency, and the
other where everything acted for it; and so one turned out
a pretty wilful, stout, overbearing old democrat, and the
other a wilful, stout old despot. If both had owned plant-
ations in Louisiana, they would have been as like as two old
bullets cast in the same mould.”

¢ What an undutiful boy you are!’’ said Miss Ophelia.

‘I don’t mean them any disrespect,” said St. Clare.
¢ You know reverence is not my forte. Dut, to go back to
my history :

“When father died, he left the whole property to us twin

I
boys, to be divided as we should agree.. There does not
breathe on God's earth a nobler-souled, more generous fellow,
than Alfred, in all that concerns his equals; and we got on
admirably with this property question, without a single
unbrotherly word or feeling. We undertook to work the
plantation together; and Alfred, whose outward life and
capabilities had double the strength of mine, became an

1 L4 . 1

CninusIGs1c }-.-::'li'wl'. and a ‘-H'lelt.']‘l‘IlH_k' successful one.

““* But two years’ trial satisfied me that T could not be a
partner in that matter. To have a great gang of seven
lmndred, whom I counld not know personally, or feel any
individual interest in, bought and driven, housed, fed, worked
like so many horned cattle, strained up to military precision,

— the '.ill:.':élit'-li of how little of life's commonest L‘Ilj*'lj‘ll'l(.‘l!iﬁ
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would keep them in working order being a constantly recur-
ring problem,— the necessity of drivers and overseers,—the
ever-necessary whip, first, last, and only argument,— the
whole thing was insufferably disgusting and loathsome fo me;
and when I thought of my mother's estimate of one poor
haman goul, it became even frightful !

Tt ’s all nonsense to talk to me about slaves enjoying all
this! To this day, I have no patience with the unutterable
trash that some of your patronizing Northerners have made
up, as in their zeal to apologize for our sins. We all know
better. Tell me that any man living wants to work all his
days, from day-dawn till dark, under the constant eye of a
master, without the power of putting forth one irresponsible
volition, on the same dreary, monotonous, unchanging %oil,
and all for two pairs of pantaloons and a pair of shoes a year,
with enough food and shelter to keep him in working opder !
Any man who thinks that human beings can, as . _2neral
thing, be made ahout as comfortable that way as any other, I
wish he might try it. I'd buy the dog, and work him, with a
clear conscience ! *’
** I always have supposed,” said Miss Ophelia, * that you,
all of you, approved of these things, and thought them right,
— according to Scripture.”

“Humbug! We are not quite reduced to that yet.
Alfred, who 1s as determined a despot as ever walked, does
not pretend to this kind of defence; — no, he stands, high and
haughty, on that good old respectable ground, Zhe right of
the strongest ; and he says, and I think quite sensibly, that
the American planter is ¢ only doing, in another form, what
the English aristocracy and capitalists are doing by the lower
classes;’ that is, I take it appropriating them, body and

bone, soul and spirit, to their use and convenience. Ho

-
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defends both,— and I think, at least, consistently. He says
that there can be no hich civilization without enslavement of
the masses, either nominal or real. There must, he says, be
a lower class, given up to physical toil -and confined to an
animal natore; and a higher one thereby acquires leisure and
wealth for a more expanded intellicence and improvement, and
becomes the directing soul of the lower. So he reasons,
becanse, as I said, he is horn an aristocrat;—so I don’t
believe, because I was born a democrat.”

“ How in the world can the two things be compared?”
said Miss Ophelia. ¢ The English laborer is not sold, traded,
]_ﬂl‘l‘ti.‘c_[ from his l';Ill':iI_",'._ '»‘n']]i}_'li]!'*],"

“ He is as much at the will of his employer as if he were
sold to him. The slave-owner can whip his refractory slave
to death,— the capitalist can starve him to death. As to
family security, it is hard to say which is the worst,—to
have -oné’s children sold, or see them starve to death at
home.”’

“ But it 's no kind of apology for slavery, to prove that it
18 't worse than some other bad thing.”

“I didn't give it for one,—nay, I'll say, besides, that
ours 1s the more bold and ‘l‘.:1'|lr:1-'.l1:"..‘ i!l!-]‘i'tl'u':r"liil_"ll'l of human
rights; aetually buying a man up, like a horse,—looking at

his teeth, cracking his joints, and trying his paces, and then

paying down for him,— having speculators, breeders; traders,
:'.'I','.l l!'I’I‘--!.'.l"'t':-'- ‘:.'.I !.llm;]!q }..u-?!.-;-. ;._;,.1 ri"-lll-“;"—'ﬁr"-‘i l]i:" i|:;|T!_'{ ]-l‘jlri'tj

the eyes of the ecivilized world in a more tangible form,
though the thing done be, after all, in its nature, the same ;
that is, appropriating one set of human beings to the use and
improvement of another, without any regard to their own.”

*“ I never thought of the matter in this light,” said Miss

Ophelia.
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¢ Well, I’ve travelled in England some, and I've looked
over a good many documents as fo the state of their lower
classes; and I really think there is no denying Alfred, when
he says that his slaves are better off than a large class of the
population of England. Yon see, you must not infer, from
what I have told you, that Alfred is what is called a hard
master; for he isn't. He is despotic, and unmerciful to
insubordination; he would shoot a fellow down with as little
remorse as he would shoot a buck, if he opposed him. Bat,
in general, he takes a sort of pride in having his slaves
comfortably fed and accommodated.

“When I was with him, I insisted that he should do
something for their instruction ; and, to please me, he did get
a chaplain, and used to have them catechized Sunday, though,
I believe, in his heart, that he thonght it would do about as
much good to set a chaplain over his dogs and horses. And the
fact is, that a mind stupefied and animalized by every bad
influence from the hour of birth, spending the whole of every
week-day in unreflecting toil, cannot be done much with by a

v 1 ol ;| mi1 1 . -
{«_"-'.' nours on :‘“il':||!;_‘.'. l ne teachers ol T"I'l]ld'.l '\'-.'*Ei:ill".li.!l:'i
among the manuacturing popuiation of nnesiand, and among

plantation-hands in our country, could perhaps testify to the
same result, Zhere and lhere. Yet some striking exceptions
there are among us, from the fact that the negro is naturally
more impressible to religions sentiment than the white.”

““ Well,”* said Miss Ophelia, “how came you to give up
your plantation life ? "’

‘“ Well, we jogged on together some time, till Alfred saw
]rl:liul_v that I was no 1a]:1111-:'l‘. He [Il!lll_'__{ilt 1t absurd, after
he had reformed, and altered, and improved everywhere, to
suit my notions, that I still remained unsatisfied. The fact

was, it was, after all, the THiNG that I hated,— the using

th
br

<111

de
th

-
W
A

re

lid
O
hi

ol
al
A

W

h
tl
b



ed

up

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 28

these men and women, the perpetuation of all this ignoranee,
brutality and vice,- - just to make money for me !

¢ Besides, T was always interfering in the details. Being
myself one of the laziest of mortals, I had altogether too
much fellow-feeline for the lazy; and when poor, shiftless
dogs put stones at the bottom of their cotton-baskets to make
them weigh heavier, or filled their sacks with dirt, with cot-
ton at the top, it seemed so exactly like what I should do if T
were they, I could n't and would n't have them flogged for it.
Well, of course, there was an end of plantation discipline ; and
Alf and I came to about the same point that I and my
respected father did, years before. So he told me that I was
a womanish sentimentalist, and would never do for business
life; and advised me to fake the bank-stock and the New
Orleans family mansion, and go to writing poetry, and let
him manage the plantation. So we parted, and I came
here.”

t But why did n’t you free your slaves ?”’

“Well, I wasn’t up to that. To hold them as tools for
money-making, I conld not;—have them to help spend
money, you know, didn't look quite so ugly to me. Some
of them were old house-servants, to whom I was much
attached; and the younger ones were children to the old.
All were well satisfied to be as they were.” He paused, and
walked reflectively up and down the room.

‘There was,” said St. Clare, ““a time in my life when I
had plans and hopes of doing something in {his world, more
than fo float and drift. T had vague, indistinct yearnings to
be a sort of emancipator,— to free my native land from this
spot and stain. All young men have had such fever-fits, I
but then —"

suppose, some time,
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“Why didn’t you?” said Miss Ophelia; — “you ought
not to put your hand to the plough, and look back.”

“ 0, well, things did n’t go with me as I expected, and I
got the despair of living that Solomon did. T suppose it was
a necessary incident to wisdom in us both ; but, some how or
other, instead of being actor and regenerator in society, I
became a piece of drift-wood, and have been floating and
eddying about, ever since. Alfred scolds me, every time we
meet; and he has the better of me, I grant,— for he really
does something; his life is a logical result of his opinions,
and mine is a contemptible non sequitur.”’

““ My dear cousin, can you be satisfied with such a way of
spending your probation ?”

“ Satisfied! Was I not just telling you I despised it?
But, then, to come back to this point,— we were on this libera-
tion business. I don’t think my feelings about slavery are
peculiar. I find many men who, in their hearts, think of i
justas I do. The land groans under it; and, bad as it is for
the slave, it is worse, if anything, for the master. It takes
no spectacles to see that a great class of vicious, improvident,
'Ei'.'_‘:i‘i.t'.ilﬁl ]'-L-.'Hir]r": among us, are an evil to us, as well as to
themselves. The capitalist and aristocrat of England eannot
feel that as we do, because they do not mingle with the class
they degrade as we do. They are in our houses; they are
the associates of our children, and they form their minds

faster than we can; for they are a race that children always

will cling to and assimilate with. If Eva, now, was not 7

more angel than ordinary, she would be ruined. 'We might
as well allow the small-pox to run among them, and think
our children would not take it, as to let them be uninstructed
and vicious, and think our children will not be affected by

that. Yet our laws positively and utterly forbid any efficient
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general educational system, and they do it wisely, too; for,
just begin and thoroughly educate one generation, and the
whole thing would be blown gky high. If we did not give
them liberty, they would take it.”

““ And what do you think will be the end of this?" gaid
Miss Ophelia.

“T don’t know. One thing is certain,—that there is a
mustering among the masses, the world over; and there is a
dies ire coming on, sooner or later. The same thing is
working in Europe, in England, and in this country. My
mother used to tell me of a millennium that was coming, when
Christ should reign, and all men should be free and happy.
And she taught me, when I was a boy, to pray, ‘ Thy kingdom
come.” Sometimes I think all this sighing, and groaning,
and stirring among the dry bones foretells what she used to
tell me was coming. But who may abide the day of His
appearing 77

“ Augustine, sometimes I think you are not far from the
kingdom,” said Miss Ophelia, laying down her knitting, and
looking anxiously at her cousin.

“ Thank you for your good opinion ; but it 's up and down
with me,— up to heaven’s gate in theory, down in earth’s
dust in practice. But there’s the tea-bell,— do let’s go,—
and don’t say, now, I have n’t had one downright serions talk,
for once in my life.”

At table, Marie alluded to the incident of Prue. *I
suppose you'll think, cousin,”’ she said, * that we are all
barbarians.”’

“I think that’s a barbarous thing,” said Miss Ophelia,
““but I don’t think you are all barbarians.”

“ Well, now,” said Marie, *“I know it 's impossible to get
along with some of these creatures. They are so bad they

o

YOI, IT. 5
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ought not to live. I don’t feel a particle of sympathy for

guch cases. If they'd only behave themselves, it would not

happen.”

“ But, mamma,'’ said Eva, ““the poor creature was un-
happy ; that’s what made her drink.”

¢, fiddlestick! as if that were any excuse! I’m
unhappy, very often. I presume,” she said, pensively, “ that
I’ve had greater trials than ever she had. 1t’s just because
they are so bad. There’s some of them that you cannot
break in by any kind of severity. I remember father had a
man that was so lazy he would run away just to get rid of
work, and lie round in the swamps, stealing and doing all
gorts of horrid things. That man was caught and whipped, time
and again, and it never did him any good ; and the last time
he crawled off, though he couldn’t but just go, and died in
the swamp. There was no sort of reason for it, for father's
hands were always treated kindly.”

“T broke a fellow in, onece,” said St. Clare,  that all the
overseers and masters had tried their hands on m vain.”

“You!” said Marie; ‘*well, I'd be glad to know when
you ever did anything of the sort.”

“Well, he was a powerful, gigantic fellow,—a native-born
African; and he appeared to have the rude instinet of freedom
in him to an uncommon degree. He was a regular African
lion. They called him Secipio. Nobody could “do anything
with him ; and he was sold round from overseer to overseer.
till at last Alfred bought him, becanse he thought he could
manage him. Well, one day he knocked down the overseer,
and was fairly off into the swamps. I was on a visit to Alf’s
plantation, for it was after we had dissolved partnership.
Alfred was greatly exasperated ; but I told him that it was

his own faulf, and laid him any wager that T could hreak the
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man ; and finally 1t was agreed that, if I caught him, I should
have him to experiment on. So they mustered out a party
of some six or seven, with guns and dogs, for the hunt.
People, you know, can get up just as much enthusiasm in
hunting a man as a deer, if it is only customary; in fact, I
got a little excited myself, though I had only put in as a
port of mediator, in case he was caught.

“Well, the dogs bayed and howled, and we rode and
scampered, and finally we started him. He ran and bounded
like & buck, and kept us well in the rear for some time ; but
at last he got caught in an impenetrable thicket of cane; then
he turned to bay, and I tell you he fought the dogs right gal-
lantly. He dashed them to right and left, and actually killed
three of them with only his naked fists, when a shot from a
gun brought him down, and he fell, wounded and bleeding,
almost at my feet. The poor fellow locked wp at me with
manhood and despair both in his eye. 1 kept back the dogs
and the party, as they came pressing up, and claimed him as
my prisoner. It was all I could do to keep them from shoot-
ing him, in the flush of success; but I persisted in my bar-
gain, and Alfred sold him to me. Well, T took him in hand,
and in one fortnight I had him tamed down as submissive
and tractable as heart could desire.”

““ What in the world did you do to him ?”? said Marie.

“Well, it was quite a simple process. T took him to my
own room, had a good hed made for him, dressed his wounds,
and tended him myself, until he got fairly on his feet again.
And, in process of time, I had free papers made out for him,
and told him he might go where he liked.”

“ And did he go 7"’ said Miss Ophelia.

““No. The foolish fellow tore the pager in two, and abso-
lutely refused to leave me. T never had a braver, better
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—

fellow,— trusty and true as steel. He embraced Christianity m
afterwards, and became as gentle as a child. He used to B
oversee my place on the lake, and did it capitally, too. I ch

lost him the first choleraseason. In fact, he laid down his life

For I was sick, almost to death ; and when, through

l':_Ji' meo.

the patie, everybody else fled, Scipio worked for me like a

giant, and actually brought me back into life again. But, an
poor fellow! he was taken, right after, and there was no wi
gaving him. I never felt anybody's loss more.” mn;
“Eya had come gradually nearer and nearer to her father, 104
as he told the story,—her small lips apart, her eyes wide and wl
earnest with absorbing interest. pri

As he finished, she suddenly threw her arms around his Be(
neck, burst into tears, and sobbed convulsively.

“ Fva, dear child! what is the matter??? said St. Clare, Bt
as the child’s small frame trembled and shook with the an
violence of her feelings. ‘“This child,” he added, *‘ ought ac
not fo hear any of this kind of thing,—she ’s neryous.” bo

*No, papa, I'm not nervous,” said Eva, controlling her- gla
gelf, suddenly, with a strength of resolution singular in such e
a child. “I’m not nervous, but these things sink inte my gn
heart.” ex

“ What do you mean, Eva?” br

. bis

“I can’t tell you, papa. T think a great many thoughts
Perhaps some day I shall tell you,” i
“Well, think away, dear,— only don’t ery and worry your

see what a beantiful

papa,”’ said St. Clare. * Look here,
peach I haye got for you! "

Eva took it, and smiled, thongh there was still a nervous &
ha

1‘.\'}11'1|i1|;.—:_ about the corners of her mouth.
it

““ Come, look at the gold-fish,”” said St. Clare, taking her

hand and stepping on to the verandah. A few moments, and
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merry laughs were heard through the silken curtains, as
Eva and St. Clare were pelting each other with roses, and
chasing each other among the alleys of the court.

There is danger that o-ur humble friend Tom be neglected
amid the adventures of the higher born; but, if our readers
will accompany us up to a little loft over the stable, they

may, perhaps, learn a little of his affaivs. It was a decent

. yoom, containing & bed, a chair, and a small, rough stand,

where lay Tom’s Bible and hymn-book ; and where he sits, at
present, with his slate before him, intent on something that
seems fo cost him a great deal of anxious thought.

The fact was, that Tom's home-yearnings had become so
strong, that he had begged a sheet of writing-paper of Eva,
and, mustering up all his small stock of literary attainment
acquired by Mas'r George’s instructions, he conceived the
bold idea of writing a letter; and he was busy now, on his
glate, getting out his first draft. Tom was in a good deal of
trouble, for the forms of some of the letters he had forgotten
entirely ; and of what he did remember, he did not know
exactly which to use. And while he was working, and
breathing very hard, in his earnestness, Eva alighted, like a
bird, on the round of his chair behind him, and peeped over
his shoulder.

“Q, Uncle Tom! what funny things you are muking,
there ! ™’

“I'm trying to write to my poor old woman, Miss Kya,
and my little chil’en,” said Tom, drawing the back of his
hand over his eyes; * but, some how, I 'm feard I shan’t make
it out.”

“1Iwish I could help yoa, Tom! I’'ve learnt to write

VOL. 1L a%
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some, Last year I could make all the letters, but I’'m afraid you
I’ve forgotten.” rids
So Eva put her little golden head close to his, and the :
two commenced a grave and anxious discussion, each one caw
equally earnest, and about equally ignorant; and, with a him
deal of consulting and advising over every word, the com- >
position began, as they both felt very sanguine, to look quite ghe
like writing. gery
““Yes, Uncle Tom, it really begins to look beautiful,” said inte
Eva, gazing delightedly on it. * How pleased your wife’ll did
be, and the poor little children! O, it’s a shame you ever Ton
had to go away from them! I mean to ask papa to let you 1
go back, some time.” and
“ Missis said that she would send down money for me, as )
soon as they could get it together,” said Tom. *I’m ’spectin’ keey
she will. Young Mas'r George, he said he’d come for me; hold
and he gave me this yer dollar as a sign; ™ and Tom drew Oph
from under his clothes the precions dollar. gerv
“0, he’ll certainly come, then!” said Eva. “I’'m so then
glad | ¥ T
““And T wanted to send a letter, you know, to let ’em and
know whar I was, and tell poor Chloe that I was well off,— worl
eause she felt so drefful, poor soul ! * they
“I say, Tom !* said St. Clare’s voice, coming in the door St.
at this moment. fatig
Tom and Eva both started. Miss
““What’s here 2"’ said St. Clare, coming up and looking foun
at the slate. from
“0,1t’s Tom’s letter. I'm helping him to write it,” on k
said Eva; *isn’t it nice ?” fader
I would n't discourage either of you,” said St. Clare, the ¢
on

“but I rather think, Tom, you’d better get me to write
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your letter for you. I’ll do it, when I come home from my
ride.”’

“It’s very important he should write,” said Eva, * be-
cause his mistress is going to send down money to redeem
him, you know, papa; he told me they told him so.”

St. Clare thought, in his heart, that this was probably only
one of those things which good-natured owners say to their
servants, to alleviate their horror of being sgold, without any
intention of fulfilling the expectation thus excited. Buf he
did not make any audible comment wpon it,— only ordered
Tom to get the horses out for a ride.

Tom’s letter was written in due form for him that evening,
and safely lodged in the post-office.

Miss Ophelia still persevered in her labors in the house-
keeping line. It was universally agreed, among all the house-
hold, from Dinah down to the youngest urchin, that Miss
Ophelia was decidedly ‘‘ curis,”’—a term by which a southern
servant implies that his or her betters don’t exactly suit
them.

The higher circle in the family— to wit, Adolph, Jane
and Rosa — agreed that she was no lady; ladies never kept
working about as she did ;— that she had no air at all; and
they were surprised that she should be any relation of the
St. Clares. Even Marie declared that it was absolutely
fatiguing to see Cousin Ophelia always so busy. And, in fact,
Miss Ophelia’s industry was so incessant as to lay some
foundation for the complaint. She sewed and stitched away,
from daylight till dark, with the energy of one who is pressed
on by some immediate urgency; and then, when the light
faded, and the work was folded away, with one turn out came
the ever-ready knitting-work, and there she was again, going
on as briskly as ever. It really was a labor to see her.
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CHAPTER XX. tl
W
TOPEY.
us
Ox® morning, while Miss Ophelia was busy in some of her
domestic cares, St. Clare’s voice was heard, calling her at the er
foot of the stairs. Ii¢
“ (Jome down here, Cousin; I've something to show you.” fe
“What s it?’* said Miss Ophelia, coming down, with her to
sewing in her hand. he
““T’ve made a purchase for your department,—see here,” I
said 8t. Clare; and, with the word, he pulled along a little &)
negro girl, about eight or nine years of age. €a
She was one of the blackest of her race; and her round, or
shining eyes, glittering as glass beads, moved with quick and| 54
restless glances over everything in the room. THer monuth fa
half open with astonishment at the wonders of the new Mas'r's e
parlor, displayed & white and brilliant set of teeth. Her
woolly hair was braided in sundry little tails, which stuck out e
in every direction. The expression of her face was an odd
mixture of shrewdness and cunning, over which was oddly, = ©
drawn, like a kind of veil, an expression of the most doleful ®
gravity and solemnity. She was dressed in a single filthy,| = ¥
ragged garment, made of bagging; and stood with her hands
demurely folded before her. Altogether, there was some| = W
thing odd and goblin-like about her appearance,— something,
a8 Miss Ophelia afterwards said, “so heathenish,” as to in- a
spire that good lady with utter dismay; and, turning to St l
1t

Clare, she said,
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“ Augustine, what in the world have you brought that
thing here for ?"

“For you to educate, to be sure, and train in the way she
ghould go. I thought she was rather a funny specimen in
the Jim Crow line. Here, Topsy,” he added, gi:.'ing a
whistle, as a man would to call the attention of a <.1ru::_:,““givc
us a song, now, and show us some of your dancing.”

The black, glassy eyes glittered with a kind of wicked droll-
ery, and the thing struck up, in a clear shrill voice, an odd
negro melody, to which she kept time with her hands and
feet, spinning round, clapping her hands, knocking her knees
together, in a wild, fantastic sort of time, and producing in
her throat all those odd guttural sounds which distingnish the
native music of her race; and finally, turning a2 summerset or
two, and giving a prolonged closing note, as odd and un-
carthly as that of a steam-whistle, she came suddenly down
on the carpet, and stood with her hands folded, and a most
sanctimonious expression of meekness and solemnity over her
face, only broken by the cunning glances which she shot
askance from the corners of her eyes.

Miss Ophelia stood silent, perfectly paralyzed with amaze-
ment.

St. Clare, like a mischievous fellow as he was, appeared to
enjoy her astonishment; and, addressing the child again, said,

“Topgy, this is your new mistress. I’'m going to give
you up to her; see now that you behave yourself.”

*“Yes, Mas'r,” said Topsy, with sanctimonious gravity, her
wicked eyes twinkling as she spoke.

“You’re going to be good, Topsy, you understand,” said
St. Clare.

“O yes, Mas'r,” said Topsy, with another twinkle, her
hands still devoutly folded.
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“ Now, Augustine, what upon earth is this for? " said Miss
Ophelia. “ Your house is so full of these little plagues, now,
that a body ean’t set down their foot without treading on ’em,
I get up in the morning, and find one asleep hehind the door,
and see one black head poking out from under the table, one
lying on the door-mat,—and they are mopping and mowing
and grinning between all the railings; and tumbling over the
kitchen floor! What on earth did you want to bring this one
for 1%

“ For you to educate—didn’t I tell you? You’re always
preaching about educating. I thought I would make youa
present of a fresh-caught specimen, and let you try your
hand on her, and bring her up in the way she should go.”

“ T don’t want her, I am sure; — I have more to do with
‘em now than I want to.”

“That’s you Christiang, all over !— you’ll get up a soci-
ety, and get some poor missionary to spend all his days among
just such heathen. But let me see one of you that would
take one into your house with yom, and take the labor of
their conversion on yourselves! No; when it comes to that,
they are dirty and disagreeable, and it’s too much care, and
g0 on.”’

“ Augustine, you know I did n't think of it in that light,”
said Miss Ophelia, evidently softening. ¢ Well, it might be
a real missionary work,” said she, looking rather more favor-
ably on the child.

St. Clare had touched the right string. Miss Ophelia's
conscientiousness was ever on the alert. *But,”" she added,
“I really didn’t see the need of buying this one ; — there are
enough now, in your house, to take all my time and skill.”

“Well, then, Cousin,” said 8t. Clare, drawing her aside,

5] ﬂtlght to beg your pardon for my grporl-i‘f}r—nr;.tl]ing__r
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speeches. You are so good, after all, that there’s no sense
in them, Why, the fact is, this concern belonged to a couple
of drunken ereatures that keep a low restaurant that I have
to pass by every day, and I was tired of hearing her scream-
ing, and them beating and swearing at her. She looked
bright and funny, too, as if something might be made of her;

—50 I bought her, and I’ll give her to you. Try, now, and
give her a good orthodox New England bringing up, and see
what it’ll make of her. You know I haven’t any gift that
way ; but I’d like you to try.”

“Well, I'll do what I can,” said Miss Ophelia; and she
approached her mew subject very much as a person might be
supposed to approach a black spider, supposing them to have
benevolent designs toward it.

“She s dreadfully dirty, and half naked,” she gaid.

“ Well, take her down stairs, and make some of them clean
and clothe her up.”

Miss Ophelia carried her to the kitchen regions.

“Don't see what Mas’r St. Clare wants of ’nother nig-
ger!” said Dinah, surveying the new arrival with no friendly
agir. “Won't have her round under my feet, I know !*

“Pah!” said Rosa and Jane, with supreme disgust; ¢ let
her keep out of our way! What in the world Mas's
wanted another of these low niggers for, I can’t see!”

““You go long! No more nigger dan you be, Miss Rosa,”
gaid Dinah, who felt this last remark a reflection on herself,
“ You seem to tink yourself white folks. You an’t nerry
one, black nor white. I'd like to be one or turrer.”

Miss Ophelia saw that there was nobody in the camp that
would undertake to oversee the cleansing and dressing of the
new arrival ; and so she was forced to do it herself, with some
very ungracions and reluctant assistance from Jane,

b
i
|
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It is not for ears polite to hear the particulars of the firss
toilet of a neglected, abused child. In fact, in this world
multitades must live and die in & state that it would be too
great a shock to the merves of their fellow-mortals even to
hear described. Miss Ophelia had a good, strong, practical
deal of resolution; and she went through all the disgusting
details with heroic thoroughness, though, it must be confessed,
with no very gracious air,— for endurance was the utmost to
which her principles could bring her. ~ When she saw, on the
back and shoulders of the child, great welts and calloused
spots, ineffaceable marks of the system under which she had
grown up thus far, her heart became pitiful within her.

‘“See there!”” said Jane, pointing to the marks, ‘“don’t
that show she’s a limb? We’ll have fine works with her,
I reckon. I hate these nigger young uns! so disgusting! I
wonder that Mas'r would buy her!”

The “ young un’’ alluded to heard all these comments with
the subdued and doleful air which seemed habitual to her,
only scanning, with a keen and furtive glance of her flickering
eyes, the ornaments which Jane wore in her ears. When
arrayed at last in a suit of decent and whole clothing, her hair
cropped short to her head, Miss Ophelia, with some satisfac:
tion, said she looked more Christian-like than she did, and in
her own mind began to mature some plans for her instruetion.

Sitting down before her, she began to question her.

“ How old are you, Topay ?"

“Dun no, Missis,”” said the image, with a grin that showed
all her teeth.

“Don’t know how old you are? Didn’t anybody ever
tell you? Who was your mother 7"

‘“ Never had none !’ said the child, with another grin.
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“ Never had any mother? What do you mean? Where
. Were you born?”’

¢ Never was born !?’ persisted Topsy, with another grin,
that looked so goblin-like, that, if Miss Ophelia had been at
all nervous, she might have fancied that she had got hold of
gome sooty gnome from the land of Diablerie; but Miss
Ophelia was not nervous, but plain and business-like, and she
gaid, with some sternness,

““You mustn't answer me in that way, child; I’'m not
playing with you. Tell me where you were born, and who
your father and mother were.”

““ Never was born,”’ reiterated the creature, more emphati-
cally ; “ mever had no father nor mother, nor nothin’. I was
raised by a speculator, with lots of others. Old Aunt Sue
used to take car on us.”

The child was evidently sincere; and Jane, breaking into a
ghort laugh, said,

““ Laws, Missis, there’s heaps of ’em. Speculators buys
‘em up cheap, when they’s little, and gets ’em raised for
market.”’

‘““How long have you lived with your master and mis-
tress 1’

* Dun no, Missis.”

““Is it a year, or more, or less?”’

“ Dun no, Missis.””

“ Laws, Missis, those low negroes,— they can’t tell; they
don’'t know anything about time,” said Jane; * they don't
know what a year is; they don’t know their own ages.”

* Have you ever heard anything about God, Topsy 2"

The child looked bewildered, but grinned as usual.

“Do you know who made you?”

VOL. I 4
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“ Nobody, as I knows on,” said the child, with a shor

us -

laugh. n
The idea appeared to amuse her considerably; for her eyes o
twinkled, and she added, I
“T gpect I grow’d. Don’t think nobedy never made me.” 1
“Do you know how to sew?? said Miss Ophelia, whe Mis
thought she would turn her inguiries to something more fan- ..
gible. sph
“ No, Missig.”’ ber.
“What can you do?— what did you do for your master and app
migtress ?”’ OWE
“ Fetch water, and wash dishes, and rub knives, and wail,  14q
on folks.” ' cha
‘“ Were they good to you 2" Sidiy

‘t Spect they was,”” said the child, scanning Miss Ophelia|™ .
cunningly. the;
Miss Ophelia rose from this encouraging collogquy; St. Clare 3
was leaning over the back of her chair. aha
““You find virgin soil there, Cousin; put in your own idess, = sou
— you won't find many to pull up.” i
Miss Ophelia’s ideas of education, like all her other ideas '~ prai
were very set and definite; and of the kind that prevailed inf " glen
New England a century ago, and which are still preserved in| = pef
gome very refired and unsophisticated parts, where there ar| = befi
no railroads. As nearly as could be expressed, tlmy could be &
comprised in very few words: to teach them to mind when to b
they were spoken to; to teach them the catechism, sewing, Tear
and reading; and to whip them if they told lies. And 1
though, of course, in the flood of light that is now poured of v
on education, these are left far away in the rear, yet it & ¢
an undisputed fact that our grandmothers raised some toler this

ably fair men and women under this régime, as many of will
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us can remember and testify. At all events, Miss Ophelia
knew of nothing else to do; and, therefore, applied her
mind to her heathen with the best diligence she conld com-
mand.

The child was announced and considered in the family as
Miss Ophelia’s girl ; and, as she was looked upon with no gra-
¢ions eye in the kitchen, Miss Ophelia resolved to confine her
sphere of operation and instruction chiefly to her own cham~
ber. With a self-sacrifice which some of our readers will
appreciate, she resolved, instead of comfortably making her
own bed, sweeping and dusting her own chamber,— which she
had hitherto done, in utter scorn of all offers of help from the
chambermaid of the establishment,—to condemn herself to the
martyrdom of instructing Topsy to perform these operations,
—ah, woe the day! Didany of our readers ever do the same,
they will appreciate the amount of her self-sacrifice.

Miss Ophelia began with Topsy by taking her into her
chamber, the first morning, and solemnly commencing a
course of instruction in the art and mystery of bed-making,

Behold, then, Topsy, washed and shorn of all the little
braided tails wherein her heart had delighted, arrayed in a
clean gown, with well-starched apron, standing reverently
before Miss Ophelia, with an expression of solemnity well
befitting a funeral.

“Now, Topsy, I'm going to show you just how my bed is
tobe made. I am very particular about my bed. You must
learn exactly how to do it.”

“Yes, ma’am,” says Topsy, with a deep sigh, and a face
of woful earnestness.

“ Now, Topsy, look here ; — this is the hem of the sheet,—
this is the right side of the sheet, and this is the wrong;—
will you remember ?
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“ Yes, ma'am,”’ says Topsy, with another sigh.

“Well, now, the under sheet yon must bring over the
bolster,— so,— and tuck it clear down under the mattress
nice and smooth,— s0,— do you see?”

“ Yes, ma'am,” said Topsy, with profound attention.

¢ But the upper sheet,” said Miss Ophelia, * must be
brought down in this way, and tucked under firm and smooth
at the foot,— so,— the narrow hem at the foot.”

‘ Yes, ma’am,”” said Topsy, as before ;—but we will add,
what Miss Ophelia did not see, that, during the time when
the good lady's back was turned; in the zeal of her manipula-
tions, the young disciple had contrived to snatch a pair of
gloves and a ribbon, which she had adroitly slipped into her
sleeves, and stood with her hands dutifully folded, as before,

““ Now, Topsy, let’s see you do this,”” said Miss Ophelis,
pulling off the clothes, and seating herself.

Topsy, with great gravity and adroitness, went through the
exercise completely to Miss Ophelia’s satisfaction; smoothing
the sheets, patting out every wrinkle, and exhibiting; throngh
the whole process, a gravity and seriousness with which her
instruetress was greatly edified. By an unlucky slip, how-
ever, a fluttering fragment of the ribbon hung out of one of
her sleeves; just as she was finishing, and canght Miss Ophe-
lia's attention. Instantly she pounced upon it. “What's
this 2 Yon naughty, wicked child,—you ’ve been stealing
thig !

The ribbon was pulled out of Topsy’s own sleeve, yet was
she not in the least disconcerted ; she only looked at it with
an air of the most surprised and unconseious innocence.

“Laws! why, that ar’s Miss Feely’s ribbon, an’t it?
How could it a got caught in my sleeve 2”
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“Topsy, you naughty girl, don’t you tell me a lie,— you
gtole that ribbon!” '

¢ Missis, I declar for’t, I did n't; —mnever seed it till dis
yer blessed minnit.”

“Topsy,” said Miss Ophelia, “don’t you know it’s
wicked to tell lies?”’

“T never tells no lies, Miss Feely,” said Topsy, with
virtuous gravity; “it’s jist.the truth I’ve been a tellin
now, and an’t nothin else.”

“ Topsy, I shall have to whip you, if you tell lies so.”

“ Laws, Missis, if you’s to whip all day, couldn’f say no
other way,”” said Topsy, beginning to blubber. I never
séed dat ar,—it must @ got caught in my sleeve. Miss
Feely must have left it on the bed, and it got caught in the
clothes, and so got in my sleeve.”

Miss Ophelia was so indignant at the barefaced lie, that
she caught the child and ghook her.

““ Don't you tell me that again !'”’

The shake brought the gloves on to the floor, from the
other sleeve.

“ There, you !" said Miss Ophelia, ** will you tell me now,
you did n’t steal the ribbon ? *’

Topsy now confessed to the gloves, but still persisted in
denying the ribbon.

“ Now, Topsy,” said Miss Ophelia, *“if you’ll confess all
about it, I won’t whip you this time.”” Thus adjured, Topsy
confessed to the ribbon and gloves, with woful protestations
of penitence. -

“ Well, now, tell me. I know you must have taken other
things since you have been in the house, for I let you run
about all day yesterday. Now, tell me if you took anything,
and I shan’t whip you.”

VOL. II. 4=
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¢ Laws, Missis! T took Miss Eva's red thing she wars on
her neck.”

““ You did, yon naughty child ! — Well, what else?”

“T took Rosa’s yer-rings,— them red ones.”

“ Go bring them to me this minute, both of ’em.”

‘¢ Laws, Missis ! I can’t,— they’s burnt up!*

““ Burnt up ! —what a story ! Go get ’em, or I’ll whip
Fﬂu'”

Topsy, with loud protestations, and tears, and groans
declared that she could not. ‘“They’s burnt up,—they
was.”’

““ What did you burn ’em up for ?’? said Miss Ophelia.

“ Cause I’s wicked,— I is. I’s mighty wicked, any how,
I can’t help it.”

Just at this moment, Eva came innocently into the room,
with the identical coral necklace on her neck.

“ Why, Eva, where did you get your necklace?’ said
Miss Ophelia.

“Getit? Why, I'’ve had it on all day,” said Eva.

““ Did you have it on yesterday? !

““Yes; and what is funny, Aunty, I had it on all night
I forgot to take it off when I went to bed.”

Miss Ophelia looked perfectly bewildered; the more so, s
Rosa, at that instant, came into the room, with a basket of
newly-ironed linen poised on her head, and the coral ear-
drops shaking in her ears !

“I’'m sure I can’t tell anything what to do with sucha
child I”” she said, in despair. * What in the world did you
tell me you took those things for, Topsy 2"

“ Why, Missis gaid I must 'fess: and I could n’t think of
nothin’ else to "fess,”” said Topsy, rubbing her eyes,

“ But, of course, I did n’t want you to confess things you
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did n’t do,”’ said Miss Ophelia ; * that s telling a lie, just as
much as the other.”

¢ Laws; now, is it 2"’ said Topsy, with an air of innocent
wonder.

¢ La, there an’t any such thing as truth in that limb,”
said Rosa, looking indignantly at Topsy. * If I was Mas'r
St. Clare, I’d whip her till the blood run. I would,—1I’d
let her catch it ! "

¢ No, no, Rosa,”’ said Eva, with an air of command, which
the child could assume at times; ‘“you mustn’t talk so,
Rosa. I can’t bear to hear it.”

““ Lo sakes! Miss Eva, yon’s so good, you don’t know
nothing how to get along with niggers. There 's no way but
to cut 'em well up, I tell ye."”

#* Rosa !’ said Eva, * hush! Don’t you say another word
of that sort ! "’ and the eye of the child flashed, and her cheek
deepened its color.,

Rosa was cowed in a moment,

““ Miss Eva has got the St. Clare blood in her, that’s
plain. She can speak, for all the world, just like her papa,”
she said, as she passed out of the room.

Eva stood looking at Topsy.

There stood the two children, representatives of the two
extremes of society. The fair, high-bred child, with her
golden head, her deep eyes, her spiritual, noble brow,
and prince-like movements; and her black, keen, subtle,
cringing, yet acute neighbor. They stood the representatives
of their races. The Saxon, born of ages of cultivation, com-
mand, education, physical and moral eminence; the Afric,
born of ages of oppression, submission, ignorance, toil, and
vice ! .
Something, perhaps, of such thoughis struggled through
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Eva's mind. But a child’s thoughts are rather dim, unde
fined instincts ; and in Eva’s noble nature many such wen
yearning and working, for which she had no power of utter.
ance. When Miss Ophelia expatiated on Topsy’s naughty,
wicked conduet, the child looked perplexed and sorrowful, buj
said, sweetly,

¢ Poor Topsy, why need you steal? You 're going to I
taken good care of, now. I’m sure I'd rather give you any.
thing of mine, than have you steal it.”

It was the first word of kindness the child had ever heard
in her life ; and the sweet tone and manner struck strangely
on the wild, rude heart, and a sparkle of something like s
tear shone in the keen, round, glittering eye; but it was fol.
lowed by the short laugh and habitual grin. No! theew
that has never heard anything but abuse is strangely incred.
ulous of anything so heavenly as kindness ; and Topsy only
thought Eva’s speech something funny and inexplicable,—
she did not believe it.

But what was to be done with Topsy? Miss Opheli
found the case a puzzler; her rules for bringing up didn}
seem to apply. She thought she would take time to think
of it; and, by the way of gaining time, and in hopes of son
indefinite moral virtues supposed to be inherent in dar
closets, Miss Ophelia shut Topsy up in one till she ha
arranged her ideas further on the subject.

“1I don’t see,” said Miss Ophelia to St. Clare, *“how I'n
going to manage that child, without whipping her.”’

*““ Well, whip her, then, to your heart’s content ; I’ll giw
you full power to do what you like.”

“ Children always have to be whipped,” said Miss Ophelia
‘I never heard of bringing them up without.”

0, well, certainly,” said St. Clare; “do as you think
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best. Only I'll make one suggestion: I’ve seen this child
whipped with a poker, knocked down with the shovel or
tongs; whichever came handiest, &c.; and, seeing that she is
used to that style of operation, I think your whippings will
have to be pretty energetie, to make much impression.”

“ What is to be done with her, then?” said Miss Ophelia.

“You have started a serious question,” said St. Clare;
T wish you 'd answer it. What is to be done with a human
being that can be governed only by the lash,— that fails,—
it ’s a very common state of things down here !*’

“I'm sure I don’t know; I never saw such a child as
this.”

“Such children are very common among us, and such
men and women, too. How are they to be governed 7" said
St. Clare.

““I'm sure it 's more than I can say,” said Miss Ophelia.

% Or I either,” said St. Clare. “ The horrid cruelties and
outrages that once and a while find their way into the papers,
— such cases as Prue’s, for example,— what do they come
from? In many cases, it is a gradual hardening process on
both sides,— the owner growing more and more cruel, as the
servant more and more callous.  Whipping and abuse are like
laudanum ; you have to double the dose as the sensihilities
decline. I saw this very early when I became an owner; and
I resolved mever to begin, because I did not know when I
should stop,—and I resolved, at least, to protect my own
moral nature. The consequence ig, that my servants act like
gpoiled children ; but I think that better than for us both to
be brutalized together. You have talked a great deal about
our responsibilities in educating, Cousin. T really wanted you
to zry with one child, who is a specimen of thousands among
us.”’
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“It is your system makes such children,” said Mis
Ophelia. _

“T know it; but they are made,— they exist,—and wha
s to be done with them 7*

“Well, I ean’t say I thank you for the experiment. Buf
then, as it appears to be a duty, I shall persevere and f'y, an
do the best I can,” said Miss Ophelia; and Miss Ophelis
after this, did labor, with a commendable degree of zeal ani
energy, on her new subject. She instituted regular houn
and employments for her, and undertook to teach her to rea
and to sew.

In the former art, the child was quick enough. 8k
learned her letters as if by magic, and was very soon abl:
to read plain reading; but the sewing was a more difficul
matter. The creature was as lithe as a cat, and as active u
a monkey, and the confinement of sewing was her abomins.
tion ; so she broke her needles, threw them slyly out of
windows, or down in chinks of the walls ; she tangled, broke
and dirtied her thread, or, with a sly movement, wouli
throw a spool away altogether. Her motions were almosi
as quick as those of a practised conjurer, and her command
of her face quite as great; and though Miss Ophelia coull
not help feeling that so many accidents could not possibly
happen in succession, yet she could not, without a watchful
ness which would leave her no time for anything else, deted
her.

Topsy was soon a noted character in the establishment
Her talent for every species of drollery, grimace, and min-
lery,— for dancing, tumbling, climbing, singing, whistling,
imitating every sound that hit her fancy, — seemed inexhausti-
ble. In her play-hours, she invariably had every child in the
establishment at her heels, open-mouthed with admiration
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and wonder,— not excepting Miss Eva, who appeared to be
fascinated by her wild diablerie, as a dove is sometimes
charmed by a glittering serpent. Miss Ophelia was uneasy
that Eva should fancy Topsy’s society so much, and implcred
St. Clare to forbid it.

¢ Poh ! let the child alone,” said St. Clare. ¢ Topsy will
do her gf.u'.r'[l.‘:

“ But so depraved a child,—are you not afraid she will
feach her some mischief 2

¢ She can’t teach her mischief; she might teach it to some
children, but evil rolls off Eva’s mind like dew off a cabbage-
leaf, —not a drop sinks in.”’

“ Don’t be too sure,” said Miss Ophelia. I know I’d
never let a child of mine play with Topsy.”

“ Well, your children need'n’t,”” said St. Clare, ** but mine
may; if Xva could have been spoiled, it would have been
done years ago.”’

Topsy was at first despised and contemned by the upper
gervapts, They soon found reason to alter their opinion. It

was very soon discovered that whoever cast an indignity on

Topsy was sure to meet with some inconvenient accident
ghortly after ;—either a pair of ear-rings or some cherished
trinket would be missing, or an article of dress would be sud-
denly found utterly ruined, or the person would stumble
accidentally into a pail of hot water, or a libation of dirty slop
would unaccountably deluge them from above when in full gala
(ress ;

and on all these occasions, when investigation was
made, there was nobody found to stand sponsor for the
indignity, Topsy was cited, and had up before all the domes-
tic judicatories, time and again; but always sustained her
examinations with most edifying innocence and gravity of
appearance. Nohody in the, world ever doubted who did the
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things ; but not a serap of any direct evidence could be foun]
to establish the suppositions, and Miss Ophelia was too just
feel at liberty to proceed to any lengths without it.

The mischiefs done were always so nicely timed, alsg
as further to shelter the aggressor. Thus, the times fi
revenge on Rosa and Jane, the two chamber-maids, wen
always chosen in those seasons when (as not unfrequent)
happened) they were in disgrace with their mistress, whe
any complaint from them would of course meet with no syn.
pathy. In short, Topsy soon made the household under
stand the propriety of letting her alone; and she was let alons
accordingly.

Topsy was smart and energetic in all manual operations
learning everything that was taught her with surprisiy
quickness. With a few lessons, she had learned to do th
proprieties of Miss Ophelia’s chamber in a way with whid
even that particular lady could find no fault.  Mortal hand
eould not lay spread smoother, adjust pillows more accurately

sweep and dust and arrange more perfectly, than Topsy, whe

she chose,—but she didn’t very often choose. If Miss Ophelia:

after three or four days of careful and patient supervision, wa
8o sanguine as to suppoge that Topsy had at last fallen int
her way, could do without overlooking, and so go off and bus
herself about something else, Topsy would hold a perfect car
nival of confusion, for some one or two hours. TInstead of
making the bed, she would amuse herself with pulling off th
pillow-cases, butting her woolly head among the pillows, til
1t would sometimes be grotesquely ornamented with feathers
sticking out in various directions ; she would climb the posts
and hang head downward from the tops; flourish the sheets
and spreads all over the apartment; dress the bolster upin
Miss Ophelia’s night-clothes, and enact various scenic per
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formances with that,— singing and whistling, and making
grimaces at herself in the looking-glass ; in short, as Miss
Ophelia phrased it, “ raising Cain”’ generally.

On one oceasion, Miss Ophelia found Topsy with her very
best searlet India Canton crape shawl wound round her head
for a turban, going on with her rehearsals before the glass in

Miss Ophelin having, with carelessness most

great style,
unheard-of in her, left the key for once in her drawer.

“Topsy !"’ she wonld say, when at the end of all patience,
‘“what does make you act so ?”’ .

“ Dunno, Missis,— I spects cause I ’s so wicked !

“T don’t know anything what I shall do with you, Topsy."

¢ Law, Missis, you must whip me; my old Missis allers
whipped me. T an’t used to workin’ unless I gets whipped.”

“Why, Topsy, I don’t want to whip you. You ean do
well, if you’ve a mind to; what is the reason you won’t??”

“ Laws, Missis, I’s used to whippin’; I speets it’s good
for me.”

Misg Ophelia tried the recipe, and Topsy invariably made
a terrible commotion, screaming, groaning and imploring,
though half an hour afterwards;, when roosted on some projee-
tion of the balcony, and surrounded by a flock of admiring
‘ young uns,” she would express the utmost contempt of the
whole affair.

‘“ Law, Miss Feely whip!— would n’t kill a skeeter, her
whippins, Oughter see how old Mas’r made the flesh fly;
old Mas'r know'd how!

Topsy always made great capital of her own sins and enor-
mities, evidently considering them as something peculiarly
distinguishing,

H

““ Loy, you niggers,

&

" she would say to some of her auditors,
“‘does you know you's all sinners? Well, you is— every-

-

VOL. II. J
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body is. White folks is sinners too,— Miss Feely says so0;

I speets niggers is the biggest ones; but lor!

ye an £ any on ye
up to me. I’s 50 nwiul wicked there can’t nobody do nothin'
with me. I used to keep old Missis a swarin’ at me half
time. - I spects I's the-wickedest critter in the world;”

Topsy would cut a summerset, and come up brisk and ghining
on to a higher perch, and evidently p! ume herself on the dis

tinetion.

Miss Ophelia busied herself very earnestly on Sundays
’ & 1 ! -y -
teaching Topsy the catechism. Topsy had an uncomma

verbal memory, and committed with a fluency that greatly
encouraged her instructress.

** What good do you expeet it is going to do her?” sail
St. Clare.

““ Why, it always has done children good. It’s wha
children always have to learn, you know," said Miss Ophelia

“ Understand it or not,”” said St. Clare.

0, children never understand it at the time; but, afte
they are grown up, 1t’ll come to them.”

* Mine hasn't come to me yet,” said St. Clare, *thoug
I°1l bear testimony that you put it into me pretty thoroughl
when I was a boy.”

¢ Ah, you were always good af learning, Aungustine.
used to hm‘ﬂ great hopes of you,” said Miss Ophelia.

“Well, have n’t you now?* gaid St, Clare.

Sl 'n';:'-:h you were as good as you were when you werts

boy, Augustine.”

‘*So do I, that’s a fact, Cousin,” gaid St. Clare. * Well

go ahead :ltﬂ l"-'.t('f."]'.i}.'i‘. Topsy; may be you'll make on

something yet.

Topsy, who had stood like a black statue during this dis

TOu
J

the
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cussion, with hands decently folded, now, at a signal from
Miss Ophelia, went on:

t Our first parents, being left to the freedom of their own
will; fell from the state wherein they were created.”

Topsy's eyes twinkled, and she looked inguiringly.

““ What is it, Topsy ?"’ said Miss Ophelia.

‘¢ Please, Missis, was dat ar state Kintuck?’
““ What state, Topsy 2"’

“ Dat state dey fell out of. I used to hear Mas'r tell &JW
we came down from Kintuck.”

St. Clare Jaughed.

“You 'll have to give her a meaning, or she ’Il make one,"
gaid he. ‘“There seems to be a theory of emigration sug-
gested there.”

“ 0! Augustine, be still,” gaid Miss Ophelin; “how can
1 do anything, if you will be laughing?*’

“Well, I won’t disturb the exercises again, on my honor;”
and St. Clare took his paper into the parlor, and sat down,
till Topsy had finished her recitations. They were all very
well, only that now and then she would oddly transpose some
important words, and persist in the mistake, in spite of every
effort to the contrary; and St. Clare, after all his promises
of goodness, took a wicked pleasure in these mistakes, calling
Topsy to him whenever he had a mind to amuse himself, and
getting her to repeat the offending passages, in spite of Miss
Ophelia’s remonstranceg:

“ How do you think I can do anything with the child, if
you will go on so, Augustine?"’ she would say.

“ Well, it is too bad,— I won't again; but I do like to hear
the droll little image stumble over those big words ! *

“ But yon confirm her in the wrong way.”
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¢ What’s the odds? One word is as good as another {
her.”’

“You wanted me to bring her up right; and you ought t;
remember she is a reasonable creature, and be careful of your
influence over her.”

(), disms 1] ! so I onght; but, as Topsy herself says, ‘I’

s0 wicked !’
In very much this way Topsy’s training proceeded, fora

- ST . T = AT T avaolf i Y b
jegr or two,— Miss Ophelia worrying herself, from day

:_d L

ay, with her, as a kind of chronic plague, to whose inflictic
she became, in time, as accustomed, as persons sometimes d;
to the neuralgia or sick head-ache.

St. Clare took the same kind of amusement in the child
that & man might in the tricks of a parrot or a pointer
Topsy, whenever her sins brought her into disgrace in othe
quarters, always took refuge behind his chair; and St. Clare
in one way or other, would make peace for her. From hin
she got many a stray picayune, which she laid out in nuts and
candies, and distributed, with careless generosity, to all th
children in the i".'nzl'll'-.'.‘ for .;;':s_:IH'_. to do her ‘111;4E-i;_'-:_‘, Wi
good-natured and liberal, and only spiteful in self-defence
She is fairly i::‘uw.a-:'iuurtl into our corps de ballet, and wil

figure, from time to time, in her turn, with sther performers
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CHAPTER XXI.

EENTUCH.

for 4 Our readers may not be unwilling to glance back, for a
vt/ brief interval, at Unecle Tom’s Cabin, on the Kentucky farm,
ions . and see what has been transpiring among those whom he had
ey do!  left behind.

It was late in the summer afternoon, and the doors and
hill . windows of the large parlor sll stood open, to invite any stray
brecze, that might feel in a good humor, to enter. M. Shelby
ther 0 Bat in a large hall opening into the rcom, and running
Tare th]‘f_!lll!:"n the whole ]:‘11_‘??1}1 of the house, to a }..;g]r;-{.y_}' on either
Chin Bopend.  Leisurely tipped back in one chair, with his heels in
another, he was enjoying his after-dinner cigar. Mus, Shelby
| ths . 8ab in the door, busy about some fine sewing; she seemed
like one who had something on her mind, which she was seek-
ing an opportunity to introduce.

Vil “ Do you know,’* ghe said, *“that Chloe has had a letter
e from Tom 27’

“Ah! has she? Tom’s got some friend there, it seems.
How is the old boy ?

‘“He has been bought by a very fine family, I shounld
think,”” said Mrs. Shelby,— ‘“is kindly treated, and has not
much to do.”

“Ah! well, I'm glad of it,—very glad,” said Mr. Shelby,

o heartily.  “Tom, I suppose, will get reconciled to a South-
ern residence ; — hardly want to come up here again.”

“On the contrary, he inquires very anxiously,” said Mrs.

VOL. 1L O3
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Shelby, *“when the money for his redemption 18 to be

raised.”’

“T'm sure I don’t know,” said Mr. Shelby. *“Once g

business running wrong, there does geem to be mo end o i

Tt’s like jumping from one bog to another, all through,

swamp; borrow of one to pay another, and then horrow of
another to pay one,—and these confounded notes falling du
before a man has time to smoke & cigar and turn round -

dunning letters and dunning messages,— all scamper anl

hurry-scurry.”

“It does seem to me, my dear, that something might b

done to straighten matters. Suppose we sell off all
horses, and sell one of your farms, and pay up square?”’

““Q), ridiculons, Emily! You are the finest woman i
Kentucky; buf still you haven’t sense to know that yu
don't understand business; — women never do, and nev
can.’’

“But, at least,” said Mrs. Shelby, “conld not you gin
me some little insicht into yours; a list of all your debts, u
least, and of all that is owed to you, and let me try au
gee if I can’t lL:l']j,'_l you 1o economize,”’

*O, bother! don’t plagne me, Emily!—I ecan’t t
exactly. I know somewhere about what things are likelyf
be; but there’s no trimming and squaring my affairs, s
Chloe trims crust off her pies. You don’t know anythin
about business, I tell you.”

And Mr. Shelby, not knowing any other way of enfore

a mode of arguing very con

oz his ideas, raised his voiee,
venient and convineing, when a gentleman is discussing mak
ters of business with his wife.

Mrs. Shelby ccased talking, with something of a sig

m . T
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woman, she had a clear, ('Ei{'l‘g!"EiC:I.}_'Jl'&lf:l'[t_‘;ll mind, and a force
of character every way superior to that of her husband; so
that it would not have been so very absurd a supposition, {o
nave allowed her capable of managing, as Mr. Shelby sup-
posed. Her heart was set on performing her promise to Tom
and Aunt Chloe, and she sighed as disconragements thickened
around her.

“Don’t you think we might in some way contrive to raise
that money? Poor Aunt Chloe! her heart is so set on i !”

“I’m sorry, if it is. I think I was premature in promis-
ing. I’m not sure, now, but it’s the best way to tell Chloe,
and let her make up her mind to it. Tom’ll have another
wife, in a year or two; and she had better take up with some-
body else.””

“Mr. Shelby, I have taught my people that their mar-
riages arve as sacred as ours. I never could think of giving
Chloe such advice.”

“It’s a pity, wife, that you have burdened them with a
morality above their condition and prospects. I always
thought so.”’

“ It’s only the morality of the Bible, Mr. Shelby."

* Well, well, Emily, I don’t pretend to interfere with your
religious notions; only they seem extremely unfitted for peo-
pl2 in that condition.”

“They are, indeed,”” said Mrs. Shelby, *““and that is why,
from my soul, T hate the whole thing. I tell you, my dear, 1
cannot absolve myself from the promises I make to these
helpless creatures. If I can get the money no other way, I
will take music-scholars ; — I could get enough, I know, and
earn the money myself.”’

“You wouldn't degrade yourself that way, Emily? I
never could consent to it.”
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e 3 . =
¢ Deorade ! would it degrade me as much as to break my

faith with the helpless? No, indeed ! in:
¢ Well, you are always heroic and transcendental ’® saif ah'

Mr. Shelby, “but I think you had better think before you A
undertake such a piece of Quixotism.”
Here the conversation was interrupted by the appearanc t

of Aunt Chloe, at the end of the verandah. D
““If you please, Missis,”” said she.
““Well, Chloe, what is it?” said her mistress, rising, ani =
going to the end of the balcony.
 Tf Migsis would come and look at dis yer lot o’ poetry.” o
Chloe had a particular fancy for calling poultry poetry,— i

an application of language in which she always persisted, not. giv
withstanding frequent corrections and advisings from th
young members of the family,

“La sakes!” she would say, ‘I can’t see; one jis good a pu

turry,— poetry suthin good, any how;’’ and so poetry Chlx =,
-::mmnucﬂ to call it. cor
Mrs. Shelby smiled as she saw a prostrate lot of chickens i

and ducks, over which Chloe stood, with a very grave fice of BSG;

consideration. {
“1’'m a thinkin whether Missis would be a havin a chicke 1
pie o’ dese yer.” ean

“Really, Aunt Chloe, I don’t much care; — serve then
any way you like.” {
Chloe stood handling them over abstractedly: it was m:"‘.-' dey
evident that the chickens were not what she was thinking o | ‘gue
At last, with the short laugh with svhich her tribe 0*” ]
introduce a doubtful proposal, she gaid, ‘
“* Laws me, Missis! what ghould Mas'r and Missis be my
troublin theirselves ’bout de money, and not a usin what's Son

right in der hands?” and Chloe laughed again.
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T don’t understand you, Chloe,” said Mrs. Shelby, noth-
ing doubting, from her knowledge of Chloe’'s manner, that
ghe had heard every word of the conversation that had passed
between her and her hushand.

“Why, laws me, Missis!” said Chloe, laughing again,
¢ other folks hires ont der niggers and makes money on ’em !
Don’t keep sich a tribe eatin ’em out of house and home.”

“Well, Chloe, who do you propose that we should hire
out?"”

“ Laws! I an’t a proposin nothin; only Sam he said der
was one of dese yer perfectioners, dey calls ’em, in Louisville,
gaid he wanted a good hand at cake and pastry; and said he’d
give four dollars a week to one, he did.”

% Well, Chloe.”

“Well, laws, I's a thinkin, Missis, it’s time Sally was
put along to be doin’ something. Sally’s been under my
gare, now, dis some time, and she does most as well as me,
gonsiderin ; and if Missis would only let me go, I would help
fetch up de money. Ian’t afraid to put my cake, nor pies
nother, “long side no perfectioner’s.”

“Confectioner’s, Chloe,”

“ Law sakes, Missis! ’t an’t no odds ; — words is so curis,
gan’t never get 'em right!”

“ But, Chloe, do you want to leave your children?”

* Laws, Missis! de boys is big enough to do day’s works;
tey does well enough ; and Sally, she’ll take de baby,—ghe’s
guch a peart young un, she won't take no lookin arter.”

* Louisville is a good way off.”

“Law sakes ! who’s afeard ? —it’s down river, somer nea
my old man, perhaps?’’ said Chloe, speaking the lastin tk
tone of a question, and looking at Mrs. Shelby.
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¢ No, Chloe; it’s many a hundred miles off;"” said Mu S T’d
Shelby. my
Chloe’s countenance fell.
¢ Never mind; your going there shall bring you neare: Siohje:
Chloe. Yes, you may go; and your wages shall every ce M
of them be laid aside for your husband’s redemption.” wen!
As when a bright sunbeam turns a dark cloud to silver, s 5
Chloe’s dark face brichtened immediately,— it really shone == to L
“Taws! if Missis isn’t too good! I was thinking of du 8% eabi
ar very thing; cause I shouldn’t need no clothes, nor shos S#£]
nor nothin,— I could save every cent. How many weeksi ¥ strai
der in a year, Missis 7" have
“ Fifty-two,”” said Mrs. Shelby. up, |
“Laws! now, dere is? and four dollara for each on’em 7
Why, how much’d dat ar he2” be s
%Tywo hundred and eight dollars,”” gaid Mrs. Shelby. ¢
“Why-e!* gaid Chloe, with an accent of surprise amif kno
delight; “and how long would it take me to work it ou him
Missis 2 ¥ i
“Some four or five years, Chloe; but, then, you needn o h
do it all, — I shall add something to it.” ik ;
“I wounldn't hear to Missis’ givin lessons nor nothsSESDEW
Mas’r ’s quite right in dat ar ;— 't would n't do, no ways, i

hope none our family ever be brought to dat ar, while I’s gy U
hands.” Tnore
“Don’t fear, Chloe; I’ll take care of the honor of t

family,”” said Mrs. Shelby, smiling. * But when do yo

expect to go?”’
“Well, I want spectin nothin; only Sam, he’s a gwinei
de river with some colts, and he said I could go long wil

him; 80 I jes put my things together. If Missis was willi




LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

e —— e ———e.

I'd eo with Sam to-morrow morning, if Missis would write

my pass, and write me a commendation.”

““Well, Chloe, I'll attend to it, if Mr. Shelby has no
ohjections. I must speak to him.”’

Mrs. Shelby went up stairs, and Aunt Chloe, delighted,
went out to her cabin, to make her preparation.

‘i Taw sakes, Mas'r George! ye didn't know I’s a gwine
to Louisville to-morrow !*’ she said to George, as, entering her
cabin, he found her busy in sorting over her baby's clothes.

“T thought I'd jis look over sis’s things, and get ‘em

straightened up. But I'm gwine, Mas'r George,— gwine to
have four dollars a week; and Missis is gwine to lay it all
up, to buy back my old man agin ! **

 Whew ! ¥ gaid George, *‘ here’s a stroke of business, to
be sure! How are you going?*

““ To-morrow, wid Sam. And now, Mas’r George, I
knows you’ll jig sit down and write to my old man, and tell
him all about it,— won’t ye?"

*“To be sure,” said George; ‘ Uncle Tom’ll be right glad
to hear from us. I’ll go right in the house, for paper and
ink; and then, you know, Aunt Chloe, I can tell about the
new colts and all.”?

 Sartin, sartin, Mas'r George; you go 'long, and I'll get
ye up a bit o’ chicken, or some sich; ye won't have many

more suppers wid yer poor old aunty.”




60 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN : OR,

- — = S

CHAPTER XXIL
£ TIIE GRASS WITHERETH — THE FLOWER FADETH."

L1re passes, with us all, a day at a time ; so it passed v
our friend Tom, till two years were gone. Though par
from all Lis soul held dear, and though often yearning f
what lay beyond, still was he never positively and conscioush
miserable ; for, so well is the harp of human feeling strun
that nothing but a crash that breaks every string can whl
mar its harmony ; and, on looking back to seasons which:
yeview appear to us as those of deprivation and trial, we «
remember that each hour, as it glided, brought its diversix
and alleviations, so that, though not happy wholly, we wa
not, either, wholly miserable.

Tom read, in his only literary cabinet, of one who h
“learned in whatsoever state he was, therewith to be content
It seemed to him good and reasonable doctrine, and accord
well with the seftled and thoughtful habit which he
acquired from the reading of that same book.

His letter homeward, as we related in the last chapter, v

in due time answered by Master George, in a good, rou

school-boy hand, that Tom said might be read ¢ most acr

the room.”” It contained various refreshing itemg of hon
intelligence, with which our reader is fully acquaints
stated how Aunt Chloe had been hired out to a confection
1 Louisville, where her gkill in the pastry line was gainit

wonderful sums of money, all of which, Tom was int:_lt'l‘.‘:-'..
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yas to be laid up fo go to make up the sum of his redemption
money ; Mose and Pete were thriving, and the baby was
trotting all about the house, under the care of Sally and the
[".111:5]:\’ .'-r"]i"?"]]fr'

Tom’'s cabin was shut up for the present; but ¢ reorge expa-
tiated brilliantly on ornaments and additions to be made to it
when Tom came back.

The rest of this letter oave o list of Ge .-_-_:__..__.'._: school l,,1:._1-.i:_.:::
each one headed by a flourishing capital; and also told the
names of four new -.’u]tr.: lllzli', ‘.'lllfl(;":l‘_'ﬂl-l On 1_[;(3 P]'.;-mi;.-r;g_-:_ :’-ﬂl“l:“L‘l__
Tom left: and stated, in the same connection, that father and
mother were well. The style of the letter was decidedly
concise and terse; T_:u‘-_‘ Tom thought it the most wonderful
specimen of composition that had appeared in modern times.
He was never tired r.1§' looking at it, and even held a counecil

4 1 1 'H ¢ ¢y ¥ Fiarvindd 1 ' .
with Eva on the expediency or getting 1t iramed, to 1|::'I|'_',': up

in his room. Nothing but the difficulty of arranging it so

that both sides of the page would show at once stood in the
way of this undertaking.
The friendship between Tom and Eva had grown with the

child’s growth. It would be hard to say what place she held

in the soft, impressible heart of her faithful attendant. He loved

her as something frail and earthly, yet almost worshipped
her as something heavenly and divine. He gazed on her
as the Italian sailor gazes on his image of the child Jesus,—
1-’-'!".‘i] i ilJ"Lh g I: Ireverence :i!;l.l lvt::ﬂ“.']:g'-.»«'_: :E:III L0 -!.il]!“,_"‘.'
her graceful fancies, and meet those thousand simple wants
which invest childhood like a many-colored rainbow, was
Tom’s chief delicht, In the market. at morning, his eyes
were always on the flower-stalls for rare bouquets for her,
and the choicest peach or orange was slipped info his pocket
to give to her when he came back; and the sight that pleased

YOL. II. ¥

4 Wk -

* mr————

S —

- — . ——— —

Ir—



62 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,

him most was her sunny head looking out the gate for his
distant approach, and her childish question,—*‘ Well, Uncly
Tom, what have you got for me to-day ?" |

Nor was Eva less zealous in kind offices, in return. Though
a child, she was a beautiful reader;— a fine musical ear, a
quick peetic fancy, and an instinctive sympathy with what is |
grand and noble, made her such a reader of the Bible as Ton |
had never before heard. At first, she read to please her humble
friend; but soon her own earnest nature threw out its tendrils,
and wound itself around the majestic book; and Eva loved i,
because it woke in her strange yearnings, and strong, dim
emotions, such as impassioned, imaginative children love t
feel.

The parts that pleased her most were the Revelations and
the Prophecies,— parts whose dim and wondrous imagery,
and fervent language, impressed her the more, that she ques-
tioned vainly of their meaning; — and she and her simple
friend, the old child and the young one, felt just alike abou
it. All that they knew was, that they spoke of a glory to be
revealed,— a wondrous something yet to come, wherein their
soul rejoiced, yet knew not why; and though it be not soin
the physical, yet in moral science that which cannot be under-

stood is not always profitless. For the soul awakes, a trem-

bling stranger, between two dim eternities,— the eternal past,
the eternal future. The light shines only on a small spacs
around her; therefore, she needs must yearn towards the
unknown ; and the voices and shadowy movings which come to
her from out the cloudy pillar of inspivation have each one
echoes and answers in her own expecting natare. Its mystio |
imagery are so many talismans and gems inscribed with |
unknown hieroglyphics; she folds them in her bosom, and

expects to read ther when she passes beyond the veil.
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At this time in our story, the whole St. Clare establish-
ment is, for the time being, removed to their villa on Lake
Pontchartrain. The heats of summer had driven all who
were able to leayve the gultry and unhealthy city, to seek the
shores of the lake, and its cool sea-breezes.

St, Clare’s villa was an East Indian cottage, surrounded }':‘:.'

licht verandahs of bamboo-work, :

and opening on all sides into
gardens and pleasure-grounds. The common sitting-room
opened on to a large garden, fragrant with every picturesque
plant and flower of the tropies, where winding paths ran
down to the very shores of the lake, whose silvery sheet of
water lay there, rISing and falling in the sunbeams,— a pic-
ture never for an hour the same, yet every hour more beau-
tiful.

It is now one of those intensely golden gunsets which
kindles the whole horizon into one blaze of glory, and males
the water another sky. The lake lay in rosy or golden
streaks, save where white-winged vessels glided hither and
thither, like so many spirits, and little go -'u-u stars twinkled
through the glow, and looked down at themselves as they
trembled in the water.

Tom and Eva were seated on a litttle mossy seat, in an
arbor, at the foot of the garden, It was Sunday evening, and
Eva's Bible lay open on her knee. She read,— ‘“ And I saw
a sea of glass, mingled with fire.”

‘Tom,” said Eva, suddenly stopping, and poeinting to the
lake, * there 't ig.””
* What, Miss Eva??”

‘““Don’t yon see,— there?’’ said the child, pointing to the

glassy water, which, as it rose and fell, reflected the golden

glow of the sky. “There’s a ‘seaof glass, mingled with

fire. ?
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¢ Tyue enough, Miss Eva,” said Tom; and Tom sang —

¢¢ 0, had I the wings of the morning, ]
I *d fly away to Cannan’s shore §
Bright angels should convey me home,

. t

To the new Jerusnlem,’

T ¢ Where do you suppose new Jerusalem is, Uncle Tom?” "
| : e said Eva. D
|l ]r | Ll “ (), up in the clouds, Miss Eva.” ;l

= j‘ “MThen I think I see it,”’ said Eva. * Look in thes D

4 " ti clouds ! — they look like great gates of pearl ; and you can see &
Qi beyond them — far, far off —it’s all gold. Tom, sing about 5

I' ' “ gpirits bright.” .
Tom sung the words of a well-known Methodist hymn,
#¢ 1 see o band of spirits bright, b
That taste the glories there; 1
They all are robed in spotless white, w
And Ci'.I:'Jn'tlml."luj_f J_t.1|1[|.~; they bear,*?
; h
“ Unele Tom, I 've seen them,” said Eva. ni
Tom had no doubt of it at all; it did not surprise him in el
the least. If Eva had told him she had been to heaven, he b
would have thought it entirely probable. he
*They come to me sometimes in my sleep, those spirits;” 1
and Eva’s eyes grew dreamy, and she hummed, in a loy )}
voice, lit
“* They are all robed in spotless white, -
And conquering palms they bear,>
th
“ Uncle Tom,” said Eva, ““I’m going there.” ou
“ Where, Miss Eva 29

The child rose, and pointed her litfle hand to the sky; the B ar
glow of evening lit her golden hair and flushed cheek with a
kind of unearthly radiance, and her eyes were bent earnestly ha
on the skies, '
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“T’m going Z/ere,”’ she said, ** to the spirits bright, Tom ;
I'm going, before long.”

The faithful old heart felt a sudden thrust; and Tom
thought how often he had noticed, within six months, that
Eva’s little hands had grown thinner, and her skin more
11‘:111.-91‘-;%1'1_'1”, and her breath shorter: and how. when slie ran or
II[:l.'-.'L'f'i in the garden, as she once could for hours, she became
soon so tived and Janguid. He had heard Miss Ophelia speak
often of a cough, that all her medicaments could not cure:
and even now that fervent cheek and little hand were burning
with hectic fever; and yet the thought that Eva's words
suggested had never come to him till now.

Has there ever been a child like Eva? Yes, there have
been ; but their names are always on grave-stones, and their
sweet smiles, their heavenly eyes, their singular words and
ways, are among the buried treasures of yearning hearts. In
how many families do you hear the legend that all the good-
ness and graces of the living are nothing to the peculiar
charms of one who i¢s net. It is as if heaven had an especial
band of angels, whose office it was to sojourn for a season
here, and endear to them the wayward human heart, that they
might bear it upward with them in their homeward flight.
“'EH‘H '_'Fa"ﬂ see that -.L:.t‘!r: .‘_-'Elit'iiﬂ::] “:i!t n lll-'_" ["_1"_’, — \‘-‘]lL‘I'I ﬂ!{}
little soul reveals itself in words sweeter and wiser than the
ordinary words of children,—hope not to retain that child; for
the seal of ]:r-::_\'i.'-n is on it, and the light of immortality looks
out from its eyes.

Even so, beloved Eva! fair star of thy dwelling! Thou
art passing away ; but they that love thee dearest know it not.

The colloquy between Tom and Eva was interrupted by ¢
hasty call from Miss Ophelia.

VOL. IL 6%




66 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN : OR,

‘“ Eva — Eva! — why, child, the dew is fulling; yo
mustn't be out there !

Eva and Tom hastened in.

Miss Ophelia was old, and skilled in the tactics of nursing,
She was from New England, and knew well the first guileful
footsteps of that soft, insidious disease, which sweeps away s
many of the fairest and loveliest, and, before one fibre of lif;
seems broken, seals them irrevocably for death.

She had noted the slight, dry cough, the daily brightenins
cheek ; nor could the lustre of the eye, and the airy buoyanc
born of fever, deceive her.

She tried to communicate her fears to St. Clare: but e
threw back her suggestions with a restless petulance, unli;
his usual careless good-humor.

“ Don't be croaking, Cousin,—1I hate it!" he would say
¢don’t yon see that the child is only growing. Childra
always lose strength when they grow fast.”

‘¢ But she has that cough!”

“ 0! nonsense of that congh!—it is not anything. Sk
has taken a little cold, perhaps.”

“ Well, that was just the way Eliza Jane was taken, and
Ellen and Maria Sanders.’”

““0 ! stop these hobgoblin’ nurse legends. You old hand
got so wise, that a child cannot congh, or sneeze, but you s
desperation and ruin at hand. Only take care of the child
keep her from the night air, and don't let her play too har
and she’ll do well enough.”

So St. Clare said ; but he grew nervous and restless. e
watched Fva feverishly day by day, as might be told by the

f\!"'f[ih'ﬂi‘_‘-.' with which he 1'-.'-5w._'-;1T_-_'-t1 over that * the chald wes

quite well ” — that there was n’t anything in that cough,—i

was only some little stomach affection, such as children often
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had. But he kept by her more than before, took her oftener
to ride with him, brought home every few days some receipt
or strengthening mixture, — ““ not,”” he gaid, *“ that the child
needed it, but then it would not do her any harm.”

If it must be told, the thing that struck a deeper pang to
his heart than anything glse was the daily increasing matur-
ity of the child’s mind and feelings. While still retaining all
a child's fanciful graces, yet she often q'irui':ln'-ul_. unconsciously,
words of such a reach of thought, and strange unworldly
wisdom, that they seemed to be an inspiration. At such
times, St. Clare would feel a gudden thrill, and clasp her in
his arms, as if that fond clasp could save her; and his heart
rose up with wild determination to keep her, never to let
her go.

The ¢hild’s whole heart and soul seemed absorbed in works
of love and kindness. Impulsively generous she had always
been ; but there was a touching and womanly thoughtfulness
about her now, that every one noticed. She still loved to
play with Topsy, and the various colored children; but she
now seemed rather a spectator than an aetor of their plays,
and she would sit for half an hour at a time, langhing at the
odd tricks of Topsy,— and then a shadow would seem to pass
across her face, her eyes grew misty, and her thoughts were
LI

“ Mamma,” she said, suddenly, to her mother, one day,
“why don’t we teach our servants to read 7

“ What a question, child! People never do.”

“Why don’t they 7 "7 said Eva.

‘ Beeause it is no use for them to read. It don’t help

them to work any better, and they are not made for anything
else,”
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¢ But they ought to read the Bible, mamma, to learn God’s
will.”’

“( ! they can get that read to them all tZiey need.”

“It seems to me, mamma, the Bible i1s for every one
_read themselves. They need it a great many times when
there is nobody to read it.”

“ Eva, you are an odd child,’”” said her mother.

* Miss Ophelia has tanght Topsy to read,” continned Ew

**Yes, and you see how much good it does. Topsy is the
worgt ereature I ever saw !’

“ Here ‘s poor Mammy ! ¥’ said Eva. * She does love th
Bible so much, and wishes o she could read! And what will
she do when I can’t read to her?”’

Marie was busy, turning over the contents of a drawer, us
she answered,

“ Well, of course, by and by, Eva, you will have other
things to think of, besides reading the Bible round to servants
Not hut that is very proper ; I’ve done it myself, when T had
health. But when you come to be dressing and going info
company, you won’t have time. See here!*" she added,
** these jewels I’'m going to give you when you come out.
wore them to my first ball. I can tell you, Eva, I made s
sensation.’’

Eva took the jewel-case, and lifted from it a diamond neck-
lace. Her large, thoughtful eyes rested on them, but it was
plain her thoughts were elsewhere.

““ How sober you look, child !’ said Marie.

** Are these worth a great deal of money, mamma 7"
“To be sure, they are. Father sent to France for them.
'l'i:r.'.‘ are worth a small fortune.”’

“Iwish I had them,” said Eva, “to do what I l:h':is'ﬁ"]
with ! ¥
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¢ What wonld you do with them?”

¢ 1°d sell them, and buy a place in the free states, and take
all our people there, and hire teachers, to teach them to read
and write.”’

Iya was cut short by her mother’s langhing.

“ Set up a boarding-school! Would n't you teach them
to play on the piano, and paint on velvet ?”’

“1’d teach them to read their own Bible, and write their
own letters, and read letters that are written to them,” said
Eva, steadily.  ** I know, mamma, it does come very hard on
them, that they can't do these things. Tom feels it,—
Mammy does,—a great many of them do. I think it’s
‘II‘I-]I['I:"T’.”

“ Come, come, Eva; you are only a child! You don’t
know anything about these things,” said Marie; ¢ besides,
your talking makes my head ache.”

Mari¢ always had a head-ache on hand for any conversa-
tion that did not exactly suit her.

i

Eva stole away; but after that, she assiduously gave

}hi:nm“:.' ]'u_-;hﬁug lessons.
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CHAPTER XXIIIL.
. HENRIQUE.

Anovur this time, St. Clare’s brother Alfred, with his elds
gon, a boy of twelye, spent a day or two with the familyy
the lake.

No siglit could be more singular and beautiful than that d
these twin brothers. Nature, instend of instituting reser
blances between them, had made them opposites on eve
point; yet a mysterious tie seemed to unite them in a clow
fI‘ieullship than 1.‘nt‘1.ii!]:t1’:,'.

They used to saunter, arm in arm, up and down the alley
and walks of the garden. Augustine, with his blue ey
and golden hair, his ethereally flexible form and vivacios
features ; and Alfred, dark-eyed, with haughty Roman prof!
firmly-knit limbs, and deeided bearing. They were alway
abusing each other’s opinions and practices, and yet never
whit the less absorbed in each other's society; in fact, i
very contrariety secmed to unite them, like the attractis
between opposite poles of the magnet.

Henrigue, the eldest son of Alfred, was a noble, dark-eyel
princely boy, full of vivacity and spirit; and, from the fir
moment of introduction, seemed to be perfectly fascinated byl
the spirituelle graces of his cousin Evangeline.

Eva had a little pet pony, of a snowy whiteness, It v

easy 48 a cradle, and as gentle as its little mistress; and

pony was now brought up to the back verandah by Ton|
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while a little mulatto boy of about thirteen led along a small
blac
p;{iitlim‘, i:}l‘ ]Il_‘ll]'ii’.]”{.'-

¢ Arabian, which had just been imported, at a great

I{L‘Ill'ii_l':'.'_' hud H LUP-.'-:-? '{il'il]:_‘ Eli Eli:i 1ew Ili'l.'iﬂ_"__-'_*:zi_n]]; ;m;]! ns
he advanced and took the reins out of the hands of his little
i‘-:fl'[.il.ll'llr he ]I'h-]-;i-rl L':ll't'_‘i‘ll”t\,' over 1|£1]:_ and his },;-,_LW [I;ll‘i-i-i,"l;!--_l,

“What’s this, Dodo, you little lazy dog! you haven't
rubbed my horse down, this morning.”

o .YL?S, ?‘lt‘!if:'}." said j'JﬂL.!UI, :‘:‘Ll,[:1“i5;|:;h-.:.h-; “he grit that
dust on his own self.’’

““You raseal, shut your mouth!” said Henrique, violently

raising his riding-whip. ““ How dare yon speak? "

The boy was a h:.‘.i‘uIH-'JIi'u.'_. T.‘-I']I_'__'}lt—i'}'n_'*.i mulatto, of just
Henrique's size, and his curling hair hung round a high,
bold forehead. e had white blood in his veins, as could be
geen by the quick flush in his cheek, and the sparkle of his
eye, as he eagerly tried to speak.

“ Mas'r Henrique ! —* he began.

Henrique struck him across the face with his riding-whip,
and, seizing one of his arms, forced him on to his knees, and
beat him till he was out of breath.

*“There, you impudent dog! Now will you learn not to
answer back when Ispeak to you? Take the horse back,

and clean him properly. 11l teach you your place ! ”

“Young Mas'r,”” said Tom, “I specs what he was gwine
10 say was, that the horse would roll when he was T'-]'E]]:;:ing
him up from the stable: he’s so full of spirits,— that ’s the
way he got that dirt on him ; I looked to his cleaning.”

“You hold Your tongue till you’re asked to gpeak !™ said
Henrique, turning on his heel, and walking up the steps to
Bpeak to Eva, who stood in her riding-dress.

“Dear Cousin, I'm sorry this stupid fellow has kept you
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annt

waiting,”’ he said. * Let’s sit down here, on this seat, t]
they come. What’s the matter, Cousin?— you look soher

“How could you be so cruel and wicked to poor Dodo?”
said Eva,

“ Cruel,— wicked !’ said the boy, with unaffected surpri
“ What do you mean, dear Kva? i

““T don’t want you to call me dear Eva, when you do &
gaid Eva.

“ Dear Cousin, you don’t know Dodo; it’s the only way
managse }:i'.:':_. he ’s so full of lies and excuses. The ET']II;\? w
is to put him down at once,—mnot let him open his mout
that’s the way papa manages.”

But Uncle Tom said it was an accident, and he neyw
tells what isn't true.’”

“He’s an uncommon old nigger, then!" said Henriqu
“ Dodo will lie as fast as he can speak.”

“You frighten him into deceiving, if you treat him go.”

3
[=2

“Why, Eva, you’ve really taken such a faney to Dol
that I shall be jealous.”

* But you beat him,— and he did n’'t deserve it.”’

“0, well, it may go for some time when he does, &

a

don’t get it. A few cuts never come amiss with Dodo-

he’s a regular spirit, I can tell you; but I won’t beat I3

again before you, if it troubles you.” |
Eya avas not satisfied, but found it in vain to try to i}
her handsome cousin understand her feelings,
Dodo soon appeared, with the horses.
“Well, Dodo, you’ve done pretty well, this time,”” said 4

-y

young master, with a more ‘:‘,"l'l‘.fli‘_ll_'u.‘é air. “‘Come, novw, i
. - a 4 r- . |

hold Miss Eva’s horse, while I put her on to the saddle.” |
Dodo came and stood by Eva’s pony. His face v

troubled; his eves looked as if he had been crying.
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Henrique, who valued himself on his gentlemanly adroit-
ness in all matters of gallantry, soon had his fair cousin in
the saddle, and, gathering the reins, placed them in her
hands. 2

But Eva bent to the other side of the horse, where Dodo
was standing, and said, as he relinquished the reins,—
tThat '8 a ;_;)l.‘ml IJ-LH.-‘. Dodo : — thank you j=22

Dodo locked up in amazement into the sweet young face;
the blood 11:~'.LI1 to his cheeks, and the tears to his eyes

‘ Here, Dodo,”” said his master, imperiously.

Dodo sprang and held the horse, while his master mounted.

“There's a picayune for you to buy candy with, Dodo,”
gald Hennque; *° go get some.

And Henrigque cantered down the walk after Eva. Dodo
stood looking after the two children. One had given him
money ; and one had given him what he wanted far more,—
a kind word, kindly spoken. Dodo had been only a few
months away from his mother. His master had bought him
at a slave warehouse, for his handsome face, to be a match to
the handsome pony; and he was now getting his breaking in,
at the hands of his young master.

The scene of the beating had hbeen witnessed by the two
brothers St. Clare, from another part of the f_;-':n'n_]-_'-n,
Augustine’s cheek flushed ; but he only observed, with his
usual sarcastic carelessness

‘I suppose that’s what we may call republican education,
Alfred 27

* Henrigue is a devil of a fellow, when his blood’s up,” said
Alfred, r.‘;‘|1'1-1.-,---".-?__-,“.

“I suppose you consider this an instructive practice for
him,” said A ugustine, drily,

“lcouldn’t help it, if I didn’t. Henrique is a regular

VOL. II. T




4 UNCLE TOM’S CABIN: OR,
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little tempest ; — his mother and I have given him up, long
ago. But, then, that Dodo is a perfect sprite,—no amount
of whipping can hurt him.”

“ And this by way of teaching Henrique the first verse ofa
republican’s catechism, ‘All men are born free and equal!’"

“« Poh !’ said Alfred ; * one of Tom Jefferson’s pieces of
French sentiment and humbug. It’s perfectly ridiculous to
have that going the rounds among us, to this day.”

¢ T think it is,”” said St. Clare, significantly.

‘ Because,”’ said Alfred, * we can see plamnly enough that
all men are mof born free, nor born equal; they are bom
anything else. For my part, I think half this republicmn
talk sheer humbug. It is the educated, the intelligent, the
wealthy, the refined, who ought to have equal rights, and nof
the canaille.”

“If you can keep the canaille of that opinion,” said
Augustine. * They took Zkeir turn once, in France.”

“Of course, they must be XAept down, consistently,
steadily, as I should,” said Alfred, setting his foot harl
down, as if he were standing on somebody.

““ It makes a terrible slip when they get up,” said Augus
tine,— *“in St. Domingo, for instance.’”

“Poh!” said Alfred, “we’ll take care of that, in thi
country. We must set our face against all this educating
elevating talk, that is getting about now; the lower clas
must not be educated.’”’

““That is past praying for,”” said Augustine; * educatel
they will be, and we have only to say how. Our systemis
educating them in barbarism and brutality. We are break
ing all humanizing ties, and making them brute beasts; and,
if they get the upper hand, such we ghall find them.”

“They never shall get the upper hand !*’ said Alfred.
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“That s right,” said St. Clare; * put on the steam, fasten
down the escape-valve, and sit on it, and see where you’ll
land.”

“Well,” said Alfred, ““we will see. I’m not afraid to
sit on the escape<valve, as long as the boilers are strong, and
the machinery works well.”

“The nobles in Louis XVI.’s time thought just so; and
Austrin and Pius IX. think so now; and, some pleasant morn-
ing, you may all be caught up to meet each other in the air,
H.fme the boilers burst.'’

“ Dies declarabit,”’ said Alfred, laughing.

“Ttell you,” said Augustine, “if there is anything that
is revealed with the strength of a divine law in our times, it
is that the masses are to rise, and the under class become
the upper one.”

"That’s one of your red republican humbugs, Augus-
tine! Why didn’t you ever take to the stump;— you’d
make a famous stump orator! Well, I hope I shall be dead
before this millennium of your greasy masses comes on.”

“(Greasy or not greasy, they will govern you, when their
time comes,” said Augustine; “and they will be just such
rulers as you make them. The French noblesse chose to
have the people “sans culottes,” and they had ‘sans culotte’
governors to their hearts’ content. The people of Hayti—"

*0, come, Augustine! as if we had n’t had enough of that
abominable, contemptible Hayti! The Haytiens were not
Anglo Saxons; if they had been, there would have been
another story. The Anglo Saxon is the dominant race of the
world, and is fo be s0.”

“Well, there is a pretty fair infusion of Anglo Saxon
blood among our slaves, now,”” said Augustine. *There are
plenty among them who have only enough of the African to
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pm, a sortof trop ical warmth and fervor to our C:lll_'lllu‘,]};:-.
foresizht. ]_'1~ ever the San Domingo hou

]1]’1[114{':9.‘4_ I!I!il
1 (= Fes

comes, ."\H-_{Tt‘r =axon EJI .-.H -..1'1 on 1
white fathers, with all our haughty feelings burning i th

veins, will not ;LH'.':J',':'- be 1!e--'-.1--i.li :mll .~'-":-1-1 and ti':!-ttl], J I
+ . 41 9 1)
will rise, and raise with them their mother’s race.

¢ Stuff! — nonsense ! £

‘Well,” said Aug , ‘“there goes an ‘old saying

this effect, ¢ As it was in the days of Noah, so shall it be;

they ate, they drank, they planted, they builded, and kney

not till the flood eame and took them.””’
“ On the whole, Augustine, I think your talents might

for a circuit rider,” said Alfred, laughing. * Never yn

fear for us; possession is our nine 1:umt~. We’ve got

power. This subject race,”” said he, stamping firmly,

down, and shall stay down! We ]1(5"-";.! nergy enough

manage our own powder.”’

** Sons trained like your Henrique will be grand guardia |

of your powder-magazines,”

I
themselves cannot govern others.”

¢“There 15 a trouble there,”” said Alfred, thoughtfull

‘“there’s no doubt that our system is a difficult one to fri

children under. It gives too free scope to the passions, aliv

gether, which, in our climate, are hot enough. I find troul

with Henrique. The boy is generous and warm-hearted, be

a ]".'!'ﬂﬁ.'t fire-cracker when excited. I believe I shall senl

him North for his education, where obedience is more fashi

able, and where he will associate more with equals, and les

with dependants.”

‘“®ince training children is the staple work of the huma

. ]
e |l-|"\-". D08 o

said Augustine,— ““s0 cool ani}

self-possessed ! The proverb says, ¢ They that cannot go J';
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race,” said Augustine, “I should think it something of a
consideration that our system does not work well there.”

Tt does not for some things,” said Alfred; *for others,
again, it does. It makes boys manly and courageous; and
the very vices of an abject race tend to strengthen in them
the opposite virtues. I think Henrique, now, has a keener
sense of the beauty of truth, from seeing lying and deception
the universal badge of slavery.”

¢ A Christian-like view of the subject, certainly !’ said
Augustine.

‘Tt's true, Christian-like or not: and is about as Chris-
tian-like as most other things in the world,” said Alfred.

““ That may be,”” said St. Clare.

“Well, there’s no use in talking, Augustine. I believe
we've been round and round this old track five hundred
times, more or less. What do you say to a game of back-
gammon ? *’

The two brothers ran up the verandah steps, and - were
soon seated at a licht bamboo stand, with the backgammon-
board between them. As they were setting their men, Alfred
gaid,

“I tell yon, Augustine, if I thought as you do, I should
@) something.”

“I dare say you would,— you are one of the doing sort,—
but what ? "’

“Why, elevate your own servants, for a specimen,” said
Alfred, with a half-scornful smile.

‘“You might as well set Mount ZEtna on them flat, and tell
them to stand up under it, as tell me to elevate my servants
under all the superincumbent mass of society upon them.
One man can do nothing, against the whole action of a com-
munity. Education, to do anything, must be a state educa~
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tion; or there must be enough agreed in it to make a cur-
rent,””’

““You take the first throw,”” gaid Alfred; and the brothes
were soon lost in the game, and heard no more till the serap-
ing of horses’ feet was heard under the verandah.

‘‘ There come the children,” said Augustine, rising. “ Logk
here, Alf! Did you ever see anything so beautiful 7  And
in fruth, it was a beautiful sight. Henrique, with his boli
brow, and dark, glossy curls, and glowing cheek, was laugh-
ing gayly, as he bent towards his fair cousin, as they came m
She was dressed in a blue riding-dress, with a cap of the
same color. Ixercise had given a brilliant hue to her cheeks
and heightened the effect of her singularly transparent skin
and _'_,;"!_F]'].I_‘]t hair.

“Good heavens! what perfectly dazzling heauty ! suid
Alfred. “I tell you, Auguste, won't she make some hearts
ache, one of these days?"

¢ She will, too truly,— God knows I’m afraid so!*’ said 8
Clare, in a tone of sudden bitterness, as he hurried downt
take her off her horse.

‘ Kva, darling ! you're not much tired?” |

'._‘lrar'aI;;'_rli her in his arms.

‘“ No, papa,” said the child; but her short, hard breathing |

alarmed her father.
“How could you ride so fast, dear? —you know it’s bad
for you.”
““ I felt so well, papa, and liked it so much, I forgot.”
St. Clare carried her in his arms into the parlor, and laid
her on the sofa.
i ]ll-‘.ll'i:'lﬂr‘. you must be careful of .f':i';lj'r said iEL'; “you

mustn’t ride fast with her.”

h
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e
i
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['ll take her under my care,’’ said Henrique, seating
himself by the sofa, and taking Eva's hand.
Eva soon found herself much better. Her father and uncle
resumed their game, and the children were left together.
“Do you know, Eva, I'm so sorry papa is only going to
stay two days here, and then I shan’t see you again for ever

go long! I I stay with you, I’d try to be good, and not be

49

eross to Dodo, and so on. I don’t mean to treat Dodo ill:

ut, you know, I've got such a quick temper. I’m not
really bad to him, though. I give him a picayune, now and
then; and you see he dresses well. I think, on the whole,
Dodo's pretty well off.”’

“Would you think you were well off, if there were not
one creature in the world near yon to love you?”

“T1?2— Well. of course not.”

“ And you have taken Dodo away from all the friends he
ever had, and now he has not a ereature to love him: — no-
f--I-I_'-.' can be _;_f-":n! that ‘l‘.':lh‘-.',”

“Well, I can’t help it, as I know ofi I can’t get his

mother, and I can’t love him myself, nor anybody else, as I
know of.”’

‘Why can’t yvou 1" said Eva.

“Love Dodo! Why, Eva, vou wouldn’t have me! I

. ' 1 " ¥ 5 (L]
!E'.fl_'-.' f:'.-'r.'r_ ]._'.['IE 1-'.'1..‘“ {']jl_lL::‘E] : ]-Ut TOU don't f"rrf'_f': YOur servanis.™

“T do, indeed.”
“How odd !
*“Don’t the Bible say we must love everybody ?”’

*0, the Bible! To be sure, it says a great many such
things; but, then, nobody ever thinks of doing them,— you
f-;:.".l'ﬂ. _i.‘-.'-.':l: '!H_Il]u_ﬂ..l"».' cltn.w:_"'

Eva did not speak ; her eyes were fixed and thoughtful, for
n fow moments,
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“ At any rate,” she said, * dear Cousin, do love poor Dody,
and be kind to him, for my sake!™

T could love anything, for your sake, dear Cousin; for] |
really think you are the loveliest creature that I ever say!”
And Henrique spoke with an earnestness that flushed his
handsome face. Eva received it with perfect simplicity, with §
out even a change of feature ; merely saying, *‘ I'm glad you |
feel so, dear Henrique! I hope you will remember.” |

The dinner-bell put an end to the interview.

CHAPTER XXIV.

FORESHADOWINGS.

Two days after this, Alfred St. Clare and Augustin
narted ; and Eva, who had been stimulated, by the society o
her young cousin, to exertions beyond her strength, began #
fail rapidly. St. Clare was at last willing fo call in medied
advice,—a thing from which he had always shrunk, becaus
it was the admission of an unwelcome truth.

But, for a day or two, Eva was so unwell as to be confind
to the house ; and the doctor was called.

Marie St. Clare had taken no notice of the child's gradualy
decaying health and strength, because she was completel
absorbed in studying out two or three new forms of disess
to which she believed she herself was a vietim. It was bt

first prineiple of Marie’s belief that nobody ever was or could

be so great a sufferer as lerself; and, therefore, she alwyij
: ' : N

repelled quite indignantly any suggestion that any one arous

her could be sick. She was always sure, in such a case, thil
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it was nothing but laziness, or want of energy; and that, if

hey had had the suffering she had, they would soon know

Miss Ophelia had several times tried to awaken her mater-

. 1 j i e
1!"_] [ears about ILva | but to no avail.

‘T don’t see as anything ails the child,”

she would sav :

hut she has a cough.

“Cough! you don’t need to tell me about a cough. I1’ve

always been subject to a cough, all my days. When T was

¢, they thought T was in a consumption. Night
after night, Mammy used to sit up with me. 0! Eva's
couerh 18 not ..ii*_.'l:].lih_‘_':.”

¢ But ghe zets weak, and is short-breathed.”

“Taw! I’ve had that, years and years; it’s only a nerv-

ous affection.”

“* But ghe sweats so, nights ! ¥

“Well, I have, these ten wyears. Very often, night after
night, my clothes will be wringing wet. Therewon't bea dry

thread in my night-clothes, and the sheets will be so that

- 3

Mammy has to hang them up to dry! Eva doesn't sweat

‘l . T
anyinno |1\' that !

Miss Ophelia shut her mouth for a season. But, now
that Kya was fairly and wisibly prostrated, and a doctor
called, Marie, all on a sudden, took a new turn.

. e, . T
wie Knew 1l 5

1 . 1 ™ . 1 o
he said: *‘she .'E]".'.':IL‘.'.‘Q felt 1t, that she

was destined to be the most miserable of mothers. Here she

was, with her wretched health, and her only darling child
going down to the erave before her l‘:s'L'?:u:“—--H]lil Marie
routed up Mammy nights, and rumpussed and scelded, with
more energy than ever, all day, on the strength of this new
misery.
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fisease

¢t My dear Marie, don't talk so!* said Bt. Clare. *Yg
of the

!
ought not to give up the case so, at once.™

“ You have not a mother's feelings, St. Clare! You nev baleoni

could understand me ! — you don’t now." i ina tr
1= I ¢ But don't talk so, as if it were a gone case ! : hearty
| l. ¢ T gan’t take it as indifferently as you can, St. Claxe, It felt no
' youw don’t feel when your only child is in this alarming st I one ot

i Ido: TIt’s a blow too much for me, with all T was beariy " thy
_-. i before.” In the
. ghort ?

“ Tt ’s true,” said St. Clare, ¢ that Eva iz very delicate, th|
I always knew; and that she hag grown so rapidly st soul’s 3

L . » . it % 41 mav
exhaust her strength ; and that her situation is critical. By Iv may,

just now she is only prostrated by the heat of the weatls | certain’
and by the excitement of her cousin’s visit, and the ex| 5“‘39“:
1 tions she made. The physician says there is room for hopa" JEF°PO5¢C
|II .'.I 5 11‘i‘li.'_’”_, of course, 1f you can look on '[i'jr_'_' 'FJEL':I‘I gide. !,‘.'-'I- llf‘il]']:"‘
1185 1t if on't For
AU e do; 1t 's a merey if people have n’t sensitive feelings, in i
world. I am sure I wish I didn’t feel as I do; it oy fios, L
, makes me completely wretched! T wish I cowld be as esg wealtl
: fib i 4 | as the rest of you!” In il
L. And the “rest of them? had good reason to breatho Uil rr?uul
i | same prayer, for Marie paraded her new misery as the reas the ima
and apology for all sorts of inflictions on every one about and ]Ir'“
' Every word that was spoken by anybody, everything th the _"h“"l
! was done or was not done everywhere, was only a new prd reality.
i that she was surrounded by hard-hearted, insensible heing mm'{_.fL]‘l
IR who were unmindful of her peculiar sorrows. Poor Eva he:! ﬂn"]fﬂ :
l 1' some of these speeches ; and nearly cried her little eyes out But |
T pity for her mamma, and in sorrow that she should make ki s 1
il go much distress. -Bhe‘n{m
| “ i In o week or two, there was a great improvement of synj bthat she
y ¢ ber mot

toms;—-cfnc of those deceitful ll_ﬂ]g} h:; which her ‘nexorabls
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fisease so often beguiles the anxions heart, even on the verge
of the grave. Eva’s step was again in the garden,— in the
balconies; she played and laughed again,— and her father,
in a transport, declared that they should soon have her as
iearty as anybody. Miss Ophelia and the physician alone
folt no encouragement from this illusive truce. There was
one other heart, too, that felt the same certainty, and that
was the little heart of Eva. What is it that sometimes speaks
in the soul so calmly, so clearly, that its earthly time is
ghort? Is it the secret instinct of decaying nature, or the
goul's impulsive throb, as immortality draws on? Be it what
it may, it rested in the heart of Eva, a calm, sweet, prophetic
gertainty that Heaven was near ; calm as the light of sunset,
gweet as the bright stillness of autumm, there her little heart
reposed, only troubled by sorrow for those who loved her so
denrly.

For the child, though nursed so tenderly, and though life
was unfolding before her with every brightness that love and
wealth could give, had no regret for herself in dying,

In that book which she and her simple old friend had read
go much together, she had seen and taken to her young heart
the image of one who loved the little child ; and, as she gazed
and mused, He had ceased to be an image and a picture of
the distant past, and come to be a living, all-surrounding
reality. His love enfolded her childish heart with more than
mortal tenderness; and it was to Him, she said, she was going,
and to his home.

But her heart yearned with sad tenderness for all that she
Was to leave behind. Her father most,— for Eva, though
fhe never distinetly thought so, had an instinctive perception
that she was more in his heart than' any other. She loved
ther mother because she was so loving a creature, and all the
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selfishness that she had seen in her onlysaddened and perplesd
her: for she had a child's impheit trust that her mothe

could not do wrong
Eva never could make out;
thinking
her very dearly indeed.

She folt,
was as daylight and sunshine.
but E

= 1 2 1
thines that she

with that, after all, it was mamma, and gl

00, for those fond, faithful servants, to whom s

eralize: va was an uncommonly mature child, and

had witnessed of

There was ut'r!m"ﬁli]l" about her tlyl
and she always smoothed it ow

1 4] 1'_l'| i

Children do not 11511::“3‘ et \

the evils of the 5_'5-':_4&'-1:1 unde |

which they were living had fallen, one by one, into the deyl |}

of her ’[h*'r]lgilL{‘LLl. 1:::]1!1:.‘11".‘]'-_; heart. She had vague looy
ings to do something for them,— to bless and save not oy

but all in
sadly with the feebleness of her little frame.

“ Uncle T l._.lIi'i;:
her friend, © I

l:;l'l'i'l
she said, one day,

us.”
o "u'\.]'s}': Miss Eva 2"
‘¢ Because I've felt so,
¢t What is it, Eva? —1 don’t understand.”’
“I can’t tell you; but

i dd
Lo,

S
ILISEE

, When I saw those poor creatures

their condition,— longings that contrast

when she was reading |

can understand why Jesus wanted to die {x

f

the boat, you know, when you came up and I,— some had l#

their mothers, and some their husbands, and some mothe

cried for their little children,— and when I heard about pu

Proe,— oh, was o't that dreadful !—and a great many oth

times, 1’ve felt that I would be glad to die,

I would die

if my dyn
could stop all this misery. for them,
conld,’”
on his.

Tom looked at the child with awe; and when she; hearnt

]

Tom, if |
said the child, earnestly, laying her lLttle thin hand
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her father’s voice, glided away, he wiped his eyes many times,
a8 he ]-.u_.d;ud after her.

“It's jest no use tryin’ to keep Miss Eva here,” he said
to Mammy, whom he met 4 moment after. ¢ She ’g got the
Lord's mark in her forehead.”

¢ Ah, yes, yes,” said Mammy, raising her hands; “I’ve
allers said so.  She was n't never like a child that’s to live
— there was allers something deep in her eyes. I’ve told
Missis so, many the time ; it ’s a comin’ true,— we all sees if,
—dear, little, blessed lamb!*

Eva came tripping up the verandah steps to her father. T
was late in the afternoon, and the rays of the sun formed a
kind of glory behind her; as she came forward in her white
dress, with her golden hair and glowing cheeks, her eyes

unnaturally bright with the slow fever that burned in her

St. Clare had called her to show a statuette that he had
been buying for her; but her appearance, as she came on,

impressed him suddenly and painfully. There is a kind of

beauty so intense, yet so fragile, that we cannot bear to look

fl
k=

=

it. Her father folded her suddenly in his arms, and
almost forgot what he was going to tell her.
“Eva, dear, you are better now-a-days,— are you not??"
' Papa,” said Eva, with sudden firmness, “I’ve had things
[ wanted to say to you, a great while. I want to say them

now, hefore I get weaker.’

t. Clare trembled ag Eva seated herself in his lap. She

laid her head on his bosom, and said

1

“Ii’s all no use, papa, to keep it to myself any longer.
The time is coming that I am going to leave you. I am
going, and never to come back!? and Eva sobbed.

0, now, my dear little Eva!? gaid ‘St. Clare, trembling

VOL. II. 8
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as he spoke, but speaking cheerfully, *“ you’ve got nervous
and low-spirited ; you must n’t indulge such gloomy thoughts
See here, I 've bought a statuette for you!”

“ No, papa,’” said Eva, putting it gently away, “don'
deceive yourself ! — I am not any better, I know it perfecily
well,—and I am going, before long. I am not nervous,— I an
not low-spirited. If it were not for you, papa, and my
friends, I should be perfectly happy. I want to go,— I long
to go !

““ Why, dear child, what has made your poor little heart s
gad? You have had everything, to make you happy, that
conld be given you.”

“* T had rather be in heaven; though, only for my friends
sake, I would be willing to live. There are a great many
things here that make me sad, that seem dreadful to me: [
had rather be there; but I don’t want to leave you,—i
almost breaks my heart !”

¢ What makes you sad, and seems dreadful, Eva?”

0, things that are done, and done all the time. I fudl
sad for our poor people; they love me dearly, and they ax
all good and kind to me. I wish, papa, they were all free

“ Why, Eva, child, don’t youn think they are well enougl
off now "’

“ 0, but, papa, if anything should happen to you, whi
would become of them? There are very few men like you
papa. Uncle Alfred is n’t like you, and mamma isn't;
then, think of poor old Prue’s owners! What horrid thing
people do, and can do ! ¥ and Eva shuddered.

“ My dear child, you are too sensitive. I’m gorry I evl
let you hear such stories.”

‘“ O, that’s what troubles me, papa. You want me to liw
80 happy, and never to bave any pain,— neyer suffer azj:

thin
}1:1".'1.
selfis
then
dow?

ian’
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thing,— not even hear a sad story, when other poor creatures
have nothing but pain and sorrow, all their lives ; — it seems
selfich. I ought to know such things, I ought to feel about
them! Such things always sunk into my heart; they went

down deep; I've thought and fhought about them. Papa,
isn't there any way to have all sluves made free?”

# That s a difficult e'glLL":”Li',rll:_ dearest, There ’s no doubt
that this way is a very bad one; a great many people think

g0: I do myself. I heartily wish that there were not a slave

in the land ; but, then, I don’t know what is to be done about
,:.  Ber )
AW »

“ Papa, you are such a good man, and so noble, and kind,
and you always have a way of saying things that is so pleas-
ant, conld n't you go all round and try to persuade people to
do right about this? When I am dead, papa, then you will
think of me, and do it for my sake. I would do it,if I
could.” :

‘“When you are dead, Eva,” said St. Clare, passionately.
“Q, child, don’t talk to me so! You are all I have on

‘Poor old Prue’s child was all that she had,—and yet she
had to hear it erying, and she could n’t help it! Papa, these
poor creatures love their children as much as you do me. O!
do something for them! There’s poor Mammy loves her
children; I’ve seen her ery when she talked about them.
And Tom loves his children; and it’s dreadful, papa, that
such lilz'n__"-'- are 11;11'!_?-._‘]1E1I|U,_'. all the time!”’

“There, there, darling,” said St. Clare, soothingly ; “only

e anfl I will do

(=1}

don't distress yourself, and don’t talk of dyin
anything you wish.”’

“And promise me, dear father, that Tom shall have his
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freedom as soon as”— ghe stopped. and said, In a hesitating
PI ) g

tone —** I am gone !’

“Yes, dear, I will do anything in the world,— anythin !
you could ask me to.” )
“Dear papa,” said the child, laying her burning check
against his, “how I wish we could go together ! *
¢ Where, dearest?”’ said St. Clare. 1
““To our Saviour’s home; it’s so sweet and peaceful then
— it 18 all so loving there !”” The child spoke unconseiously,

as of a place where she had often been. * Don’t you want

g0, papa 1" she said.
+
t

pt. Clare drew her closer to him, but was silent.

* You will come to me,” said the child, speaking in a voix

of calm certainty which she often used unconsciously.

I shall come after you. I shall not forget you.”

The shadows of the solemn evening closed round then
deeper and deeper, as St. Clare sat silently holding the littl
frail form to his bosom. He saw no more the deep eyes, bi

the voice came over him as a spirit voice, and, as in a sort

judgment vision, his whole past life rose in a moment before I

eyes : his mother’s prayers and hymns; his own early yeart

ings and aspirings for good ; and, between them and this how

years of worldliness and gcepticism, and what man ek

respectable living. We can think mueh, very much, it

a moment. St. Clare saw and felt many things, but spok

nothing ; and, as it grew darker, he took his child to her bed:

room; and, when she was prepared for rest, he sent away the

attendants, and rocked her in his arms, and sung to her til

she was dsleep.

must
I've

iy




LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 89

—_— = R—

CHAPTER XXYV.
THE LITTLE EVANGELIET.
[

It was Sunday afternoon. ©St. Clare was stretched on a
lamboo lounge in the verandah, solacing himself with a cigar.
Marie lay reclined on a sofa, opposite the window opening on
the verandah, closely secluded, under an awning of franspar-
ent fuze, from the outrages of the mosquitos, and languidly
holding in her hand an elegantly bound prayer-book. She
was holding it because it was Sunday, and she imagined
she had been reading it,— though, in fact, she had been only
taking a succession of short naps, with it open in her hand.

Miss Ophelia, who, after some rummaging, had hunted up
a small Methodist meeting within riding distance, had gone
out, with T'om as driver, to attend it; and Eva had accom-
panied them.

“I say, Augustine,’”” said Marie after dozing a while, “I
must send to the city after my old Doctor Posey; I’m sure
I'Tn.‘ a0 [.ll‘-" 1‘1}:1:1;1;15111 Ul‘ HH.‘ l:i.‘:l!'i-r‘

“Well ; why need you send for him? This doctor that
attends Eva seems skilful.”

“I would not trust him in a eritical case,” said Marie; ‘“‘and
L think I may say mine is becoming so! I’ve been thinking
of it these two or three nights past; I have such distressing
pains, and such strange feelings,”

"0, Marie, you are blue; I don't believe it’s heart com-
plaint.”

“1 dare say you don’t,” said Marie; “I was prepared to
expect that.  You can be alarmed enough, if Eva coughs, or

VOL. II 8%
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has the least thing the matter with her; but you never thin|

of me.”

a3

‘If it 's particularly agreeable to you to have heart d;
e, why, I’ll try and maintain you have it,”’ said §

Clare; * I did n't know it was.”
““ Well, I only hope you won't be sorry for thig, when it}

{00
abc

chi

late !’? said Marie; * but, believe it or not, my distrs
ut Hva, and the exertions I have made with that dey

1d, have developed what I have long suspected.”’

What the exertions were which Marie referred to, it woul

have been difficult to state. St. Clare quietly made this con-

me

ntary to himself, and went on smoking, like a hard-heart

wretch of a man as he was, till a carriage drove up before i

Yél

away her bonnet and shawl, as was always her manner, befi

ghe spoke a word on any subject; while Eva came, at §

Cl:

andah, and Eva and Miss Ophelia alighted.

Miss Ophelia marched straight to her own chamber, to

we's call, and was sitfing on his knee, giving him a

account of the services Ehu:,‘ had heard.

T'hey soon heard loud exclamations from Miss Opheli

room, which, like the one in which they were sitting, open

on

}_If_h'

ot

] N

Cial

to the ‘l'L-‘l'::Hl_l:i]i, and violent l'r_‘['-t‘nll'_ni" addressed to som

lys

“ What new witcheraft has Tops been brewing?' aske
Clare. *“That commotion is of her raising, I'll |

ind !

And, in a moment after, Miss Ophelia, in high indignatio

ne dragging the culprit along.

‘“ Come out here, now !’ ghe said. I il tell your me

ter !

““ What ’s the case now ?'* asked Augustine.

¢ The case is, that I cannot be plagued with this child, sy

]. -‘.'4'_
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longer! It’s past all bearing; flesh and blood eannot endure
itfl Here, I locked her up, and gave her a hymn to study;
and what does she do, but spy out where I put my key, and
has gone to my burean, and got a bonnet-trimming, and cut
it all to pieces, to make dolls’ jackets! T never saw anything
like it, in my life ! ”’

T told you, Cousin,” said Marie, ““that you’d find out
that these creatures can’t be brought up, without severity.
If T had my way, now,”” she said, looking reproachfully at
St. Clare, * I’d send that child out, and have her thoronghly
whipped ; I'd have her whipped till she could n't stand !’

“T don't doubt it,”" gaid St. Clare. *“Tell me of the
lovely rule of woman! I mever saw above a dozen women
that wouldn’t half kill a horse, or a servant, either, if they
had their own way with them ! —Ilet alone a man.”

“There is no use in this shilly-ghally way of yours, St.
Clare I’* said Marie. * Cousin is a woman of sense, and she
gees it now, as plain as I do.”

Miss Ophelia had just the capability of indignation ‘that
belongs to the 1mIz':r11:,_']1—]‘::al‘t'tl housekeeper, and this had
been i-:'e-fi:,' actively roused by the artifice and wastefalness
of the child ; in fact, many of my lady readers must own that
they shonld have felt just so in her circumstances; but
Marie's words went beyond her, and she felt less heat.

b ] ‘|.'~')‘|.1]'T:!1'L have the child treated 80, for the world,” she
said; ‘“but, I am sure, Angustine, I don’t know what to do.
I've taught and taught; I’ve talked till I’m tired; I’ve
whipped her; I ’ve punished her in every way I can think of,
and still she ’s just what she was at first.”

“ Come ]nr-‘-'-'-, Tops, you monkey ! said St. Clare, calling
the child u 1p t 0 him.

dopsy came up ; her round, hard eyes glittering and blink-
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ing with a mixture of apprehensiveness and their usual o |

drollery.
¢ What makes you behavego?”” said St. Clare, who eonl
] nof help being amused with the child's expression.
i TH “ Spects it’s my wicked heart,” said Topsy, demurely|
f “ Miss Feely says so.” '
“ Don’t you sce how muech Miss }]:]I'.'li'.l has done for you! |
She says she has done everything she can think of.*?

¢ Lor, yes, Mas’r! old Missis used to say so, too. §

whipped me a heap harder, and used to pull my har, an
knock my head agin the door; but it didn’t do me no good
I speets, if they’s to pull every spear o’ har out o’ my head |

it wouldn't do no good, neither,—1's so wicked! ILam

%

. I’s nothin but a nigger, no ways !

““ Well, I shall have to give her up,” said Miss Opheli

I ]

"r|, i “T can’t have that trouble any longer.”

Lif gt %t “Well, I’d just like to ask ene question,’” said St. Clare
““ What is 162"

““Why, if your Gospel is not strong enough to save «

heathen child, that you can have at home here, all to you

3l gelf, what’s the use of sending one or two poor missionans

off with it among thousands of just such? T suppose th

are.’’
Miss Ophelia did not make an immediate answer; and En

who had stood a silent spectator of the scene thus far, made!

silent sign to Topey to follow her. There was a little gl
room at the corner of the verandah, which St. Clare useds

a sort of reading-room; and Eva and Topsy disappeared i

5.[15-‘:' 11:!
ol e “What’s Eva going about, now?? said St. Clare; "I
mean to see.”’

child iz about a fair sample of what thousands of your heaths §
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And, advancing on tiptoe, he lifted up a curtain that cov-
ered the glass-door, and looked in. In a moment, laying his
finger on his' lips, he made a silent gesture to Miss l'_}i_.]li:]fu,
to f:f.*llju and look. There sat the two children on the fioor,
with their side faces towards them. Topsy, with her usual
air of careless drollery and unconcern; but, opposite to her,
Eva, her whole face fervent with feeling, and tears in her
large eyes.

“What does make you so bad, Topsy? Why won't you
try and be good?  Don’t you love anybody, Topsy 7%

% Donno nothing "bout love ; T loves candy and sich, that’s
all,”’ said Topsy.

“But you love your father and mother ?”

* Never had none, ye know. I telled ye that, Miss Eva.”

0, I know,” said Eva, sadly; ““but hadn’t you any
brother, or sister, or aunt, or —*

“ No, none on ‘em,—never had nothing nor nobody.”

“ But, Topsy, if you’d enly try to be good, you might—"’

“Couldn’t never be nothin’ but a nmigger, if I was ever so
good,” said Topsy. ““If I could be skinned, and come white,
I'd try then.”

“ But people can love you, if you are black, Topsy. Miss
Ophelia would love you, if you were good.”

Tn-]-_;).' gayve the short, blunt langh that was her common
mode of expressing incredulity.

* Don't you think so?” said Eva.

““No: she can’t bar e, ’cause I'm a nigger!—she’d s
goon have a toad touch her! There can't nobody love nig-
gers, and nigrers can’t do nothin’ ! 7 don’t care,” said Topsy,
beginning to whistle.

“0, Topsy, poor child, I love you!" said Eva, with a
sudden burst of feeling, and laying her little thin, white
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s |
hand on Topsy's shoulder; “T love you, because you havey! Oph

a——

had any father, or mother, or friends ; — hecause you 've beq B chilc

=

a poor, abused child ! I love you, and I want you to be gool £
I am very unwell, Topsy, and I think I shan’t live a pre Y
while : and it 1'1':',H‘a' grieves me, to have you be 80 lauughi:-:. ] fryi
wish you would try to be good, for my sake;—it’s onlys @ favor
little while I shall be with youn.” grati

The round, keen eyes of the black child were overcast wil B8 hear
tears ; — large, bright drops rolled heavily down, one by on -
Yes, in that moment ; B ¢ the

ray of real belief, a ray of heavenly love, had penetrated th I how

and fell on the little white hand.

darkness of her heathen soul! She laid her head dom§ 1
between her knees, and wept and sobbed,— while the b ‘
ful child, bending over her, looked like the picture of som i than
bright angel stooping to reclaim a sinner. : her.
‘* Poor Topsy ! said Eva, *“don’t you know that Jesu] ;
loves all alike? Heis just as willing to love you, as n: 1o in:
He loves you just as I do,— only more, because he is beit |
He will help you to be good; and you can go to Heaven &
last, and be an angel forever, just as much as if you ves
white. Only think of it, Topsy ! — #ou can be one of“ll
spirits bright, Uncle Tom sings about.”

“Q, dear Miss Eva, dear Miss Eva!? gaid the chil

“I will try, I will try; I never did care nothin’ about i
before.”

ot. Clare, at this instant, dropped the curtain. “It piiif
me in mind of mother,”” he said to Miss Ophelia. **1t is tr
what she told me; if we want to give sight to the blind, ¥
must be willing to do as Christ did,— call them to us,
put our hands on them.”

““I’ve always had a prejudice against negroes,”’ said M
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Ophelia, “and it’s a fact, I never could bear to have that
fh‘i]al touch me; but, I didn’t think she knew it.”?

“Trust any child to find that out,”” said St. Clare;
t there ‘s no keeping it from them. But I helieve tkat all the
frying in the world to benefit a child, and all the substantial
favors you can do them, will never excite one emotion of

ratitude, while that feeling of repugnance remains in the

i

r
weart: —it s a queer kind of a fact,— but so it is.’”

“I don’t know how L can help it,”” said Miss Ophelia;
“they are disagreeable to me,— this child in particular,—
how can I help feeling so??

¢ Eva does, it seems.’’

“Well, she’s so loving! After all, though, she’s no more
than Christ-like,”” said Miss Ophelia; “I wish I were like
her. She might teach me a lesson.””

“It would n't be the first time a little child had been used

to instruct an old disciple, if it were so,”’ said St. Clare.
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CHAPTER XXVL o
DEATIL. I?Ell'.‘r
writ
Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb,

: b mar

In life’s early morning, hath hid from our eyes. ,
v 831
Eva’s bed-room was a spacious apartment, which, Ii Vi

, . , :
all the other rooms in the house, opened on to the br ;;‘ bon
verandah., The room communicated, on one side, with ho 8 Ot €
ghor

father and mother's apartment; on the other, with that appm

8
priated to Miss Ophelia. St. Clare had gratified his own e & c1t

and taste, in furnishing this room in a style that had a :| Oper
liar keeping with the character of her for whom it wufl Whic
intended. The windows were hung with curtains of rs 1
colored and white muslin, the floor was spread with a matty little
which had been ordered in Paris, to a pattern of his om her |

ofter

device, having round it a border of rose-buds and leaves, wij§

wind

a centre-piece with full-blown roses. The bedstead, chain

Waile
It

rechs

and lounges, were of bamboo, wrought in peculiarly gracds

and fanciful patterns. Over the head of the bed was

stood, with drooping wings, holding out a crown of myri lying

moth

leaves. From this depended, over the bed, licht curtains

rose-colored gauze, striped with silver, supplying that prots £
tion from mosquitos which is an indispensable addition tos You
sleeping accommodation in that climate. The craceful hmJ 500N

i - -
hoo lounges were amply supplied with cushions of rose-colond ‘]
damask, while over them, depending from the hands of sculp i %7, 1
: % 18

tured figures, were gauze curtains similar to those of the b
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A light, fanciful bamboo table stood in the middle of the

room, where a Parian vase, wrought in the shape of a white

lily, with its buds, stood, ever filled with flowers. On this
table lay Eva’s books and little trinkets, with an elegantly
I wrought alabaster writing-stand, which her father had sup-
plied to her when he saw her trying to improve herself in

writing. There was a fireplace in the room, and on the

marble mantle above stood a beautifully wrought statuette of

Jesus receiving little children, and on either side marble

. B vases, for which it was Tom’s pride and delight to offer
]r B lonquets every morning. Two or three exquisite paintings
h be of children, in various attitudes, embellished the wall. In
B short, the eye could turn nowhere without meeting images of
2 childhood, of beauty, and of peace, Those little eyes never
opened, in the morning light, without falling on something
which suggested to the heart soothing and beautiful thoughts.
The deceitful strength which had buoyed Iiva up for a

little while was fust passing away ; seldom and more seldom
her light footstep was heard in the verandah, and oftener and
oftener she was found reclined on a little lounge by the open
window, her large, deep eyes fixed on the rising and falling
waters of the lake.

It was towards the middle of the afternoon, as she was so

l'Ell]EuiI:f;.

her Bible half open, her little transparent fingers
Iying listlessly between the leaves,—suddenly she heard her
mother's voice, in sharp tones, in the verandah,

“What now, you bagzage ! — what new piece of mischief !
You've heen picking the flowers, hey 2’ and Eva heard the
sound of a smart slap,

" Law, Missis! — they ’s for Miss Eva,” she heard a voics
gay, which she knew belonged to Topsy.

“Miss Eva! A pretty excuse! — you guppose she wants

VOL. II. 9
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yonr flowers, you good-for-nothing nigger! Getalong off vith
you ! *’

In a moment, Eva was off from her lounge, and in th
verandal.

(), don’t, mother! T should like the flowers; do gine
them to me ; I want them!”

“Why. Eva, your room is full now.”

T can't have too many,” said Eva. * Topsy, do brins
them here.”

Topsy, who had stood sullenly, holding down her heal
now came up and offered her flowers. She did it with a Jok
of hesitation and bashfulness, quite unlike the eldrich boll-
ness and brightness which was usual with her.

‘It ’s a beautiful bouquet!” said Eva, looking at it.

It was rather a singular one,—a brilliant searlet geranium,
and one single white joponica, with its glossy leaves, Ii
was tied up with an evident eye to the contrast of color, and
the arrangement of every leaf had carefully been studied.

Topsy looked pleased, as Eva said,— * Topsy, you arrang
flowers very prettily. Iere,” she said, *“is this vas |
have n't any flowers for. I wish you'd arrange something
every day for it.”’

“ Well, that 's odd !”’ said Marie. * What in the worldd
you want that for 77

# Never mind, mamma; you ’d as lief as not Topsy ehool
do it,— had you not 2"

“Of course, anything you please, dear! Topsy, you het
your young mistress ; — see that you mind.”

Topsy made a short courtesy, and looked down; and #
she turned away, Eva snw a tear roll down her dark cheek.

“ You see, mamma, I knew poor Topsy wanted to do son&

thing for me,” said Eya to her mother.

i {
She
that’
them,

T
!

to be

&
B

ood,
0%y

[
o

alwn)
been
that :
will |

“]
been,
and |
till sl

it 15!

-
come

[
Lan T




1um

a——t

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 99

—

¢ (), nonsense ! it’s only because she likes to do mischief.
She knows she mustn't pick flowers,—so she does it;
that s all there is to it.  But, if you fancy to have her pluck
them, so be it.”

“ Mamma, I think Topsy is different from what she used
io be ; she’s trying to be a good girl.”

“ She'll have to try a good while before she gets to be
good,” saill Marie, with a careless laugh.

“Well, you know, mamma, poor Topsy! everything hos
always been agninst her.”

“ Not since she’s been here, I 'm sure. If she hasn't
been talked to, and preached to, and every earthly thing done
that anybody could do; — and she ’s just so ugly, and always
will be ; you can't make :nn:,.‘tl{m;__'; of the creature ! ”’

“ But, mamma, it’s so different to be brought up as I ’ve
been, with so many friends, so many things to make me good
and lappy ; and to be brought up as she 's been, all the time,

till she eame here !

“ Most likely,” said Marie, yawning,— ““dear me, how hot
it ig!

“ Mamma, you believe, don’t you, that Topsy could be-
come an angel, as well .as any of us, if she were a Chris-
tian 1%

“Topsy ! what a ridiculons idea! Nobody but you would
ever think of it. I suppose she could, though.”

* But, mamma, isn't God her father, as much as ours?
Isn't Jesus her Saviour 27

“Well, that may be. I suppose God made everybody,”
sald Marie. ¢ Where is my smelling-bottle 2

“It’s such a pity,—oh ! such a pity !’ said Eva, looking
out on the distant lake, and speaking half to herself.

“What ’s a pity ?"’ said Marie.
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‘““ Why, that any one, who could be a bright angel, and is :
with angels, should go all down, down, down, and nobody help |
them ! — oh, dear! "

“ Well, we can’t help it; it’s no use worrying, Eva! |
don’t know what s to be done; we ought to be thankful fi
our own advantages.”

‘T hardly can be,” said Eva,*I’m so sorry to think of
poor folks that have n't any.”

““That’s odd enough,” said Marie;—“I'm sure my
religion makes me thankful for my advantages.”

¢ Mamma,”’ said Eva, “ I want to have some of my hai
cut off,— a good deal of it.”

“What for 7" said Marie.

¢ Mamma, I want to give some away to my friends, whi
I am able to give it to them mysell. Won't you ask aunty
to come and cut it for me 2 "

Marie raised her voice, and called Miss Ophelia, from the
other room.

The child half rose from her pillow as she came in, and
shaking down her long golden-brown curls, said, rather play-
fully, ¢ Come, aunty, shear the sheep!”

“What’s that?” said St. Clare, who just then enterd
with some fruit he had been out to get for her.

““ Papa, I just want aunty to cut off some of my hair;—
there ’s too much of it, and it makes my head hot. Besides,]
want to give some of it away.”

Miss Ophelia came, with her scissors.

“ Take care,— don’t spoil the looks of it !’ said her father;
** cut underneath, where it won't show. Eva's curls are my
pride.”

“ O, papa!” said Eva, sadly.

““Yes, and I want them kept handsome against the time
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take you up to your uncle's plantation, to see Cousin Hen-
yigue,” said St. Clare, ina gay tone.

‘T shall never go there, papa; —I am going to a better
country. 0, do believe me! Don't you sece, papa, that T
get W eaker, every day 1"’

“Why do you insist that I shall believe such a cruel thing,
Eva?’ said her father.

“ Only because it i1s frwe, papa: and, if you will believe it
now, perhaps you will get to feel about it as I do.”

St. Clare closed his iif;s. and stood ;‘__:I(u'nmiif c_};ing the
long, beautiful curls, which, as they were separated from the
child’s head, were laid, one by one, in her lap. She raised
them up, looked earnestly at them, twined them around bher
thin fingers, and looked, from time to time, anxiously at her
f:iﬂr.']'.

“Tt's just what I *ve been foreboding !’ said Marie : ““it’s
just what has been preying on my health, from day to day,
bringine me downward to the grave, though nobody recards
it. I have seen this, long. St. Clare, you will see, after a
while, that I was right.” |

“Which will afford you great consolation, no doubt !™ said
St. Clare, in a dry, bitter tone.

Marie lay back on a lounge, and covered her face with her
cambrie ljillitl‘ii-.'-t't'hiuf.

Eva’s clear blue eye looked earnestly from one to the
other. It was the calm, comprehending gaze of a soul half
loosed from its- earthly bonds; it was evident she saw, felt,
and appreciated, the difference between the two.

she beckoned with her hand to her father., Ile came, and
sat down 1-“_,' her.

* Papa, my strength fades ﬁmx‘a}' every day, and I know I
must zo. There are some things I want to say and 'Ju,-;-

V0L IL ¥
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that I ought to do; and you are so unwilling to have me
speak a word on this subject. DBut it must come; there’s
no putting it offt. Do be willing I should speak now!"

“My child, I am willing!” said St. Clare, covering lis |

eyes with one hand, and holding up Eva’s hand with th
other.

“Then, I want to see all our people together. T haw
some things I must say to them,” said Eva.

““ Well,” said St. Clare, in a tone of dry endurance.

Miss Ophelia despatched a messenger, and soon the whol:
of the servants were convened in the room.

Eva lay back on her pillows; her hair hanging looscly
about her face, her crimson checks contrasting painfully
with the intense whiteness of her complexion and the thia
contour of her limbs and features, and her large, soul-lik
eyes fixed earnestly on every one.

The servants were struck with a sudden emotion. Th
spiritual face, the long locks of hair cut off and lying by
her, her father's averted face, and Marie’s sobs, struck «
once upon the feelings of a sensitive and impressible race;
and, as they came in, they looked one on another, sighed, an
shook their heads. There was a deep silence, like that of 4

funeral.

Eva raised herself, and looked long and earnestly round
every one. All looked sad and apprehensive. Many of tht
women hid their faces in their aprons,

“I sent for you all, my dear friends,” said Eva, ¢ becous
I love you. Tlove you all; and I have something to say &
you, which I want you always to remember. . . . . . [an
going to leave you. In a few more weeks, you will see m
uo more — "
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Here the child was interrupted by bursts of groans, sobs,
and lnmentations, which broke from all present, and in which
her slender voice was lost entirely. She waited a moment,
and then, speaking in a tone that checked the sobs of all, she
gaid,

“If you love me, you must not mterrupt me so. Listen
to what I say. I want to speak to you about your souls.
..+ . . Many of you, I am afraid, are very careless. You
are thinking only about this world. I want you to remember
that there is a beantiful world, where Jesus is. I am going
there, and you can go there. -It is for you, as much as me.
But, if you want to go there, you must not live idle, care-
less, thoughtless lives. You must be Christians. You must
remember that each one of you can become angels, and be
angels forever. . . . . If you want to be Christians, Jesus
will help you. You must pray to him; you must read —"’

The child checked herself, looked piteously at them, and
said, sorrowfully,

“ 0, dear ! you can’t read,— poor souls !” and she hid her
faco in the pillow and sobbed, while many a smothered sob
from those she was addressing, who were kueeling on the
fioor, aroused her.

“Never mind,” she said, raising her face and smiling
brightly through lier tears, ““T have prayed for you; and I
know Jesus will help you, even if you can’t read. Tryall to
o the best you can; pray every day ; ask Him to help you,
and get the Bible read to you whenever you can; and I think
L shall see you all in heaven.”

“Amen,” was the murmured response from the lips of Tom
and Mammy, and some of the elder ones, who belonged to the
Methodist church.  The younger and more thoughtless ones,
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for the time completely overcome, were sobbing, with tlg
heads bowed upon their knees.

T know,” said Eva, * you all love me.”

“ Yes; oh, yes! indeed wedo! Lord bless her ! 7 was
mvoluntary answer of all.

“Yes, I know yon do! There isn’t one of you iy
has n’t always been very kind to me; and I want to gy
you something that, when you look at, you shall :':]I..-_._
remember me. IL'm going to give all of you a curl of ny
hair; and, when you look at it, think that I loved you and

gone to heaven, and that I want to see you all there,”

It is impossible to deseribe the scene, as, with tears uf

sobs, they gathercd round the little creature, and took fry
her hands what seemed to them a last mark of her log
They fell on their knees; they sobbed, and prayed, and kiss
the hem of her garment; and the elder ones pourcd fil
words of endearment, wmingled in prayers and blessings, dla
the manner of their susceptible race.

As each one took their gift, Miss Ophelia, who was apm
hensive for the effect of all this excitement on her little pati
signed to each one to pass out of the apartment.

At last, all were gone but Tom and Mammy.

“ Here, Uncle Tom,” said Eva, “is a beautiful one
you. O, I am so happy, Uncle Tom, to think I shall #
you in heaven,— for I'm sure I shall; and Mammy,— b
good, kind Mammy!"’ she said, fondly throwing ler
round her old nurse,— *“ I know you'll be there, too.”

“ 0, Miss Eva, don’t see how I can live without ye !
how! " said the faithful ereature. ¢ ’Pemrs like it's J
taking everything off the place to oncet !’ and Mammy g
way to a passion of grief, iesdd

Miss Ophelia pushed her and Tom gently from £
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apartment, and thought they were all gone; but, as she
turned, Topsy was standing there.

#VWhere did you start up from?" she said, suddenly.

#T was here,” said Topsy, wiping the tears from her eyes.
(), Miss Eva, I’ve been a bad girl; but won’t you give
me one, {00 L2

“Yes, poor Topsy! to be sure, I will. There —every
time you look at that, think that I love you, and wanted you
to be o :_“_j:rtr-.l ;;Ei‘[ i

#Q, Miss Eva, I s tryin!” said Topsy, carnestly; * but,
Lor, it’s so hard to be good! ’Pears like I an’t used to it,
B0 ways !

“ Jesus knows 1t, Topsy ; he is sorry for you; he will help
yon.”

Topsy, with her eyes hid in her apron, was silently passed
from the apartment by Miss Ophelia; but, as she went, she
hid the precious curl in her bosom.

All being gone, Miss Ophelia shut the door. That worthy

b lidy had wiped away many tears of her own, during the scene;

but concern for the consequence of such an excitement to her
young charge was uppermost in her mind.

St. Clare had been sitting, during the whole time, with his

fnd shading his eyes, in the same attitude. When they
were all gone, he sat so still,

“Papa! ™ said Eva, gently, laying her hand on his.

te gave a sudden start and shiver ; but made no answer.

* Dear papa ! " said Eva.

“Leannot,” said St. Clare, rising, ¢ I cannot have it so!
Tha Almighty hath dealt very bitterly with me!” and St.
Ure pronounced these words with a bitter emphasis, indeed.

" Augustine ! has not God a right to do what he will with
b5 ovn 1’ said Miss Ophelia.
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‘t Perhiaps so ; but that doesn’t make it any casier to ligay!
said be, with a dry, hard, tearless manner, as he tuy
away.

“ Papa, you break my heart!” said Eva, rising
throwing herself into his arms; ** you must not feel so!"
the child sobbed and wept with a violence which alumg
them all, and turned her futher's thoughts at once to anoly
charnel.

“There, Ewva,— there, dearest! TIHush! hush! Iy
wrong: I was wicked. T will feel any way, do any way=
only don’t distress yourself; don’t sobso. I will be resimed
I was wicked to speak as I did.”

Eva soon lay like a wearied dove in her father’'s arms; uj
he, bending over her, soothed -her by every tender word It
could think of.

Niarie rose and threw herself out of the apartment into b
own, when she fell into violent hysterics,

“You didn't give me a curl, Eva,” said her father, suk
ing sadly.

1144

“They are all yours, papa,” said she, smiling,
and mamma’s; and you must give deay aunty as many as o
wants. I only gave them to our poor prople myself, becus
you know, papa, they might be forgutten when I am g
and beeause I hoped it might help them remember.

You are a Christian, are you not, papa? " said Eva, doitk

fully

“Why do you ask me?"”

“I don’t know. You are so good, I don't see how ]
can help it.”

“ What is being a Christian, Fva 2"’
“ Loving Christ most of all,”” said Eva.

“Do you, Eva ?"”
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“You never saw him,” said St. Clare.

«Phat maukes no difference,’”” said Eva. “T believe him,
and in a few days I shall see him;"’ and the young face grew
fevent. radiant with joy.

St Clave said no more. It was a feeling which he had seen

Wofve 1n Lis mother: bat no chord within vibrated to it.

[iva, after this, declined rapidly; there was no more any
doubt of the event; the fondest hope could not be blinded.
Her beantiful room was avowedly a sick room: and DMiss
Ophelia day and night performed the duties of a nurse,—and
pever did ber friends appreciate her value more than in that
gpcity.  With so well-trained a hand and eye, such perfect
alroitness and practice in every art which could promote
peatness and comfort, and keep out of sight every disagree-
ghle incident of sickness,— with such a perfeet sense of time,
suich 4 clear, untroubled head, such exact accuracy in re-
membering every prescription and direction of the doctors.—
she was everything to him. They who had shrugged their

foulders at her little peculimvities and setnesses, so unlike

the carcless freedom of sonthern manners, acknowledzed that
now she was the exaet person that was wanted.

Uncle Tom was much in Eva’s room. The child suflered
much from nervous restlessness, and it was a relief to her to
brcarried ; and it was Tom’s greatest delight to carry her lit-
fle frail form in his arms, resting on a pillow, now up and
down her room. now out into the verandali: and when the
fish sea-breczes blew from the lake,—and the child felt
frushest in the morning,— he would sometimes walk with her

inder the oranze-trees in the ,‘3""”'!"'”: or, sitting down in

ir
o

some of their old seats, sing to her their favorite old hymns.
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e

Her father often did the same thing; but his frame
slighter, and when he was weary, Lva would say to him,

¢ 0, papa, let Tom take me. Poor fellow ! it pleases lip
and you know it’s all he can do now, and he wants tp §;
something ! "’

““ 30 do I, Eva!” said her father.

‘“Well, papa, you can do everything, and are everythis
and Tom

to me. You read to me,— you sit up nights,
only this one thing, and his singing ; and I know, too,
does it easier than you can, He carries me so strong!”

The desire to do something was not confined to Ty
Every servant in the establishment showed the same fecliny
and in their way did what they could.

Poor Mammy’s heart yearned towards her darling; butsh
found no opportunity, night or day, as Marie declared i
the state of her mind was such, it was impossible for her g
rest; and, of course, it was against her principles to letay
one else rest. Twenty times in a might, Mammy would &
roused to rub her feet, to bathe her head, to find her pocke:
handkerchief, to see what the noise was in Eva's room
let down a curtain because it was too light, or to put it 4
because it was too dark; and, in the day-time, when i
longed to have some share in the nursing of her pet, M
seemed unusually ingenious in keeping her busy anywhe
and everywhere all over the house, or about her own peisi
so that stolen interviews and momentary glimpses were d
she could obtain.

“T feel it my duty to be particularly careful of mysk
now,”’ she would say, “feeble as I am, and with the who
care and nursing of that dear child upon me.”

** Indeed, my dear,” said St. Claxs, I thought our ¢oust

relieved you of that.”

1N
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“You talk like a man, St. Clare,— just as i1f a mother

could be relieved of the care of a child in that state ; but,

then, it 's all alike,— no one ever knows what I feel! T can’t
throw things off, as you do.”

St. Clare smiled. You must excuse him, he couldn’t
help it,— for St. Clare could smile yet. For so il an
phcid was the farewell voyage of the little spirit,— by such
sweet and fragrant breezes was the small bark borne towards
the heavenly shores,— that it was impossible to realize that it
yas death that was approaching. The child felt no pain,—
only a tranquil, soft weakness, daily and almost insensibly
jncreasin

1

; and she was so beautiful, so loving, so trustful, so
happy, that one could mnot resist the soothing influence of

that air of innocence and peace which seemed to breathe
around her.  St. Clare found a strange calm coming over him.
It was mot hope,—that was impossible; it was not resigna-
tion; it was only a calm resting in the present, which seemed
g beautiful that he wished to think of no future. It was
like that hush of spirit which we feel amid the bright, mild
woods of autumn, when the bright hectic flush is on the trees,
and the last lingering flowers by the brook; and we joy in it
all the more, because we know that soon it will all pass away.

The friend who knew most of Eva’s own imaginings and
foreshadowings was her faithful bearer, Tom. To him she
said what she would not disturb her father by saying. To
him she imparted those mysterious intimations which the soul
feels, as the cords begin to unbind, ere it leaves its clay for-
ever.

Tom, at last, would not sleep in his room, but lay all night
in the outer verandah, ready to rouse at every call.

“Uncle Tom, what alive have you taken to sleeping any-
where and everywhere, like a dog, for?*’ said Miss Ophelia.
VOL, II. 10
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¢“T thought you was one of the orderly sort, that liked to lig
in bed in a Christian way.”
‘T do, Miss Feely,” said Tom, mysteriously. ‘T do, hut

33
Dow —

“ Well, what now 7”

“We mustn’t speak loud; Mas'r St. Clare won’t her

on’t; but Miss Feely, you know there must be somebody
watchin’ for the bridegroom.”

“VWhat do you mean, Tom?”

“You know it says in Scripture, * At midnight there wa
a great cry made. Behold, the bridegroom cometh.” That's
what I'm spectin now, every night, Miss Feely,—and I
could n’t sleep out o’ hearin, no ways.”

“Why, Uncle Tom, what makes you think so 7"

¢ Miss Eva, she talks to me. The Lord, he sends b
messenger in the soul. I must be thar, Miss Feely; fr
when that ar blessed child goes into the kingdom, they'l
open the door so wide, we'll all get & look in at the glay
Miss Feely.”

“Uncle Tom, did Miss Eva say she felt more unwell tha
usual to-night 77

““No; but she telled me, this morning, she was coming
nearer,— thar’s them that tells it to the child, Miss Fecly
It ’s the angels,— *it’s the trumpet sound afore the break¢
day,”” said Tom, quoting from a favorite hymn.

This dialogue passed between Miss Ophelia and Tor

between ten and eleven, one evening, after her arrangement
had all been made for the night, when, on going to bolt ke

outer door, she found Tom stretched along by it, in the outd

verandah.

She was not nervous or impressible ; but the solemn, hearte

felt manner struck her. Eva had been unusually bright and
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o lie cheerful, that afternoon, and had sat raised in her bed, and
looked over all her little trinkets and precious things, and
but designated the friends to whom she would have them given;
and her manner was more animated, and her voice more nat-
{ ural, than they had known it for weeks. Her father had
hear | been in, in the evening, and had said that Eva appeared more
body like her former self than ever she had done since her sick-
. 'l ness; and when he kissed her for the night, he said to Miss
Ophelia,— ** Cousin, we may keep her with us, after all; she
s | is certainly better;’’ and he had retired with a lighter heart

at’s | in his bosom than he had had there for weeks.
nd 1 | But at midnight,— strange, mystic hour ! —when the veil
tl, between the frail present and the eternal future grows thin, —

’ then came the messenger!

s his There was a sound in that chamber, first of one who
stepped quickly. It was Miss Ophelia, who had resolved to
sit up all night with her little charge, and who, at the turn of
the night, had discerned what experienced nurses significantly
call “a change.”” The outer door was quickly opened, and
Tom, who was watching outside, was on the alert, in a
moment.

“Go for the doctor, Tom ! lose not a moment,” said Miss
Ophelia; and, stepping across the room, she rapped at St.
Clare’s door.

“Cousin,” she said, * I wish you would come.”

Those words fell on his heart like clods upon a coffin. Why
did they? Ile was up and in the room in an instant, and
bending over Eva, who still slept.

What was it he saw that made his heart stand still 2 Why
was no word spoken between the two? Thou canst say, who

hast seen that same expression on the face dearest to thee; —
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that look indescribable, hopeless, unmistakable, that says to
thee that thy beloved is no longer thine.

On the face of the child, however, there was no ghasily
imprint,— only a high and almost sublime expression,— the
U\*L_-r,-;lh:u].)“'in;_\: presence of Sl‘ril‘ituiﬂ natures, the dﬂ.“’laillg of
immortal life in that childish soul.

They stood there so still, gazing upon her, that even {h
ticking of the watch seemed too loud. In a few moments
I'om returned, with the doctor. He entered, gave one look,
and stood silent as the rest.

“When did this change take place?” said he, ina loy
whisper, to Miss Ophelia.

“ About the turn of the night,”” was the reply.

Marie, roused by the entrance of the doctor, appeared,
hurriedly, from the next room.

“ Augustine! Cousin ! —O ! — what!” she hurriedly be
gan.

“ Hush ! said St. Clare, hoarsely; * she is dying!”

Mammy heard the words, and flew to awaken the servants
The house was soon roused,— lights were seen, footstep
heard, anxious faces thronged the verandah, and looked tear
fully through the glass doors; but St. Clare heard and sl
nothing,— he saw only that look on the face of the littk
sleeper.

0, if she would only wake, and speak once more!" k
said; and, stooping over her, he spoke in her ear,—* Ewn,
darling! #

The large blue eyes unclosed,—a smile passed over he
face ; — she tried to raise her head, and to speak.

“ Do you know me, Eva??”

“ Dear papa,’” said the child, with a last effort, throwing

her arms about his neck. In a moment they dropped agun;
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and, as St. Clare raised his head, he saw a spasm of mortal
agony pass over the face,—she struggled for breath, and
threw up her little hands.

0, God, this is dreadful!”” he said, turning away in agony,
and wringing Tom’s hand, searce conscious what he was
doing. ¢ O, Tom, my boy, it is killing me! "

Tom had his master’s hands between his own; and, with
fears streaming down his dark cheeks, looked up for help
where he had always been used to look.

“Pray that this may be cut short!” said St. Clare,—
“this wrings my heart.”

‘), bless the Lord ! it's over,— it’s over, dear Master !
said Tom ; ** look at her.”

The child lay panting on her pillows, as one exhausted,—
the large clear eyes rolled up and fixed. Ah, what said
those eyes, that spoke so much of heaven? Earth was past,
and earthly pain; but so solemn, so mysterious, was the
triumphant brightness of that face, that it checked even the
gobs of sorrow. They pressed around her, in breathless still-
ness.

“Eva,” said St. Clare, gently.

She did not hear.

“0, Eva, tell us what you see! What is it?" said her
father.

A bright, a glorious smile passed over her face, and she
gud, brokenly,— O ! love,— joy,— peacz !’ gave one sigh,
and passed from death unto life !

“TFarewell, beloved child ! the bright, eternal doors have
closed after thee; we shall see thy sweet face no more. O,
woe for them who watched thy+entrance into heaven, when
they shall wake and find only the cold gray sky of daily life,
ind thou gone forever!

VOL. II. 10#
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CHAPTER XXYVII.
¢ 718 18 THE LAST OF EARTH.''— Jokn Q. ddams,

TnE statuettes and pictures in Eva’s room were shroudy
in white napkins, and only hushed breathings and muffle
foot-falls were heard there, and the light stole in solemnly
through windows partially darkened by closed blinds.

The bed was draped in white; and there, beneath th
drooping angel-figure, lay a little sleeping form,— sleeping
never to waken !

There she lay, robed in one of the simple white dresses s
had been wont to wear when living ; the rose-colored lighi
throngh the curtains cast over the icy coldness of deaths
warm glow. The heavy eyelashes drooped softly on the pus
cheek ; the head was turned a little to one side, as if in
natural sleep, but there was diffused over every lineament of
the face that high celestial expression, that mingling of rap
ture and repose, which showed it was no earthly or temporary
sleep, but the long, sacred rest which ‘* He giveth to hi
beloved.”

There is no deatli to such as thou, dear Eva ! neither dark
ness nor shadow of death ; only such a bright fading as when
the morning star fades in the golden dawn. Thine is th
victory without the battle,— the crown without the conflict

So did 8t. Clare think, as, with folded arms, he stood ther
gazing.  Ah! who shall say what he did think? for, fros
the hour that voices had said, in the dying chamber, *she
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gone,’” it had been all a dreary mist, a heavy ** dimness of
ﬁ;lgujshf: He had heard voices around him: he had had
questions asked, and answered them; they had asked him
when he would have the funeral, and where they should lay
her; and he had answered, impatiently, that he cared not.

Adolph and Rosa had arranged the chamber; volatile,
fickle and childish, as they generally were, they were soft-
hearted and full of feeling ; and, while Miss Ophelia presided
over the general details of order and neatness, it was their
hands that added those soft, poetic touches to the arrange-
ments, that took from the death-room the grim and ghastly
air which too often marks a New England funeral.

There were still flowers on the shelves,—all white, deli-
cate and fragrant, with graceful, drooping leaves. Eva’s
little table, covered with white, bore on it her favorite vase,
with a single white moss rose-bud in it. The folds of the
drapery, the fall of the curtains, had been arranged and
redrranged, by Adolph and Rosa, with that nicety of eye
which characterizes their race. Even now, while St. Clare
stood there thinking, little Rosa tripped softly into the cham-
ber with a basket of white flowers. She stepped back when
she saw St. Clare, and stopped respectfully; but, seeing that
he did not observe her, she came forward to place them
around the dead. St. Clare saw her as in a dream, while she
placed in the small hands a fair cape jessamine, and, with
admirable taste, disposed other flowers around the counch.

The door opened again, and Topsy, her eyes swelled with
erying, appeared, holding something under her apron. Rosa
made a quick, forbidding gesture ; but she took a step into the
room.

“You must go out,” said Rosa, in a sharp, positive
Whisper ; * yyou haven’t any business here !
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“(Q, dolet me! I brought aflower,— such a pretty one!”
said Topsy, bolding up a half-blown tea rose-bud. “Do lg

me put just one there.”
“ Get along !"? said Rosn, more decidedly.

‘¥ Let her stay!” said St. Clare, suddenly stamping his |8

foot. ¢ She shall come.”

Rosa suddenly retreated, and Topsy came forward and laid
her offering at the feet of the corpse; then suddenly, withs
wild and bitter cry, she threw herself on the floor alongsids
the bed, and wept, and moaned aloud.

Miss Ophelia hastened into the'room, and tried to raise and
silence her; but in vain.

(0, Miss Eva! oh, Miss Eva! I wish I'’s dead, too,—]
do!?

There was a piercing wildness in the ery; the bl
flushed into St. Clare’s white, marble-like face, and the firs
tears he had shed since Eva died stood in his eyes.

“ Get up, child,” said Miss Ophelia, in a softened voix;
“don't cry so. Miss Eva is gone to heaven; she is w
ﬂ‘ng(‘].”

““ But I can't see her !’ said Topsy. “‘I never shall s
her! ”” and she sobbed again.

They all stood a moment in silence.

“ She said she loved me,” said Topsy,— ‘“she did! 0,
dear! oh, dear ! there an’t nobody left now,— there an't!”

“That’s true enough,” said St. Clare; *hbut do,” Ik
said to Miss Ophelia, *“‘see if you can’t comfort the pat
creature.’”

“T jist wish I had n’t never been born,” said Topsy. ‘I
did n’t want to be born, no ways; and I don’t see no u
on't.”

Miss Ophelia raised her gently, but firmly, and took hé
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from the room ; but, as she did so, some tears fell from her
eyes.

“Topsy, you poor child,”” she said, as she led her into her
yoom, * don’t give up! I can love you, though I am not like
that dear little child. I hope I’ve learnt something of the
Jove of Clrist from her. I can love you; I do, and I’ll try
to help you to grow up a good Christian girl.”

Miss Ophelia’s voiee was more than her words, and more
than that were the honest tears that fell down her face.
From that hour, she acquired an influence over the mind of
the destitute child that she never lost.

“(0, my Eva, whose little hour on earth did so much of
good,” thought St. Clare, * what account have I to give for
wy long years ?”’

There were, for a while, soft whisperings and foot-falls in
the chamber, as one after another stole in, to look at the
dead; and then came the little coffin ; and then there was a
funeral, and carriages drove to the door, and strangers came
and were seated ; and there were white scarfs and ribbons,
and crape bands, and mourners dressed in black crape; and
there were words read from the Bible, and prayers offered ;
and St. Clare lived, and walked, and moved, as one who has
shed every tear;—to the last he saw only one thing, that
golden head in the coffin; but then he saw the cloth spread
over it, the lid of the coffin closed; and he walked, when he
was put beside the others, down to a little place at the bottom
of the garden, and there, by the mossy seat where she and
Tom had talked, and sung, and read so often, was the little
grave.  St. Clare stood beside it,— looked vacantly down
he saw them lower the little coffin ; he heard, dimly, the
solemn words, “* I am the resurrection and the Life; he that
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live;”
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and, as the earth was cast in and filled up the little grave, 1
could not realize that it was his Eva that they were hidin

—

from his sight.

Nor was it! —mnot Eva, but only the frail seed of th
bright, immortal form with which she shall yet come forth, iy
the day of the Lord Jesus'!

And then all were gone, and the mourners went back
the place which should know her no more; and Marie's roon
was darkened, and she lay on the bed, sobbing and moaning
in uncontrollable grief, and calling every moment for th
attentions of all her servants. Of course, they had no time
to ery,— why should they ? the grief was her grief, and sh
was fully convinced that nobody on earth did, could, or woul
feel it as she did.

¢ St. Clare did not shed a tear,” she said; * he didn}
sympathize with her; it was perfectly wonderful to think hoy
hard-hearted and unfeeling he was, when he must know lor
she suffered.”

50 much are people the slave of their eye and ear, that many
of the servants really thought that Missis was the principd
sufferer in the case, especially as Marie began to have hyster
ical spasms, and sent for the doctor, and at last declared her-
self dying ; and, in the running and scampering. and bringing
up hot bottles, and heating of flannels, and chafing, and fus-
ing, that ensued, there was quite a diversion,

Tom, however, had a feeling at his own heart, that drew
him to his master. He followed him wherever he walkel
wistfully and sadly ; and when he saw him sitting, so pale and
cilﬁ:.-i. i Eva's room, I:n]:liug before his eyes her little opei

Bible, though seeing no letter or word of what was in-it, ther
was more sorrow to Tom in that still, fixed, tearless eye, th

m all Marie’s moans and lamentations.

ae A
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In a few days the St. Clare family were back again in the
city ; Augustine, with the restlessness of grief, longing for
another scene, to change the current of his thoughts. So
they left the house and garden, with its little grave, and
came back to New Orleans ; and St. Clare walked the streets
busily, and strove to fill up the chasm in his heart with
hurry and bustle, and change of place; and people who saw
him in the street, or met him at the café, knew of his loss
only by the weed on his hat; for there he was, smiling and
talking, and reading the newspaper, and speculating on
polities, and attending to business matters; and who could
see that all this smiling outside was but a hollow shell over
a heart that was a dark and silent sepulchre ?

“Mr. 8t. Clare is a singular man,” said Marie to Miss
Ophelia, in a complaining tone. * I used to think, if there
was anything in the world he did love, it was our dear little
Eva; but he seems to be forgetting her very easily. I can-
not ever get him to talk about her, I really did think he
would show more feeling ! ™

*Still waters run deepest, they used to tell me,”’ said Miss
Ophelia, oracularly.

0, I don’t believe in such things; it’s all talk. If peo-
ple have feeling, they will show it,— they can’t help it; but,
then, it’s a great misfortune to have feeling. I’d rather

iave been made like St. Clare. My feelings prey upon me

gn | *?
o)

*Sure, Missis, Mas’r St. Clare is gettin’ thin as a shader.
They say, he don’t mever eat nothin’,” said Mammy. “I
know he don’t forget Miss Eva; I know there couldn’t
nobody,— dear, little, blessed cretur !’ ghe added, wiping her

0yes
yes

“Well, at all events, he has no consideration for me,” said
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Marie ; ““he hasn’t spoken one word of sympathy, and
must know how much more a mother feels than any ma
can.”’

¢ The heart knoweth its own bitterness,’’ said Miss Opheli
gravely.

“That’s just what I think. I know just what I feel -
nobody else seems to. Eva used to, but she is gone!”
Mairfe lay back on her lounge, and began to sob disconsolately,

Marie was one of those unfortunately constituted morial
in whose eyes whatever is lost and gone assumes a valy
which it never had in possession. Whatever she had, sh
seemed to survey only to pick flaws in it; but, once faidy
away, there was no end to her valuation of it.

While this conversation was taking place in the parlr,
another was going on in St. Clare’s library.

Tom, who was always uneasily following his master abon
had seen him go to his library, some hours before ; and, afia
vainly waiting for him to come out, determined, at lustt
make an errand in. He entered softly. St. Clare layn
his lounge, at the further end of the room. He was lyingm
his face, with Eva’s Bible open before him, at a little distanc
Tom walked up, and stood by the sofa. He hesitated ; and
while he was hesitating, St. Clare suddenly raised himself u
The honest face, so full of grief, and with such an implor;
expression of affection and sympathy, struck his masie
He laid his hand on Tom’s, and bowed down his forehes
on it.

“ 0, Tom, my boy, the whole world is as empty as an ez
shell.””

“I know it, Mas'r,— I know it,
Mas'r could only look up,— up where our dear Miss Evai

LR ]
af

said Tom; * but, oh, i

— up to the dear Lord Jesus!?”
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dh B “ Ah, Tom! I do look up; but the trouble is, I don’t see
man | gnything, when I do. T wish I could.”

Tom sighed heavily.
helia ‘It seems to be given to children, and poor, honest fellows,
like you, to see what we can’t,”” said St. Clare. * How

o] — comes it7 7

' and “Thou hast ‘hid from the wise and prudent, and revealed
ately. unto babes,””’ murmured Tom; “‘even so, Father, for so
|1't.-.1'.¢ it seemed good in thy sight.’
value “Tom, I don’t believe,—1I can’t helieve,— I ve got the
1, she habit of doubting,” said St. Clare. I want to believe this
faitly | Bible,—and I can’t.”
! “ Dear Mas'r, pray to the good Lord,— ‘Lord, I believe ;
arlo, :I help thon my unbelief.’
I “Who knows anything about anything?” said St. Clare,
bout, B his eyes wandering dreamily, and speaking to himself ¢ Was
afir i all that beautiful love and faith only one of the ever-shifting
ast, 1 phases of human feeling, having nothing real to rest on, pass-
lay @ ing away with the little breath? And is there no more Eva,
g 00 — 1o heaven,—no Christ,— nothing 2 **
tanes “Q, dear Mas'r, there is! - I knowit; I’m sure of it,"
» ond, @ Baid Tom, falling on his knees. “ Do, do, dear Mas'r,
a1 up believe it ! **
loring “How do you know there’s any Christ, Tom? You
Jaster, never saw the Lord.”
reheal * Felt Him in my soul, Mas'r,— feel Him now! O, Mas'r,
when I was sold away from my old woman and the children,
n eg I was jest a’most hroke up. I felt as if there warn’t nothin’
left; and then the good Lord, he stood by me, and he says,
oh, il @ *Fear not, Tom ;’ and he brings light and joy into a poor
ivais @ feller’s soul,— makes all peace ; and I’s so happy, and loves

everybody, and feels willin’ jest to be the Lord’s, and have
VOI. 11, 11
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the Lord’s will done, and be put jest where the Lord wants 5
to put me. I know it could n’t come from me, cause I’s 4 "
poor, complainin’ cretur; it comes from the Lord; and I
know He’s willin’ to do for Mas'r.”

Tom spoke with fast-running tears and choking voice. §t.
Clare leaned his head on his shoulder, and wrung the hard,

faithful, black hand.

“Tom, you love me,” he said. L

““T’s willin’ to lay down my life, this blessed day, fo see b
Mas'r a Christian.”

“ Poor, foolish boy !’ said St. Clare, half-raising himself. di
“IT’m not worth the love of one good, honest heart, liks
yours.”’

¢ (), Mas'r, dere’s more than me loves you,— the blessed
Lord Jesus loves you.”

“ How do you know that, Tom? " said St. Clare. ol

‘ Feels it in my soul. O, Mas'r! ‘the love of Christ, tha =
passeth knowledge.”

“ Singular !’ said St. Clare, turning away, “that the ih
gtory of a man that lived and died eighteen hundred yean w
ago can affect people so yet. DBut he was no man,” ha
added, suddenly. * No man ever had such long and living
power ! O, that I could believe what my mother tanght me,
and pray as I did when I was a boy ! ”

““ If Mas'r pleases,” said Tom, “ Miss Eva used to read thi -
50 beautifully. I wish Mag'r 'd be o good as read it. Dont To
get no readin’, hardly, now Miss Eva’s gone.”

The chapter was the eleventh of John,— the touching o
account of the raising of Lazarus. St. Clare read it aloud i
often pausing to wrestle down feelings which were roused by the
the pathos of the story. Tom knelt before him, with clasped tho

LSy
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‘anty hands, and with an absorbed expression of love, trust, adora-
‘a2 | tion, on his quiet face.
ad I I “Tom,™ said his Master, * this is all 7eal to you ! ™
| ¢ ] can _iﬂ:‘t i?'uEl]}' sce il: I'l.[:l::‘--l',"'. said Tom.
St. “T wish I had your eyes, Tom.”
ard, ¢ T wish, to the dear Lord, Mas'r had !

| “ But, Tom, you know that I have a great deal more
knowledge than you; what if I should tell you that I don’t
0see W helieve this Bible ?

i “(Q, Mas'r!” said Tom, holding up his hands, with a
qeelf. deprecating gesture.
, like “Would n’t it shake your faith some, Tom ?”

“ Not a grain,”’ said Tom.
eestd & “Yh*‘r._ Tom, you must know I know the most.”
“ (0, Mas’r, haven’t you jest read how he hides from the

wise and prudent, and reveals unto babes? DBut Mas'r

, that was n't in earnest, for sartin, now ? *’ said Tom, anxiously.

“No, Tom, I was not. I don't disbelieve, and I think
b the there is reason to believe ; and still I don’t. It’s a trouble-
years some bad habit I’ve got, Tom."

7 by “If Mas'r would only pray!”
living “ How do you know I don’t, Tom 2"
m “ Does Mas'r2 "
| “ would, Tom, if there was anybody there when I pray;
d this but it’s all speaking unto nothing, when I do. DBut come,
Don Tom, you pray, now, and show me how.”

Tom’s heart was full; he poured it out in prayer, liko
chil waters that have been long suppressed. One thing was plain
.‘15'-"‘"" enough ; Tom thought there was somebody to hear, whether
LLILI gl there were or not. In fact, St. Clare felt himself borne, on
asped

the tide of his faith and feeling, almost to the gates of that

%aa
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heaven he seemed so vividly to conceive. It seemed to bring
him neaver to Eva.

“'Phank you, my boy,” said St, Clare, when Tom rose,
¢ T like to hear you, Tom ; but go, now, and leave me alone;
some other time, 1’1l talk more.”

Tom silently left the room.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
EEUNION.

W ek after week glided away in the St. Clare mansion, and
the waves of life settled back to their usual flow, where tha
little bark had gone down. For how imperiously, how coolly,
in disregard of all one’s feeling, does the hard, cold, uninter-
esting eomrse of daily realities move on! Still must we e,
and drink, and sleep, and wake again,— still bargain, buy,
sell, ask and answer questions,— pursue, in short, a thousmn
shadows, though all interest in them be over; the cold mé
chanical habit of living remaining, after all vital mterest m i
has fled.

All the interests and hopes of St. Clare’s life had unco-
scionsly wound themselves around this child. It was fo
Eva that he had managed his property; it was for Eva th
he had planned the disposal of his time; and, to do this and
that for Eva,—to buy, improve, alter, and arrange, or d&
pose something for her,—had been so long his habit, fhat
now she was gone, there seemed mothing to be thought ¢
and nothing to be done.

True, there was another life,—a life which, once believed

in, stands as a solemn, significant figure before the otherws

|
L
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_ unmeaning ciphers of time, changing them to orders of
o mysterious, untold value, St. Clare knew this well; and
often, in many a weary hour, he heard that slender, childish
I; f voice calling him to the skies, and saw that little hand point-
Wi

! ing to him the way of life; but a heavy lethargy of sorrow
lav on him,— he could not arise. Ile Lad one of those
natures which could better and more clearly conceive of reli-

| gious thines from its own perceptions and instincts, than

many a matter-of-fact and practical Christian. The gift to
appreciate and the sense to feel the finer shades and relations
of moral things, often seems an attribute of those whose whole
life shows a caveless disregard of them. Hence Moore,
Byron, Goethe, often speak words more wisely deseriptive of
the true religious sentiment, than another man, whose whole
life is governed by it. In such minds, disregard of religion
is a more fearful treason,—a more deadly sin.

St. Clare had never lﬁ'ﬂmudwl to govern himself T;_}-‘ any
relizious obligation ; and a certain fineness of nature gave him
such an instinetive view of the extent of the requirements of
Christianity, that he shrank, by anticipation, from what he felt
would be the exactions of his own conscience, if he onee did
resolve to assume them. For, so inconsistent is human nature,
especially in the ideal, that not to undertake a thing at all
seems better than to undertake and come short.

Still St. Clare was, in many respects, another man. He
read his little Eva’s Bible seriously and honestly ; he thought
more soberly and practically of his relations to his servants,
—enough to make him extremely dissatisfied with both his
past and present course; and one thing he did, soen after his
return to New Orleans, and that was to commence the legal

) Steps necessary to Tom’s emancipation, which was to be per-
lieved aote - { 1
fected os soon as he could get through the necessary formali-

VOL. II 17
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tics. Meantime, he attached himself to Tom more and mop,
every day. In all the wide world, there was nothing that
seemed to remind him so much of Eva; and he would insig
on keeping him constantly about him, and, fastidious an
unapproachable as he was with regard to his deeper fut‘]iugs.
he almost thought alond to Tom. Nor would any one hay
wondered at if, who had seen the expression of affection an
devotion with which Tom continually followed his youn
master.

“Well, Tom,” said St. Clare, the day after he had com-
menced the Jegal formalities for his enfranchisement, “I'n
going to make a free man of you;—so, have your trunk
packed, and get ready to set out for Kentuck.”

The sudden light of joy that shone in Tom’s face as by
raised his hands to heaven, his emphatie ““Bless the Lord!”
rather discomposed St. Clare; he did not like it that Tom
should be =o ready to leave him.

“¥You haven't had such very bad times here, that yo
need be in such a rapture, Tom,” he said, drily.

“No, no, Mas'r! ’tan’t that,—it’s bein’ a free man!
That’s what I'm joyin® for.”

“Why, Tom, don’t you think, for your own part, you'n
been better off than to be frea ?

¢ No, indeed, Mas'r St. Clare,” said Tom, with a flash o
energy. ‘‘No, indeed !”

“Why, Tom, you couldn’t possibly have earned, by you
work, such clothes and such living as T have given you.”

“ Knows all that, Mas’r St. Clare; Mas’r ’s been too good;
but, Mas’r, I’d rather have poor clothes, poor house, poor
everything, and have ’em smine, than have the hest, and haw
‘em any man’s else,—1 had so, Mas'r; I think it's natw

Mas'r."

i |

g

Lt}l'l

frier

Ewea
1
Iment
M,



s he
.d | 1}
Tom

von

nan!

o'

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 127

e

“T suppose 0, Tom, and you’ll be going off and leaving
me, in a month or so,” he added, rather discontentedly.
“Though why you should n’t, no mortal knows,”” he said, in a
gayer tone; and, getting up, he began to walk the flcor.

“ Not while Mas'r is in trouble,” said Tom. “I’ll stay
with Mas'r as long as he wants me,—so as I can be any use.”

“ Not while I’'m in trouble, Tom?’* said St. Clare, look-
ing sadly out of the window. . . . . * And when will
my trouble be over?”

“When Mas'r St. Clare’s a Christian,’”’ said Tom.

“And you really mean to stay by till that day comes?”
said St. Clare, half smiling, as he turned from the window,
and lnid his hand on Tom’s shoulder. * Ah, Tom, you soft,
silly boy! I won’t keep you till that day. Go home to your
wife and children, and give my love to all.”

“I's faith to believe that day will come,” said Tom,
earnestly, and with tears in his eyes; * the Lord has a work
for Mas'r.”

“A work, hey?” said St. Clare; * well, now, Tom, give
me your views on what sort of a work it is; — let’s hear.”

“Why, even a poor fellow like me has a work from the
Lord; and Mas'r St. Clare, that has larnin, and riches, and
friends,— how much he might do for the Lord!’

“Tom, you seem to think the Lord needs a great deal done
for him,”” gaid St. Clare, smiling.

“We does for *the Lord when we does for his eritturs,”
said Tom.

“Good theology, Tom; better than Dr, B. preaches, I dare
swear,” gaid St. Clare.

The conversation was here interrupted by the announce-
ment of some visiters.

Marie St. Clare folt the loss of Eva as deeply as she could
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feel anything; and, as she was a woman that had a great
faculty of making everybody unhappy when she was, her
immediate attendanis had still stronger reason to regret the
loss of their young mistress, whose winning ways and gentls
intercessions had so often been a shield to them from the
tyrannical and selfish exactions of her mother. Poor ol
Mammy, in particular, whose heart; severed from all na.
ural domestie ties, had consoled itself with this one beantifyl
being, was alnost heart-broken. She cried day and night
and was, from excess of sorrow, less skilful and alert in her
ministrations on her mistress than usual, which drew downg
constant storm of invectives on her defenceless head.

Miss Ophelia felt the loss; but, in her good and honet
heart, it bore fruit unto everlasting life. She was more soft-
ened, more gentle; and, though equally assiduous in every
duty, it was with a chastened and quiet air, as one who con-
muned with her own heart not in vain. She was more dili
gent in teaching Topsy,— taught her mainly from the Bibl
— did not any longer shrink from her touch, or manifest u
ill-repressed disgust, because she felt none. She viewed e
now through the softened medium that Eva’'s hand had firs
held hefore her eyes, and saw in her only an immortal eres
ture, whom God had sent to be led by her to glory and vir
tue. Topsy did not become at once a saint; but the life and
death of Eva did work a marked change in her. The cl-
lous indifference was gone; there was now gensibility, hop
desire, and the striving for good,—a strife irregular, infa
rupted, suspended oft, but yet renewed again.

One day, when Topsy had been sent for by Miss Opheli,
she came, hastily thrusting something into her bosom.

“What are you doing there, you limb? You'ye bet
stealing something, I'll be bound,’’ said the imperions little
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Rosa, who bad heen sent to call her, seizing her, at the
same time, roaghly by the arm.

“You go ’long, Miss Rosa!” said Topsy, pulling from
lier; “’tan’t none o’ your business ! ”’

t None 0" your sa'ce!’” said Rosa. I saw you hiding
something,— I know yer tricks,” and Rosa seized her arm,
and tried to force her hand into her bosom, while Topsy,
enraged, kicked and fought valiantly for what she considered
her rights. The clamor and confusion of the battle drew
Miss Ophelia and St. Clare both to the spot.

““She’s been stealing ! gaid Rosa.

“I han't, neither !’ vociferated Topsy, sobbing with pas-
gi01.

“(ive me that, whatever it is!”’ said Miss Ophelia, firmly.

Topsy hesitated; but, on a second order, pulled out of her
bosom a little parcel done up in the foot of one of her own
old stockings.

Miss Ophelia turned it out. There was a small book,
which had been given to Topsy by Eva, containing a single
verse of Scripture, arranged for every day in the year, and
in 4 paper the curl of hair that she had given her on that
memorable day when she had taken her last farewell.

Bt. Clare was a good deal affected at the sight of it; the
ittle book had been rolled in a long strip of black crape, torn
irom the funeral weeds.

“What did you wrap ¢/is round the book for?”’ said St
Clare, holding up the crape.

** Cause,

cause,— cause ‘twas Miss Eva. O, don't take
‘em away, please ! ”” she said ; and, sitting flat down on the
fioor, and putting her apron over her head, she began to sob
vehemently.

It was a curious mixture of the pathetic and the ludierous,

Ll
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— the liftle old stocking,—black erape,— text-book,—fur |

soft curl,— and Topsy’s utter distress.
St. Clare smiled; but there were tearsin his eyes, as Iy

said,

% (Come, come, .
putting them together, he threw them into her lap, and drey
Miss Ophelia with him into the parlor.

“T really think you can make something of that concer”
he said, pointing with his thumb backward over his shoulder
““ Any mind that is capable of a real sorrow is capabledf
good. You must try and do something with her.”

“ The child has improved greatly,” said Miss Ophelia, “|
have great hopes of her; but, Augustine,” she said, layi
her hand on his arm, ““one thing I want to ask; whose i
this child to be?— yours or mine ? *

““Why, I gave her to you,”’ said Augustine.

¢ But not legally; —1T want her to be mine legally,” si
Miss Ophelia.

“Whew! cousin,” said Augustine. ““What will the Abdk
tion Society think? They’ll have a day of fasting appoins
for this backsliding, if you become a slave-holder !”

““ O, nonsense ! I want her mine, that I may have a righ
to take her to the free States, and give her her liberty, th
all I am ftrying to do be not undone.”

“Q, cousin, what an awful ‘doing evil that good my
come’! T can’t encourage it.”

“I don’t want you to joke, but to reason,’” said Mé
Ophelia.  “There is no use in my trying to make this chi
a Christian child, unless I save her from all the chances !
reverses of slavery; and, if you really are willing I shodd
have her, I want you to give me a deed of gift, or some legi
paper.”

don’t cry; you shall have them!” ani §§
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sell, well,”” said St. Clare, *“I will;’* and he sat down,
md unfolded a newspaper to read.

«PBut I want it done now,”” gaid Miss Ophelia.

“ What’s your hurry 77"’

i Because now is the only time there ever is to do a thing
in,” said Miss Ophelia.

and ink : just write a lml—.gr,*‘

“ Come, now, here’s paper, pen,

St. Clare, like most men of his class of mind, cordially
hated the present temse of action, gemerally ; and, therefore,
he was considerably annoyed by Miss Ophelia’s downright-
ness,

“Why, what’s the matter?’”’ said he. ¢ Can’t you take
my word? One would think you had taken lessons of the
Jews, coming at a fellow so!*

“I want to make sure of it,’”’ said Miss Ophelia. ¢ You
may die, or fail, and then Topsy be hustled off to auction,
gpite of all I can do.”

“Really, you are guite provident. Well, seeing I'm in
the hands of a Yankee, there is nothing for it but to con-
eede; " and St. Clare rapidly wrote off a deed of gift, which,
8 he was well versed in the forms of law, he could easily do,
and signed his name to it in sprawling capitals, concluding by
# tremendous flourish.

“There, isn’t that black and white, now, Miss Ver-
mont? " he said, as he handed it to her.

“Good boy,” said Miss Ophelia, smiling. “ But must it
not be witnessed 27

A0 1.":|thn_-z*!—yes. Here,” he said, opening the door into
Marie's apartment, ¢ Marie, Cousin wants your autograph ;
Just put your name down here.”

“What’s this?’’ said Marie, as she ran over the paper.
“Ridiculous | I thought Cousin was too pious for such

i oA
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horrid things,” she added, as she carelessly wrote her name
‘‘hut, if she has a fancy for that article, I am sure sl

welcome.”

“There, now, she's yours, body and soul,”” said St. Clar,
handing the paper.

¢ No more mine now than she was before,”’ said Mg
Ophelia. ** Nobody but God has a right to give her to me;
but I ean protect her now.”

“Well, she’s yours by a fiction of law, then,” said §
Clare, as he turned back into the parlor, and sat down to i
11‘.111{']‘.
| Miss Ophelia, who seldom sat much in Marie’s company,
| followed him into the parlor, having first carefully laid amy
the paper.

“ Augustine,” she said, suddenly, as she sat knitting

““have you ever made any provision for your servants, in o

of your death?”

“No,” said St. Clare, as he read on.

““Then all your indulgence to them may prove a g
cruelty, by and by.”

St. Clare had often thought the same thing himself; bu
he answered, negligently,

“ Well, I mean to make a provision, by and by.”

“When ? " gaid Miss Ophelia.

“ 0, one of these days.”

““What if you should die first?”’

““ Cousin, what’s the matter?” gaid St. Clare, laying

down his paper and looking at her. Do you think I shov
symptoms of yellow fever or cholera, that you are makin

post mortem arrangements with such zeal 2
“‘In the midst of Kfe we are in death,’”’ said Ms
Ophelia.
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St. Clare rose up, and laying the paper down; carelessly,
walked to the door that stood open on the verandah, to put an
end to & conversation that was not agreeable to him. Me-
chanically, he repeated the last word again,— * Death 17—
and, as he leaned against the railings, and watched the spark-
ling water as 1t rose and fell in the fountain; and, as in a dim
and dizzy haze, saw flowers and trees and vases of the courts,
he repeated again the mystic word so common in every
month, yet of such fearful power,—* Deatm!” * Strange
that there should be such a word,” he said, * and suech a
thing, and we ever forget it; that one should be living, warm
and beautiful, full of hopes, desires and wants, one day,
and the next be gone, utterly gone, and forever!”

It was a warm, golden evening; and, as he walked to the
other end of the verandah, he saw Tom busily intent on his
Bible, pointing, as he did so, with his finger to each succes-
sive word, and whispering them to himself with an earnest
air,

“Want me to read to you, Tom??’ gaid St. Clare, seating
himgelf carelessly by him.

“If Mas'r pleases,” said Tom, gratefully, ** Mas'r makes
it s0 much plainer.”

St. Clare took the book and glanced at the place, and
began reading one of the passages which Tom had designated
by the heavy marks around it. It ran as follows :

“When the Son of man shall come in his glory, and all
bis holy angels with him, then shall he sit upon the throne
of his glory: and before him shall be gathered all nations;
ind he shall separate them one from another, as a shepherd
divideth his sheep from the goats.” St. Clare read on in an
amimated voice, till he came to the last of the verses.

“Then shall the king say unto them on his left hand,

VOI. IL 12
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Depart from me, ye cursed, into everlasting five: for I was
an hungered, and ye gave me no meat: I was thirsty, and yg
gave me no drink: I was a stranger, and ye took me not in;
naked, and ye clothed me not: I was sick, and in prison, and
ye visited me not. Then shall they answer unto Him, Lori
when saw we thee an hungered, or athirst, or a stranger, o
naked, or sick, or in prison, and did not minister unto thee
Then shall he say unto them, Inasmuch as ye did it not t
one of the least of these my brethren, ye did it not to me.”

St. Clare seemed struck with this last passage, for he re
it twice,— the second time slowly, and as if he were revoly-
ing the words in his mind.

“Tom,” he said, *‘ these folks that get such hard measur
seem to have been doing just what I have,— living good,
easy, respectable lives; and not troubling themselves to in-
quire how many of their brethren were hungry or athirst, o
gick, or in prison.”

Tom did not answer.

St. Clare rose up and walked thoughtfully up and dom
the verandah, seeming to forget everything in ‘his om
thoughts; so absorbed was he, that Tom had to remind hin
twice that the tea-bell had rung, before he could get hi
attention.

St. Clare was absent and thoughtful, all tea-time. Aftr
tea, he and Maric and Miss Ophelia took possession of the
parlor, almosat in silence.

Marie disposed herself on a lounge, under a silken mosquits
curtain, and was soon sound asleep. Miss Ophelia silently
busied herself with her kuitting, St. Clare sat down to the
piano, and began playing a soft and melancholy movement
with the Alolian accompaniment. He seemed in a dep

reverie, and to he soliloguizing to himself by musie. Afters

little

hook

it ov

moth

gran
T
by tl
He d
:Hl'.l 1
ally
wouls

mean

L] j!




i ,'F-
LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 185
e [ little, he opened one of the drawers, took out an old musie-
Lye | hook whu.uu leaves were yellow with age, and began turning |
; ] 1L ovel . _ '-:'.;J! !]l
and “ There,” he said to Miss Ophelia, ‘‘this was one of my 1
ol B other’s books,—and here is her handwriting,— come and i
& B jook at it. She copied and arranged this from Mozart’s 1
log] Requiem.” Miss Ophelia came accordingly. (sl
th “Tt was something she used to sing often,” said St. Clare.
‘T think I can hear her now.”

read | e struck a few majestic chords, and began singing that
oly- avand old Latin piece, the * Dies Tree.” |

Tom, who was listening in the outer verandah, was drawn I'
L, by the sound to the very door, where he stood earnestly. ,
00d llu- did not understand the ‘!.‘.U]Ilw of course; but the music . :j
I md manner of singing appeared to affect him strongly, espec-
L or ully when St. Clare sang the more pathetic parts. Tom

o i

would have sympathized more heartily, if he had known the

meaning of the beautiful words :

ol
e —

Regordare Jesu pie
Quod sum cansa tum vim
Ne me perdas, illa die

. Querens me sedisti lassas .
Redemisti crucem possus 4 4]
A ftar Tantus labor non 8it cagsus.® ! |
" il i : : A iy 1
i St. Clare threw a deep and pathetic expression into the ,
it * These lines “inve been thus rather inadequately translated : W b
4 : ! .
'.“.'-.1.15}' Think, O Jesus, for what reason '
o the Thou endured’st earth’s spite and treason,
in Nor me lgse, in that dread season;
TGS Wy . |
i Secking me, thy worn feet hasted, |
Gt On the cross thy soul death tasted,
fter 8 Let not all these toils be wasted.
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words; for the shadowy veil of years seemed drawn away, and
he seemed to hear his mother's voice leading his. Voice and
instrament seemed both living, and threw out with viyid
sympathy those strains which the ethereal Mozart first con.
ceived as his own dying requiem.

When St. Clare had done singing, he sat leaning his head
upon his hand a few moments, and then began walking up
and down the floor.

““What a sublime conception is that of a last judgment!”
““ a righting of all the wrongs of ages ! —a solving

said 111‘_.
of all moral problems, by an unanswerable wisdom! Iti
indeed, a wonderful image.”’

‘It is a fearful one to us,’” said Miss Ophelia.

‘Tt ought to be to me, I suppose,” said St Clare, stopping,
thoughtfully. *“I was reading to Tom, this afternoon, that
chapter in Matthew that gives an account of it, and I havw
been quite struck with it. One should have expected soms
terrible enormities charged to those who are excluded from
Heaven, as the reason; but no,— they are condemned for n
doing positive good, as if that included every possible harm."

‘* Perhaps,” said Miss Ophelia, ¢ it is impossible for a per-
son who does no good not to do harm.”

“And what,” said St. Clare, speaking abstractedly, bu
with deep feeling, *“what shall be said of one whose om
heart, whose education, and the wants of society, have calld
in vain to some noble purpose ; who has floated on, a dreamy,
neutral spectator of the struggles, agonies, and wrongs
man, when he should haye been a worker 7

*“I should say,” said Miss Ophelia, * that he ought b
repent, and begin now."’

*“ Always practical and to the point!* said St. Clare, i
face breaking out into a smile. “You never leave me af
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time for general reflections, Cousin; you always bring me
short up against the actual present; you have a kind of efer-
nal now, always in your mind.”

“ Now is all the time I have anything to do with,” said
Miss Ophelia.

t Dear little Eva,— poor child ! ”* said St. Clare, *‘she had
set her little simple soul on a good work for me.”

It was the first time since Eva's death that he had ever
cid as many words as these of her, and he spoke now evi-
dently repressing very strong feeling,

“My view of Christianity is such,” he added, ** that I
think no man can consistently profess it without throwing the
whole weight of his being against this monstrous system of
injustice that lies at the foundation of all our society ; and, if
need be, sacrificing himself in the battle. That is, I mean that
I could not be a Christian otherwise, though I have certainly
had intercourse with a great many enlightened and Christian
people who did no such thing; and I confess that the apathy
of religions people on this subject, their want of perception
of wrongs that filled me with horror; have engendered in me
more seepticism than any other thing.”

“If you knew all this,”” said Miss Ophelia, “why did n’

you do it ? "’

“0, because I have had only that kind of benevolence
which consists in lying on a sofa, and cursing the church and
clergy for not being martyrs and confessors. One can see,
you know, very easily, how others ought to be martyrs.”

“Well, ave you going to do differently now ?*’ said Miss
Ophelia,

“God only knows the future,”” said St. Clare. “1I1 am
braver than I was, because I have lost all; and he who has
nothing to lose can afford all yisks.”

VOL. IL 12%
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¢ And what are you going to do %"

‘“ My duty, I hope, to the poorand lowly, as fast as T find j
out,” said St. Clare, * beginning with my own servants, for
whom I have yet done nothing ; and, perhaps, at some futuy
day, it may appear that I can do something for a whole class
something to save my country from the disgrace of that fuls
position in which she now stands before all civilized nations”

““ Do vou suppose it possible that a nation ever will volug-
tarily emancipate ? * said Miss Ophelia.

““ I don’t know,” said St. Clare. *“This is a day of grea
deeds. Heroism and disinterestedness are rising up, here and
there, in the earth. The Hungarian nobles set free millions
of serfs, at an immense pecuniary loss; and, perhaps, among
us may be found generous spirits, who do not estimate honor
and justice by dollars and cents.”

T hardly think so,” said Miss Ophelia.

‘ But, suppose we should rise up to-morrow and eman
cipate, who would educate these millions, and teach them hoy
to use their freedom? They never would rise to do much
among us. The fact is, we are too lazy and unpractical, our-
selves, ever to give them much of an idea of that industy
and energy which is necessary to form them into men. They
will have to go north, where labor is the fashion,— the uni-
versal eustom; and tell me, now, is there enough Christin
philanthropy, among your northern states, to bear with h
process of their education and elevation? You send thou
gands of dollars to foreign missions ; but could you endure t
have the heathen sent into your towns and villages, and give
your time, and thoughts, and money, to raise them to the
Christian standard? That’s what I want to know. If we
emancipate, are you willing fo educate? How many families

in your town, would take in a negro man and woman, teach
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them, bear with them, and seek to make them Christians?
How many merchants would take Adolph, if I wanted to
B make him a clerk; or mechanics, if T wanted him' taught a

grade? If I wanted to put Jane and Rosa to a school, how

B nmany schools are there in the northern states that would
| . ; e :
& tike them in? how many families that would board them?

and yet they are as white as many a woman, north or south.

You see, Cousin, I want justice done us. We are in a bad

position.  We are the more obvious oppressors of the negro;
but the unchristian prejudice of the north is an oppressor
almost equally severe.”

“Well, Cousin, I know it is so,”” said Miss Ophelia,—* 1
know it was so with me, till I saw that 1t was my duty to
overcome it ; but, I trust I have overcome it; and I know
there are many good people at the north, who in this matter

B nced only to be faught what their duty is, to do it. It

B would certainly be a greater self-denial to receive heathen
among us, than to send missionaries to them; but I think
we would do it.”

“ You would, I know,” said St. Clare. “ I'd like to see
anything you would n’t do, if you thought it your duty ! *’

§ “Well, I 'm not uncommonly good,” said Miss Ophelia.
*Others would, if they saw things as I do. I intend to take
Topsy home, when I go. I suppose our folks will wonder, a
first ; but I think they will be brought to see as I do. Be-

sides, I know there are many people at the north who do

exactly what you said.”
“Yes, but they are a minority ; and, if we should begin

10 emancipate to any extent, we should soon hear from you.

Miss Ophelia did not reply. There was a pause of some
moments ; and 8t. Clare’s countenance wasg overcast by a sad,
dreamy expression.
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“T don’t know what makes me think of my mother g
much, to-night,” he said. * T have a strange kind of feeling,
as if she were near me. I keep thinking of things she use
to say. Strange, what brings these past things so viyidly
back to us, sometimes ! ”’

St. Clare walked up and down the room for some minutes
more, and then said,

“T believe 1’1l go down street, a few moments, and hey
the news, to-night.”’

He took his hat, and passed out.

Tom followed him to the passage, out of the court, wd
asked if he should attend him.

“ No, my boy,”” said St. Clare. T shall be back inm
hour.”

Tom sat down in the verandah. It was a beautiful moon-
light evening, and he sat watching the rising and falling
spray of the fountain, and listening to its murmur. Ton
thought of his home, and that he should soon be a free man
and able to return to it at will. He thought how he shoull
work to buy his wife and boys. He felt the muscles of hs
brawny arms with a sort of joy, as he thought they would
soon belong to himself, and how much they could do to work
out the freedom of his family. Then he thought of his nabl
young master, and, ever second to that, came the habitul
prayer that he had always offered for him; and then hi
thoughts passed on to the beautiful Eva, whom he no
fancied that that bright face and golden hair were looking
upon him, out of the spray of the fountain. And, so musing,
he fell asleep, and dreamed he saw her coming hounding
towards him, just as she used to come, with a wreath of j&

samine in her hair, her cheeks bright, and her eyes radia
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with 1]1'“;__{1{1? : FJLIT, as he looked, she scemed to rise from the
I._.-rl_xunui: her cheeks wore a paler hue,—her eyes had a deep,
.éi\'i]:t‘ radiance, a polden halo seemed around her head —
and she vanished from his sight ; and Tom was awakened by
a Joud knocking, and a sound of many voices at the gate.

He hastened to unde it; and, with smothered voices and
heavy tread, came several men, bringing a body, wrapped in
a cloak, and lying on a shutter. The light of the lamp fell
full on the face ; and Tom gave a wild ery of amazement and
despair, that rung through all the galleries, as the men
advanced, with their burden, to the open parlor door, where
Miss Ophelia still sat knitting.

St. Clare had turned into a cafe, to look over an evening
paper.  As he was reading, an afiray arose between two gen-
tlemen in the room, whe were both partially intoxicated. St.
Clare and one or two others made an effort to separate them,
and St. Clare received a fatal stab in the side with a bowie-
knife, which he was attempting to wrest from one of them.

The house was full of cries and lamentations, shrieks and
screams ; servants frantically tearing their hair, throwing
themselves on the ground, or running distractedly about,
lhmenting. Tom and Miss Ophelia alone seemed to have
any presence of mind ; for Marie was in strong hysteric con-
vulsions, At Miss Ophelia’s direction, one of the lounges in
the parlor was hastily prepared, and the bleeding form laid
upon it.  St. Clare had fainted, through pain and loss of
blood; but, as Miss Ophelia applied restoratives, he revived,
opened his eyes, looked fixedly on them, looked earnestly
aound the room, his eyes travelling wistfully over every

object, and finally they rested on his mother’s picture.

The physician now arrived, and made his examination. 1t

was evident, from the expression of his face, that there was
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—
no hope ; but he applied himself to dressing the wound, ay
he and Miss Ophelia and Tom proceeded composedly it
this work, amid the lamentations and sobs and eries of th
affrighted servants, who had clustered about the doors and
windows of the verandah.

“ Now,” said the physician, *‘we must turn all thesy
creatures out ; all depends on his being kept quiet.”

St. Clare opened his eyes, and looked fixedly on the dis.
tressed beings, whom Miss Ophelia and the doctor were trying
to urge from the apartment. * Poor creatures!’ he saidvl
and an expression of bitter self-reproach passed over bis
face. Adolph absolutely refused<to go. Terror had deprived
him of all presence of mind; he threw himself along on the
floor, and nothing could persmade him to rise. The re
yielded to Miss Ophelia’s urgent representations, that thei
master’s safety depended on their stillness and obedience,

St. Clare could say but little; he lay with his eyes shut
but 1t was evident that he wrestled with hitter thoughts
After a while, he laid his hand on Tom’s, who was kneeling
beside him, and said, *“Tom ! poor fellow !

“ What, Mag’r? "’ said Tom, earnestly.

“I am dying!" said St. Clare, pressing his hand;
“ pray |7

“If you would like a clergyman—"" gaid the physician.

St. Clare hastily shook his head, and said again to Tom,
more earnestly, * Pray ! "

And Tom did pray, with all his mind and strength, for the
soul that was passing,—the soul that seemed looking
steadily and mournfully from those large, melancholy blue
eyes. It was litlﬁt':l”_",-' prayer offered with strong (.‘l‘}'illg and
tears.

When Tom ceased to speak, St. Clare reached out and
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took his hand, looking earnestly at him, but saying nothing.
He closed his eyes, but still retained his hold; for, in the
mtes of eternity, the black hand and the white hold each other
:\:;ith an equal elasp. He murmured softly to himself, at
broken intervals,

¢t Recordare Jesu pie—

] * £ Y

Ne me perdas—ille die

Querens me — sedisti lassus,”’

It was evident that the words he had been singing that
evening were passing through his mind,— words of entreaty
addressed to Infinite Pity. His lips moved at intervals, as
parts of the hymn fell brokenly from them.

“ His mind is wandering,”’ said the doctor.

“No! it is coming HoME, at last!’’ said St. Clare, ener-
getically ; ““at Jast ! at last!”’

The effort of speaking exhausted him. The sinking pale-
ness of death fell on him ; but with it there fell, as if shed
from the wings of some pitying spirit, a beautiful expression
of peace, like that of a wearied child who sleeps.

So he lay for a few moments. They saw that the mighty
hand was on him. Just before the spirit parted, he opened
his eyes, with a sudden light, as of joy and recognition, and
said “ Mother!’’ and then he was gone !
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CHAPTER XXIX.
i IR UNPROTECTRD.
‘ WE hear often of the distress of the negro servants, on the
: i loss of a kind master ; and with good reason, for no ereatun

on God's earth is left more utterly unprotected and desolat
than the slave in these circumstances.

The child who has lost a father has still the protection of
friends, and of the law; he is something, and can do som.
thing,— has acknowledged rights and position ; the slayve hs
I none. The law regards him, in every respect, as devoid of
! rights as a bale of merchandise. The only possible acknowl
edgment of any of the longings and wants of a human i
immortal creature, which are given to him, comes to hin

through the sovereign and irresponsible will of his master;
and when that master is stricken down, nothing remains.

|1 It The number of those men who know how to use wholly
i :il % .ih' '| | irresponsible power humanely and generously is smill
REi _L'l' 1t Everybody knows this, and the slave knows it best of all; &
'. ||* { that he feels that there are ten chances of his finding m
fi abusive and tyrannical master, to one of his finding a con-
il giderate and kind one. Therefore is it that the wail over

S MUl a kind master is loud and long, as well it may be.
' When St. Clare breathed his last, terror and consternation
: 1'- took hold of all his household, He had been stricken down
1II| i: .' 50 in a moment, in the flower and strength of his youth!
. ! Every room and gallery of the house resounded with sols

. I and shrieks of despair.

Marie, whose nervous system had been enervated by a con-
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--|!_-a:!!|_-_-'|-!1|“1*, r':'.‘-]. 21""?!.'Jl]1__-' to ﬁ‘:lr‘}'f'li't 1_]',--.,:
TN “_:- 111'.'..‘ ."il'rL'].':. -'|]'-'-1_. at T.!H_‘- E:T!-i_' I'.l‘l' L‘I‘__w_‘l"i!!'ill |1!'t';EIF_~- -i_

15 last, was nassing from one !r‘-ll'l-:i!r,_" fit to another: r!i.*].

to whom she had been joined in the mysterious tie of mar=

riage E':';"'"'l from her !:.'1'1_':'1.‘1’: without the I"'l[ of even
g parting word.

I«x Hill!q_-iiu._ ".'.,-i[h 1'35:”'::1'1[-1-5:_-:,i._' ;:;|,_.;|._,-_'|,_ ‘I‘!=1 _-'=-]}'—r'-e}_r_g- 1
nad remained with her kinsman to the last.— all eve. all ear.

. . L 7 * ~ 1 .
all attention ; domnge everythinge of the little that could be

done, and jolming with her whole soul in the tender and
impassioned prayers which the poor slave had poured forth

A

for the soul of his dying master.

When they were arrangine him for his last rest, they found
unon his bosom a small lain miniature eage. openine with ¢
up 118 DOSOIN & SINll, lJ aln minigavare case, U‘.}I_li.,l__. with o

sprine. It was the miniature of a noble and beautiful female

face; and on the reverse, under a erystal, a lock of dark hair.
They laid them back on the lifeless breast,— dust to dust.—
poor mournful relics of early dreams, which once made that
cold heart beat so warmly !

Tom’s whole soul was filled with thoughts of eternity; and
while he ministered around the lifeless elay, he did not onee
think that the sudden stroke had left him in hopeless slavery.

|

He folt at peace about his master ; for in that hour, when he
had poured forth his prayer into the hesom of his Father, he
had found an answer of quictness and assurance springing up
within himself. In the depths of his own affectionate nature,
he felt able to perceive something of the fulness of Divine
love; for an old oracle hath thus written,— ¢ He that dwell-
eth in Jove dwelleth in God, and God in him.” Tom hoped
and trusted, and was at peace.

But the funeral passed, with all its pageant of black crape,
and prayers, and solemn faces ; and back rolled the cool,

VOL. II. 3
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muddy waves of every-day life ; and up came the e*.'m'lnstir.g_;
hard inquiry of ¢ What is to be done next? ™

Tt rose to the mind of Marie, as, dressed in loose mom:
ing-robes, and surrounded by anxious servants, she sat uping
great easy-chair, and inspected samples of crape and bombs.
zine. It rose to Miss Ophelia, who began to twmn )o
thoughts towards her northern home. It rose, in silent ter.
rors, to the minds of the servants, who well knew the unfed:
ing, tyrannical character of the mistress in whose hands
they were left. All knew, very well, that ﬂn?indﬂ;muh
which had been accorded to them were not from their mis
tress, but from their master; and that, now he was g
there would be no screen between them and every tyrannos
infliction which a temper soured by affliction might devise.

It was about a fortnight after the funeral, that Miss Ophe
lia, busied one day in her apartment, heard a gentle tapsf
the door. She opened it, and there stood Rosa, the pretfy
young quadroon, whom we have before often noticed, he
hair in disorder, and her eyes swelled with erying.

‘““O, Miss Feely,” she gaid, falling on her knees, ml
catching the skirt of her dvess, ““do, do go to Miss Marie fi
me ! do 1:11::111 for me! She’s gomn’ to send me out @ be

whipped,—look there ! ” And she handed to Miss Ophelias
paper.

It was an order, written in Marie's delicate Italian hand
to the master of a whipping-establishment, to give the bears
fifteen lashes.

*“ What have you been doing 77" said Miss Ophelia.

“You know, Miss Feely, I’ve got such a bad tempe
it ’s very bad of me. I was trying on Miss Marie's dress]

and she slapped my face; and I spoke out before I thought
and was saucy ; and she said that ﬁho'nlfning'nuzdmwn,md
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Wiy have me know, once for all, that I wasn't going to be so top-
y ping as 1 had been; and she wrote this, and says I shall

i carry it. 1'd rather she ’d kill me, right out.”

i Miss Ophelia: stood considering, with the paper in her

il_] s | L".'.!u:l.

her B ‘“You see, Miss Feely,” said Rosa, “I don’t mind the
i~ B8 whipping so much, if Miss Marie or you was to do it; but,
1fiel: to be sent to & man ! and such a horrid man,— the shame

i @R of it, Miss Feely ! ”

Miss Ophelia well knew that it was the universal custom

= to eend women and young girls to whipping-houses, to the
- hands of the lowest of men,—men vile enough to make this
'|1 their profession,— there to be subjected to brutal exposure and
. shameful correction. She had known it before : but hitherto
Dobe she had never realized it, till she saw the slender form of
st B Rosa almost convulsed with distress. All the honest blood
of womanhood, the strong New England blood of liberty,
1 ];.._- flushed to her cheeks, and throbbed bitterly in her indignant
heart ; but, with habitual prudence and self-control, she mas-
; wif tered herself, and, crushing the paper firmly in her hand, she
via fr @R merely said to Rosa,
to I “ Sit down, ehild, while I go to your mistress.”
elia b * Dhameful ! monstrous ! outrageous!?” she said to her-
self, as she was crossing the parlor.
hand sShe found Marie sitting up in her easy-chair, with Mammy
beare @ Standing by her, combing her hair; Jane sat on the ground

before her, busy in chafing her feet.
“ How do you find yourself, to-day?”’ said Miss Ophelia.
T A deep sigh, and a closing of the eyes, was the only reply,

dres @ F 2 moment; and then Marie answered, ¢ O, I don’t knoyw,

Cousin; T suppose I’m as well as I ever shall be!” and
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Marie wiped her eyes with a cambric handkerchief, bordere]
with an inch deep of black.

71 came,”’ said Miss Ophelia, with a short, dry cous)
such as commenly infroduces a difficult subject,—*“I came t
speak with you about poor Rosa.”

Marie’s eyes were open wide enough now, and a flush rog
to her gallow cheeks, as she answered, sharply,

““ Well, what about her?"

““She is very sorry for her fault.”

t She is, is she? She’ll be sorrier, before I°ve done with
her! I’ve endured that child’s impudence long enough; and
now I°ll bring her down,— I°ll make her lie in the dust!”

““ But conld not you punish her some other WaY,— some
way that would be less shameful 7

‘T mean to shame her ; that’s just what I want. She hs
all her life presumed on her delicacy, and her good looks, anf
her lady-like airs, till she forgets who she 1s; —and 11l giw
her one lesson that will bring her down, I faney!”

‘“But, Cousin, consider that, if you destroy delicacy ands

|- 3 5l i b

sense of shame 1n a young girl, you deprave her very fast.”

“ Delicacy ! 7 said Marie, with a scornful laugh, — “a fi
word for such as she ! 1'll teach her, with all her airs, thil
she’s no betfer than the raggedest black wench that walk
the streets! She’ll take no more airs with me!”’

“You will answer to God for such cruelty!” said Mi
Ophelia, with energy.

“ Cruelty,—1’d like to know what the cruelty is! 1
wrote orders for only fifteen lashes, and told him to put then
on lightly. I'm sure there’s no cruelty there! ™

“No cruelty !’ said Miss Ophelia. “I’m sure any gt
Il.lil_'i.l_ rather be killed HIE‘LI']_'_’EJE Ut
It might seem so to anybody with your feeling; but el
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these creatures get used to it; it’s the only way they can be
kept in order. Once let tlwm feel that they are to take any
airs about delicacy, and all that, and they’ll run all over you,
st as my servants always have. I’ve begun now to bring
l"‘.'lr_":i'l unfh_:r_: and I'll 11:!1.'0. t]u:]n all to know that I’ll send
one out to be whipped, as goon as another, if they don’t mind

[1],;-1;';5-_-]1.'1:;1 17" gaid Mari 12, lookis ng around her :11_'r.,'51]u-'”:.‘.

Jane hune her head and cowered at this, for she felt as if
it was Ir:lrlhrlllnl'l_',‘ directed to her. Miss ('Ill;!:uli:l sat for a
moment, as if she had swallowed some explosive mixture, and
were ready to burst. Then, recollecting the utter uselessness
of contention with such a nature, she shut her lips resolutely,
mithered herself up, and walked out of the room.

It was hard to go back and tell Rosa that she could do
nothing for her; and, shortly after; one of the man-servants
came to say that her mistress had ordered him to take Rosa
with him to the whipping-house, whither she was hurried, in
gpite of her tears and entreaties.

A few days after, Tom was standing musing by the bal-
conies, when he was joined by Adolph, who, since the death
of his master, had heen entirely crest-fallen and disconsolate.
Adolph knew that Le had always been an object of dislike to
Marie; but while his master lived he had paid but little
attention to 1t. Now that Ill.' was gone, he had moved about
in dnily dread and trembling, not l{mm'mr' what might befall
him next. Marie had held several consultations with her
lawyer ; after communicating with St. Clare’s hrother, it was
determined to gell the place, and all the servants, except her
own personal property, and these she intended to take with
her, and go back to her father's plantation.

“Do ye know, Tom, that we've all got to be sold?* said
Adolph.
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“How did you hear that?’’ said Tom.

‘T hid myself behind the curtains when Missis was talking
with the lawyer. In a few days we shall all be sent off 1
auction, Tom.”

‘“ The Lord’s will be done !’ said Tom, folding his amg
and sighing heavily.

‘“We'll never get another such a master,” said Adolyh,
apprehensively; “but I’d rather be sold than take my chan
under Missis.”

Tom turned away; his heart was full. The hope of il
erty, the illl.lﬂ;,_"hl of distant wife and f:ElE]l]l'L'n, rose up befare
his patient soul, as to the mariner shipwrecked almost in por
rises the wvision of the church-spire and loving roofs of i
native village, seen over the top of some black wave only fu
one last farewell. He drew his arms tightly over his bosom,
and choked back the bitter tears, and tried to pray. T
poor old sonl had such a singular, unaccountable prejudice i
favor of liberty, that it was a hard wrench for him; and the
more he said, ““* Thy will be done,” the worse he felt.

He sought Miss Ophelia, who, ever gince Eva's death, bl
treated him with marked and respectful kindness.

¢ Miss .i"‘a:--l_!.',_“ he said, “*Mas'ry i‘ﬁE Clare 1'rl‘t'|l:l]:-"_‘-:: 1%
my freedom. He told me that he had begun to take it ou
for me: and now, perhaps, if Miss Feely would be g
enough to speak about it to Missis, she would feel like gou
on with it, as it was Maus'r St. Clare's wish.”

“I'll speak for you, Tom, and do my best,” said M
Ophelia ; “ but, if it depends on Mrs. St. Clare, I can’t hop

weh for you ; — nevertheless, T will try.”’

Phis incident oceurred a few days after that of Rosa, whil
Miss Ophelia was busied in preparations to return north.

Weriously reflecting within herself, she considered that per-
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haps she had shown too hasty a warmth of langunage in her
former interview with Marie; and she resolved that she would
now endeavor to moderate her zeal, and to be as Ct*!tf:i]i;lt':.'::'j,-‘
as possible. o the good soul gathered herself up, and, tak-
mg her knitting, resolved to go inte Marie's room, be as
.'!.,_"l'nj.‘il.i-]l’ as possible, and negotiate Tom’s case with all the
lomatic skill of which she was mistress.

She found Marie reclining at length upon a lounge, sup-
norting herself on one elbow by pillows, while Jane, who had
heen out shopping, was displaying before her cerfain samples
of thin black stuffs.

‘That will do,” said Marie, selecting one; *“only I’m not
sore about its being Prm:{-l'h' mourning.”

“ Laws, Missis,” said Jane, volubly, “Mrs. General Der-
bennon wore just this very lhm g, after the General died, last
summer ; it makes up lovely !

“What do you think?* said Marie to Miss Ophelia.

‘It’s a matter of custom, I suppose,” said Miss Ophelia.

You can judge about it better than L.

‘The fact is,”’ said Marie, ““that I haven’t a dress in the
world that I can wear; and, as Tam going to break up the

establishment, and go off, next week, I must decide upon

i ."m- you going so soon?”’

“Yes. BSt. Clare’s brother has written, and he and the
lowyer think that the servants and furniture had better be
:_.i'. up at anction, and the place left with our lawyer.”

I| ere’s one thing I wanted to spe ak with you about,”

said Miss Ophelia. ¢ Augustine promised Tom his liberty,

an |

oan the legal forms necessary to it. I hope you will

use your influence to have it perfected.”

“Indeed, I shall do no such thing!” said Marie, sharply.
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Tom is one of the most valuable servants on the place,—it
couldn't be afforded, any way. Besides, what does he wan
of liberty? He’s a great deal better off as he is.”

¢ But he does desire it, very earnestly, and his master
promised it,”” said Miss Ophelia,

“T dare say he does want it,”’ said Marie; *“they all want
it, just because they are a discontented set,— always wanting
what they haven’t got. Now, I'm principled against eman-
cipating, in any" case.
master, and he does well enough, and is respectable; but s

Keep a negro under the care of s

them free, and they get lazy, and won't work, and take @
drinking, and go all down to be mean, worthless felloy:
I’ve seen it tried, hundreds of times. It’s no favor to s
them free.”

“ But Tom is so steady, industrious, and pious.”

0, you needn’t tell me! I’ve seen a hundred like him.
Hell do very well, as long as he’s taken care of,— that's
all.”?

“ But, then, consider,” said Miss Ophelia, ““when you s
him up for sale, the chances of his getting a bad master.”

“Q, that’s all humbug !*’ said Marie; “it isn’t one tme
in a hundred that a good fellow gets a bad master; mos
masters are good, for all the talk that is made. I’ve lived
and grown up here, in the South, and I never yet was ac-
quainted with a master that didn’t treat his servants well—
quite as well as is worth while. T don’t feel any fears m
that head.”

“Well,” gaid Miss Ophelia, energetically, “I know it was
one of the last wishes of your husband that Tom should haw
his liberty; it was one of the promises that he made to dear
little Eva on her death-bed, and I should not think you

would feel at liberty to disregard it.”
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Marie had her face covered with her handkerchief at this

appeal, and began sobbing and using her gmelling-bottle, with

E
greal \'t'!lr'lilt'!lt'!'_
pt Everybody goes against me !’ she said. * Everybody is
so inconsiderate ! I shouldn’t have expected that #ou would
bring up all these remembrances of my troubles to me,—it’s
g0 inconsiderate! DBut Ill.l‘-.ﬁ-'.-'.l}' ever does consider,— my trials
are 5o peculiar! It's so hard, that when I had only one
daughter, she should have been taken! —and when I had a
husband that just exactly suited me,— and I’m so hard to be
suited ! — he should be taken! And yon seem to have so
little feeling for me, and keep bringing it up to me so care-
lessly,—when you know how it overcomes me! I suppose
you mean well; but 1t is very inconsiderate,— very !’ And
Marie sobbed, and gasped for breath, and called Mammy to
open the window, and to bring her the camphor-bottle, and
to bathe her head, and unhook her dress. And, in the gen-
eral confusion that ensued, Miss Ophelia made her escape to
fier aparvment,

She saw, at once, that it would do no good to say anything
more; for Marie had an indefinite capacity for hysteric fits;
nd, after this, whenever her hushand’s or Eva’s wishes with

recard to the servants were alluded to, she always found it
convenient to set one in operation. Miss Ophelia, therefore,
did the next best thing she could for Tom,— she wrote a let-
ter to Mrs, Shelby for him, stating his troubles, and urging

them to send to his relief.
The next day, Tom and Adolph, and some half a dozen
other servants, were marched down to a slave-warehouse, to
tha

AWalt Ll

convenience of the trader, who was going to make

up a lot for auction.
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CHAPTER XXX.
THE SLAVE WAREHOUSE.

A sLAVE warehouse! Perhaps some of my readers cop
jure up horrible visions of such a place. They fancy some
foul, obscure den, some horrible Tartarus “ informis, in-
gens, cui lumen ademptum.” But no, innocent friend; in
these days men have learned the art of sinning expertly and
genteelly, so as not to shock the eyes and senses of r
spectable society. Human property is high in the market;
and is, therefore, well fed, well cleaned, tended, and lookel
after, that it may come to sale sleek, and strong, and shining
A slave-warehouse in New Orleans is a house externally no
much unlike many others, kept with neatness; and wher
every day you may see arranged, under a sort of shed aloyg
the outgide, rows of men and women, who stand there as s
sign of the property sold within.

Then you shall be courteously entreated to call and ex-
amine, and shall find an abundance of hiusbands, wives, broth:
ers, sisters, fathers, mothers, and young children, to be “sold
separately, or in lots to suit the convenience of the pur
chaser ;" and that soul immortal, once bought with blood and
anguish by the Son of God, when the earth shook, and the
rocks rent, and the graves were opened, can be sold, leased,
mortgaged, exchanged for groceries or dry goods, to suit the
phases of trade, or the fancy of the purchaser.

It was a day or two after the conversation between Mari
and Miss Ophelia, that Tom, Adolph, and about half a dozen
others of the St. Clare estate, were turned over to the lovios
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kindness of Mr. Skeggs, the keeper of a depot on street, ; 1
B o awnit the auction, next day. t ABY
| Tom had with him quite a sizable trunk full of clothing, as
had most others of them. They were ushered, for the night,
intoa long room, where many other men, of all ages, sizes,
|I_ and shades of complexion, were assembled, and from which F
0l roars of laughter and unthinking merriment were proceeding. I !
omeg “ Ah, ha! that’s right. Go if, boys,—go it!”’ said Mn. 1
e Skeoes, the keeper. ‘“My people are. always so merry! L !
;i @ Sambo, I see!” he said, speaking approvingly to a burly i -
and P negro who was performing tricks of low buffoonery, which :
Ié: occasioned the shouts which Tom had heard. | |
cet; As might be imagined, Tom was in no humor to join these .
proceedings ; and, therefore, setting his trunk as far as possi- : ' .
ing, ble from the noisy group, he sat down on it, and leaned his |
ok face agninst the wall.
lere The dealers in the human article make scrupulous and L I
ong gystematic efforts to promote noisy mirth among them, as a \
13 means of drowning reflection, and rendering them insensible ! '
to their condition. The whole object of the training to
ek which the negro is put, from the time he is sold in the north-
ofi- B ¢m market till he arrives south, is systematically directed i 4 |
sold towards making him callous, unthinking, and brutal. The | i
put= glave-dealer collects his gang in Virginia or Kentucky, and ! -
and drives them to some convenient, uweiily place,— often a . i
the watering place,— to be fattened. Here they are fed full daily; ! .
and, because some incline to pine, a fiddle is kept commonly LR} 8
the going among them, and they are made to dance daily; and he : Y
who refuses to be merry — in whose soul thoughts of wife, or
[arie child, or home, are too strong for him to be gay — is marked |
Eel 8 sullen and dangerous, and subjected to all the evils which |
ving the ill will of an utterly irresponsible and hardened man can =
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= e i =" e = 1T
inflict wpon him. Briskness, alertness, and cheerfulness of
appearance, especially before observers, are constantly en.
forced upon them, both by the hope of thereby getting a g
master, and the fear of all that the driver may bring upm
them, if they prove unsalable.

“What dat ar nigger doin here?’’ said Sambo, coming
up to Tom, after Mr. Skeggs had left the room.  Sambo w
a full black, of great size, very lively, voluble, and full ¢
trick and grimace.

“What you doin here?” said Sambo, coming up to Ton,
“ Meditatin®, e¢h 2

E:!itl 1

and poking him facetiously in the side.
“ILam to be sold at the auetion, to-morrow!”
quictly.
‘Bold at anction,—haw ! haw! boys, an’t this yer fun? |
wish’t I was gwine that ar way !— tell ye, wouldn't I make

owine to-mor-

[

em langh?  But how is if,—dis yer whole lot
row 2" said Sambo, laying his hand freely on Adolphs
shoulder.

““ Please to let me alone ! " said Adolph, fiercely, straigh-
ening himself up, with extreme disgust.

““ Law, now, hoys! dis yer's one o’ yer white niggers—
kind o’ cream color, ye know, scented !’ said he, comingup
to Adolph and snuffing. 0, Lor! he’d do for a tobaccer-
stiop; they could keep him to scent snuff! Lor, he’d kegp
a whole shope agwime,— he would !

“I say, keep off, can’t you?"’ said Adolph, enraged.

“ Lor, now, how touchy we is,— we white pizoers! Lok
at us, now!” and Sambo gave a ludiecrous imitation of

Adolph’s manner; “here’s de airs and graces. We’s bemn

in a good family, I spees.”
“Yes,” said Adolph; “T had a master that could baw

bought you all for old truek ! *

—
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. _— : e
s of “Taws, now, Only think,’’ said Sambo, ‘the gentlemens i
en- B that weis!”’ e .
xl @  “I belonged to the St. Clare family,” said Adolph ll' 2 |1 TR
s ey Sl
i udly. |i o
B “Lor, you did! Be hanged if they ar’ n’'t lucky to get «_:'i‘ |
ning @8 shet of ye. Spects they’s gwine to trade ye off with a lot o' %1‘ | :
Was l eracked tea-pots and sich like !”” said Sambo, with a provok- t | f
L0 ing grin. mll A
Adolph, enraged at this taunt, flew furiously at his adver-
gary, swearing and striking on every side of him. The rest .'
: laughed and shouted, and the uproar brought the keeper to :
lom, B the door.
“What now, boys? Order,— order!” he said, coming in H'q
1?1 and flourishing o large whip. ; J
nake All fled in different directions, except Sambo, who, pre- ' =
no- @ suming on the favor which the keeper had to him as a licensed T
pi's 3 wag, stood his ground, ducking his head with a facetious I e
grin, whenever the master made a dive at him. | :
ght: “Lor, Mas'r, tan’t us,— we’s reglar stiddy,—it’s these '
yer new hands ; they’s real aggravatin’,— kinder pickin’ at
8= ng, all fime ! ¥’
rup @ The keeper, at this, turned upon Tom and Adolph, and dis- |
06T tributing a few kicks and cuffs without much inguiry, and 1 '
keep leaving general orders for all to be good boys and go to sleep, L ”w
left the apartment. f
1r‘-ll.lh‘ this scene was going on in the men’s sleeping-room, '
"k he reader may be curious to take a peep at the corresponding , §ou
L of apartment allotted to the women. Stretched out in various '- Mg
heen attitudes over the floor. he may see numberless H]t’*l']'l]'ll_'_j forms
of every shada of complexion, from the purest ebony to white, |
1078 and of all years, from childhood {o old age, lying now asleep. |
Here is a fine hright girl, of ten years, w 'hﬂsc mother was sold -

VOL. IT. 14 . i
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out yesterday, and who to-night cried herself to sleep whey
nobody was looking at her. Here, a worn old negress, whoy
thin arms and callous fingers: tell of hard toil, waiting to I
sold to-morrow, as a cast-off article, for what ean he got fi
her; and some forty or fifty others, with heads variously
enveloped in blankets or-articles of clothing, lie stretehy
around them. But, in a corner, sitting apart from the ret
are two females of a more interesting appearance than eom.
mon. One of these is a respectably-dressed mmulatto woma
between forty and fifty, with soft eyes and a gentle and pless
ing physiognomy. She has on her head a high-raised fu-
ban, made of a gay red Madras handkerchief, of the firs
quality, and her dress is neatly fitted, and of good materi)
ghowing that she has been provided for with a careful hand
By her side, and nestling closely to her, is a young girld
fifteen— her daughter. She is a quadroon, as may be se
from her fairer complexion, though her likeness to her moth
is quite discernible. She has the same soft, dark eye, it
longer lashes, and her curling hair is of a luxuriant brow
She also is dressed with great neatness, and her white, delicai
hands betray very little acquaintance with servile toil. The
two are to be sold to-morrow, in the same lot with the 8
Clare servants ; and the gentleman to whom they belong, s
to whom the money for their sale is to be transmitted, 5's
member of a Christian church in New York, who will receir:
the money, and go thereafter to the saerament of his Lo
and theirs, and think no more of it.

These two, whom we shall call Susan and Emmeline, nd
been the pergonal attendants of an amiable and pious lady &
New Orleans, by whom they had been carefully and piously
instructed and trained. They had been taught to read ati

gir

write, diligently instructed in the truths of religion, and th
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'p whis @8 ot had been as happy an one as in their condition it was pos-
5 Whose @ gible to be. But the only son of their protectress had the

z tol B management of her property ; and, by carelessness and extray-
ot fi grance involved it to a large amount, and at last failed. One

s

ious) of the largest creditors was the respectable firm of B. & Co.,
vetchs in New York, B. & Co. wrote to their lawyer in New
he rest @ (Orleans. who attached the real estate (these two articles and
N Com- 3 lot of Ill:m:'riliuu hands formed the most valuable part of it),
and wrote word to that effect to New York. Brother B.,

being, as we have said, a Christian man, and a resident in a

ed tur. free State, felt some uneasiness on the subject. He didn't
he f like trading in slaves and souls of men,— of course, he didn’t;

hut, then, there were thirty thousand dollars in the case, and
| haud that was rather too muech money to be lost for a prineiple;
i and so, after much considering, and asking advice from those
be gefd that he knew would advise to suit him, Brother B. wrote to

his lawyer to dispose of the business in the way that seemed

to him the most suitable, and remit the proceeds.

L b 1 . g " 1 . T £y

The day after the letter arrived in New (_.'I'IL‘:LIHI. Susan
del and Emmeline were attached, and sent to the depot to await

Ll a general aunction on the following morning; and as they
glimmer faintly upon us in the moonlight which steals through
g, i the orated window, we may listen to their conversation. Both

are weeping, but each rlllinrllk‘-'. that the other may not hear.

rece “Mother, just lay your head on my lap, and see if you
s Lonl ean't sle £p o 1{1{11’,'? BOVS the _Ll] Et‘_‘.'illg L0 appear calm.

“I haven't any heart to sleep, Em; I can’t; it’s the last
mght we may be together!*

*0, mother, don’t say 80! }'krl'}i{lf's we shall get sold to-
‘{'-'5-1;"'!}—‘&'-'5:!} knows 1"

*1f "t was anybody’s else case, I should say so, too, Em,”
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gaid the woman; * but I’m go feard of losin’ you that I don't

see anything but the danger.™

“Why, mother, the man said we were both likely, and
would sell well.”

Susan remembered the man’s looks and words. With 4
deadly sickness at her heart, she remembered how he ha
looked at Emmeline’s hands, and lifted up her curly hair,
and pronounced her a first-rate article. Susan had bey
trained as a Christian, bronght up in the daily reading of the
Bible, and had the same horror of her child’s being sold tos
life of shame that any other Christian mother might haye;
but she had no hope,— no protection.

“Mother, I think we might do first rate, if you could g
a place as cook, and I as chamber-maid or seamstress, in some
family. I dare say we shall. Let’s both look as bright and
lively as we can, and tell all we can do, and perhaps we
shall,” said Emmeline.

““ I want yon to brush your hair all back straight, to-mor
row,” said Susan.

“What for, mother? I don’t look near so well, th
yay.”’

“Yes, but you’ll sell better so.”

“I don't see why ! ** said the child,

‘“ Respectable families would be more apt to buy you, if
they saw you looked plain and decent, as if you wasn't try-
ing to look handsome. I know their ways better 'n you do,’
said Susan.

“ Well, mother, then I will.”

“ And, Emmeline, if we shouldn’t ever see each other

again, after to-morrow,— if [’m sold wav up on a plantation
- 1 . Y I I

somewhere, and you somewhere else, always remember how

you’ve been brought up, and all Missis has told you; fake
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our Bible with you, and your hymu-book; and if you're

v
f

ithful to the Lord, he’ll be faithful to you.”

1

o ﬁln;'dks, the poor soul, in sore discouragement; for she

knows that to-morrow any man, however vile and brutal,
however godless and merciless, if he only has money to pay
far her, may become owner of her ui.]l]"__’_ilf_{:l‘,l body and soul:

R 3

and then, how is the child to be fuithful? She thinks of all

this. as she holds her danghter in her arms, and wishes that

¥

she were not handsome and attractive. If seems almost an

ageravation to her to remember how purely and piously,
how much above the ordinary lot, she has been brought up.
But she has no resort but to pray; and many such prayers
o God have gone up from those same trim, neatly-arranged,
respectable slaye-prisons,— prayers which God has not f
gotten, as a coming day shall show; foritiswritten, * Whoso
causeth one of these little ones to offend, it were better for
him that a mill-stone were hanged about his neck, and that
he were drowned in the depths of the sea.”

The soft, earnest, quiet moonbeam looks in fixedly mark-
ing the bars of the grated windows on the prostrate, sleeping
forms, The mother and daughter are singing together a wild
and melancholy dirge, common as a funeral hymn among the
slaves :

“ (). where is weeping _'.[-._1-:,- ;
0, where is weeping Mary ?
*Rived in the goodly land.
Bhe is dead and gone to Heaven 3
She is dead and gone to Heaven ;

*Rived in the goodly land.”’

These words, sung by voices of a peculiar and melancholy
eveetness, in an air which seemed like the sighing of earthly
- P - 3 1 5 - a ;
Gespair after heavenly hope, floated through the dark prison
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rooms with a pathetic cadence, as verse after verse wy
breathed out:
“ 0, where are Paul and Silas ?
0, where are Paul and Silas?
Gone to the goodly land.
They are dead and gone to Heaven ;
They are dead and gone to Heaven ;
'Rived in the goodly land."

Sing on, poor souls! The night is short, and the mornin
will part you forever!

But now it i8 morning, and everybody is astir; and the
worthy Mr. Skeggs is busy and bright, for a lot of goodsis
to be fitted out for auction. There i3 a brisk look-out on the
toilet ; injunctions passed around to every one to put on thei
best face and be spry; and now all are arranged in a circly
for a last review, before they are marched up to the Bourse.

Mr. Skeggs, with his palmetto on and his cigar in hi
month, walks around to put farewell touches on his wares.

“How’s this?" he said, stepping in front of Susan and
Emmeline. * Where'’s your cunrls, gal?”

.
I:_‘
ot

The girl looked timidly at her mother, who, with
smooth adroitness common among her class, answers,

“I was telling her, last night, to put up her hair smooth
and neat, and not havin’ it flying about in curls; looks mors
1‘(~5i ectable go.”’

““Bother!” said the man, peremptorily, turning to the
girl; *you go right along, and curl yourself real smart!”
He added, giving a erack to a rattan he held in his hand,
““ And be back in quick time, too !

“You go and help her,” he added, to the mother. *Them

curls may make a hundred dollars difference in the sale of her.”

»* W E e * ¥ L
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Beneath a splendid dome were men of all nations, moving
to and fro, over the marble pave. On every side of the cir=
cular area were little tribunes, or stations, for the use of
gpeakers and auctioneers. Two of these, on opposite sides of
the area, were now occupied by brilliant and talented gentle-
men, enthusiastically forcing up, in English and French com-
mineled, the bids of connoisseurs in their various wares. A
third one, on the other side, still unoecupied, was surrounded
by & group, waiting the moment of sale to begin. And here
we may recogmze the St. Clare servants,— Tom, Adolph,
and others; and there, too, Susan and Emmeline, awaiting
their turn with anxious and dejected faces. Various specta-
tors, intending to purchase, or not intending, as the case
might be, gathered around the group, handling, examining,
and commenting on their various points and faces with the
ame freedom that a set of jockeys discuss the merits of a
horse.

‘‘Hulloa, AIf! what brings you here?’ said a young
exquisite, slapping the shoulder of a sprucely-dressed young
man, who was examining Adolph through an eye-glass.

“Well, I was wanting a valet, and I heard that St. Clare’s
lot was going. I thought I°d just look at his —*

*Catch me ever buying any of St. Clare’s people!  Spoilt
niggers, every one. Impudent as the devil!” said the
other,

“Never fear that!’’ said the first. *If I get’em, I'll
soon have their airs out of them; they’ll soon find that
they 've another kind of master to deal with than Monsienr
St. Clare.  "Pon my word, I'll buy that fellow. I like the
shape of him. "’

“You’ll find it 'l take all you've got to keep him. He's
dencedly extravagant!”’

&
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“Yes, but my lord will find that he can’t be extravagun
with sne.  Just let him be sent to the calaboose a few times
and thoroughly dressed down! I’ll tell you if it don’t bring
him to a sense of his ways! O, I'll reform him, up hill and
down,— you'll see. I buy him, that’s flat!”

Tom had been standing wistfully examining the multitude

of faces thronging around him, for one whom he would wish

to call master. And if you should ever be under the neces-
sity, sir, of selecting, out of two hundred men, one who w
to become your absolute owner and disposer, you would, per-
haps, realize, just as Tom did; how few there were that you
would feel at all comfortable in being made over to. Tom
saw abundance of men,— great, burly, gruff men; litil;
chirping, dried men; long-favored, lank, hard men; and
every variety of stubbed-looking, commonplace men, who pick
up their fellow-men as one picks up chips, putting them int
the fire or a basket with equal unconcern, according to their
convenience; but he saw no St. Clare.

A little before the sale commenced, a short, broad, muse-
lar man, in a ehecked shirt considerably open at the hosom,
and pantaloons much the worse for divt and wear, elbowel
his way through the crowd, like one who is going actively
into a business; and, coming up to the group, began to ex-
amine them systematically. From the moment that Ton
saw him approaching, he felt an immediate and revolting
horror at him, that increased as he came near. He was
His round,

bullet head, large, light-gray eyes, with their shaggy, sady

evidently, though short, of gigantic strength.

eye-brows, and stiff, wiry, sun-burned hair, were rather un-
prepossessing items, it is to be confessed: his large, coarse

mouth was distended with tobacco, the juice of which, from

time to time, he ejected from him with great decision and

ern
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explosive force; his hands were immensely large, hairy, sun-
burped, freckled, and very dirty, and garnished with long
pails, in a very foul condition. This man proceeded to a
very free personal examination of the lot. Ile seized Tom
by the jaw, and pulled open his mouth fo inspect his teeth;
made him strip up his sleeve, to show his musele ; turned him
round, made him jump and spring, to show his paces.

“Where was you raised !” he added, briefly, to these in-
vestigations.

“In Kintuck, Mas’r,”” said Tom, looking about, as if for
deliverance.

“What have you done? "

“ Had care of Mas'r’s farm,” said Tom.

“Likely story ! ** said the other, shortly, as he passed on.
He paused a moment before Dolph; then spitting a discharge
of tobacco-juice on his well-blacked boots, and giving a con-
temptuous umph, he walked on. Again he stopped before
Susan and Emmeline. He put out his heavy, dirty hand,
and drew the gir]l towards him; passed it over her neck and
bust, felt her arms, looked at her teeth, and then pushed her

back against her mother, whose patient face showed the suf-

ferine she had been goin

e
= = o

ag through at every motion of the
hideous stranger.

The girl was frightened, and began to cry.

“Btop that, you minx !"” said the salesman; *no whimp-
ering here,— the sale is going to begin.”’ And accordingly
the sale begun,

Adolph was knocked off, at a’ good sum, to the young gen-
teman who had previously stated his intention of buying
bim; and the other gervants of the St. Clare lot went to
various bidders,
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‘“ Now, up with you, boy! d’ye hear ?*’ said the auction-

eer to Tom.

Tom stepped upon the block, gave a few anxious looks
round ; all seemed mingled in a common, indistinct noise,—
the clatter of the salesman crying off his qualifications in
French and English, the quick fire of French and English
bids; and almost in a moment came the final thump of the
hammer, and the clear ring on the last syllable of the word
“dollars,” as the auctioneer announced his price, and Tom
was made over.— He had a master!

He was pushed from the block ; — the short, bullet-headed
man geizing him roughly by the shoulder, pushed him to ong
gide, saying, in a harsh voice, * Stand there, you!”

Tom hardly realized anything; but still the bidding went
Down

She goes down

clattering, now French, now English.

on,— rattling,
goes the hammer again,— Susan is sold !
from the block, stops,- looks wistfully back,— her daughter
stretches her hands towards her. She looks with agony in
the face of the man who has bought her,— a respectable mid-
dle-aged man, of benevolent countenance.

“0, Mas'r, pleage do buy my daughter!”

“T'd like to, but I'm afraid I can’t afford it !’’ said the
gentleman, looking, with painful interest, as the young gil
mounted the block, and looked around her with a frightened
and timid glance.

The blood flushes painfully in her otherwise colorless
cheek, her eye has a feverish fire, and her mother groans
to see that she looks more beautiful than she ever saw her
before. The anctioneer sees his advantage, and expatiates
volubly in mingled French and English, and bids rise in
rapid sucecession.

“I'll do anything in reason,’” said the benevolent-looking

acca
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pentleman, pressing in and joining with the bids. In a few
:Ln-:mmnts they have run beyond his purse, He is silent: the
suctioneer grows warmer; but bids gradually drop off. It
lies now between an aristocratic old citizen and our bullet-
headed acquaintance. The citizen bids for a few turns, con-
temptuously measuring his opponent; but the bullet-head
has the advantage over him, both in obstinacy and concealed
length of purse, and the controversy lasts but a moment; the
hammer falls,— he has got the girl, body and soul, unless
Giod help her !

Her master is Mr. Legree, who owns a cotton plantation
on the Red river. She is pushed along into the same lot with
Tom and two other men, and goes off, weeping as she goes.

The benevolent gentleman is sorry; but, then, the thing
happens every day! One sees girls and mothers crying, at
these sales, always! it can’t be helped, &e.; and he walks
off, with his acquisition, in another direction.

Two days after, the lL.wyer of the Christian firm of B. &
Co., New York, sent on their money to them. On the
reverse of that draft, so obtained, let them write these words
of the great Paymaster, to whom they shall make up their
sccount in & future day: ¢ When he maketh inguisition
Jor blood, he forgetteth not the cry of the humble!”
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CHAPTER XXXIL.
THE MIDDLE PASSAGE.

*“Thou art of purer eyes than to behold evil, and canst not look upa
iniquity : whercfore lookest thou upon them that deal treacherously, and

holdest thy tongue when the wicked devoureth the man that is more rieht

o

eous than he ?’—Hap. 1: 13,

Ox the lower part of a small, mean boat, on the Red river,
Tom gat,— chains on his wrists, chains on hjs feet, and s
weight heavier than chains lay on his heart. Al had faded
from his sky,— moon and star; all had passed by him, s
the trees and banks were now passing, to return no mor
Kentucky home, with wife and children, and indulgent
owners; St. Clare home, with all its refinements and splen.
dors; the golden head of Eva, with its saint-like eyes; the
proud, gay, handsome, seemingly careless, yet ever-kind St
Clare; hours of ease and indulgent leisure,— all gone! and
in place thereof, what remains ?

It is one of the bitterest apportionments of a lot of slavery,
that the negro, sympathetic and assimilative, after acquiring,
in a refined family, the tastes and feelings which form the
atmosphere of such a place, is not the less liable to become
the bond-slave of the coarsest and most brutal,—just as s
chair or table, which onee decorated the superb galoon, comes,
at last, battered and defaced, to the bar-room of some filthy
tavern, or some low haunt of vulgar debanchery. The gres
difference is, that the table and chair cannot feel, and the
man can; for even a legal enactment that he shall be
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“taken, reputed, adjudged in law, to be a chattel personal,’’
b cannot blot out his soul, with its own private little world of
B memories, hopes, loves, fears, and desires
| Mr. Simon Legree, Tom’s master, had purchased slaves at
| one !.l:p;l‘ :;‘.Jii :'.I."_J[]:t_'l': [I: }'r.-ll_‘\'.' L3S cans, to 1]”_- 1I11IJ£]P131' {_‘.f
' gizht, and driven them, handeuffed, in r::l[[lln--c of two and two,
down to the good steamer Pirato, which lay at the levee,
ready for a trip up the Red river,
Having got them iltil'i_‘-.' en boaxd, and the boat being off,

he came round, with that air of efficieney which ever char-
acterized him, to take a review of them. Stopping opposite
river to Tom, who had been attired for sale in his best broadeloth

and o suit, with well-starched linen and shining boots, he briefly

fided r.-.‘-.'|=]‘|:5.~:_--1 himself as follows :
1m, 13 t Stand ‘lt',-.".
more. § Tom stood up.

|1i._-.-[;: "leiil__‘ |!,"ih 1]'.:‘.1 .‘:"L':“:i"‘: r i lth-:iL a8 rr'.'E!!. '_'!l‘_‘l[!!':i-'-“.'f.'ll T!“m' ]Jiﬁ
splen- letters, proceeded to do it, he assisted him, by pulling it, with
3 the no gentle hand, from his neck, and putting it in his pocket.
St Legree now turned to Tom’s trunk, which, previous to this,
| and he had been ransacking, and, taking from it a pair of old
pntaloons and a dilapidated coat, which Tom had been wont
avery, o put on about his stable-work, he said, liberating Tom’s

1iring, hands from the handeufiy, aud pointing to a recess in among

n the the hoxes.

ecomt “You go there, and put these on.”

i a8 8 Tom i-"--.'l'.'l."1.. and in a few moments returned.
WOMmEs, ake off your boots Y aaid Mr. Tem

ilthy Tom did so

areal * There,” said the former, throwing him a pair of coarse,
d the stont ."‘:Jll.l_-":_'-'-g such as were common among the 51:].‘;"05, ”l)‘ﬂt
dl be these on.”?

-
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In Tom's hurried exchange, he had not forgotten to trans h
fer his cherished Bible to his pocket. It was well he did so:
for Mr. Legree, having refitted Tom’s handeuffs, proceeded
deliberately to investigate the contenis of his pockets. T
drew out a silk handkerchicf, and put it into his own pocket
Several little trifles, which Tom had treasured, chiefly becaus
they had amused Eva, he looked upon with a contemptuons
grunt, and tossed them over his shoulder into the river.

Tom's Methodist hymn-hook, which, in his hurry, he hal
forgotten, he now held up and turned over.

3 f
e

““ Humph ! pious, to be sure, So, what’s yer name— sif
you belong to the church, eh?”

¢ Yes, Mas'r,’’ said Tom, firmly.

“ Well, I'Il goon have that out of you. I have noneo
yer bawling, praying, singing niggers on my place;
remember. Now, mind younrself,”” he said, with a stamp and
a fierce glance of his gray eye, directed at Tom, “Fm your
church now! You understand,— you 've got to be as [ say." fa

Something within the silent black man answered No! and,
as if repeated by an invisible voice, came the words of an dld
prophetic scroll, as Eva had often read them fo him,— * Fear
not! for I have redeemed thee. I have called thee by my
name. Thou art MINE! "

But Simon Legree heard no voice. That voice is one he
never shall hear. He only glared for a moment on {be
downeast face of Tom, and walked off. He took Tom's trunk,
which contained a very neat and abundant wardrobe, to the

forecastle, where it was soon surrounded by various hands ol

the boat. With much laughing, at the expense of miggems th
who tried to be gentlemen, the articles very readily were sold I
to one and another, and the empty trunk finally put up at auc- at
tion. It was a good joke, they all thought, especially to &
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how Tom looked a
i Lo
and that;

P 3 g
niet E!.:l:! i:I]_ anck

and then

]'.,1._ a1y

fter his things, as they were going this way

the auvction of the trunk, that was fun-
||'."1-'if"5'1r;"':.

SIS,

1 § ol A
abundant wittici

[his little aliair being eover, Simon sauntered up again fo
liis P Ly,

‘Now, Tom, L’ve relieved you of any extra bagpace,

1 & Take mighty godd care of them cloth 1t°ll be
. nough “fore you get more. I go in for making niggers

ful: one suit h

Simon next walked up to the

ear,’”’ he snid,

i’.!'-.'l.-]".'.'.l.":!”"

a8 to do i'-,li' one :.'IZ':'.!'] onmy ]."l.El\.'L.
'!

woman.,

chucking her under the chin,

look of horror,

. ) - .."I
: fricht and aversion, with
N 4 1 4 3 7 L y L | T

vhich the girl regarded him, did not escape his eye. He
i I PR o
Towned nerceiy.

“Avone o0 your shoine ral | vo 10 K¢ : ;,.'!.--,-_;- nt

| 1 b 1 L] 1
jace, whnen l "'-1?'l'n"l}". fo ve.—d’ve hear'? Ana you, you ﬁ]:'],

vellow Noed moons
i

muiatio woman 1o
( that sort ol
¥

T gnx

S L]

by a fasein

1 - 1 -
ne resembling a

‘il I . . A
bard as iron Anocking down

7. all on ve.” he said rei

Sl ]....‘. :flil]!]!-JTl'jf

eft 1t ! ' he said, bringing it dow

1
It these yer bones !

hine!’’ he said, giving a shove to the
, “* don’t you

I tell

whom Ewmmeline was

You's pot to lool

i

r' : "l (e B
chipper,

reating a pace or two back,

me,— look me right

his for

oYW

in the eye,—
&4t every 11:11‘.?1;‘,
: ¥

ation. ‘every eyve was directed to the

" -

mg greenish-gray eye of Simon.

":\'.'m-.-l‘“ said he,

+ w

ieavy fist into some-
‘“d"ye see this fist ?
"lJDDk

yer fist has got as

doubling his great, ]
lL.L"'Lx.s.' ]. ] ]i!l]ulh;l."!‘

n on Tom's ]J .

Well, I tell ye this

nicoers. 1 never see the
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nigger, yet, I could n’t bring down with one crack,” said he ¢ &
brin: Jn‘r his fist down so near to the face of Tom that he winked i
and drew back. ¢ I don’t keep none o’ yer cussed overseers

I does my own overseeing; and I tell you things is seen 1

i You 's every one on ye got to toe the . I tell ye; quick |
' — straight,— the moment I speak. Tli.‘it 's the wu:,' to keey L
in with me. Ye won’t find no soft spot in me, nowhern {
] So, now, mind yerselves; for I don’t show no mercy ! ” :
];F The women inveluntarily drew in their breath, and {he B
E whole gang sat with downeast, dejected faces. Meanwhile
L mimon turned on his he Il. and marched up to the bar of ihe
-[ boat for a dram.
“That’s the way I begin with my niggers,’” he said, to

gentlemanly man, who had stood by him' during his speed

I
{] ;| l | ‘“It’s my system to begin strong,— just let 'em kmow what M
4 o ) '
1 LS 4 to expect.’
[ I 1 'k n]
4 h L R I 55 # - 3 - 4 2" ¥ i t
| 1'I ,| ' ““ Indeed ! ”” said the stranger, looking upon him with the .
i | -.,';l- . | | & - " . ~ ' 1\
YRR it curiosity of a naturalist studying some out-of-the-way spedi- Al
| 41 . | o L ot I 1
' nen. !
(e | ““Yes, indeed. I’m none o' yer gentlemen planters, with
I8! ! lily fingers, to slop round and be cheated by some old cuss of =
PR . ]

l
Ll 1111 an overseer ! Just feel of my knuckles, now; look at my
| .. | I'I 2] ] . - '] i § - - :
| ; fist. Tell ye, gir, the flesh on’t has come jest like a stone

= i Iﬂd“l[-—ﬂi::‘ on niggers,— feel on it.”?

¥ The stranger -'tI'J'lllii':-'l hig fingers to the implement in ques. a '
tion, and simply said, t 1-;|
] "T'is hard enough ; and, T e '
t': has made your heart just like it.”” fen
1 el “ Why, yes, I may say so,”’ said Simon, with a hearty P
laugh.  “T reckon there ’s as little soft in me as in any one i

going. Tell you, nobody comes it over me! Niggers never
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pets round me, neither with squalling nor soft soap,— that’s

i TGL.

[ i

“You have a fine lot there.”

‘ Real,” said Simon. “ There s that Tom, they telled me
he was suthin’ uncommon, I paid a little high for him, tendin’
him for a driver and a managing chap; only get the notions
out that he ’s larut by bein’ treated as niggers never ought to
be, he'll do prime ! The yellow woman I got took inin. I

yther think she’s sickly, but I shall put her through for
what she ’s worth ; she may last a year or two. I don’tgo

for savin’ miggers. Use up, and buy more, ’'s my way; —

1 Jess trouble, and I’m quite sure it comes cheaper

1 13 1
|

in the end : ” and Simon Fﬁilﬁp{’d his 5,‘;'5:1.:‘-}.

g do they generally last?” said the

“Well, donno; ’cordin’ as their constitution 1s. Stout
fellers last six or seven years; trashy ones gets worked up in
two or three. I used to, when I fust begun, have consider-
able trouble fussin’ with ’em and trying to make 'em hold
ont,— doctorin’ on ’em up when they’s sick, and givin’ on
em clothes and blankets, and what not, tryin’ to keep ’em

all sort o’ decent and comfortable. Law, ’twasn't no sort o’

use; Ilost money on 'em, and ’t was heaps o trouble. Now,

you see, I just put "em straight through, sick or well. When

L

one nigger ‘s dead, T buy another; and I find it comes cheaper
and easier, every way.”

[he stranger turned away, and seated himself beside a
gentleman, who had been listening to the conversation with
:"-'j'-l'l"“-ﬂ'.'t.l uneasiness.

“You must not take that fellow to be any specimen of
Southern planters,”” said he.

VOL. IL 15%
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““I should hope not,” said the young gentleman, with
emphasis.

““He is a mean, low, hrutal {ellow !’ said the other.

““ And yet your laws allow him to held any number of
human beings subject to his absolute will, without even 3
shadow of protection ; and, low as he is; you cannot say that
there are not many such.”’

“Well,” said the other, * there are also many considerate
and humane men among planters.”

‘ Granted,’” said the young man; * but, in my opinion, it is
}*1}[1 F.'l'r]'.':-;!El.'J':]'E"'. humane men, 1EJ;=L are ':‘r.'*}h‘!]lr‘-”lh" for :.tl l

brutality and outrage wroucht by these wretches; hecanss,

if it were not for your sanction and influence, the whale

system eould not keep foot-hold for an hour. If there wer
no planters: except such as that one,” said he, pointing witl
his fincer to Legree, who stood with his back to them, “ il
whole thing would go down like a mill-stone. It is
respectability and. humanity that licenses and protects his
brutality.”

i . 1 ca ; .
“You certamnly have a high opinion of my good nature,

said the planter, smiline : *“ but I advise you not to talk quite

so loud, as there are people on board the boat who might nat
be iilliEL‘ 80 tolerant to l'.l‘E%i‘.'Ii'-VEl ag 1 am. You had better wai
till I get np to my plantation, and there you may abuse usall
quite at your leigure.”

The young gentleman colored and smiled, and the tw
were soon busy in a game of backgammon. Meanshile,
another conversation was going on in the lower part of the
boat, between Emmeline and the mulatto woman with whom
she was confined. As was natural, they were excliangng
with each other some particulars of their history.

** Who did you belong to 7" said Emmeline.

P

hin

g
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«Well, my Mas’r was Mr. Ellis,—lived on Levee-street.

P'raps you 've seen the house.”

t Was he good to you?’? said Emmeline.

“Mostly, till he tuk sick. He’s lain sick, off and on,
more than six months, and been orful oneasy. ’Pears like
hie warnt willin’ to have nobody rest, day nor night; and got
o cwrous, there could n’t nobody suit him. ’Pears like he
just grew crosser, every day ; kep me up nights till I got
farly beat out, and could n’t keep awake no longer; and
cause I got fo sleep, one night, Lors, he talk so orful to me,
and he tell me he’d sell me to just the hardest master he
could find ; and he ’d promised me my freedom, too, when he
died.”

“Had you any friends ? ”’ said Emmeline.

“Yes, my husband,— he’s a blacksmith. Mas’r gen'ly
hired him out. They took me off so quick, I didn’t eyen

have time to see him: and I’s got four children. O, dear

il d

1

me! " said the woman, covering her face with her hands.

It i3 a natural impulse, in every one, when they hear a tale
of distress, to think of something to say by way of econsola-
tion. Emmeline wanted to say something, but she could not
think of anything to say. What was there to besmid? As
by a common consent, they both avoided, with fear and
dread, all mention of the horrible man who was now their
True, there is religions trust for even the darkest hour.
The mulatto woman was a member of the Methodist church,
md had an unenlightened but very sincere spirit of piety.
E'.!':‘.I:i"}‘lll-" had been educated much more 'I1'1:t'1]fg'.‘.'lll]}-‘l.—
tught to read and write, and diligently instructed in the
Bible, by the care of a faithful and pious mistress; yet, wonld
it not try the faith of the firmest Christian, to find them-

1
! }
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selves abandoned, apparently, of God, in the grasp of ruth.
less violenece ? How mueh more must it shake the faith of

Christ’s poor little oues, weak in knowledge and tender i

r.“l:_? I-I.a'.f_t Ii'.lﬂ'l_':[ i i“-.'r.'];-:.-LUl T.'il]i. iL.-C \'-41-[_;_;‘11{ r,'ui_l S0TTO.
—up the red, muddy, turbid current, throngh the abrupt,
tortuous windings of the Red river; and sad eyes gazed
wearily on the steep l'l_'r.[-a'laz_‘,' banks, as they l:;;l'u[ur! by in
dreary sameness. At last the bont stopped at a small tows

and Legree, with his party, disembarked.

CHAPTER XXXIL
DARK PLACES,

** The dark places of the earth nve full of the habitations of cruelty”

TrATLING wearily behind a rude wagon, and over a rude
road, Tom and his associates faced onward.

In the wagon was seated Simon Legree; and the tw
women, still fettered together, were stowed away with soms
baggagze in the back part of if, and the whole company wer
seeking Liegree’s plantation, which lay a good distance off

It was a wild, forsaken road, now winding through dveary
pine barrens, where the wind whispered mournfully, and now
over log causeways, through long cypress swamps,
doleful trees rising out of the slimy, spongy ground, hung
with long wreaths of funereal black moss, while ever and
anon the loathsome form of the moecasin snake might be s
sliding among broken stumps and shattered branches that laj

here and there, rotting in the water.
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oth. It is disconsolate enough, this riding, to the stranger, who,

ith of with well-filled pocEet and \'-';-il-::;|]~...;;11..,-{ horze. threads the L1k |

. L T i e el ot e L e et L
'1'."_"1‘ in | l on .|l-|.: CITOI | Ol MSin . L1 .._|'. I |.,.: arenr. E_} " 'i
{o the man enthralle d, whom eve ry weary step bears further 18 |
[ S i < g
P 1 all that man I WWES 1 hn] 1:1':1:,‘-; 10X It
Qg one should have thoucht, that witnessed {l mken W
1 :
T i l ¢ pres 1y on those dark i 1 \ ful,
by 1 n with which those sad ev I | on 4.‘..;. t |
[:I { hat | i l l‘ n in [Elu.'é]' BEAG 001 2y
. Simon rode on, however, apparently well pleased, occasion-
ally pulling away at a flask of spirit, which he kept in his '
[ yor ! " he gaid, as he turned back and caught a _
) i the- I ited faces behind him! g K€ up a l I
— LN
'he men looked at each other, and t (
ted tn t erack of tl which tl |y
I‘r"l'.' I. 1 1_ 5 ;._l:l!'.l:..'-‘ d 01 b ran :"nl ELLOCL I 1l "
ruder J em, my ling Tojuil |
ever dear to mo !
o YWhen shall rrows have an end,
e 1 ) all
o Shut up, you black cuss ! roared Legree; * did ye think !
. [ vanted any o’ yer infernal old Methodism? I say, tune bz il
1 now, something real rowdy quick ! E
d now Une of the other men struck up one of those 1.{1:‘.-4'i!_-.'s11§11;-__1_' |
< the ' mmon among the slaves YRR
hung ‘ g 1 me coti .

o goEN He laughed to split,— d’ ye see the moon,
= Ho! ho! ho! ll--.‘.'r-'? ho!

Ho! yo! hi—e! och !
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ppeared to make up the song to his o L

I
]'-.

The singer :
picasure, generally hitting on rhyme, without much attemp i il

r b
at reason ; and all the party took up the chorus, at intervals B tho ¢

““Ho! ho! Lo'! boys, ho !

{ I — 1"' j‘l e — Ii: : | Ell
|} e e e i Tsoilih a-frary g ol
1. It was BUnNg VEry DOISLETOusly, andl with o rorced attemp B .
13 e T ey T e T e A, — v elins

4 at merriment; but no wail of despair, no words of impe .
' . YAk AP R {in;

'- as the wild notes of the chorns. As if the poor, dum

i 1 1 = ] 4 E i ] : R
‘- thayentent 'l_—-]-: I=oned, — '] refuee M that nmarticolate s
L] s

tuary of music. and found there a lancuace in whiel

- + bl -

7
|

:
% gioned prayer, could have liad spnch o depth of woe in ey

1
) ILE

! breathe its prayer to God! There was a prayer in it, whid
Simon could not hear. Ie only heard the boys

i ! noisily, and was well pleased; he was meking them “k

TS up their spirits.”’
17 I “Well, my little dear,” said he, turning to Emmeline, m
12 | laying his hand on her ghoulder, ‘e 're almost home!"
| When Legree scolded and stormed, Emmeline we ]I
fied : but when he laid his hand on her, and 8] oke as han '|
did, she felt as if she had rather he wounld strik -

expression of his eves made her soul sick, and her flesh o
_[51'1.'1.-11‘.]1:'.':1'11%' :-i]'.-'.“ ¢lung t.";-.'.'i-_‘"":' to 1}15;’ ]..'.111::-11‘.! WOIAam Ly L. |

gside, as if

1 i1
SNe Were 11{"1' INOLIETr.
IR E 1' “You didn't ever wear ear-rings,” he said, takmne holl .
| ‘Y | L Wi
HIEL - of her small ear with his coarse fingers. 3

| { 5 T = y

I ““No, Mas'r!" gaid Emmeline, trembline and lookns

.|1 dLR down.

““Well, I'll give you a pair, when we get home, if you' o]
4 g00 L .‘_—Ii!'l- You need n'’t be so frightened; I don’t mean t
make you work very hard. You ’ll have fine times with m8

and live like a lady,—only be a good girl.”
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M

Tocree had been drinking to that degree that he was

Jinine to be very gracions; and it was about this time that
ervals @B the enclosures of the plantation rose to view. The estate had

-

nerly belonged to a gentleman of opulence and taste, who

formert’
hestowed some considerable attention to the adornment

*Lis erounds. Havine died insolvent, it had been pur-

_ , - e e
D hased, at a bargain, by Legree, who used it, as he did every-
1

b {line else, merely as an implement for money-making. The

lie had that ragged, forlorn appearance, which is always

aoduced by the evidence that the care of the former owner

I E s been left to go to utter :1-‘}::‘.1_1;,

s What was once a smooth-shaven lawn before the house,
dotted lere and there with ornamental shrubs, was now
i wvered with frowsy tangled grass, with horse-posts set up,

- here and there, in 1t, where the turf was stamped away, and the

mnd littered with broken pails, cobs of corn, and other slov-
enly r Here and there, a mildewed jessamine or honey-
' suckle hung ragoedly from some ornamental support, which

: had been pushed to one side by being used as a horse-post.

3 What once was a large garden was now all grown over with
ls, through which, here and there, some sclitary exotic
rared its forsaken head. What had been a conservatory
W P lad now no windoy-sashes, and on the mouldering shelves
some dry, forsaken flower-pots, with sticks in them,

Lo whose dried leaves showed 1};1-.'.' had once been plants.
| Wagon J ; 1‘11 a Wes .‘._'-.' dl'l ‘I. 1'.‘.!'1!'1‘ H ! ‘.‘"'-1' 1'
i nue of China trees, whose graceful forms and ever-
imng foliace seemed to be the only things there that
T neglect eonld not daunt or alter,— like noble spirits, so deeply

ted 10 goodness, as to flourish and grow stronger amid

iscouragement and decay:.

The house had been large and handsome. It was built in

s 1 NS
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a manner common at the South; a wide verandah of
every outer door opened, the lower tier being supported ty
brick pillars,

But the place looked desolate and uncomfortable: eom
windows stopped up with boards, some with shattered pan
and shutters hanging by a single hinge,— all telling of coary
neglect and discomfort.

Bits of board, straw, old decayed barrels and hoxes, mn
nished the ground in all directions: and three or four fim.
cious-looking dogs, roused by the sound of the wagon-whels
came tearing out, and were with diffieulty restrained fro
laying hold of Tom and his companions, by the effort of th
rageed servants who came after them.

“Ye see what ye'd get ! ** said Legree, caressing the don

with grim satisfaction, and turning to 'om and his companios,

“Ye see what ye’d get, if ye try to run off These

dogs has been raised to track niggers; and they’
goon chaw one on

s E ]

e up as eat their supper. So, mind yer

bo!

y
Sambo ! " he said, to a racged fellow, witl:

How novw,
out any brim to his hat, who was officious in his attentiong
* How Lave things been going ?*’

‘“Hust rate, Mas'y.”

‘**Quimbo,” said Legree to another, who was making zeal:
ous demonstrations to attract his attention, * ye minded
I telled ye? ™

“ Guess I did, didn’t T27

These two colored men were the two principal hands o
the plantation. Legree had trained them in savazeness s
brutality as systematically as he had his bull-dogs; and, by
long practice in hardness and cruelty, brought their whol

nature to about the same range of capacities. It isa com:

Jh LSS
| | 5
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of T mon remark, and one that is thought to militate strongly |

aminst the character of the race, that the negro overseer is %Y

! LUy | lwavs 1more =.‘.':'-.m1;fr.::;] Lli]:] l'l':H_'l 'e}::i.'l 1].-.-- J O11e, J.”Iiﬂ l
- b - - . 1 _'
13 _J_:_:'.[a!'-.‘ gayimng that the negro mind has been more crushed '!_L "
g gd debased than the white. It is no more true of this race | A
PALG, than of every f'-!|]-1'|_-c'-.a--] race, the world over. The slave is :
L Coars alwavs a tyrant, if he ean get a chance to be on
Leoree, ike some potentates we read of in history, ;_-'e-‘.'z'l"-.wl

€3, g hizs plantation by a sort of resolution of foreces. Sambo and
1 -

|
4 ! P 1

AT Teng (uimbo cordially hated each other; the plantation hands, one
and all, cordially hated them ; and, by playing off one against

ther, he was pretty sure, through oné or the other of the

of 1 W {lire parties, to get informed of whatever was on foof in the l

1€ 10R Nobody can live 1*1Lifl‘|_—'|_'.’ without soeial intéreourse: and

ITICIE [emres encouraged his two black satellites to a kind of coarse

S0 Yo O fumiliarity with him,—a familiarity, however, at any i
Jest & moment liable to get one or the other of them into trouble: ¥

10 Yo r, on the slightest provocation, one of them always stood
O ready, ot anod, to be a minister of his venzeance on the other.

DU Az they stood there now by Legree, they seemed an apt

|
ration of the fact that brutal men are lower even than
Il Their coarse, dai ].{, heavy features: their oreat eyes, '
= \ i :
g s wlling enviously on ench other; their barbarous, guttural,
AL irute infonation; their dilapidated garments fluttering in |
' L—were all in admirable keeping with the vile and .
% x ] - L
siwhinl 1 ; : 1 ¥ ]
' esome character of everything about the place.
nds 00 “Here, you Sambo,” said Leeree, *‘take these yer hoys |
1£8 and iown to the guarters : and here’s a gal 1’ve got for o -
LG QAITECIS 5 all I B e 2 1) L 3

nc, 0 Sl he, as he separated the mulatto woman from Emmeline,
WIS St pushed her towards him ; — © I promised to bring you one, .-

v com: S kot




182 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,
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The woman gave a sudden start, and, drawing back, said, he
suddenly, o

0, Mag’y ! I left my old man in New Orleans.”

“ What of that, you won’t you want one here?

None o your words,—go long!” said Legree, raising bis ih
whip.

“ Come, mistress,”” he said to Emmeline, ““ you go in hers i
with me.”

A dark, wild face was seen, for a moment, to glance o
the window of the house; and, as Legree opened the door, s
female voice said something, in a quick, imperative tone
Tom, who was looking, with anxious interest, after Emme.
line, as she went in, noticed this, and heard Legree ansyer, the
.'mgrﬂ_}-', bt Y{Jll may hr_|1_|_1 :.'01.11' tt‘.-nr:fm: ! _[ M do H L I 1;‘!-‘.'1:‘-_‘-_
for all you!”’

Tom heard no more ; for he was soon following Samboto @ g,
the quarters. The quarters was a little sort of street of ruds B
shanties, in a row, in a part of the plantation, far off from the & }a:
house. They had a forlorn, brutal, forsaken air. Tom’s heart @ i
sunk when he saw them. He had been comforting himsell
vith the thought of a cottage, rude, indeed, but one whict il ¢
he might make neat and quiet, and where he might havea @ pee

shelf for his Bible, and a I_-'[:l-::n to be alone out of his laboring unt

hours. He looked into geveral ; they were mere rude shels, B will

destitute of any species of furniture, except a heap of strar,

foul with dirt, spread confusedly over the floor, which was

merely the bare ground, trodden hard by the tramping i@ o,

imnumerable feet. Btro
¢ Which of these will be mine? " said he, to Sambo, suk-i ;]

missively.
“Dunno; ken turn in here, I spose,” gaid Samboj

““gpects thar ’s room for another thar; thar’s a pretty smar
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heap 0’ niggers to each on ’em, now ; sure, I dunno what I'’s

o (10 Wik INoIe.

It was late in the evening when the weary occupants
the shanties eame flocking home.—men and women, in soiled

nd tattered garments, surly and uncomfortable, and in no

1 lanlr mlaacanflia-an N nYaT rrall w1l
mood to 100K pleasantly on new-comers. “Lhe small village

3 allye With Do anviting sounds; noarse, guttural voices con-
tendine at the hand-aills where the

rround ;:liu meal, to it it for the cake that

g =

. i ] = - »
wad to constitute their only st upper. From the earlicst dawn
L8

he day, they had been in the fields, pressed to worl under

1 o " . B

1 iy, B e S - = ! - . =
i ariving lash of the overseers; for it was now in the very
] 1 1 (ot i R " T B T R

leatand nurry ol Lhe season, and no means was left uniried to

m 13

1 e % | - sga @
33 every one up to Ill-;' !t'l‘il of their capabilities. 11 ruae,

WOI'ST

p—

sition is produced by drop after drop, drop

i 1 11 o = e K _—
Al drop, '.i'.l.!!l'i_: moment atier moment, with monotonous

siocession, on the same s-"l':-rt: and wo ik, in 1itself not !:;1}‘1],
becomes so, by being pressed, hour after hour, with unvarying,
unrelentine sameness, with not even the consciousness of free-

| to take from its tediousness. Tom looked in vain among

Pl

the gany, as they poured along, for companionable faces. e
' only sullen, scowling, imbruted men, and feeble, dis-
iraged women, or women that were not women,— the
ng pushing away the weak,— the gross, unrestricted ani-

mal selfishuess of human beings, of whom nothing good was

téd and desired; and who, treated in every way like

T-n.ua had sunk as nearly to their level as it was possible for

buman beings to do. To a late hour in the night the sound
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e of the grinding was protracted; for the mills were fow i

number compared with the grinders, and the weary an

feeble ones were driven back by the strone, and came on lus
: : -
il in their turn.

“Ho yo! " said Sambo, coming to the mulatto woman,
F and throwing down a bag of corn before her; “what a cug
1 1 yomame?*'

‘ “ Lmey,” said the woman,

I
i
]-'- “Wal, Luey, yo my woman now. Yo grind dis yer com,

i and et my supper ]_l.,]?-:f_-il: ve hap???
B, “Ian't your woman, and I won't be!” said the woman,
i with the sharp, sudden courage of despair; * you go long!

“ I'll kick yo, then!” said Sambo, raising his foot threas-

.! eningly.
i g I | “Ye may kill me, if ye choose,— the sooner the better!
PG R | Wish't T was dead! ” said she.
’ Il ! } ¢ I say, ?:'-:11111'.-} you go to spilin® the ]ld ids, 1711 t

| o _‘:.'l.'J‘-.l;’ aaid {jlli]:lr:rm_, who Wwas ]_;LI.-—'..'I,' at the m ]]E j']-. n I.] oh

e — .

he had \';'r.*f'ut'._-'-!_\; driven two or three tired women, who wer

waiting to grind their corn.

|

| 13 ‘ “ And I’°l tell him yve won't let the women come to the
1
]
1

nills, yo old nigwer!” ::::inl Sambo. ‘Yo jes keep to yo omt
T'OW. 4

s, e 1L S T gt e = :
' || Tom was hungry with his day’s journey, and almost famf

-‘ f for want of food
* Thar, yo!*’ said Quimbo, throwing down a coarse beg,

1.5 7 ‘ o 1 . it
which contained a 1!:_%,'!{ gEcorn: “*uiar, 12T, !ji':'.]:; [;:L; Lt

O T, yO WOI'G get no more, dis yer weel.”’

Jdom '-"-i'1i'- | f1ll & late ]anu;. to get a ]ulp ¢ at the mills; and

then, moved by the utter weariness of two women, whom L

gaw trying to grind their corn there, he ground for them, put

together the decaying brands of the fire, where many hi
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oW in

baked cakes before them, and then went about getting his

I. . | ) own supper. It was a new kind of work there,—a deed of
B charity, small as it was; but it woke an answering touch in
; their hearts,—an expression of womanly kindness came over
e their hard faces; L]ll-".' mixed his cake for him. and tended its
ol |

hakine; and Tom sat down by the licht of the fire, and drew

»

. s Tk I [ ol ;| y | 1 s [l
out his Bilile,— for he had need of COMmIor L.

1t ? " said one of the women.

“ A Bible,”” said Tom. :

“(Good Lord! han’t seen un since I was in Kentuck.”
“Was yon raiséd in Kentuck?” said Tom, with interest.

R “Yes, and well raised, too; never ’spected to come to dis

ver! " said the woman, sighine.
H W hat a 1+t ...? .--T- I . T --.-':1 i I ‘| AYS TEF
: VY ..I..T: 8 4aat o1 '{|-J.x_. ;.l]} l“n‘l'p - SO tn“_- r,"t.l.f..l 11“‘“11111-
LT 51
“Why, the Bible.
o “Iaws a me ! what’s dat?” said the woman.
“Tlo tell ! vou mever hearn on’t?°! said the other woman.
Wikt S s X s
“Iused to har Missis a readin’ on't, sometimes, in Kentuck;
but, laws o' me ! we don’t har nothin’ here but crackin’ and
swari’,’
‘Read a piece, anyways !” said the first woman, curi-
I'.'I : - ) ¥ - ™ » -
Ously. seeino Tom ;}11;-:3'-.11'--13.‘ poring over 1t.
o Tom read,— * Come unto ME, all ye that labor and are
Al 5 Mg e ; b
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’
,[ ‘Them’s good words, enough,” said the woman; ‘““who
Lo Anw ':'.: ":"'J
LAkl
.'I' " I =galia i I‘.'.1 M
A LG0T, sa1tt 10m.

3 “I jest wish I know’d whar to find Him,"" said the woman.
3= fnd

“Iwould go: 'pears like I never should get rested agin,

om it

; My flesh is fairly sore, and I tremble all over, every day, and
]. ]II'II‘ - . -

i sambo '8 allers a jawin’ at me, 'cause I does n't pick faster;
y had s ) ’

and nights it s most midnight *fore I can get my supper ; and
VOL. IT, 16%

= =l S -

e

v

L

g ———
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IO,
den "pears like I don’t turn over and shut my eyes, 'fore |
hear de horn blow to get up, and at it agin in de mormiy,
If T knew whar de Lor was, I’°d tell him.”

‘‘ He ’s here, he 's everywhere,” said Tom.

‘Lor, you an’t gwine to make me believe dat ar! I knoy
de Lord an’t here,” said the woman ; “’tan’t no use talking,
thongh. I’s jest gwine to eamp down, and sleep while -[
ken.”’

The women went off to their cabing, and Tom sat alone, by

the smouldering fire, that flickered up redly in his face,

looked down, calm and silent, as God locks on the scene of
misery and oppression,— looked ealmly on the lone black
man, as he sat, with his arms folded, and his Bible on his knee.

‘““Is God mErE? " Ah, how is it possible for the untaugh

heart to keep its faith, unswerving, in the face of dire misruls
and palpable, unrebuked injustice? In that simple hean
waged a fierce conflict: the erushing sense of wrong, the fore-
shadowing of a whole life of future misery, the wreek of all
past hopes, mournfully tossing in the soul's sight, like dead
corpses of wife, and child, and friend, rising from the dark
wave, and surging in the face of the half-drowned mariner!
Ah, was it easy /ere to believe and hold fast the great pass-
word of Christian faith, that “* God 18, and is the REWARDER
of them that diligently seek Him 7’ ?

Tom rose, disconsolate, and stumbled into the cabin thaf
had been allotted to him. The floor was already strewn with
weary sleepers, and the foul air of the place almost repelled
him; but the heavy night-dews were chill, and his limbs
weary, and, wrapping about him a tattered blanket, which
formed his only bed-clothing, he stretched himself in the
straw and fell asleep.

1]11

lovi
(NNE



ore ]
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In dreams, a gentle voice came over his ear; he was sitting
on the mossy seat in the garden by Lake Pontchartrain, and
Eva, with her 2Erious eyes bent downward, was J‘(r:.u.]iug to
him from the Bible; and he heard her read,

“When thou passest through the waters, I will be with
thee, and the rivers they shall not overflow thee; when thou
qalkest through the fire, thou shalt not be burned, neither
hll the flame kindle upon thee ; for I am the Lord thy God,
the Holy One of Israel, thy Saviour,”’

Gradually the words seemed to melt and fade, as in a
divine music; the child raised her deep eyes, and fixed them
Jovingly on him, and rays of warmth and comfort seemed to

i ¥

o0 from them to his heart; and, as if wafted on the musie,
dhe scemed to rise on shining wings, from which flakes and
spangles of gold fell off like stars, and she was gone.

Tom woke. Was it a dream? Let it pass for one. But
who shall say that that sweet young spirit, which in life so
vearned fo comfort and eonsole the distressed, was forbidden

if God to assume this ministry after death ?

It is a beauntiful belief,
That ever round cur head
Are hovering, on angel wings,

The spirits of the dead.
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CHAPTER XXXIIL

¢ And behold, the:teirs of sucl

comforter;

s were oppressed, and they had p

and on the side of their oppressors thiere Wwas power, but thy

had no comforter,”?

—
-

R B | S i et liaraon T | 1 il
][ ook but a short ume 1o Iamibarize I'om Withh ail that

T s | g . 1 e ' KR . 3 St & 7. 1
a3 to De ]."l'--x" 1 O 1eared 1n nis new way oi li:L‘, 116
.

=211

an expert and eflicient workman in whatever hLe !:111‘“»'_'?---1'
and was, both from habit and prin ""l le, prompt and faith
Quiet and peaceable in his disposition, he hoped, by unremi

ting dilizence, to avert from IJ m LH:' at least a portion of :'

=]
=

evils of his condition. e saw enough of abuse a _
to make him sick and weary; but he determined to toil on
with religious patience, committing himself to Him thit
judgeth righteously, not without  hope that some way of
escape might yet be opened to him.

Legree took silent note of Tom's availability. He riel
him as a_first-class hand; and yet he felt a secret dislike o

him,—the native antipathy of bad to good. He saw. 1,.-I;i."-‘

that when, as was often the ease, his violence and brutality

fell on the helpless, Tom toolk notice of it; for, so subth

15 the atmosphere of opinion, that it will make itself felt

Ll 0y | g - L »
without words: and the oplnion even of a glave may annoy

a master. Tom In varions ways manifested a tendernessof
feeling, a commiseration for his fellow-sufferers, strange and

new to them, which was watehed with a i'.';llr_mﬁ eye by L
grec. He had purchased Tom with a view of eventually

11-;;5]\-111_4_-: him a sort of overseer, with whom he m 1-* it at times,
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‘ AT TR, TPl O, o Ci : . 2 : :
E;,'[['11_-_2[ ]]]*_1 ﬂﬂ:ill.':-_. 11 2nort .}]l':\.[.'flf_‘l_"p-; ;1]1r_'{: n hIﬁ view, T.]lﬂ
first, second, and third requisite for that place, was kard-

ss. Legree mad

le up his mind, that, as Tom was not hard
to his hand, he would harden him forthwith; and some few

|

1 P T A | " - X e -

3 atter Lo l!.:-l 1.'_':‘]L 0Ll “!L.’ ];I;l‘.‘_‘{_‘, lln_‘. l‘Ei‘li‘i'IEJ]l}.l_‘d 10
commence the process.

- 1 1 i -
One morning, when the hands were mustered for the field,

]l!,],i]_ g . ¥ o | - 1 1
bt lom noticed, with surprise, a new comer among them, whose

sppearance excited his attention. It was a woman, tall and
L genderly formed, with remarkably delicate hands and feet,
- and dressed in neat and respectable garments. By the :111-

: pearance of her face, she might have been befween thirty-fiv

oy and forty: and 1t was a face l]::il, gnce seen, could neyver Fj*;"
il 1 u - - ;

rrotten,— oneg ol those that, at a 4_f|;1}‘.-,'l', seem to o nvey to
o B )

s an idea of a wild, painful, and romantic history. I[q.‘l‘
' lich, and her eyebrows marked with beautiful
i clearness, Her straight, well-formed nose, her finely-cut

il |

mouth. and the eraceful econtour of her head and neck, showed
that she must once have been beautiful; but her face was
deeply rinkled with lines of pain, and of proud and hitter
.. H--l' complexion was sallow and unhealthy, her
heeks thin, her features sharp, and her whole form em;:f‘i-
sted.  But her eye was the most remarkable feature,—go
4 large, s heavily black, overshadowed by long lashes of equal
larkness, and so wildly, monrnfully despairing. There was a
i fierce pride and defiance in every line of her face, in every
| arve of the flexible lip, in every motion of her body; but in
hér eye was a deep, settled night of anguish,—an expression

: 50 hopeless and 1:;;1-1.;;-;[:__'3..: as to eontrast l‘u:'.'n‘i'l.']i_t' with the

2 and
o T scorn and pride expressed by her whole demeanor.

Where ghe came from, or who she was, Tom did not know.

The first he did know, she was walking by his side, erect and
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[
)

S

proud, in the dim gray of the dawn. To the gang, howeyer,

ghe was known; for there was much looking and turning g

heads, and a smothered yet apparent exultation among th
1 1

S e } . M D 1 g = - - ¥
miserable, rageed, half-starved creatures by whom she

’ T
SUTIOUIICH.
oo,

¢t Giot to come to it, at last,—grad of 16! ** said one.

*He! he! he!” said another; *“ you'll know how good i
19, Misse 1V
We ‘1l see her work!”
“ Wonder 1f she’ll get a cutting up, at 1Jil'.'__‘il‘i': like the rest
of us !
I’d be glad to see her down for a flozeine, I'll beund!”
. .

e - s Al
The woman teck no notice of these taunts,
h the snme expression of angry scorn, as if she heard noth-
- 3 " .rl 1 '|. '!, =, el ] - - - ] a 1 - .
mng, Fom had always lived amorner refined and cultivai

people, and he felt intuitively, from her air and hearing, that
y IS 1 i £ T1 ! ; Hanih : 1 : 1

ghe belonged to that class; but how er why she could be

to those dezradinz cireumstances, he could not tell. The

e e B e s i, Tn FE=L s [ | P e g rn Favs hnit ol |
woman neither looked at him nor spoke to him, though, all

the wayv to the field, she kept close at his si
m y 1.+ 1

1
L om was soon busy at nis work ; f'lii':. 48 the woman was ot

no great distanee from him. hie offen glanced an eve to her. o
10 E1CAL IS RMLCE  ITONT Him, 0o 0Ll gianced an eve o uer, ik

her work., Ie saw, at a glance, that a native adroitness and
handiness made the task to her an easier one than it proved

|
to many. - She picked very fast and very clean, and with.an
air of scorn, as if she despised both the work and the dis-
grace and humiliation of the circumstances in which she was
i laced.

In the course of the day, Tom was working near the mu-
latto woman who had been bought in the same lot with lim

self. She was evidently in a condition of great suffering, and

(|
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neal 10 her. 11':1!::-'§'~.'1']'t'l.1 .-'.{_'-k'u]':ll ]tuil-_ii'r',!;'. of cotton i‘l'mll I}_IS
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hutal, guttural tones, *What dis yer, Luce,— foolin’ a’1”
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Tom often heard her praying, as she vavered and trembled,

nd scemed about to full down. Tom silently, as he came

wn sack to lers.

40, don’t, don’t!” said the woman, looking surprised;

(it "1l get you into trouble.”

Just then Dambo came up. He seemed to have a speeial

peainst this woman; and, flourishing his whip, said, n

nd, with the word, kicking the woman with his heavy cow-

le shoe, he struck Tom across the face with his whip.

Tom silently resumed his task; but the woman, before at
the last point of exhaustion, fainted.

“T'll bring her to! '’ said the driver, with a brutal grin.
“T'Il give her something better than camphire!” and, tak-
o pin from his coat-gleeve, he buried it to the head in her
[he woman groaned, and half rose. *“ Get up, you
st, and work, will yer, or I'll show yer a trick more! "
[he woman seemed stimulated, for a few moments, to an

al strength, and worked with desperate eagerness.

“See that you keep to dat ar,” said the man, ‘or yer’ll

do now !’ Tom heard her say: and again he

beard her say, ‘O, Lord, how long! O, Lord, why don’t

At the risk of all that he might suffer, Tom came forward
again, and put all the cotton in his sack into the woman's.
“Uy you mustn't!

Yy WL
*

you donno what they’ll do to ye!”
said the woman.

“*Ican bar it!” said Tom, *‘ better 'n you;’ and he was
it his place again. It passed in a moment.

Suddenly, the stranger woman whom we have deseribed, and
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, who had, in the course of her work, come near enough to hegp
| Tom’s last words, raised her heavy black eyes, and figs
them, for a second, on him; then, taking a quantity of cottpy
from her basket, she placed it in his.

“You know nothing about this place,” she said, “or yy
would n't have done that. When you’ve been here a month,
you'll be done helping anybody; you'll find it hard enonsl |
to take care of your own skin !”’

“The Lord forbid, Missis!”’ said Tom, using instinetively
to his field companion the respectful form proper to the hioh
bred with whom he had lived.

" “The Lord never visits these parts,” said the woman, bii-
terly, as she went nimbly forward with her work; and agin
| the scornful smile curled her lips.

{ But the action of the woman had been seen by the driver,
aeross the field; and, flourishing' his whip, he came up to
her.

f “What! what!”” he said to the woman, with an girof

triumph, “You a foolin’? Go along ! yer under me now,—

black eyes; and, facing about, with quivering lip and dilated

i . . m:nd yourself, or yer’ll cotch it!”
| Ill j,l ] A glance like sheet-lightning suddenly flashed from thoss
P !

-'1 nostrils, she drew herself up, and fixed a glance, blazing with
, . rage and scorn, on the driver.
i .:I N “Dog! ' she said, *touch me, if you dare! I’ve power
| ' enough, yet, to have you torn by the dogs, burnt alive, cut to
inches ! I’'ve only to say the word !’

“What de devil ggu here for, den?* said the man, evi
dently cowed, and sullenly retreating a step or two. “Didn’i
mean no harm, Misse Cassy!”

‘“ Keep your distance, then!”” said the woman. And, in

fr

at

¥
1

BOI

%o



LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 193

truth, the man seemed greatly inclined to attend to something
at the other end of the field, and started off in quick time.

The woman suddenly turned to her work, and labored with
s despatch that was perfectly astonishing to Tom. She
_;-.,-_.1,“.;-.] to work by magie. Before the day was through, her
basket was filled, crowded down, and piled, and she had sev-
eral times put largely into Tom’s. Long after dusk. the
whole weary train, with their baskets on their heads. defiled
up to the lmiihn{_g appropriated to the storing and weighing
the cotton. Legree was there, busil y converging with the
two drivers.

“Dat ar Tom’s gwine to make a powerful deal o’ tmuulc
kept a puttin’ into Lucy’s basket. — One o’ these yer dat mll
get all der miggers to feelin’ ’hused, if Mas’r don’t wutch
him !" said Sambo.

“Hey-dey! The black cuss!” said Legree. ¢ He'll

uve to get a breakin’ in, won’t he, hoys2”’

B

Both negroes grinned a horrid grin, at this intimation.
“Ay, ay! let Mas't Legree alone, for breakin’ in! De
debil heself could n't beat Mas’r at dat !*? gaid Quimbo.
“ Wal, boys, the best way is to give him the flogging to
do, till ,"'u'- gets over his notions. Break him in !
“Lord, Mas'r "1l have hard work to get dat out o’ him!*’
pafd if 'I. ve to come out of him, though!?” said Legree, as
he volled his tobaceo in hiz mouth.

“Now, dar’s Luey,—de aggravatinest, ugliest wench on

de place ! * pursued Sambo

lnke care, Sam; I shall begin to think what ’s the rea-
son. fore your _-!j-';-'_ y agin 1,11-'."*.'. :

Well, Mgs’r knows she sot herself up agin Mas'r, and

wouldn't have me, when he telled her to.”
“I’d a flogged her into *t," said Legree, spitting, “only
VOL. II. 17T
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there’s such a press o' work, it don’t seem wuth a while t
upset her jist now. She’s slender; but these yer slender
gals will bear half killin® to get their own way!”

““ Wal, Lucy was real aggravatin’ and lazy, sulkin’ round:
would n’t do nothin’,— and Tom he tuck up for her.”

“He did, eh! Wal, then, Tom shall have the pleasure
of flogzing her. It’ll be a good practice for him, and ks
won't put it on to the gal like you devils, neither.”

“Ho, ho! haw! haw! haw!”” laughed both the sooty
wretches ; and the diabolical sounds seemed, in truth, a not
unapt expression of the fiendish character which Legree gaye
them.

““Wal, but, Mas'r, Tom and Misse Cassy, and dey among
em, filled Tuey’s basket. T ruther guess der weight’s in i,
Mas’r ! ¥

“ I do the weighing!” said Legree, emphatically.

Both the drivers again laughed their diabolical laugh.

“So!* he added, “ Misse Cassy did her day's work.”

‘“She picks like de debil and all his angels ! ”’

““She ’s got ’em all in her, T believe ! " said Legree; and,

growling a brutal oath, he proceeded to the weighing-room.

far

i

Slowly the weary, dispirited creatures, wound their wey
into the room, and, with crouching reluctance, presented their
bagkets to be weighed.

Legree noted on a slate, on the side of which was pasted
a list of names, the amount.

Tom's basket was weighed and approved; and he looked,
with an anxious glance, for the success of the woman he had
befriended.

Tottering with weakness, she came forward, and delivered

It
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her basket. It was of full weight, as Legree well perceived;
but, affecting anger, he said,

“ What, you lazy beast ! short again! stand aside, ;.—-m’II
catch it, pretty soon ™

The woman gave & groan of utter despair, and sat down on
g board.

The person who had been called Misse Cassy now came
forward, and, with a haughty, negligent air, delivered her
basket. As she dolivered it, Legree looked in her eyes with
a sneering yet inguiring glance.

She fixed her black eyes steadily on him, her lips moved

slightly, and she said something in French. ‘What it was, nio

one knew; but Legree’s face became perfectly demoniacal in

its expression, as she spoke; he half raised his hand, as if to

strike,— a gesture which she regarded with ficrce dizdain, as
she turned and walked away.

And now,”’ gald Legree, * come here, you Tom. You see,
[ telled ye I didn't buy ye jest for the common work; I
mean to promote ye, and make a driver of ye; and to-night
ye may jest as well begin to get 3,01* hand in. Now, ye jest

=

ake this yer gal and flog her; ye’ve seen enough on 't fo
ENOwW ]:'.J'.‘.'. ‘

“I beg Mas'y's pardon,’” said Tom ; * hopes Mas'r won’t
set me at that. It’s what I an’t used to,— never did,—
and can’t do. no way I'Jl.'liﬁ*ih-ilf.f‘.

‘Ye'll larn a pretty smart chance of things ye never
did know, before I’ve done with ye!* said Legree, taking
up a ['s’l‘.‘u'—]lEiIl,': and f-.[rji.;i:]j_'_ Tom a heav Y blow across the
cheek, and following up the infliction by a shower of blows.

“There!” he said, as he stopped tc rest; ‘‘now, will ye
tell me ye can’t do 62"

“Yes, Mas'r,”” said Tom, putting up his hand, to wipe
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the blood, that trickled down his face. “I’m willin’ to work i1
night and day, and work while there’s life and breath in me. Jf bil
but this yer thing T can’t feel it right to do; — and, Mas'r, |
never shall do it,—never!”’ sit

Tom had a remarkably smooth, soft voice, and a habitually gil
respectful manner, that had given Legree an idea thath, ¢ H
would be cowardly, and easily subdued. When he spok Jo
these last words, a thrill of amazement went through every
one; the poor woman clasped her hands, and said, “( hu
Lord !” and every one involuntarily looked at each otheran] & bk
drew in their breath, as if to prepare for the storm that wy giy
about to burst. '

Legree looked stupefied and confounded; but at last burst ap
forth, — thy

What ! ye blasted black beast! tell me ye don’t think i -
right to do what T tell ye! What have any of you cussd
caftle to do with thinking what’s right? TI'll put a stoptlo
it! Why, what do ye think ye are? May be ye think ye'r bo

e 1 4 1!'

a gentleman, master Tom, to be a telling your master what's Uy

right, and what an’t! So you pretend it’s wrong to flog the b
gal ! ?

“T think so, Mas'r,”” said Tom; *the poor crittur’s sitk B¢

and feeble; 't would be downright eruel, and it’s what]
never will do, nor begin to. Mas’r, if you mean to kill me
kill me; but, as to my raising my hand agin any one here,
I never shall,— 1’11 die first !’ pet

Tom spoke in a mild voice, but with a deecision that could Ber

not be mistaken, Legree shook with anger; his greemst I]

eyes glared fiercely, and his very whiskers seemed to curl
with passion; but, like some ferocious beast, that plays wil

its victim before he devours it, he kept back his strong
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impulse to proceed to immediate violence, and broke out into
hitter raillery.

‘*Well, here’s a pious dog, at last, let down among us
sinners ! —a saint, a gentleman, and no less, to talk to us

ginners about our sins! Powerful holy critter, he must be!

Here, you rascal, you make believe to be so pious,— did n’%

you never hear, out of yer Bible, ¢ Servants, obey yer mas-
trs’7 An't I yer master ? Didrn’t I pay down twelve
hundred dollars, cash, for all there is inside yer old eunssed
black shell 2 An’t yer mine, now, body and soul?”’ he gaid,
giving Tom a violent kick with his heavy boot ; *“tell me! "

In the very depth of physical suffering; bowed by brutal
oppression, this question shot a gleam of joy and triumph
through Tom’s soul. He suddenly stretched himself up, and,
looking earnestly to heaven, while the tears and blood that
flowed down his face mingled, he exclaimed,

“No!no! no! my soul an’t yours, Mas’r! You have n't
bought it,—ye can’t buy it! It’s been bought and paid for,
by one that is able to keep it ; — no matter, no matter, you
can't harm me!*

“Ican’t! " said Legree, with a sneer; “we’ll see,— we’ll
gee! Here, Sambo, Quimbo, give this dog such a breakin’
in a8 he won't get over, this month! "

The two gigantic negroes that now laid hold of Tom, with
fiendish exultation in their faces, might have formed no unapt
personification of powers of darkness. The poor woman
screamed with apprehension, and all rose, as by a general
wpulse, while they dragged him unresisting from the place.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE QUADROON'S ETORY.

And behold the tears of such as are oppressed; and on the side of thel;
oppressors there was power,
elready dend more than the living that are yet alive, — Ecor. 4 : 1.

It was late at night, and Tom lay groaning and bleeding
alone, in an old forsaken room of the gin-house, among pisses
of broken machinery, piles of damaged cotton, and oflr
rubbish which had there accumulated.

The night was damp and close, and the thick air swarmel
with myriads of mosquitos, which increased the restls
torture of his wounds; whilst a burning thirst— a tortur
beyond all others — filled up the uttermost measure of physicil
anguish.

B0): :_T-WI'\:E Lord! o look I]l;\‘.‘l'l:— :;_gi‘.':;‘ me the 1'it:i~'u1‘j.‘i'—
give me the victory over all!” prayed poor Tom, in L
anguish.

A footstep entered the room, behind him, and the light of
a lantern flashed on his eyes.

“Who's there? O, for the Lord's massy, please g
me some water !’

The woman Cassy — for it was she—set down her lantem,
and, pouring water from a bottle, raised his head, and gve
him drink. Another and another cup were drained, with
feverish eagerness.

* Drink all ye want,” she said; “ I knew how 1t would be.
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It isu't the first time I've been out in the night, carrying
water to such as you.”

“Thank you, Missis,” said Tom, when he had done
drinking,

“Don’t call me Missis! I’m a miserable slave, like your-
F{'H'.-—--‘ a lower one than you can ever be ! ? gaid Ehf‘r 1_,5“,31.13.;
“but now,”” said she, going to the door, and dragging in a
small pallaise, over which she had spread linen cloths wet
with cold water, “try, my poor fellow, to roll yourself on to

this,
Stiff with wounds and bruises, Tom was a long time in
sccomplishing * this movement; but, when done, he felt a

+1

gensible relief from the ccoling application to his wounds.

The woman, whom long practice with the wvictims of
brotality had made familiar with many healing arts, went on
to make many :l]_ntj]iz'illi-s!!-% to Tom’'s 'I.‘|'t_|'..!!l'.]:'~F Lj.r means of
which he was soon somewhat relieved.

‘Now,” said the woman, when she had raised his head on
a roll of damaged cotton, which served for a pillow, ‘ there’s
the best I can do for yon.”

Tom thanked her; and the woman, sitting down on the

floor, drew up her knees, and embracing them with her arms,
looked fixedly before her, with a bitter and painful expression
countenance. Her bonnet fell back, and long wavy

streams of black hair fell around her singular and melan-

‘It’s no use, my poor fellow !’ she broke ouf, at last,

's of no use, this you’ve been trying to do. You were a
brave fellow,— you had the right on your side; but it’s all
in vain, and out of the question, for you to struggle. You
e 1 *13 . 1 ’ " ’ r -
wre in the devil’s hands; — he is the strongest, and you must
giveup!
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Give up! and, had not human weakness and physiel
agony whispered that, before? Tom started; for the bitter
woman, with her wild eyes and melancholy voice, seemed t
him an embodiment of the temptation with which he hag
been wrestling.

“Q Lord! O Lord!” he groaned, “how can I giw
up 2

““There ’s no use calling on the Lord,— he never hears,”
said the woman, steadily ; * there is n't any God, I believe;
or, if there is, he’s taken sides against us. All goes against
us, heaven and earth. Everything is pushing us into hell
Why should n't we go?”

Tom closed his eyes, and shuddered at the dark, atheisti
words.

“You see,” said the woman, “you don’t know anything
about it; — I do. I've been on this place five years, boy
and soul, under this man’s foot; and I hate him as I do the
devil! Here you are, on a lone plantation, ten miles from
any other, in the swamps ; not a white person here, who could
testify, if you were burned alive,—if you were sealded,
cut into inch-pieces, set up for the dogs to tear, or hung up
and whipped to death. There’s no law here, of God or man,
that can do you, or any one of us, the least good ; and, thiyman!
there’s no earthly thing that he’s too good to do. I could
make any one's hair rise, and their teeth chatter, if T should
only tell what I’ye seen and been knowing to, here,— and
it 's no use resisting! Did I went to live with him? Wasn'
I 2 woman delicately bred; and he — God in heaven ! what
was he, and is he? And yet, I’ve lived with him, these
five years, and cursed every moment of my life,— night and
o young thing, only

day! And now, he’s got a new one,
fifteen, and she brought up, she says, piously. Her gl
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mistress taught her to read the Bible; and she ’s brought her

Bible here —to hell with her !”” —and the woman lauzhed
a wild and doleful langh, that rung, with a strange, supernat-

aral gound, through the old ruined shed.

Tom folded his hands; all was darkness and horror.

) Jesus ! Lord Jesus! have you quite forgot us poor
ritturs 27 burst forth, at last ; — “help, Lord, I perish!”
The woman %i.t;‘]'ij]}' continued -

* And what are these miserable low dogs you work with,

r

that you should suffer on their acconnt? Every one of them

would turn against yon, the first time they got a chance.

hey are all of 'em ag low and cruel to each other as they
can bo; there ’s no use in your suffering to keep from hurt-

ma them.”’

".]’qu'ﬂ' eritturs !’ said Tom,— ** what made ’em cruel ? —
and, if I give out, I shall get used to’t, and grow, little by little,

just like ‘em ! ;H:.l. no, Missis ! I 've lost 1_-‘1.'1_‘1"}'li|iilf_~'—‘ wife,

H

and children, and home, and a kind Mas'r,— and he would
i

have set me free, if he 'd only lived a week longer; I’ve lost

everything in zhis world, and it ’s elean gone, forever, — and

now I can’t lose Heaven, too; no, I can’t gtr[ to be wicked,
1 L s 21 L2

Ch dll i
“But it can’t be that the Lord will lay sin to our account,”

sud the woman; ‘‘he won’t charge it to us, when we 're forced

K

01t; he’ll charge it to them that drove us to it.

“Yes,” said Tom ; *“but that won't keep us from growing

[

wicked, If 1 gep to be ag hard-hearted as that ar’ i‘_*';uu[_u_?1

nd a8 wicked, it won't make much odds to me how I come

'8 the bein’ so,—that ar ’s what I 'm a dreadin’.”

The woman fixed a wild and startled lock on Tom, as if
anew thought had struck her; and then. heavily groaning,
hin’

BRI,
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“0Q God a' merey! you speak the truth! O—0—
0! —and, with groans, she fell on the floor, like one crushed
and writhing under the extremity of mental anguish.

There was a silence, a while, in which the l_lrv.’:thing of hoth
parties conld be heard, when Tom faintly said, “0, please
Missis !

The woman suddenly rose up, with her face composedi
its usnal stern, melancholy expression.

‘* Please, Missis, I saw ’em throw my coat in that ar’ car-
ner, and in my coat-pocket 1s my Bible ; — if Missis yould
please get it for me.”

Cassy went and got it. Tom opened, at once, te a heayily
marked passage, much worn, of the last scenes in the lifp of
Him by whose stripes we are healed.

“Tf Missis would only be so good as read that ar’, —it’s
better than water.”

Cassy took the book, with a dry, proud air, and looked over
the passage. She then read aloud, in a soft voice, and witha
beauty of intonation that was peculiar, that touching accout

of anguish and of glory. Often, as she read, her voice fil
tered, and sometimes failed her altogether, when she would
stop, with an air of frigid composure, till she had mastera

A

herself. When she came to the touching words, * Father
forgive them, for they know not what they do,” she thirew
down the book, and, burying her face in the heayy masses of
her hair, she sobbed aloud, with a convulsive violence.

Tom was weeping, also, and occasionally uttering a smoth
ered ejaculation,

“Tf we only could keep up to that ar'!*’ said Tom;—“t
seomed to come so natural to him, and we have to fight ®
hard for't! O Lord, help us! O blessed Lord Jesus, &

= 11

help us !
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0L « Missis,” said Tom, after a while, ““I can sece that, some
ushe] @ low, you ‘re quite "bove me in everything; but there’s one |

thing Missis. might learn even from poor Tom. Ye said the )

f both I..ml- took sides against us, because he lets us be 'hused and ‘JE !
Jease W Inocked round ; but ye see what come on his own Son,— the ‘ ' |
Hessed Lord of Glory,— wan’t he allays poor ? and have we, ;

sedty @ auy on us, yet come 8o low a8 he come? The Lord han’t
firzot us,—I 'm sartin’ o that ar’. If we suffer with him, we
' cor shall also reign, Seripture says; but, if we deny Him, he also
woull @ vl deny us. Didn’t they all suffer 7— the Lord and all
lis? It tells how they was stoned and sawn asunder, and |
cavily @ vandered about in sheep-skins and goat-skins, and was desti- i
life , tute, afflicted, tormented. Sufferin’ an’t no reason to make
ns think the Lord 's turned agin us; but jest the contrary, |
—it's I if only we hold on to him, and does n’t give up to sin.” '
“ But why does he put us where we can’t help bhut gin 7"
J oree W@ &ad the woman.
with s “1 think we ean help it,” said Tom.
coot “You’ll gee,’” said Cassy; ‘“what’ll you do? To-morrow |
oo ful: I:‘!l-.'-_'."ll be at you again, I know ’em; I’ve seen all their
woukl § doings ; I ean’t bear to think of all they’ll bring you to; —
stored ind they *11 make you give out, at last!*.
Father “Lord Jesus!? said Tom, * you will take care of my
threw gul? O Lord, do!-—don’t let me give out ! "’
gses of *0 dear!”” said Cassy; *‘I’ve heard all this erying and |
ying before; and yet, they’ve been broken down, and |
smoth- @ bought under. There’s Emmeline, she’s trying to hold \

i, and you ’re trying,— hut what use ? You must give up,

*

— 1 or be killed 5.1}' inches.”’
firht 50 “Well, then, I will die!”’ said Tom. * Spin it out as long

% they can, they can’t help my dying, some time ! —and, after
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that, they can’t do no more. I'm clar, I'm set! I Jnow the ey

Lord 'T1 help me, and bring me throngh.” Iai
The woman did not answer ; she sat with her black ey das

intently fixed on the floor. : e
““ May be it ’s the way,” she murmured to herself: jy the

thosa that Aave given up, there’s no hope for them!—nop! S

We live in filth, and grow loathsome, till we loathe ourselys! and

And we long to die, and we don’t dare to kill ourselyes!— lie

No hope ! no hope! no hope ! — this gixl now, — just as o] and
a8 I was!

* You see me now,’” she said, gpeaking to Tom Very rp-
idly; “see what I am! Well, I was brought up in luxury; 1o
the first I remember is, playing about, when I was a child in
splendid parlors ; — when I was kept dressed up like a dol Hot
and company and visiters used to praise me. There wu He
a garden opening from the saloon windows; and there T usel @ bea
to play hide-and-go-seek, under the orange-trees, with ny nits
brothers and sisters. I went to a convent, and there
learned music, French and embroidery, and what not: aul Cal

u']!r;n I' yis i"'!'.'l]'i'.,'l!L_, 1 came out to my i':_-.{}u'-t":a j"l_:‘|--_l;.: &nn

He died very suddenly, and when the property came to b
} | 1 1 E 1 1 i 1 or, i 1
settled, they found that there was .‘-Ci'.'.".l'f.'{'I‘_u' enongn o cover

the debts : and when the creditors took an inventory of the ¥R I il
property, I was set down in it. My mother was a sl

woman, and my father had always meant to set me free; but nil

he had not done it, and =o I was set down in the list. I

af 1k

alwavs known who I wag. but never thought much aboutis gacl

Nobody ever expects that a strong, healthy man is o going
to die. My father was a well man only four hours before |

died it was one of the 1:_1'._4'-_ r,'hf_l]-_:‘.':t. Cases i[a New Orleans. '

m | & L ’ i 15 ? Tl by P : 1 Jh |
The tay alter the funeral, my father’s wife took her ¢hildren

and went up to her father’s plantation. I thought they Ty
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owthy @ treated me strangely, but did n't know. There was a young
lawyer whe they left to settle the business; and he came every

L efis day, and was about the ;lr.ﬂ.l.:lﬁ'_. and ;--'p-":-]:-.-:.' VEry i'?‘.rlill_!f];!.‘ to 1me.
- He brought with him, one day, a young man, whom I thought
the handsomest I had ever seen. I shall never forzet that
evening. I walked with him in the garden. I was lonesome
selyes! and full of sorrow, and he was so kind and gentle to me ; and
23| — ho told me that he had seen me before I went to the convent,
asoll @ end that he had loved me a great while, and that he ywould
be my friend and protector; —in short, though he did n't tell

¥ rap- me, he had paid two thousand dollars for me, and I was his
XUy property,— I became his willingly, for I loved him. Loved !”
1ld, in mid the woman, stopping. O, how I did love that man!
a doll How I love him now,— and always shall, while I breathe !
e vis @ Hewas so beautiful, so high, so noble! He put me into a
[used 3 beautiful house, with servanis, horses, and carriages, 1'lI'|!1l fur-
th my niture, and dresses. Everything that money could buy, he
ere | pve me; but I did n’t set any value on all that,— I only
- and eared for him. I Joved him better than my God and my own

In aly and, w ” tried, I could n’t do any other way from what
to be lie wanted me fo.

cover “T wanted onl ¥y one hi v I did want him to mari "I Te.
of the [ thought, if he loved me as I'u.'- gaid he did, and if I was what
Bl e seemed to think I was, he would be willing to marry me

V' bt and set me free. “E]i ]w convinced me that it would be

[ | 1 . ' ’ 5 PR - , W 7 v e '. i
3 le; and he told me that, if we were only faithful to
' other, it was marriage before God. If that i3 true,

going man't I that man’s wife? Wasn't I faithful? For seven
bt W yews, did n't T study every look and motion, and only live

and breathe to please him? He had the vellow fever, and for

wwenty days and nights I watched with kim. I alone,— and

gve him all his medicine, and did everything for him; and
VOL. 1II 18
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then he called me his good angel, and said I°d saved hig lifg,
We had two beantiful children, The first was a boy, and g
called him Henry. He was the image of his father,— he had
such beautiful eyes, such a forehead, and his hair hung all iy
curls around it; and he had all his father’s spirit, and his tal-
ent, too. Little Elise, he said, looked like me.

tell me that I was the most beautiful woman in Louisiana, he
He used to love t

He useq {g

was 80 proud of me and the children.
have me dress them up, and take them and me about inan
open carriage, and hear the remarks that people would make
on us; and he used to fill my ears constantly with the fing
things that were said in praise of me and the children. (),
I thought I was as happy as any
He had a
cousin come to New Orleans, who was his particular friend —
he thought all the world of him ; — but, from the first time I
saw him, I couldn’t tell why, I dreaded him; for I felt sure he

those were happy days !
one could be; but then there came evil tfimes,

was gomg fo bring misery on us. He got Henry to going ouf
with him, and often he would not come home nights till twoor
three o’clock. I did not dare say a word; for Henry was o
high-spirited, 1 was afraid to. e got him to the gaming-
and he was one of the sort that, when he once gofa

And then he miro-

houses ;
going there, there was no holding back.
duced him to another lady, and I saw soon that his heart
was gone from me. He never told me, but I saw it,—1
kneyw it, day after day,— I felt my heart breaking, but I
could not say a word ! At this, the wretch offered to buy me
and the children of Henry, to clear off his gambling debis
which stood in the way of his marrying as he wished ; — and
He told me;, one day, that he had business in the
He spoks

he sold ws.
country, and sheuld be gone two or three weeks.

kinder than usual, and said he should come back; but it
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didn't deceive me. I knew that the time had come; T was
just like one turned into stone; T couldn’t speak, nor shed a
tear. e kissed me and kissed the children, a good many
times, and went out. I saw him get on his horse, and T
watched him till he was quite out of sight; and then I fell
down, and fainted.

J

ML s Ao A SR e Tl b | ! v A tnl-
“hen fie came, the cursed wreteh ! !J'C.‘ came to take

nossession. He told me that he had bought me and my

ildren ; and showed me the papers. I cursed him before
(od. and told him I’d die sooner than live with him,

“¢Just as you please,” said he; * but, if you don't behave
r, 1711 gell both the children, where you shall never
e them again’ He told me that he always had meant to
have me, from the first time he saw me; and that he had
drawn Henry on, and got him in debt, on purpose to make
him willing to sell me. That he got*him in love with

el
y

another woman ; and that I might know, after all that, that he

should not give up for a few airs and tears, and things of t

“T gave up, for my hands were tied. He had my children;
—whenever I resisted his will anywhere, he would talk about
gelling them, and he made me as submissive as he desired.
0, what a life it was ! to live with my heart breaking, every
tay,— to keep on, on, on, loving, when it was only misery;
nd to be bound, body and soul, to one T hated. T used to love
taread to Henry, to play to him, to waltz with him, and sing to
him; but everything I did for this one was a perfeet drag,— yet
[was afraid to refuse anything. He was very imperious, and
harsh to the children., Elise was a timid little thing; but
Henry was bold and high-spirited, like his father, and he had
never been brought under, in the least, by any one. He was
alvays finding fault, and quarrelling with him ; and I used to
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live in daily fear and dread. I tried to make the chil
T(r_-lw:.rlll'.l +— I iried to }{t'ujl them apart, for I held on {
those children like death ! but it did no .'—'""-:"l' He sold both
those children. He took me to ride, one day, and when T oams
home, they were nowhere to be found ! He told me he g
gold them; he showed me the money, the price of thep
blood. Then it seemed as if all good forsook me. T raye]
and cursed,— cursed God and man; and, for a while, [
believe, he really was afraid of me. But he did n't give up s
He told me that my children were seold, but whether T eyer
BAW H:L'El‘ I[.!L'.'i":" L || 1]"] 21 J']t'l on Lllu: fiill..l Lh:ll-. i'.' [ ‘-.'.'.!-;]-.';
guiet, they should smart for it. Well, you can do :ean-'l'.i-':--
with a woman, when you 've got her children. He ma
submit; he made me be peaceable ; he flattered me with !; -;,::-5
that, perbaps, he would buy them back ; and so things wenf
on, a week or two, One day, I was out walking, and p-a-'_-:--.l

by the calaboose; I saw a crowd about the gate, and heard s

child’s voice,— and suddenly my Henry broke away from fwo
or three men who were hnle'liT:; ]lii.‘l: and ran, bj!i't'{':ul_jih_:-', and
caught my dress. They eame up to him, swearing dreadfully;
and one man, whose face I shall never forget, told him that
he would n’t get away so; that he was going with him into the
calaboose, and he'd get a lesson there he’d never forge
I tried to beg and plead,— they only laughed; the poor boy
sereamed and looked into my -face, and held on to me, until, |

tearing him off, they tore the skirt of my dress half away; ;._-_,.-.1
they carried him m, screaming ¢ Mother! mother! mother!’
There was one man stood there seemed to pity me. I offerel
him all the money I had, if he ’d only interfere. He shook
]15:- head, and said that the man gaid the ]m" ]!I.ul been i 1Pl
dent and disobedient, ever since he bought him; that he was
going to break him in, once for all. I turned :md ran; and

eve
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every step of the way, I thought that T heard him scream.
I got mto the house; ran, all out of breath, to the parlor,
where I found Butler. I told him, and begged him to go and
interfere.  He only laughed, and told me the boy had got his
deserts. He’d got to be broken in,— the sooner the better;
twhat did I expeet?’ he asked.

Tt seemed to me something in my head snapped, at that
moment. I felt dizzy and furious. I remember seeing a great
sharp bowie-knife on the table ; 1 remember something about
eatching it, and flying upon him; and then all grew dark,
and I did n’t know any more — not for days and days.

“ When I came to myself, I was in a nice room,— but not
mne. An old black woman tended me; and a doctor came to
e me, and there was a great deal of care taken of me.
After a while, I found that he had gone away, and left me
ot this house to be sold; and that’s why they took such
pains with me.

“T did o't mean to get well, and hopod I should n’t; but,
in spite of me, the fever went off, and I grew healthy, and
finally got up. Then, they made me dress up, every day;
and gentlemen used to come in and stand and smoke their
drars, and look at me, and ask questions, and debate my

B

price. I was so gloomy and silent, that none of them wanted
me. They threatened to whip me, if I wasn't gayer, and
ddn’t take some pains to make myself agreeable. Af
length, one day, came a gentleman named Stuart. He seemed
to have some feeling for me ; he saw that something dreadful
7is on my heart, and he came to see me alone, a great many
times, and finally persuaded me to tell him. He bought me,
at last, and promised to do all he could to find and buy back my
thildren.  He went to the hotel where my Henry was; they
told him he had been sold toa planter up on Pearl river ; that

VOL. 1II. 18%
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was the last that I ever heard. Then he found where my
daughter was; an old woman was keeping her. He offered :l;l
immense sum for her, but they would not sell her, Butly
found out that it was for me he wanted her; and he gept
me word that I should never have her. Captain Stuart yg
very kind to me; he had a splendid plantation, and took pg
toit. In the course of a year, I had a son born. Q, thy
child ! —how I loved it! How just like my poor Henry the
little thing looked ! But I had made up my mind,— yes, I
had. Iwould never again let a child live to grow up! I tock
the little fellow in my arms; when he was two weeks old, and
kissed him, and cried over him; and then I gave him lands-
num, and held him close to my bosom, while he slept to death.
How I mowrned and cried over it! and who ever dreamed
that it was anything but a mistake, that had made me give it
the laudanum? but it’s one of the few things that I'm gld
of, now. I am not sorry, to this day; he, at least, is outof
pain. What better tnan death could I give him, poor child!
After a while, the cholera came, and Captain Stoart died;
everyhody died that wanted to live,—and I, — 1, though I
went down to death’s door,— I lived! Then I was sold, and
passed from hand to hand, till I grew faded and wrinkled,

and I had a fever:

brought me here,

and then this wretch bought me, and

and here I am !’

The woman stopped. She had hurried on through her
story, with a wild, passionate utterance ; sometimes seeming
to address it to Tom, and sometimes speaking as in a solilo
quy. So vehement and overpowering was the force witl
which she spoke, that, for a season, Tom was beguiled even
from the pain of his wounds, and, raising himself on one
elbow, watched her as she paced restlessly up and down, her
long black hair ewaying heayily about her, as sho moved.

(0
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“You tell me,” she said, after a pause, “that there is a
(od,—a God that looks down and sees all these things. May
heit’s so. The sisters in the convent used to tell me of a
day of judgment, when everything is coming to light ; — won’t
there be vengeance, then !

#They think it ’s nothing, what we suffer,— nothing, what
our ¢hildren suffer ! Tt ’s all a small matter; yet I’ve walked
the streets when it seemed as if I had misery enough in my
ane heart to sink the city. I've wished the houses would
fall on me, or the stones sink under me. Yes! and, in the
judgment day, I will stand up before God, a witness against
those that have ruined me and my children, body and
soul !

“YWhen I was a girl, I thought I was religious ; I used fo
love God and prayer. Now, I'm a lost soul, pursued by
devils that torment me day and night; they keep pushing me
on and on =— and I’ll do it, too, some of these days!” she
sid, clenching her hand, while an insane light glanced in her
heavy black eyes. “I°ll send him where he belongs,—a
ghort way, too,— one of these nights, if they burn me alive
for it!” A wild, long laugh, rang through the deserted
room, and ended in a hysteric sob ; she threw herself on the
floor, in convulsive sobbings and struggles.

In a few moments, the frenzy fit seemed to pass off; she
rose slowly, and seemed to collect herself.

“Can I do anything more for you, my poor fellow?"
she said, approaching where Tom lay; *“shall T give you
fome more water 1%’

There was a eraceful and compassionate sweetness in her
yice and manner, as she said this, that formed a strange
tontrast with the former wildness.
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Tom drank the water, and looked earnestly and pitifully
into her face. '

“Q, Missis, I wish you’d go to him that can give yo
living waters ! ”?

“Go to him! Where is he? Whois he?” said Cassy.

‘¢ Him that you read of to me,— the Lord.”

‘ T used to see the picture of him, over the altar, when
was a girl,”” said Cassy, her dark eyes fixing themselyes in
an expression of mournful reverie; ““but, he isn't here!
there’s nothing here, but sin and long, long, long despair |
O !" She laid her hand on her breast and drew in her breath
as if to lift a heavy weight.

Tom looked as if he would speak again; but she cut him
short, with a decided gesture.

¢ Don’t talk, my poor fellow. Try to sleep, if you can."
And, placing water in his reach, and making whatever litils
arrangements for his comfort she could, Cassy left the

ghed.
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CHAPTER XXXY.
THE TOKENS.

“ And slight, withal, may be the things that bring
Back on the heart the weight which it would fling
Aside forever; it may be n gound,
A flower, the wind, the ocean, which shall wound,—
Striking the electric chain wherewith we 're darkly bound.”
Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Can, 4.

Tue sitting-room of Legree’s establishment was a large,
long room, with a wide, ample fireplace, It had once
been hung with a showy and expensive paper, which now
hung mouldering, torn and discolored, from the damp walls.
The place had that peculiar sickening, unwholesome smell,
wmpounded of mingled damp, dirt and decay, which one
often notices in close old houses. The wall-paper was defaced,
in spots, by slops of beer and wine; or garnished with chalk
memorandums, and long sums footed up, as if somebody had
been practising arithmetic there, In the fireplace stood a
brazier full of burning charcoal ; for, though the weather was
not cold, the evenings always seemed damp and chilly in that
great yoom; and Legree, moreover, wanted a place to light
his cigars, and heat his water for punch. The ruddy glare
of the charcoal displayed the confused and unpromising
aspect of the room,— saddles, bridles, several sorts of harness,
riding-whips, overcoats, and various articles of clothing, scat-

tered up and down the rcom in confused variety; and the

—

e ——
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o
dogs, of whom we have before gpoken, had encamped them.
selves among them, to suit their own taste and eonvenienge,
Legree was just mixing himself a tumbler of punch, pour-
ing his hot water from a cracked and broken-nosed piteher,

grumbling, as he did so,

¢ Plague on that Sambo, to kick up this yer row between
me and the new hands! The fellow won’t be fit to work for
a week, now,— right in the press of the season!”’

il) *Yes, just like you,” said a voice, behind his chair, I
i was the woman Cassy, who had stolen upon his soliloquy.

¢ Hah ! you she-devil! you 've come back, have you?"

“ Yes, I have,” she gaid, coolly; ‘“‘come to have my own
way, too !

“You lie, you jade! I°'ll he up to my word. Either
behave yourself, or stay down to the quarters, and fare and
work with the rest.”

“*17d rather, ten thousand times,” said the woman, “live
| in the dirtiest hole at the quarters, than be under you
hoof! 7

“ But you are under- my hoof, for all that,”” said he

l turning upon her, with a savage grin; *“that’s one comfort

So, sit down here on my knee, my dear, and hear to reason,”
said he, laying hold on her wrist.

“ Simon Legree, take care!” said the woman, with s
sharp flash of her eye, a glance so wild and insane in ifs

i

light as to be almost appalling. * You’re afraid of me
Simon,™ she said, deliberately ; ¢ and you 've reason to be!
But be carveful, for I’ve got the devil in me! ™

The last words she whispered in a hissing tone, close to his
ear.

“ (ret out ! I believe, to my soul, you have !” said Legree,
it pushing her from him, and locking uncomfortably at her
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t After all, Cassy,”” he said, * why can’t you be friends with
333

t“Used to!” said she, bitterly. She stopped short,— a
yorld of choking feelings, rising in her heart, kept her silent.

(Cassy had always kept over Legree the kind of influence
fiat a strong, impassioned woman can ever keep over the
most brutal man ; but, of late, she had grown more and more
imitable and restless, under the hideous yoke of her servi-
tule, and her irritability, at times, broke out into raving
inganity ; and this liability made her a sort of object of dread
to Legree, who had that superstitions horror of insane per-
wns which is common to coarse and uninsfructed minds.
When Legree bronght Emmeline to the house, all the smoul-
dering embers of womanly feeling flashed up in the worn
heart of Cassy, and she took part with the girl; and a fierce
uarre] ensued between her and Legree.  Legree, in a fury,
swore she should be put to field service, if she would not be
peaccable, ~ Cassy, with proud scorn, declared she would go
fo the field. And she worked there one day, as we have
deseribed, to show how perfeetly she scorned the threat.

Legree was secretly uneasy, all day; for Cassy had an influ-
enee over him from which he could not free himself. When
she presented her basket at the scales, he had hoped for some
toncession, and addressed her in a sort of half conciliatory,
half scornful tone; and she had answered with the bitterest
coniempt.

The outrageous treatment of poor Tom had roused her still
more; and she had followed Legree to the house, with no par-
tienlar intention, but to upbraid him for his brutality.

*1 wish, Cassy,” said Legree, ¢ you’d behave yourself
decently.’

“You tulk about behaving decently ! And what have you
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been du[n; 3—;-.'{)11._ who have n’'t even sense L'I'lutl_':f]l to ]{f_‘r.'-[]
from spoiling one of your best hands, right in the most I‘u]‘;_*:__._::.
ing season, just for your devilish temper !”

“T was afool, it’s a fact, to let any such brangle come
up,” said Legree; “but, when the boy set up his will, Le
had to be broke in.” :

#1 reckon you won't break Aim in!”’

“Won't I?” said Legree, rising, passionately. *I°d like
to know if I won’t? He Il be the first nigger that ever came
it round me ! 1’1l break every bone in his body, but he shall
give up !”’

Just then the door opened, and Sambo entered. He came
forward, bowing, and holding ont something in a paper.

“ What 's that, you dog ?”’ said Legree.

“It’s a witeh thing, Mas’r !”

t A what 1"

* Something that nigoers gets from witches. Keeps ‘em
from feelin’ when they ’s flogzed.  He had it tied round his
neck, with a black string,”

Legree, like most godless and eruel men, was superstitions
He took the paper, and opened it uneasily.

There dropped out of it a silver dollar, and a long, shining
curl of fair hair,—hair which, like a living thing, twined
itsell round Legree’s fingers.

“ Damnation !”" he screamed, in sudden passion, stamping
on the floor, and pulling furiously at the hair, as if it burned
him. “ Where did this come from? Take it off ! — burn it
up ! — burn it up !’ he sereamed, tearing it off, and throwing
it into the charcoal. * What did you bring it to me for?"

Sambo stood, with his heavy mouth wide open, a:ad aghast

with wonder ; and Cassy, who was preparing to leave the
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spartment, stopped, and looked at him in perfect amaze-
ment,

“Don’t you bring me any more of your devilish things !
sid he, shaking his fist at Sambo, who retreated hastily
towards the door ; and, picking up the silver dollar, he sent
it smashing through the window-pane, out into the darkness.

Sambo was glad to make his escape. 'When he was gone,
Lecree seemed a little ashamed of his fit of alarm. He sat
doggedly down in his chair, and began sullenly sipping his
tumbler of punch.

Cassy prepared herself for going out, unobserved by him;
aud slipped away to minister to poor Tom, as we have already

1 1

gl -_i.‘-ll

And what was the matter with Legree? and ‘what was

there in a simple curl of fair hair to appall that brutal man,
familiar- with every form of cruelty? To answer this, we
must carry the reader backward in his history. Hard and
reprobate as the godless man seemed now, there had been a
time when he had been rocked on the bosom of a mather, —
cradled with prayers and pious hymns, — his now seared

row bedewed with the waters of holy baptism. In early
childhood, a fair-haired woman had led him, at the sound of
abbath bell, to worship and to pray. Far in New England
it mother had trained her only son, with long, unwearied
love, and patient prayers. Born of a hard-tempered sire, on
vhom: that gentle woman had wasted a world of unvalued
love, Legree had followed in the steps of his father. Bois-
wrous, unruly, and tyrannical, he despised all her counsel,
@d would none of her reproof; and, at an early age, broke
om her, to seek his fortunes at sea. e never came home
t once, after ; and then, his mather, with the yearning of
beart that must love something, and has nothing else to love,
VOL. II. 19
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clung to him, and sought, with passionate prayers and entrep-
ties, to win him from a life of sin, to his soul’s eternal good.

That was Legree's day of grace; then good angels called
him: then he was almost persuaded, and mercy held hig
by the band. His heart inly relented, — there was a con-
flict,— but sin got the \'ia:tuz':\t and he get all the foree of Lis
rough nature against the conviction of his conscience. H;
drank and swore,— was wilder and more brutal than eyer.
And, one night, when his mother, in the last agony of her
despair, knelt at his feet, he spurned her from him,— threy
her senseless on the floor, and, with brutal ecurses, fled to his
ship. The next Legree heard of his mother was, when, ong
night, as he was carousing among drunken companions,
letter was put into his hand. He opened it, and a lock of
long, curling hair fell from it, and twined abouf his fingers
The letter told him his mother was dead, and that, dying, she
blest and forgave him.

There is a dread, unhallowed necromaney of evil, that turs'
things sweetest and holiest to phantoms of horror and affright
That pale, loving mother, — her dying prayers, her forgiving
love,— wrought in that demoniae heart of sin only as a dams-
ing sentence, bringing with it a fearful looking for of judgmen
and fiery indignation. Legree burned the hair, and burned
the letter ; and when he saw them hissing and crackling m
the flame, inly shuddered as he thought of everlasting fires
He tried to drink, and revel, and swear away the memory;
but often, in the deep night, whose solemn stillness arraigis
the bad soul in forced communion with herself, he had seen
that pale mother rising.by his bedside, and felt the soft twin-
ing of that hair around his fingers, till the cold sweat would
roll down his face, and he would spring from his bed in hors
ror. Ye who have wondered to hear, in the same evangth

In
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L that God is love, and that God is a consuming fire, sce ye not
od. how, to the soul resolved in evil, perfect love is the most _ F
illed fearful torture, the seal and sentence of the direst despair ? O HA
bl “Blast it!"" said Legree to himself, as he sipped his liquor;
+ 00D twhere did he get that? If it didn't look just like —
f his whoo! I thought I’d forgot that. Curse me, if I think -
He fhere 's any such thing as forgetting anything, any how, — l
el hang it! I’m lonesome! I mean to call Em. She hates "
f her me — the monkey ! T don’t care,—1I’ll make her come !”
threy Legree stepped out into a large enfry, which went up i
to his stairs, by what had formerly been a superb winding stair- ; :
D, caze; but the passage-way was dirty and dreary, encumbered _ '
ns, 8 with boxes and wunsightly litter. The stairs, uncarpeted, ,
xk 0 scemed winding up, in the gloom, to nobody knew where ! |
EeE. The pale moonlight streamed through a shattered fanlight
1g, sl over the door; the air was unwholesome and chilly, like that
of & vault.
t turng Legree stopped at the foot of the stairs, and heard a voice 1
firight. singing. It seemed strange and ghostlike in that dreary old
rgiving house, perhaps because of the already tremulous state of his
Q- nerves. Hark ! what is 1t?
'-].l“"'“""‘l A wild, pathetic voice, chants a hymn common among the
hurned slayes -
Ting i |
T fires. 0 there *ll be mourning, mourning, mourning, E
i 0 there 1l be mourning, at the judgment-seat of Christ!" | '
|emoTy !
xrraigts “Blast the girl !’ said Legree. 171l choke her.— Em! 2 R

ud 608 T ! he called, harshly: but only a mocking echo from the
iy il walls answered him. The sweet voice still sung on :
it would
in hor- ¢t Parenta and children there shall part !
d Parents and children there shall part !
eyangey

Shall part to meet no more ! **
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And clear and loud swelled through the empty halls {he
refrain,

.0 there *Il be mourning, mourning, mourning,

0 there *Il be mourning, at the judgment-seat of Christ!*

Legree stopped. He would have been ashamed to tell of
it, but large drops of sweat stood on his forehead, his heart
beat ]m:n‘_'g,-' and thick with fear; he even thought he saw
something white rising and glimmering in the gloom before
him, and shuddered to think what if the form of his dead
mother should suddenly appear to him.

‘I know one thing,” he said to himsglf, as he stumbled
back in the sitting-room, and sat down ; * I°1l let that fellow
alone. after this! What did I want of his cussed paper? 1
blieve I am bewitched, sure enough! I’ve been shivering
and sweating, ever since! Where did he get that hair? Tt
could n’t have been that! 1 burnt that up, I know I did!
It would be a joke, if hair could rise from the dead !”

Ah, Legree ! that golden tress was charmed; each hair
had in it a spell of terror and remorse for thee, and was used
by a mightier power to bind thy eruel hands from inflicting
uttermost evil on the helpless !

‘I say,” said Legree, stamping and whistling to the dogs,

“wake up, some of you, and keep me company !” but the

dogs only opened one eye at him, sleepily, and closed it

aram.

“ 1’11 have Sambo and Quimbo up here, to sing and dance

one of their hell dances, and keep off these horrid notions,”

said Legree; and, putting on his hat, he went on to the

3 ; 1w 1111k=
verandah, and blew a horn, with which he commeonly sum

moned his two sable drivers.

Legree was often wont, when in a gracious humor, to gét
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these two worthies into his sitting-room, and, after warming
(hem up with whiskey, amuse himself by setting them to sing-
ing, dancing or fighting, as the humor took him.

1t was between one and two o'clock at night, as Cassy was
returning from her ministrations to poor Tom, that she heard
the sound of wild shrieking, whooping, halloing, and singing,
from the sitting-room, mingled with the barking of dogs, and
other symptoms of general uproar.

She came up on the verandah steps, and looked in. Legree
and both the drivers, in a state of furious intoxication, were
singing, whooping, upsetting chairs, and making all manner
of ludicrons and horrid grimaces at each other.

She rested her small, slender hand on the window-blind,
and looked fixedly at them ; — there was a world of anguish,
seorn, and fierce bitterness, in her black eyes, as she did so.
“Would it be a sin to rid the world of such a wretch 2"
she said to herself.

She turned hurriedly away, and, passing round to a back
door, glided up stairs, and tapped at Emmeline’s door.

VOL, IL 19%
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CHAPTER XXXVL

EMMELINE AND CASEY,

Cassy entered the room, and found Emmeline sitting, palo :-‘
with fear, in the furthest corner of it. As she came in, the :I
girl started up nervously; but, on seeing who it was, rushed '1"
forward, and catching her arm, said, “ 0, Cassy, is it yon? :
I’'m so glad you’ve come ! T was afraid it was —. O, you
don’t know what a horrid noise there has been, down stairs, )
all this evening !”’ y

“T ought to know,” gaid Cassy, dryly. ““1’ve heard it H
often enough.”

“O Cassy! do tell me,— could n't we get away from this
place? I don’t care where,— into the swamp among the
snakes,— anywhere ! Could n’t we get somewliere avay 2
from here 2"

* Nowhere, but into our graves,” said Cassy.

“ Did you ever try 7"

“T've seen enough of trying, and what comes of it,” said
Cassy.

“I1°d be willing to live in the swamps, and gnaw the batk
from trees. I an’t afraid of snakes ! I’d rather have cue
near me than him,” said Emmeline, C:i;,_rt)l'l:_.'.

“There have been a good many here of your opinion,” said -
Cassy ; “but you couldn’t stay in the swamps,— you 'dbe .
tracked by the dogs, and brought back, and then — then —" fulu.
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What would he do 2" said the gir], looking, with breath-
less interest, into her fuce.

“What would»’t he do, you’d better ask,” said Gy,
“He's learned his trade well, among the pirates in the West
Indies. You would n't sleep nmuh, if I ghould tell you
things I've seen,—things that he tells of, sometimes; for good
jokes. I ’ve heard screams here that I haye n't been able to
et ont of Iy head for weeks and weeks., There ’s a 1.!':_';_-(_3
way out down by the quarters, where you can see a black,
Dlasted tree, and the ground all covered with black ashes.
Ask any one what was dene there, and.seo if they will dare
to tell you.”

“0! what do you mean 1’

] won't tell you. I hate to think of it. And I tell you,
the Lord only lmr'r.‘fn' what we may see to-morrow, if that

poor fellow holds out as he ’s begun.”
“Horrid!”” said Emmeline, every drop of blood reced-

ing from her cheeks. 0, Cassy, do tell me what I shall

*What I’ve done. Do the best you ean,— do what you
must,—and make it up in hating and cursh

“He wanted to make me drink some of his 1.,1'mL11 brandy,’
said Emmeline : “and I hate it so —’
‘You ’d better drink,” said Cassy. * I hated it, too; and
v I can’t live without it. One must have something ; —
ngs don’t look so dreadful, when you take that.”
“Mother used to tell me never to touch any such thing,”
tald Emmeline.

=

“Mother told you!” gaid Cassy, xﬁ'ilh a thrilling and bit-
ter l"l:ll-}’.'.hi?% ot the word mother. ‘What use i1s it for
mothers to say auything? You are all to be bought and pnid

for, and your souls be fuhﬂ' to whoever cets you. That ’s the
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way it goes. I say, drink brandy ; drink all you can, and
it "Il make things come easier.”’

“(), Cassy! do pity me!"”

“ Pity you!—don't I? Haven't I a daughter, — Lord
knows where she is, and whose she is, now, — going the way
her mother went, hefore her, I suppose, and that her children

must go, after her! There’s no end to the curse—forever !’

¢ T wish I°d never been born!" said Emmeline, 1.1.'1'J'||I-':r'|a|;_;
her hands. :

“That’s an old wish with me,” said Cassy. “‘I've got
used to wishing that. 1’°d die, if I dared to,”” she said, look-
ing out into the darkness, with that still, fixed despair which
was the habitual expression of her face when at rest.

“ Tt would be wicked to kill one’s self,” said Emmeline.

“I don’tknow why,—no wickeder than things we live and
do, day after day. But the sisters told me things, when I was
in the convent, that make me afraid to die. If it would only
be the end of us, why, then —”

Emmeline turned away, and hid her face in her hands.

While this conversation was passing in the chamber, Legree,
overcome with his carouse, had sank to sleep in the room
below. Legree was not an habitual drunkard. His coarse,
strong nature craved, and could endure, a eontinual stimula-
tion, that would have utterly wrecked and crazed a finer one.
But a deep, underlying spirit of cautiousness prevented his
often yielding to appetite in such measure as to lose control
of himself.

This night, however, in his feverish efforts to banish from

i3 mind those fearful elements of woe and remorse whic
his mind those fearful el ts of 1 which
1)

that, when he had discharged his sable attendants, he fell

=

woke within him, he had indulged more thin common ;

heavily on a settle in the room, and was sound asleep.

hre




LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 225

= 0! how dares the bad goul to enter the shadowy world of
wmd deep 17— that land whose dim outlines lie so fearfully near to
the ]l,}-_ﬁlig geene of retribution ! T.-.'_'_f]'i"f_‘. dreamed. In lis |
i_-;L'.'}' and feverish “1lll a veiled form stood beside him, and
ord lid a cold, soft hand upon him. He thought he knew who
it was: and shuddered, with ereeping horror, though the face
ren was veiled. Then he thought he felt 2ha? Jiair twining
und his fingers ; and then, that it slid smoothly round his r

ing peck. and Lig]]itrru'll and tichtened, and he could not draw his

hreath :+and then he ll’ilﬂ'r]ll VOICes 1L frh‘,.frr;rf yehim: ——

got whispers that ehilled him with horror. Then it 541?'_‘1!11'.".1 to

0k~ him he was on the edge of a frightful abyss, holding on and

ich sruecline in mortal fear, while dark h:rwI.-; stretehed up, and

were pulling him over ; and Cassy came behind him laughing,
nd !,-'.:rll».hl, him. And then rose up that solemn veiled E'-'_' Ire
nd and drew aside the veil. It was his mother ; andshe turned
fvas wiay from' him, and he fell down, down, down, amid a con-

fised noise of

L

shricks, and groans, and shouts of demon
lanehter, — and :[.1"1!"1."..‘ awoke.

Calwly the rosy hue of dawn was stealing into the room.
The morning star stood, with its solemn, holy eye of light,
Jom lokine down on the man of sin, from out the brightening
rse, iv. 0, with what freshness, what .-"-JL.‘I:';NE‘._‘-.' and ]‘1‘2111'("-". 18
ila- h new day born ; as if to say to ingsensate man, * Behold !
1128 thou linst one more chance ! Strive for immortal ':“"1:'- 122
hi liere is no speech nor language where this voice is nof
trol leard : but the bold, bad man heard it not. Ie woke with

noath and a eurse.  What to him was the gold and [”'-1']‘]“-'_-

rom the daily miracle of morning! What to him the sanetity
Hen of that star which the Son of God has hallowed as his own

emblem ?  Brute-like, he saw without perceiving ; and, stum-
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bling forward, poured out a tumbler of brandy, and drank
half of it.

“I’ve had a h—1 of a night !”” he said to Cassy, who just
then entered from an opposite door.

““You’ll get plenty of the same sort, by and by,” said she
|T.I‘_‘Ir]_}".

“What do you mean, yon minx 7"’

“You'll find out, one of these days,” returned Cassy, in
the same tone. * Now, Simon, I’ve one picce of ._Hl\,] e to
i l'n }I’IEI ?

“The devil, you have !

* My advice is,” said Cassy, steadily, as she began adju

Ane some things about the room, “that you let Tom ..1“1,

““ What business is 't of yours 7"

“What? To be sure, I don't know what it should be
If you want to pay twelve hundred for a fellow, and use him
right up in the press of the season, just to serve your own
spite, it’s no business of mine. I’ve done what I could for
him."

“You have? What business have you meddling in my
matters 7%

“ None, to be sure. I've saved you some thousands of
dollars, at different times, by taking care of your hands, —
that ’s all the thanks I get. If your crop comes shorter into
market than any of theirs, you won’t lose your bet, I sup-
pose? Tompkins won’t lord it over you, I suppose, —and
you’ll pay down your money like a lady, won't you? I
think I see you doing it !"

Legree, like many other planters, had but one form of
ambition,— to have in the heaviest crop of the season,— and

he had several }_r;-i.‘s on 1},]5 very Pl'L'.*:L':Lt SeASON I.q-mii];_-_;]u
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the next town. Cassy, therefore, with woman’s taet, touched
the only string that could be made to vibrate.

“Well, I’11 let him off at what he’s got,” said Legree;
¢ but he shall beg my pardon, and promise better fashions.”

«That he won't do,”’ said (.'us:';:.'.

“Won't,—eh 1"

%“No, he won’t,” said Cassy.

“1’d like to know wwhy, Mistress,”’ said Legree, in the
extreme of scorn.

‘Because he ’s done right, and he knows it, and won't say

[1o '8 done WIong.

]
Fi

“Who a cuss cares what he knows? The nigger shall say
what I please, or —"

“QOr, you’ll lose your bet on the cotton crop, by keeping
him out of the field, just at this very press.”

Jut he will give up,— course, he will; don’t 1 know
what nigerers is?  He'll beg like a dog, this morning.”’

“He won’t, Simon ; you don’t know this kind. You may
kill him by inches,— you won’t get the first word of confes-
sion out of him.”

“We 'l see ; — where is he 77 said Legree, going out.

“In the waste-room of the gin-house,” said Cassy.

Legree, though he talked so stoutly to Cassy, still sallied
forth from the house with a degree of misgiving which was
not common with him., His dreams of the past night, min-
gled with Cassy’s prudential suggestions, considerably affected
his mind. He resolved that nobedy should be witness of his
enconnter with Tom; and determined, if he could not subdue
him by bullying, to defer hig vengeance, to be wreaked in a
more convenient season.

The solemn light of dawn — the angelic glory of the morn-
ing-star — had looked in through the rude window of the




.

e i he e S280

i gh

S —

e A i————
el
o~ —_— =
S p——
» - -
L e —

INCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,

ghed where Tom was lying; and, as if descending on thy
star-beam, came the solemn words, “I am the root gng

offspring of Dayid, and the bright and morning star.” Ths

mysterious warnings and intimations of Cassy, so far fron

discouraging his soul, in the end had roused it as with
|

a heavenly call. Ile did not know but that the day of

his death was dawning in the sky; and his heart throbhe]
with solemn throes of joy and desire, as he thought thyt

the wondrous all, of which he had often pondered,—ihs

oreat white throne, with its ever radiant rainbow ; the white-
robed multitude, with voices as many waters: the ecrowns

1e palms, the harps,— might all break upon his vision heforg

1at sun should set again. And, therefore, without shudder-

ing or trembling, he heard the voice of his persecutor, as he

drew near.

“Well, my boy,” said Legree, with a contemptuous kick,
““ how do you find yourself? Didn’t I tell yer I counld lam
yer a thing or two? How do yer like it,— eh? Hoyw did

whaling agree with yer, Tom? An’t guite so erank as ye

was last night. Ye could n't treat a poor sinner, now, tos
bit of a sermon, could ye,— eh ?*
Tom answered nothing,

.

** Get up, you beast ! 7’ gaid Legree, kicking him again.
This was a difficult matter for one so bruised and faint;
and, as Tom made eflorts to do so, Legree langhed brutally.
““What makes ye so spry, this morning, Tom? Cotched
cold, may be, last nicht.”
Tom by this time had gained his feet, and was confronting
his master with a steady, unmoved front.
“The devil, you can!” gaid Legree, looking him over.

‘“1 believe you haven’t got enough yet. Now, Tom, gef

rig

I"ﬂ.‘
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right down on yer knees and beg my pardon, for yer shines
Jast might.”

Tom did not move.

“ Down, you dog!’ said Legree, striking him with his
riding-whip.

“ Mas’r Legree,” said Tom, ¢

I can’t do it. T did only
what I thought was right.

I shall do just so again, if ever
the time comes. I never will do a erunel thing, come what
may.”’

“Yes, but ye don’t know what may eome, Master Tom. Ye

think what you ’ve got is something. I tell you °t an't any-

thing,— nothing ’t all. IHow would ye like to be tied to a tree;
md have a slow fire lit up around ye; — would n’t that be
pleasant,— eh, Tom 27

“Masg'r,”’ 8

said Tom, “ I know ye can do dreadful things ;
but,”

— he stretched himself upward and clasped his hands,
“but, after ye’ve killed the body, there an't

{ IO more yve
ean do. And l;]', there 's all ETERNITY to come, after that!’

ETerRNTTY,— the word thrilled through the black man’s
wil with light and power, as he spoke; it thrilled through
the sinner’s soul, too, like the bite of a scorpion. Legree
mashed on him with his teeth, but rage kept him silent; and
spoke, in a clear and cheerful

" Mas’r Legree, as ye hought me, I'11 be a true and faith-

il servant to ye. I’'Il give ye all the work of my hands,
ill my time, all my strength ; but my soul I won't give up
0 mortal man. I will hold on to the ILord,
vmmands before all,— die or live:

Mag'y .Lr:-j_:rr_‘a*_. [ an’t & grain afeard to die. 1'da

and put his
you may be sure on ’t.
18 soon die
Ye may whip me, starve 1111;1_. burn me,— it ’1l only
.Il me sooner where 1 want to go.’

VOL, II. 20
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T’ make ye give out, though, ’fore I'’ve done!?” gaid
Legree, in a rage. :

« T shall have Aelp,” said Tom ; ¢ you 'll never do it.”

““Who the devil’s going to help you?" said Legree,
scornfully.

#The Lord Almighty,” said Tom.

“PD—n you!” said Legree, as with one blow of lis fist
he felled Tom to the earth.

A cold soft hand fell on Legree’s, at this moment, He
turned,—it was Cassy’s ; but the cold soft touch recalled his
dream of the night before, and, flashing through the chambers
of his brain, came all the fearful images of the night-watches,
with a portion of the horror that accompanied them.

“VVill you be a fool ?'” said Cassy, in French. * Let him
go! Let me alone to get him fit to be in the field again.
Isn't it just as I told you ?”

They say the alligator, the rhinoceros, though enclosed
in bullet-proof mail, have each a spot where they are vul-
nerable; and fierce, reckless, unbelieving reprobates, have
commonly this point in superstitious dread.

Legree turned away, determined to let the point go for the
time.

“Well, have it your own way,” he said, doggedly, to

Cassy.

‘“ Hark, ye!” he said to Tom; “I won’t deal with yo §

now, because the business is pressing, and I want all my
hands; but I never forget. I'll score it against ye, and
sometime I ’1l have my pay out o’ yer old black hide,— mind
ye

Legree turned, and went out.

“ There you go,” said Cassy, looking darkly after him;
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“your reckoning’s to come, yet!— My poor fellow, how
are you 4

“The Lord God hath sent his angel, and shut the lion’s
month, for this time,” said Tom.

“Tor this time, to be sure,”” said Cassy; “but now you’ve
got his ill will upon you, to follow you day in, day out, hang-
ing like a dog on your throat,— sueking your blood, bleeding
away your life, drop by drop. I know the man.”

CHAPTER XXXVIL
LIBERTY,

“‘No matter with what solemnities he may have been devoted upon the
altar of slavery, the moment he touches the sacred soil of Britain, the altar
tnd the God sink together in the dust, and he stands redeemed, regener-

sted, and disenthralled, by the irresistible genins of universal emancipge

LY — Cutrran.

(WLLL)

A wiiteE we must leave Tom in the hands of hig perse-
cators, while we turn to pursue the fortunes of (George and
his wife, whom we left in friendly hands, in a farm-house on
the road-side.

Tom Tioker we left groaning and touzling in a most immac-
ulately clean Quaker bed, under the motherly supervision of
Aunt Doreas, who found him fo the full as tractable a patient
18 & sick bison.

Imagine a tall, dignified, spiritual woman, whose clear mus-
lin cap shades waves of silvery hair, parted on a broad, clear
forchead, which overarches thoughtful gray eyes. A snowy
handkerchief of lisse crape is folded neatly across her bosom;
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her glossy brown silk dress rustles peacefully, as she glides up dre
and down the chamber. out
“The devil ! says Tom Loker, giving a great throw o

the bed-clothes. act
“T must request thee, Thomas, not to use such language ” ¢

says Aunt Dorcas, as she quietly refirranged the bed. 'r_ch

“Well, T won't, granny, if T can help it,”" says Tom; “bug i”l‘é

it is enough to make a fellow swear, — so eursedly hot !” F"'IE

Dorcas removed a comforter from the bed, straightened the A

clothes again, and tucked them in till Tom looked something s

like o chrysalis ; remarking, as she did so, 3 devs

“ T wish, friend, thee would leaye off eursing and swearing, U.":E

and think upon thy ways.” ; "!“”

“What the devil,” said Tom, “should I think of them for? e

Last thing ever 7 want to think of —hang itall!”’ And Tom i)

flounced over, untucking and disarranging everything, in a 9[]-;:

manner frightful to behold. Mal

1) **That fellow and gal are here, I ’spose,’” said he, sulleny, .
18 I after a pause. ]L
: | “They are so,” said Dorcas. then
il “They 'd hetter be off up to the lake,” said Tom; *the ~,

i quicker the better.” 1“"—"“

i “Probably they will do so,” said Aunt Dorcas, knitting o

| ,,I. ]}t'flf’i_‘fllll:.-'+ I‘L"-I'”]I
*“ And hark ye,”” said Tom ; **we’ve got {‘m'rc&'tl;n_rl|L1r-nt;: 1n 2 H

I 1 .| Sandusky, that watch the boats for us. I don’t care if I tell, 'ﬂ.l
now. I hope they will get away, just to spite Marks,— the T

cursed puppy ! —d—n him ! :Il_'L't"

“Thomas !’ said Dorcas. |\J]l

“T tell you, granny, if you bottle a fellow up too tight, | “iT

shall gplit,” said Tom. * But about the gal, — tell 'em i --Il.s

Vo

R
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o= dress her up some way, so’s to alter her. Her description’s
up out in Sandusky.” B
_ “We will attend to that matter,” said Doreas, with char- R "_-
= acteristic composure. .
L As we at this place take leave of Tom Loker, we may as
) well say, that, having lain three weeks at the Quaker diwel- :
ling, sick with a rheumatic fever, which set in, in company ‘
but with his other afflictions, Tom arose from his bed a somewhat
_ sadder and wiser man ; and, in place of slave-catehing, betook ! .
flw himself to life in one of the new settlements, where his talents
8 developed themselves more happily in trapping bears, wolves, |
and other inhabitants of the forest, in which he made himself
e quite a name in the land. Tom always spoke reverently of 5
i the Quakers. “Niee people,” he would say; * wanted to !
l-:.1.~ convert me, but could n’t come it, exactly. Bat, tell ye what,
Lj"m siranger, they do fix up a sick fellow first rate,— no mistake.
s Make jist the tallest kind o’ broth and knicknacks.”
0 As Tom had informed them that their party would be . 1
! loked for in Sandusky, it was thought prudent to divide AR
them. Jim, with his old mother, was forwarded separately;
: and a night or two after, George and Eliza, with their child,
. vere driven privately into Sandusky, and lodged beneath a il
" hospitable roof, preparatory to taking their last passage on
- the lake. Y
N Their night was now far spent, and the morning star of ]
K ;,u mberty yose fair hefore them. Liberty ! — electric word ! |
L'"I1J'1 What is it? Is there anything more in it than a name — a 1\, *“
fa thetorical flonrish?  Why, men and women of America, does '
your heart’s blood thrill at that word, for which your fathers
: tled, and your braver mothers were willing that their noblest
ht'F‘ ind best should die ?
b Is there anything in it glorious and dear for a nation, that !

VoL. 1I. 20 %
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is not also glorious and dear for a man? What is freedom to
a nation, but freedom to the individuals in it? What is free-
dom to that young man, who sits there, with his arms folds]
over his broad chest, the tint of African blood m his cheek,
its dark fires in his eye,—what is freedom to George Harris?
Po your fathers, freedom was the right of a nation to beg
nation.  To him, it is the right of a man to be a man, and not
a brute ; the right to call the wife of his bosom his wife, and
to protect her from lawless violence ; the right to protect
and educate his child ; the right to have a home of his own, 3
relizgion of his own, a character of his own, unsubject to the
will of another. All these thoughts were rolling and secthing
in George’'s breast, as he was pensively leaning his head on
his hand, watching his wife, as ghe was adapting to her slen-
der and pretty form the articles of man’s attire, in whichit
was deemed safest she should make her escape.

‘ Now for it,”” said she, as she stood before the glass, and
shook down her silky abundance of black eurly hair. *I say,
Greorge, it ’s almost a pity, isn't it,”” she said, as she held up
some of it, playfully, — * pity it ’s all got to come off ”

(Gieorge smiled sadly, and made no answer.

Eliza turned to the glass, and the scissors glittered as ong
long lock after another was detached from her head.

“There, now, that’ll do,” she said, taking up a hair-brush;
““ now for a few fancy touches.™

“There, an’t I a pretty young fellow ?** she said, turning
avound to her husband, laughing and blushing at the same
time.

“You always will be pretty; do what you will,” sl
George.

““What does make you go sober 7" said Eliza, kneeling on

one knee, and laying her hand on his. ¢ We are only witl-

mn

T

gh

s

he

|F!‘|

¢

ant

{1]1]

Con

anc



. and

g1V,
Id up
20ne

1
rush;

l'lL]Zi;

game
' gaid

ne on
with-

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY. 285

in twenty-four hours of Canada, they say. Onlya day and
o night on the lake, and then — oh, then!—

“0, Eliza!” said George, drawing her towards him:
tthat is it ! Now my fate is all narrowing down to a point.
To come 80 near, to be almost in sight, and then lose all. I
ghould never live under it, ]’]?;r:u."

“Don’t fear,”” said his wife, hopefully. “The good Lord
would not have brought us so far, if he did n’t mean to carry
us through, - I seem to feel him with us, George.”

“You are a blesged woman, Eliza !’ said George, clasping
her with a convulsive grasp. ** But,—oh, tell me! can this
great mercy be for us? Will these years and years of misery
come to an end ? — shall we be free 2

“T am sure of it, George,” said Eliza, looking upward,
while tears of hope and enthusiasm shone on her long, dark
lashes, *1 feel it 1 me, 1]1:'.I God is going to bring us ouf

of bondage, this very day.’

“T will Lu]mm you, Eliza,”” gaid George, rising suddenly
up.  “T will believe,— come, let 's be off. Well, indeed,”
said he, holding her off at arm’s length, and locking admir-
ingly at her, *you are a 1‘:1'¢=tn-' little fellow. That erop of
lttle, - short curls, i3 quite becoming. Put on your cap. So
—a little to one side. T never saw you look quite so pretty.
But, it ’s almost time for the carriage; — I wonder if Mrs.
Smyth has got Harry rigged ?**

The door 1,*I'=~"|1-.'=.!, and a 1'--:41'n~:-::|1,:lx.'_. Iil.l‘-lfH'._'-:II__‘_'i_'tl woman
entered, leading little Harry, dressed in girl’s clothes.

“What a pretty girl he makes,”” said Eliza, turning him
round.  ““We call him Harriet, you see ; — don’t the name
come nicely ?

The child stood gravely regarding his mother in her new
and strange attire, observing a profound silence, and occa-
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sionally drawing deep sighs, and peeping at her from under
his dark curls.

““ Does Harry know mamma ?” said Eliza, stretching her
hands toward him.

The child elung Eh_\'l'.' to the woman.

|

“ Come, Eliza, why do you try to coax Lim, when you
knoy that he has got to be kept away from you 7*

“I know it ’s foolish,” said Eliza; *‘ yet, I can’t bear fo
have him turn away from me. But come, — where’s my
eloak? Here, — how is it men put on eloaks, George 2V

*You must wear it so,”” said her husband, lill'm\'ing it over
his shoulders.

‘“ S0, then,” said Eliza, imitating the motion,— ““and I
must stamp, and take long steps, and try to look sauey.”

“Don’t exert yourself,’’ said George. ¢ There is, now and
then, a modest young man; and I think it would be easier for
you fo act that character.”

¢ And these gloves ! mercy upon us !” said Eliza; “ why,
my hands are lost in them.”

“I advise you to keep them on pretty strictly,” said
George. * Your little slender paw might bring us all cut,
Now, Mrs. Smyth, yon are to go under our charge, and be
our aunty,— you mind.”

“I’ve heard,”” said Mrs. Smyth, * that there have been
men down, warning all the packet captains against a man and
woman, with a little boy.”

“They have ! said George. * Well, if we see any such
people, we can tell them.”

A hack now drove to the door, and the friendly family who
had received the fugitives erowded around them with farewell
areetings.

The disgnises the party had assumed were in accordance
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with the hints of Tom Loker. Mrs. Smyth, a respectable
woman from the settlement in Canada, whither they were
fleemg, being fortunately about crossing the lake to retwn
thither, had consented to appear as the aunt of little Harry;
and, in order to attach him to her, he had been allowed to
remain, the two last days, under her sole charge; and an extra
amount of petting, joined to an indefinite amount of seed-
akes and candy, had cemented a very close attachment on
the part of the young gentleman.

The hack drove to the wharf. The two young men, as
they appeared, walked up the plank into the boat, Eliza
sallantly giving her arm to Mrs. Smyth, and George attend-
ing to their bagzage.

George was standing at the captain’s office, settling for his
party, when he overheard two men talking by his side.

“I’ve watched every one that came on hoard,"” said one,
“and I know they ’re not on this boat.”

The voice was that of the clerk of the boat. The speaker
whom he addressed +was our sometime friend Marks, who,
with that valuable perseverance which characterized him, had
come on to Sandusky, seeking whom he might devour.

“You would scarcely know the woman from a white one,”
said Marks. “The man is a very light mulatto; he hasa
brand in one of his hands.”

The hand with which George was taking the tickets and
change trembled a little; but he furned coolly around, fixed
an unconcerned glance on the face of the speaker, and walked
leisurely toward another part of the boat, where Eliza stood
waiting for him.

Mrs. Smyth, with little Harry, sought the seclusion of the
ladies’ cabin, where the dark beauty of the supposed little
gl drew many flattering comments from the passengers.

o —
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George had the satisfaction, as the bell rang out its faye.
well peal, to see Marks walk down the plank to the shore:
and drew a long sigh of relicf, when the boat had put 4
; returnless distance between them.

It was a superb day. .The blue waves of Lake Erie danced,
rippling and sparkling, in the sun-light. A fresh breeze bley
from the shore, and the lordly boat ploughed her way right

gallantly onward.

O, what an untold world there is in one human heart!
Who thought, as George walked calmly up and down the
deck of the steamer, with his shy comipanion at his side, of

all that was burning in his bosom? The mighty zood that

b ! seemed approaching seemed too good, too fair, even fo bea
- | &l e reality ; and he felt a jealous dread, every moment of the day,
RIET &1 | that something would rise to snatch it from him.
: m - ‘I‘lﬁl, bl § But the hoat swept on. Hours fleeted, and, at last, clear 8§
" Pk e and full rose the blessed English shores; shores charmed by
| E oAl | | a mighty spell,—with one touch to dissolve every incantation
B 0 S of slavery, no matter in what language pronounced, or by
']ii‘l| el what national power confirmed.
T R George and his wife stood arm in arm, as the boat neared
‘1 V A the small town of Amherstberg, in Canada. His breath grew
P thick and short; a mist gathered before his eyes; he silently
?, | pressed the little hand that lay trembling on his arm. The
! | : bell rang ; the boat stopped. Searcely seeing what he did, he
14k looked out his baggage, and gathered his little party. The
-' :’ R L little company were landed on the shore. They stood stil
§ j;. | l till the boat had cleared; and then, with tears and embracings,
it u i the husband and wife, with their wondering child in their
arms, knelt down and lifted up their hearts to God !
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¢ 'T was something like the burst from death to life-
From the grave’s corements to the robes of heaven;
From sin’s dominion, and from passion’s strife,
To the pure freedom of a soul forgiven ;

Where all the bonils of denth and hell are riven,

And mortal puts on immortality,
When Mercy’s hand hath turned the golden key,

And Merey's voice hath said, Rejoice, thy soul is free."’

The little party were soon guided, by Mrs. Smyth, to the
hospitable abode of a good missionary, whom Christian charity
hos placed here as a shepherd to the out-cast and wandering,
who are constantly finding an asylum on this shore.

Who can speak the blessedness of that first day of freedom?
Is ot the sense of liberty a higher and a finer one than any

of the five? To move, speak and breathe,

oo out and come
in unwatched, and free from danger! Who can speak the
blessings of that rest which comes down on the free man’s
pillow, under® laws which insure to him the rights that God
has given t0 man? THow fuir and precious to that mother
was that sleeping child’s face, endeared by the memory of a
thousand dangers !  How impossible was it to sleep, in the
exuberant possession of such blessedness! And yet, these
two had not one acre of ground,— not a roof that they could
tall their own,— they had spent their all, to the last dollar.
They had nothing more than the birds of the air, or the flow-
ers of the field,— yet they could not sleep for joy. 0, ye
who take freedom from man, with what words shall ye answer

1t 1o UIHJ (&
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CHAPTER XXXVIIIL
THE VIUTORY,

£ Thanks be unto God, who giveth us the victory.”

HAVE not many of us, in the weary way of life, felt, in
gome hours, how far easier it were to die than to live ?

The martyr, when faced even by a death of bodily anguish
and horror, finds in the very terror of his doom a strong stim-
ulant and tonic. There is a vivid excitement, a thnll and
fervor, which may carry through any crisis of suffering that
i3 the birth-hour of eternal glory and rest.

But to live,—to wear on, day after day, of mean, bitter,
low, harassing servitude, every nerve dampened and depressed,
every power of feeling gradually smothered,— this long and
wasting heart-martyrdom, this slow, daily bleeding away of
the inward life, drop by drop, hour after hour,— this is the
true searching test of what there may be in man or woman.

When Tom stood face to face with his perseentor, and heard
his threats, and thought in his very soul that his hour was
come, his heart swelled bravely in him, and he thought he
could bear torture and fire, bear anything, with the vision of
Jesus and heayen but just a step beyond; but, when he was
gone, and the present excitement passed off, came back the

pain of his bruised and weary limbs,— came back the sense of

his utterly degraded, hopeless, forlorn estate; and the day
passed wearily enough.

Long before his wounds were healed, Legree insisted that
he should be put to the regular field-work; and then came
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day after day of pain and weariness, aggravated by every kind
of zniln_msn- and indignity that the ill-will of a mean and ma-
licions mind could devise. Whoever, in owr circumstances,
has made trial of pain, even with all the alleviations which,
for us, usually attend it, must know the irritation t

with it. Tom no longer wondered at the
of his associates; nay, he found the. placid, sunny temper,
which had been the habitude of his life, broken in on, and
sorely strained, by the inroads of the same thing. He
had flattered himself on leisure to read his Bible; but there
was no such thing as leisnre there. In the height of the
season, Legree did not hesitate to press all his hands through,
Sundays and week-days alike.  Why should n't he?— he made
more cotton by it, and gained his wager; and if it wore out a

h |
1
L

fow more hands, he could buy better ones. At first, Tom
used to read a verse or two of his DBible, by the flicker of the
fire, after he had returned from his daily toil ; but, after the
cruel treatment he received, he used to come home so
exhausted, that his head swam and his eyes failed when he
tried to read: and he was fain to stretch himself down, with
the others, in utter exhaustion.
Is it strange that the religious peace and trust, which had
upborne him hitherto, should give way to tossings of soul and
despondent darkness ? The gloomiest problem of this myste-
rious life was constantly before hiz eyes,— souls erushed and
rained, evil triumphant, and God silent. It was weeks and
months that Tom wrestled, in his own soul, in darkness and
sorrow.  He thought of Miss Ophelia’s letter to his Kentucky
friends, and would pray earnestly that God would send him
lcliverance. And then he would watch, day after if ay, in the
vague hope of seeing somehody sent to redeem him; and,
when nobody came, he would crush back to his soul bitter
VOL. II. 21
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e e

thoughts,— that it was vain to serve God, that God had for.

gotten him. He sometimes sayw ('.'u:_-':%_',-'; and sometimes, when
summoned to the house, canght a glimpse of the dejected form
of Emmeline, but held very little communion with either: in
fact, there was no time for him fo commune with anybody.

One evening, he was sitting, in utter dejection and prostra-
tion, by a few decaying brands, where his coarse supper was
baking. He put a few bits of brushwood on the fire, and
strove to raise the light, and then drew his worn Bible from
his pocket. There were all the marked passaces, which had
thrilled his soul so often,— words of patriarchs and geers,
poets and sages, who from early time had spoken courage to
man,— voices from the great clond of witnesses who ever sur-
round us in the race of life. Iad the word lost its power,
or could the failing eye and weary sense no longer answer to
the touch of that mighty inspiration? Ieavily sighing, he
put it in his pocket. A coarse laugh roused him; he looked
up,-—Legree was standing opposite to him. _

“Well, old boy,” he said, * you find your religion don't
work, it seems! I thought I ghonld get that throngh your
wool, at last!”’

The cruel taunt was more than hunger and cold and naked-
ness. Tom was silent.

“You were a fool,” said Legree; ‘‘for I meant to do well
by you, when I bought you. You might have been better off
than Sambo, or Quimbo either, and had easy times; and,
instead of getting cut up and thrashed, every day or two, ye
might have had liberty to lord it round, and cut up the other
niggers ; and ye might haye had, now and then, a good warm-
ing of whiskey punch. Come, Tom, don’t you think you’d
better be reasonable ?— heave that ar old pack of trash in the

fire, and join my church !
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“The Lord forbid ! said Tom, fervently.

“You see the Lord an’t going to help you; if he had
been, he wouldn’t have let me get you! This yer religion
is all a mess of lying. trumpery, Tom. T know all about it.
Ye'd better hold to me; I'm somebody, and can do some-
thing ! **

“ No, Mas’r,” gaid Tom; *“I’ll hold on. The Lord may
help me, or not help; but I'll hold to him, and believe him
to the last ! "’

* The more fool you ! said Legree, spitting scornfully at
him, and spurning him with his foot. ** Never mind; I°ll
chase yon down, yet, and bring you under,— you’ll gee!”
and Legree turned away.

When a heavy weight presses the soul to the lowest level at
which endurance is possible, there is an instant and desperate
effort of every physical and moral nerve to throw off the
weight ; and hence the heaviest anguish often precedes a
return tide of joy and courage. So was it now with Tom.
The atheistic taunts of his eruel master sunk his before
dejected soul to the lowest ebb ; and, though the hand of faith
still held to the eternal rock, it was with a numb, despairing
grasp. Tom sat, like one stunned, at the fire. Suddenly
everything around him seemed to fade, and a vision rose before
him of one crowned with thorns, buffeted and bleeding. Tom
gazed, in awe and wonder, at the majestic patience of the face;
the deep, pathetic eyes thrilled him to his inmost heart; his
soul woke, as, with floods of emotion, he stretched out his
hands and fell upon his knees,— when, gradually, the vision
changed : the sharp thorns became rays of glory; and, in
splendor inconceivable, he saw that same face bending com-

passionately towards him, and p voice said, ““ He that over-
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cometh shall sit down with me on my throne, even as I als:;
overcame, and am set down with my Father on his throne,”
How long Tom lay there, he knew not. 'When he eame to
himself, the fire was gone out, his clothes were wet with the
chill and drenching dews; but the dread soul-crisis was past,
and, in the joy that filled him, he no longer felt hunger, cold,
degradation, disappointment, wretchedness. From his deep-
csb goul, he that hour loosed and parted from every hope in
the life that now is, and offered his own will an unguestioning
sacrifice to the Infinite. Tom looked up to the silent, ever-
living stars,— types of the angelic hosts who ever look down
on man; and the solitude of the mnight rung with the
triumphant words of a hymn, which he had sung often in

happier days, but never with such feeling as now:

¢ Tha earth shall be dissolved like snow,
The sun shall ¢ease to shine 3
But Giod, who called me here below,
Shall be forever mine.

“* And when this mertal life shall fail,
And flesh ond sense shall cense,

[ shall possess within the veil

A life of joy and pence.
¢ When we "ve been there ten thousand years,
DBright shining like the sun,
We 've no less days to sing God’s praise

Than when we first begun.*’

Those who have been familiar with the religions historied
of the slave population know that relations like what we
have narrated are very common among them. We have
heard some from their own lips, of a very touching and
affecting charaeter. The ].-’-;j‘f"hul“:_[lljt- tells us of a state, in

which the affections and images of the mind become 0
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1z dominant and overpowering, that they press info their service
the outward senses, and make them give tangible shape to
to the inward imagining. Who shall measure what an all-per-
he vading Spirit may do with these capabilities of our mortality,
st, or the ways in which He may encourage the desponding
Id, souls of the desolate? If the poor forgotten slave believes
D= that Jesus hath ap]nr:u'u-l and spoken to him, who ghall con-
In tradict him? Did He not say that his mission, in all ages,
ng was to bind up the broken-hearted, and set at liberty them
- that are hruised 2
Wi When the dim gray of dawn woke the slumberers to go
he forth to the field, there was among thése tattered and
in ghivering wretches one who walked with an exultant tread;

for firmer than the ground he trod on was his strong faith in
Almighty, eternal love. Ah, Legree, try all your forces
now! Utmost agony, woe, degradation, want, and loss of all
things, shall only hasten on the process by which he shall be
made a king and a priest unto God !
' From this time, an inviolable sphere of pedce encompagsed
the lowly heart of the oppressed one,— an ever-present
Saviour hallowed it as a temple.  Past now the bleeding of
earthly regrets ; past its fluctuations of hope, and fear, and
desire ; the human will, bent, and bleeding, and struggling
long, was now entirely merged in the Divine. So short now
seemed the remaining voyage of life,— so near, so vivid,

seemed eternal blessedness,— that life’s uttermost woes fell

168 [rom him unharming.
we All noticed the change in his appearance. Cheerfulness
ave md alertness seemed to return to him, and a quietness which
and no insult or injury could ruffle seemed to possess him.
n “What the devil’s got into Tom ?*’ Legree said to Sambe.
ok VOL. I, 214
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“ A while ago he was all down in the mouth, and now he’s
peart as a cricket.”

“ Dunno, Mas’r; gwine to run off, mebbe.”

“Like to sce him fry that,”” said Legree, with a savage
grin, “would n’t we, Samho?”’

“Guess we would! Haw! haw! ho!” said the sooty
gnome, laughing obsequiously. ¢ Lord, de fun! To see
him stickin’ in de mud,— chasin’ and tarin’ through de bushes,
dogs a holdin’ on to him! Lord, I laughed fit to split, dat
ar time we cotched Molly. I thought they’d a had her all
stripped up afore I could get 'em off She car’s de marks
o’ dat ar spree yet.”’

‘I reckon she will, to her grave,”” said Legree. * But
now, Sambo, you look sharp. If the nigger’s got anything
of this sort going, trip him up.”

‘ Mas'r, let me lone for dat,” said Sambo. 171l tree de
coon. Ho, ho, ho!”’

This was spoken as Legree was getting on fo his horse, fo
go to the neighboring town. That night, as he was retun-
ing, he thought he would turn his horse and ride round the
guarters, and see if all was safe.

[t was a superb moonlight night, and the shadows of the
graceful China trees lay minutely pencilled on the turf below,
and there was that transparent stillness in the air which it
seems almost unholy to disturb. Legree was at a little
distance from the guarters, when he heard the voice of some
one singing. It was not a usual gound there, and he paused
to listen. A musical tenor voice sang,

“When I enn rend my title clear
To mansions in the skies,
11l bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeplng eyes.
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dark and wicked soul. He understood full well that i1t was
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‘¢ Bhould earth against my soul engnge,
And hellish darts be hurled,
Then I can smile ot Satan’s rage,

And face a frowmng world.

‘¢ Let cares like a wild deluge come,

And storms of sorrow fall,
May I but safely reach my-home,
My God, my Hesven, my AlL>

““So ho!”’ said Legree to himself, *‘ he thinks so, does he ?

e ——————— ——

How I hate these cursed Methodist hymns! Here, you !
nigger,” said he, coming suddenly out upon Tom, and raising
his riding-whip, “ how dare you be gettin’ up this yer row, ‘
when you ought to be in hed? Shut yer old black gash, and
get along in with you ! ”’ -

“Yes, Mas'r,”” said Tom, with ready cheerfulness, as he
rose to go in.

Legree was provoked beyond measure by Tom's evident
happiness ; and, riding up to him, belabored him over his
head and shoulders. il |

“ There, you dog,” he said, * see if you ’ll feel so comfort-

|
¥
wulltl

e, after that!”
But the blows fell now only on the onter man, and not, as
before, on the heart. Tom stood perfectly submissive; and o I

vet Legree conld not hide from himself that his power over

1
his hond thrall was somehow gone. And, as Tom disap- {
peared in “his cabin, and. he wheeled his horse suddenly l
round, there passed fhrough his mind one of those vivid b
lashes that often send the lightning of conscience across the i i

Gop who was standing between him and his victind, and he

blasphemed him. That submissive and silent man, whom

[
1

taunts, nor threats, nor stripes, nor cruelties, could disturb,
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roused a voice within him, such as of old his Master roused in
the demoniac soul, saying, “ What have we to do with thee
thou Jesus of Nazareth ?— art thou come to torment us before
the time 7 ™

Tom’s whole soul overflowed with compassion and sympathy
for the poor wretches by whom he was surrounded. To him it
seemed as if his life-sorrows were now over, and as if, out of
that strange treasury of peace and joy, with which he had
been endowed from above, he longed to pour out something
for the relief of their woes. It is true, opportunities were
scanty; but, on the way to the fields, and back again, and
during the hours of labor, chances fell in his way of extending
a helping-hand to the weary, the disheartened and discour-
aged. The poor, worn-down, brutalized creatures, at first,
could scarce comprehend this; but, when it was continued
week after week, and month after month, it began to awaken
long-silent chords in their benumbed hearts. Gradually and
imperceptibly the strange, silent, patient man, who was ready
to bear every one’s burden, and sought help from none,— who
stood aside for :1”: and came last, and took least. yeot was
foremost to share his little all with any who needed,— the
man who, in cold nights, would give up his tattered blanket
to add to the comfort of some woman who shivered with sick-
ness, and who filled the baskeis of the weaker ones in the
field, at the terrible risk of coming short in his own measure,

and who, though pursued with unrelenting cruelty by their
common tyrant, never joined in uttering a word of reviling or
cursing,— this man, at last, began to have a strange power
over them ; and, when the more pressing season was past, and
they were allowed again their Sundays for their own use,
many would gather together to hear from him of Jesus, They

would gladly have met to hear, and pray, and sing, in some
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place, together; but Legree would not permit it, and more
than once broke up such attempts, with oaths and brutal exe-
crations,—=o that the blessed news had to circulate from indi-
vidual to individual. Yet who can speak the simple joy with
which some of those poor outeasts, to whom life was a ju_}'less
journey to a dark unknown, heard of a compassionate Re-
deemer and a heavenly home? It is the statement of mis-
sionaries, that, of all races of the earth, none have received
the Gospel with such eager docility as the African. The
principle of relinnce and unquestioning faith, which is its
foundation, is more a native element in this race than any
other ; and it has often been found among them, that a stray
teed of truth, borne on some breeze of accident into hearts the
most ignorant, has sprung up into fruit, whose abundance has
shamed that of higher and more skilful culture.

The poor mulatto woman, whose simple faith had been
vell-nigh crushed and overwhelmed, by the avalanche of
aruelty and wrong which had fallen upon her, felt her soul

mised up by the hymns and passages of Holy Writ, which

this lowly missionary breathed into her ear in intervals, as
they were going to and returning from work ; and even the
half-crazed and wandering mind of Cassy was soothed and
talmed by his simple and unobtrusive influences.

Stung to madness and despair by the crushing agonies of a

ife, Cassy had often resolved in her soul an hour of retribu-
tion, when her hand should avenge on her oppressor all the
mjustice and cruelty to which she had been witness, or which
she had in her own person suffered.

One night, after all in Tom’s cabin were sunk in sleep, he
was suddenly aroused by seeing her face at the hole between
the logs, that served for a window. She made a silent gesturs
tr him to come out.
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Tom came out the door. It was hetween one and twe
o'clock at night,— broad, calm, still moonlight. Tom re.
marked, as the light of the moon fell dpon (,T:‘tss‘}"s large
black eyes, that there was a wild and peculiar glare in them,
unlike their wonted fixed despair.

‘““ Come here, Father Tom,” she said, laying her small
hand on his wrist, and drawing him forward with a force as if
the hand were of steel; *‘come here,— I ’ve news for you.”

“ What, Misse Cassy ?”’ gaid Tom, anxiously.

“Tom, would n’t you like your liberty 7"

““T shall have it, Misse, in God’s time,” said Tom.

“Ay, but you may have it to-night,’”” said Cassy, witha
flash of sudden energy. ¢ Come on.”

Tom hesitated.

“ Come!”” said she, in a whisper, fixing her black eyes on
him. *Come along! He’s asleep—sound. I put enough
into his brandy to keep him so. I wish I’d had more,—]I
ghonld n’t have wanted you. But come, the back dooris
unlocked ; there’s an axe there, I put it there,— his room
door is open ; 1’1l show you the way. I°’d a done it myself,
only my arms are o weak. Come along !”

“ Not for ten thousand worlds, Misse!”” gaid Tom, firmly,
stopping and holding her back, as she was pressing forward.

“ But think of all these poor creatures,” said Cassy. “We
might get them all free, and go somewhere in the swamps, and
find an island, and live by ourselves ; I’ve heard of its being
done. Any life is better than this.”

“No!” gaid Tom, firmly. “No! good never comes of
wickedness. I’d sooner chop my right hand off ! ™

‘“ Then I ghall do it,"” said Cassy, turning.

“0, Misse Cassy!” said Tom, throwing himself before
her, ¢ for the dear Lord’s sake that died for ye, don'tscll
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rour precious soul fo the devil, that way ! Nothing but eyil
will come of it. The Lord hasn't called us to wrath. Wae
pust suffer, and wait his time.”

-

“Wait | said Cassy. *Haven’t I waited 2—-waited till

uy head is dizzy and my heart sick? What has he made me
fer 7 What has he made hundreds of poor creatures suf-
1

Isn’t he wringing the life-blood out of you? I°
|

alled on ; they call me !

ks heart’s blood !7?

Hig time’s come, and I’ll have

“No, no, no!” said Tom, holding her small hands, which
wre elenched with spasmodic violence. *“No, ye poor, lost
wul, that ye must n’t do. The dear, blessed Lord never shed
w blood but his own, and that he poured out for us when we

vs enemies.  Lord, help us to follow his steps, and love onr

“Love ! said Cassy, with a fierce glare ; ““love such ene-
mes! It isn’t in flesh and blood.”

“No, Misse, it isn’t,”” said Tom, looking up; ‘but He
gves it to us, and that’s the vicfory. When we can love
wd pray over all and through all, the battle’s past, and the
netory ’s come,— glory be to Go !  And, with streaming
iyes and choking voice, the black man looked up to heaven.

And this, oh Africa! latest <ulled of nations,— called to
the crown. of thorns, the scour e, the bloody sweat, the cross
il agony,—this is to be thy v story; by this shalt thou reign
wth Christ when his kingdon. shall come on earth.

The deep fervor of Tom's feelings, the softness of his voice,
15 tears, fell like dew on the wild, unsettled spirit of the poor
voman, A softness gathered over the lurid fires of her eye ;
e looked down, and Tom could feel the relaxing muscles of
%r hands, as she said,

“Didn't T tell you that evil spirits followed me? O
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Father Tom, I can’t pray,— I wish I could. T never haye fith
prayed since my children were sold! What you say must with
be right, I knayw it must; but when I try to pray, I can only By
hate and canrse. I can’t pray!” loakes

¢ Poor soul ! said Tom, compassionately. ‘“Satan desires spark
to have ye, and sift ye as wheat. I pray the Lord for ye. 0! (o
Misse Cassy, turn to the dear Lord Jesus. He came to bind schen
up the broken-hearted, and comfort all that mourn.” impra.

Cassy stood silent, while large, heavy tears dropped from mind
her downeast eyes. awake

“ Misse Cassy,” said Tom, in a hesitating tone, after sur- L H
veying her a moment in silence, ‘“if ye only could get away A

from here,—if the thing was possible,—I’d ’vise ye and
Emmeline to do it; that is, if ye could go without blood-
guiltiness,— not otherwise.”

“Would you try it with us, Father Tom 7"

““*No,” said Tom; “time was when I would; but the §
Lord’s given me a work among these yer poor souls, and I'll
stay with ’em and bear my cross with ‘em till the end. It’s
different with you ; it’s a snare to you,—1t’s more’n you
can stand,—and you ’d be ter go, if you ean.” "The

tmmble

“1 know no way but 1arough the grave,” said Cassy.

“MThere 's no beast or bird ut can find a home somewhere; Ttk

even the snakes and the all zators have their places to lie 3 ghe;

down and be quiet; but there 's no place for us. Down n tobweh

the darkest swamps, their dogs will hunt us out, and find us. 3 i1,

Everybody and everything is against us; even the very beasts 38 i 4,

side against us,—and where shall we go?”

vhich {
Tom stood silent ; at length he said, standin
“t Him that saved Daniel in the den of lons,— that saved 3 s o
the children in the fiery furnace,— Him that walked on the ?'t']J]Ir:hi

gea, and hade the winds be still,— He’s alive yet; and I've Sl o .,
P 01

YOL,
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w)e
ave B fith to believe he can deliver you. Try it, and 1’1l pray,
st yith all my might, for you.”
nly # By what strange law of mind is it that an idea long over-

i looked, and trodden under foot as a useless stone, suddenly
g sparkles out in new light, as a discovered diamond ?

0! W Cassy had often revolved, for hours, all possible or probable
ind schemes of escape, and dismissed them all, as hopeless and

impracticable ; but at this moment there flashed through her

com mnd a plan, so simple and feasible in all its details, as to
swaken an instant hope.

r- “ Father Tom, L'll try it !”’ she gaid, suddenly.

vay “Amen !”" gaid Tom; *the Lord help ye: 1

and

o -

the

'l & CHAPTER XXXIX.

bl : THE STRATAGEM,

you :

‘ | < way of the wicked is as darkness ; he knoweth not at what he

&s¥ _. smmbleth.*?

re TrE garret of the house that Legree occupied, like most

) i ther garrets, was a great, desolate space, dusty, hunz with

1 10 wbwebs, and littered with cast-off lumber. The opulent

- US98 fimily that had inhabited the house in the days of its splen-

4515 3 dr had imported a great deal of splendid furniture, some of
vhich they had taken away with them, while some remained
fanding desolate in mouldering, unoccupied rooms, or Stored

wved sy in this place. One or two immense packing-boxes, in

 the 38 which this furniture was brought, stood against the sides of

['ve 38 the garret. There was a small window there, which let in,
VOL, II. 22
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through its dingy, dusty panes, a scanty, uncertain light on
the tall, high-backed chairs and dusty tables, that had once
seen better days. Altogether, it was a weird and ghostly
place ; but, ghostly as it was, it wanted not in legends among
the superstitious negroes, to increase its terrors. Some fey
years before, a negro woman, who had incurred Legree's dis-
pleasure, was confined there for several weeks. What passel
there, we do not say; the negroes used to whisper darkly to
each other; but it was known that the body of the unfortu-
nate creature was one day taken down from there, and
buried ; and, after that, it was said that oaths and cursings
and the sound of violent blows, used to ring through that ol
garret, and mingled with wailings and groans of despair.
Once, when Legree chanced to overhear something of this
kind, he flew into a violent passion, and swore that the next
one that told stories about that garret should have an oppor-
tunity of knowing what was there, for he would chain them
up there for a week. This hint was enoungh to repress talk-
ing, though, of course, it did not disturb the credit of the
gtory in the least.

Gradually, the staircase that led to the garret, and even
the passage-way to the staircase, were avoided by every one
in the house, from every one fearing to speak of it, and the
legend was gradually falling into desnetude. It had suddenly
occurred to Cassy to make use of the superstitions excitabil-
ity, which was so great in Legree, for the purpose of her
liberation, and that of her fellow-sufferer.

The sleeping-room of Cassy was directly under the garret.
One day, without consulting Legree, she suddenly tock i
upon her, with some considerable ostentation, to change all
the furniture and appurtenances of the room to one at somé
considerable distance. The under-servants, who were called
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on to effect this movement, were running and bustling ahout
with great zeal and confusion, when Legree returned from a
ride.

“Hallo! you Cass!” said Legree, *what’s in the wind
now 17

Nothing ; only I choose to have another room,” said

(assy, doggedly.

“ And what for, pray ?*’ said Legree.
“T choose to,” said Cassy.
“The devil you do! and what for 7"
“I’d like to get some sleep, now and then.”
“ Sleep ! 1'.'f;-11: what hinders your sleeping %
“I could tell, I suppose, if you want to hear,”

iryly.

said Cassy,
“Speak out, you minx !* said Legree.
“0! nothing. I suppose it would n't disturb e/ Only
voans, and people seuflling, and rolling round on the garret
loor, half the night, from twelve to morning !’

* People up garret !”’ said Legree, uneasily, but forcing a
lugh; “who are they, Cassy ?’

Usssy raised her sharp, black eyes, and looked in the face
of Legree, with an expression that went through his bones, as
she gaid, *“To be sure, Simon, who are they? I’d like to
have yow tell me. You don't know, I suppose !’

With an oath, Legree struck at her with his riding-whip;
but she glided to one side, and passed through the door, and

oking back, said, *If you’ll sleep in that room, you’ll
know :l“ about it.

immediately she shut and locked the door.

Perhaps you’d better try it!”* and then
Legree blustered and swore, and threatened to break down
the door ; but apparently thought better of it, and walked

uneasily into the sitting-room. Cassy perceived that her
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shaft had struck home; and, from that hour, with the most She 2
exquisite address, she never ceased to continue the train of help
influences she had begun. bruta
In a knot-hole in the garret she had inserted the neck of &m:fl
an old bottle, in such a manner that when there was the least bt
wind, most doleful and lugubrious wailing sounds proceeded "flm‘j
from 1t, which, in a high wind, increased to a perfect shrick, p s
such as to credulous and superstitious ears might easily seem "_].]“'l ;
to be that of horror and despair. it
These sounds were, from time to time, heard by the ger- wfrsf’
vants, and revived in full force the memory of the old ghost . L
legend. A superstitious ereeping horror seemed to fill the i
house ; and though no one dared to breathe it to Leoree, he sl
found himself encompassed by it, as by an atmosphere. , '&
No one is o thoroughly superstitious as the godless man. g
The Christian is composed by the belief of a wise, all-ruling i
Father, whose presence fills the void unknown with light and § E"_]-"’F]Lr_
order ; but to the man who has dethroned God, the spirit-land r:"“']w'[
is, indeed, in the words of the Hebrew poet, ““a land of dark- el
ness and the shadow of death,” without any order, where the nr'
light is as darkness. Life and death to him are haunted J “'
grounds, filled with goblin forms of vague and shadowy el
dread. fl."-m's
Legree had had the slumbering moral element in him i
rousedd by his encounters with Tom, — roused, only to be ;;"-‘”'"’:5-
resisted by the determinate force of evil ; but still there was :=l‘-'t1
a thrill and commotion of the dark, inner world, produced by AL
every word, or prayer, or hymn, that reiicted in superstitious host
(1!':_".'1[1. ! LU,
m . - ‘ . o (nce
I'he influence of Cassy over him was of a strange and sin- N
gular kind. He was her owner, her tyrant and tormentor. “z?
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She was, as he knew, wholly, and without any possibility of
help or redress, in his hands; and yet so it is, that the most
brutal man cannot live in constant association with a strong
fomale influence, and not be greatly controlled by it. When
he first _],a']u_'__;_'hi. her, she Was, as she had .‘H.‘i'lr a woman deli-
cately bred; and then he erushed her, without scruple, beneath
he foot of his br f‘i.ti,.‘- But, as time, and Ii- HE ]" influences,

:""'1 despair, hardened womanhood within Ler, :L]:I] waked the

E bl i . = . 1 . . "t | B -
fires of fiercer passions, she had become in & measure his mis-

and he alternately tyrannized over and dreaded her,

Tl:i.-,: inilucmw_- had become more harassing and decided,
simce partial insanity had given a strange, weird, unsettled
east to all her words and language.

A night or two after this, Legree was sitting in the old
sitting-room, by the side of a flickering wood fire, that threw
neertain glances round the room. It was a stormy, windy
night, such as raises whole squadrons of nondeseript noises in
rickety old houses. Windows were rattling, shutters flapping,
i e wind earousing, rumbling, and tumbling down the chim-
ney, and, every once in a while, puffing out smoke and ashes,
a3 if a legion of 8] irits were i"*ilili:“‘ after them. Lf‘;_fi‘eL‘ had

-

been casting up accounts and reading newspapers for some

bours, while Cassy sat in the corner, sullenly looking into the

fire. Legree laid o

7
1
i

own his paper, and seeing an old book
lyine cn the table, which he had noticed Cassy reading, the
fist part of the evening, took it up, and began to turn it over.
t was one of those collections of stories of bloody murders,
ostly legends, and supernatural visitations, which, coarsely
got up and illustrated, have a strange faseination for one who
tnee beging to read them.

Legree poohed and pished, but read, turning page after
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page, till, finally, after reading some way, he threw down the
book, with an oath.

“You don’t believe in ghosts, do youn, Cass?” gaid he,
taking the tongs and settling the fire. “IT thought you'd
more sense than to let noises scare you.”

‘¢ No matter what I believe,” said Cassy, sullenly.

*“Fellows used to try to frighten me with their yarns af
sea,”” said Legree. ¢ Never come it round me that way.
I’m too tough for any such trash, tell ye.” ;

Cassy sat looking intensely at him in the shadow of the
corner. There was that strange light in her eyes that always
impressed Legree with uneasiness.

“Them noises was nothing but rats and the wind,” gaid
Legree. * Rats will make a devil of a noise. I used to
hear ’em sometimes down in the hold of the ship; and wind,
— Lord's sake ! ye can make anything out o’ wind.”

Cassy knew Legree was uneasy under her eyes, and, there-
fore, she made no answer, but sat fixing them on him, with
that strange, unearthly expression, as before.

““ Come, speak out, woman,— don’t you think so? " gaid
IJ(‘!E[‘UQ‘.

*Can rats walk down stairs, and come walking through
the entry, and open a door when you’ve locked it and set a
chair against it 7"’ said Cassy; *“and come walk, walk, walk-
ing right up to your bed, and put out their hand, so?”

Cassy kept her glittering eyes fixed on Legree, as she
spoke, and he stared at her like a man in the nightmare, till,
when she finished by laying her hand, icy cold, on his, he
gprung back, with an oath.

“Woman! what do you mean? Nobody did?" —

0, no,—of course not,—did I say they did?" ssid

Cassy, with a smile of chilling derision.

is it;,
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tt But — did — have you really scen 7 — Come, Cass, what
is éi: now,— speak out ! "’
“You may sleep there, yourself,”” said Cassy, *“if you
want to know.”
“Did it come from the garret, Cassy ?
“ Jt,— what ? " said Cassy.
“ Why, what you told of —"
didn’t tell you anything,” said Cassy, with dogged
sullenness.
Legree walked up and down the room, uneasily.
“T°1l have this yer thing examined. I’ll look into it, this
very night, I°ll take my pistols —
“Do,” said Cassy ; * sleep in that room. I'd like to see
you doing it. Fire your pistols,—do!”
Legree stamped ]us foot, and swore violently.

“Don’t swear,” gaid Cassy; * nobody knows who may be
hearing you. Hark! What was that?

“What?"’ said Legree, starting.

A heavy old Dutch clock, that stood in the corner of the
room, began, and slowly struck twelve

For some reagon or other, Legree neither spoke nor moved;
a vague horror fell on himj while Cassy, with a keen, sneer-
ing glitter in her eyes, stood looking at him, counting the
strokes.

‘Twelve o'clock ; well, now we ‘1l see,” said she, turning,
id opening the door into the passage-way, and standing as
if listenine.

‘Hark ! What’s that?”’ said she, raising her finger.

“It's only the wind,” said Legree. ‘ Don’t you hear
how cursedly it blows 7"

“Simon, come here,” said Cassy, in a whisper, laying her

%

——
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hand on his, and leading him to the foot of the stairs: “dp

Cassy
you know what that is? Hark!™ '“J
A wild shriek came pealing down the stairway. It came down,
from the garret. Legree’s knees knocked together; his face 3 Th
grew white with fear. dlgved
¢ Had n't you better get your pistols 1% said Cassy, with a ||L 2
sneer that froze Legree’s blood. “It’s time this thing was skilo!
looked into, you know. I’d like to have you go up now; 'h
they're at it.” aiffici
¢ I won't go!” said Legree, with an oath. il

“ Why not? There an’t any such thing as ghosts, you =
know ! Come !” and Cassy flitted up the winding stairway, Fitino
laughing, and looking back after him. * Come on.” I.’v.T

¢ T believe you are the devil ! said Legree. * Come hack, i'..".i'.l}i
you hag,—come back, Cass! You shan’t go!” ot

But Cassy laughed wildly, and fled on. IHe heard her sivar.
open the entry doors that led to the garret. A wild gust of dbarn
wind swept down, extinguishing the candle he held in his e
hand, and with it the fearful, unearthly sereams ; they seemed At
to be shrieked in his very ear.

Legree fled frantically into the parlor, whither, ina few 3% ,‘”
moments, he was followed by Cassy, pale, calm, cold as an W 1,
avenging spirit, and with that same fearful light in her eye. e t

““ T hope you are satisfied,”” said she. i

“ Blast you, Cass !"” said Legree. it

““What for 7 said Cassy. I only went up and shut the At o
doors. What’s the matter with that garret, Simon, do the Iz
you suppose 7’* said she. tr

¢ None of your business !"’ said Legree. put o

“Q, it an't? Well,” said Cassy, * at any rate, I'm glad ;in.u.:-.
[ don’t sleep under it."” W

Anticipating the rising of the wind, that very eyening

Tt — e - — - e : Ty
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(assy had been up and opened the garret window. Of course,
the moment the doors were opened, the wind had drafted
down, and extinguished the light,

This may serve as a specimen of the game that Cassy
played with Legree, until he would sooner have put his head
into a lion’s mouth than to have explored that garret. Mean-

in the night, when everybody else was asleep, Cassy

#

while
sowly and earefully aceumulated there a stock of provisions
sufficient to afford subsistence for some time ; she transferred,
article by article;, a greater part of her own and Emmeline's
wardrobe.  All things being arranged, they only waited a
fittine opportunity to put their plan in execution.

By eajoling Legree, and taking advantage of a good-
natured interval, Cassy had got him to take her with him to
the neighboring town, which was situated directly on the Red
iver,  With a memory sharpened to almost preternatural
dearness, she remarked every turn in the road, and formed
amental estimate of the time to be occupied in traversing it.

At the time when all was matured for action, our readers
my, perhaps, like to look behind the scenes, and see the final
conp d'état.

[t was now near evening. Legree had been absent, on a
rile to a neighboring farm. For many days Cassy had been
unusually gracious and accommodating in her humors; and
Legree and she had been, apparently, on the best of terms.
At present, we may behold her and Emmeline in the room of
the latter, busy in sorting and arranging two small bundles.

“There, these will be large enough,” said Cassy. ¢ Now
put on your bonnet, and let ’s start: it’s just about the right
time. ™

“Why, they can see us yet,”” said Emmeline.

“I mean they shall,”” said Cassy, coolly. * Don’t you
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know that they must have their chase after us, at any rate?
The way of the thing is to be just this: — We will steal ont
of the back door, and run down by the quarters. Samho gp
Quimbo will be sure to see us. They will give chase, and wo
will get into the swamp; then, they can’t follow us any fur.
ther till they go up and give the alarm, and turn out the
dogs, and 8o on; and, while they are blundering round, and
tumbling over each other, as they always do, you and T will
just slip along to the creek, that runs back of the house, and
wade along in it, till we get opposite the back door. That
will put the dogs all at fault; for scent won’t lie in the water,
Every one will run out of the house to look after us, and
then we 'll whip in at the back door, and up into the garret,
where I've got a nice bed made up in one of the great boxes.
We must stay in that garret a good while; for, I tell you, ha
will raise heaven and earth after us, He’ll muster some of
those old overseers on the other plantations, and have a great
hunt; and they’ll go over every inch of ground in that
swamp. He makes it his boast that nobody ever got away
from him. Bo let him hunt at his leisure.”

“ Cassy, how well you have planned it!’’ said Emmeline.
“ Who ever would have thought of it, but you?"

There was neither pleasure nor exultation in Cassy's eyes,
—-only a despairing firmness.

“Come,” she said, reaching her hand to Emmeline.

The two fugitives glided noiselessly from the house, and
flitted, throngh the gathering shadows of evening, along by
the quarters. The crescent moon, set like a silver signet
in the western gky, delayed a little the approach of night. As
Cassy expected, when quite near the verge of the swamps that
encircled the plantation, they heard a voice calling to them 10
stop. It was not Sambo, however, but Legree, who was pur-
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suing them with violent execrations. At the sound, the feebler
spirit of Emmeline gave way; and, laying hold of Cassy’s
arm, she said, ** O, Cassy, I’m going to faint !

“If you do, I'lIL kill you! ” said Cassy, drawing a small,
dittering stiletto, and flashing it before the eyes of the girl.

The diversion accomplished the purpose. Emmeline did
not faint, and suceeeded in plunging, with Cassy, into a part
of the labyrinth of swamp, so deep and dark that it was per-

fctly hopeless for Legree to think of following them, without

sgsistance.

“Well,” said he, chuckling brutally; ‘atany rate, they've
rot themselves into a trap now-—the baggages! They ‘xe
safe enongh. They shall sweat for 161"

“‘Hulloa, there! Sambo! Quimbo! All hands!” called
Legree, coming to the quarters, when the men and women
were just returning from work. *There’s tvo runaways in
the siyamps.  I°ll give five dollars to any nigger as catches
em. Turn out the dogs! Turn out Tiger, and Fury, and
the rest !”’

The sensation produced by this news was immediate. Many
of the men sprang forward, officiously, to offer their services,
either from the hope of the reward, or from that cringing sub-
sorviency which is one of the most baleful effects of slavery.
Some ran one way, and some another. Some were for getting
flambeaux of pine-knots. Some were uncoupling the dogs,
whose hoarse, sayage bay added not a litfle to the animation
of the scene.

“ Mas'r, shall we shoot 'em, if we can’t cotch em ?”? said
Sambo, to whom his master brought out a rifle.

“You may fire on Cass, if you like; it’s time she was
zone to the devil, where she belongs; but the gal, not,”” said

Legree. ** And now, boys, be spry and smart. Five dollars

AR
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—
for him that gets "em; and a glass of spirits to every one of
you, anyhow.”

The whole band, with the glare of blazing torches, ung
whoop, and shout, and savage yell, of man and heast, pro-
ceeded down to the swamp, followed, at some distance, by
every servant in the house. The establishment was, !-Elhﬁ
consequence, wholly deserted, when Cassy and Emmeline
glided into it the back way. The whooping and shouts of
their pursuers were still filling the air ; and, looking from the
sitting-room windows, Cassy and Emmeline could see the
troop, with their flambeaux, just dispersing themselves along
the edge of the swamp.

“BSee there!” said Emmeline, pointing to Cassy: *the
hunt is begun ! Took how those lights dance about! Hark!
the dogs! Don’t you hear? If we were only zhere, our
chanca would n’t be worth a picayune. O, for pity’s sake,
do let ’s hide ourselyes, Quick !’

“There’s no occasion for hurry,” said Cassy, coolly; ““they
are all out after the hunt, — that's the amusement of the
evening ! We’ll go up stairs, by and by. Meanwhile,” said
she, deliberately taking a key from the pocket of a coat that
Legree had thrown down in his hurry, “meanwhile I shall
take something to pay our passage.”

whe unlocked the desk, took from it a roll of bills, which
she counted over rapidly.

“0, don’t let ’s do that!’’ said Emmeline.

“Don’t!” said Cassy; “why not? Would you have us
starve in the swamps, or have that that will pay our way to
the free states? Money. will do anything, girl.” And, as
she spoke, she put the money in her bosom.

“It would be stealing,”’ said Emmeline, in a distressed
whisper.
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“BStealing ! said Cassy, with a scornful laugh.  “They
who steal body and soul need n’t talk to us. Every one of
these bills is stolen, — stolen from poor, starving, sweating
creatures, who must go to the devil at last, for his profit. Let
kim talk about stealing! DBut come, we may as well go up
garret ; I’ve got a stock of candles there, and some books to
pass away the time. You may be pretty sure they won’t
come there to inquire after us. If they do, I’1l play ghost
for them.”’

When Emmeline reached the garret, she found an immense
box, in which some heavy pieces of furniture had once been
brought, turned on its side, so that the opening faced the
wall, or rather the eaves. Cassy lit a small lamp, and, creep-
ing round under the eaves, they established themselves in it.
It was spread with a couple of small mattresses and some
pillows; & box near by was plentifully stored with candles,
provisions, and all the clothing necessary to their journey,
which Cassy had arranged into bundles of an astonishingly
small compass.

“There,” said Cassy, as she fixed the lamp into a small
hook, which she had driven into the side of ‘he box for that
purpose ; ““ this is to be our home for the pro-ent. How do
you like it 27"’

‘“ Are you sure they won't come and search tie garret ?”

“I'd like to see Simon Legree doing that,” said Cassy.
“No, indeed ; he will be too glad to keep away. As to the
servants, they would any of them stand and be shof, sooner
than show their faces here.”

Somewhat reéissured, Emmeline settled herself back on her
pilloy.

“What did you mean, Cassy, by saying you would kill
me?” ghe said, simply.

VOL. II 23
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“T meant to stop your fainting,” said Cassy, “and I did
doit. And now I tell you, Emmeline, you must make up
your mind no¢ to faint, let what will come; there’s no sort
of need of it. If I had not stopped you, that wretch might
have had his hands on you now.”

Emmeline shuddered.

The two remained some time in silence. Cassy busied
herself with a French book ; Emmeline, overcome with the
exhaustion, fell into a doze, and slept some time. She was
awakened by loud shouts and outeries, the tramp of horses’
feet, and the baying of dogs. She started up, with a faint
shriek.

“Qnly the hunt coming back,” said Cassy, coolly; *‘never
fear. Look out of this knot-hole. Don’t you see 'em all
down there? Simon has to give it up, for this night. Look,
how muddy his horse is, flouncing about in the swamp; the
dogs, too, look rather creet-fallen. Ah, my good sir, you'll
have to try the race again and again,— the game isn’t there.”

0, don’t speak a word !’ said Emmeline; ‘what if they
should hear you 27

“If they do sear anything, it will make them very partic-

e )

slar to keep away,” said Cassy. *No danger; we may
make any no: .e we please, and it will only add to the effect.”

At length the stillness of midnight settled down over the
house. Logree, cursing his ill luck, and vowing dire ven-
geance on the morrow, went to bed.
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CHAPTER XL.

| THE MARTYR.

o ik 7+
aq ¢ Deem not the just by Heaven forgot ! |
o Though life its common gifts deny, — C
; Though, with a crushed and bleeding heart, s
nt And spurned of man, he goes to die ! i}
For God hath marked each sorrowing day, -
or And numbered every bitter tear ; W
1 And heaven’s long years of bliss shall pay v
For all his childven suffer here.”’ BRYANT. AR
k,
ne THE longest way must have ifs close,— the gloomiest night
I will wear on to a morning. An eternal, inexorable lapse of ..
£ moments 18 ever hurrvine the day of the evil to an eternal H
| * y il
ey W night, and the night of the just to an eternal day. 'We have it
walked with our humble friend thus far in the valley of slav- '
c- ery; first through flowery fields of ease and indulgence, then i Vi
j "- ! - 3 » ; et I
A fhrough heart-breaking separations from all that man holds s
n L | Z . . - . . i .
- dear. Again, we have waited with him in a sunny island, . 8
he where generous hands concealed his chains with flowers; and, "
n- 8 lstly, we have followed him when the last ray of earthly {
| lope went out in might, and seen how, in the blackness of
earthly darkness. the firmament of the unseen has blazed with &9
s ATt i
stars of new and significant lustre. o
The morning-star now stands over the tops of the moun- |
tains, and gales and breezes, not of earth, show that the gates '
of day are unclosing.
The escape of Cassy and Emmeline irritated the before
i
4 1
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surly temper of Legree to the last degree; and his fury, as Hloc
. vas to be expected, fell upon the defenceless head of Tom, 1.1191
When he hurriedly announced the tidings among his hands, 3
3 there was a sudden light in Tom’s eye, a sudden upraising =
of his hands, that did not escape him. He saw that he did w
i not join the muster of the pursuers. He thought of forcing AR
' ': him to do it; but, having had, of old, experience of his inflex- li
4! ’ ibility when commanded to take part in any deed of inhuman- ILL..;
::' | ity, he would not, in his hurry, stop to enter mto any conflict e
e with him. h:
|} ' Tom, therefore, remained behind, with a few who had &,
: learned of him to pray, and offered up prayers for the escape 1
of the fugitives. 1]“0__
When Legree returned, baffled and disappointed, all the 068
long-working hatred of his soul towards his slave began to {mi
gather in a deadly and desperate form. Had not this man h
braved him,— steadily, powerfully, resistlessly,— ever since T'c“
he bought him? Was there not a spirit in him which, silent “f'_.-ej
as it was, burned on him like the fires of perdition ? E‘!L :
“T hate him!” said Legree, that night, as he sat upin his -
bed: “I hate him! Andisn’t he asaye? Can’t I do what rmlm.
I like with him? Who’s to hinder, I wonder?’ And detad
Legree clenched his fist, and shook it, as if he had something yra
in his hands that he could rend in pieces. nt‘?‘
But, then, Tom was a faithful, valuable servant; and, ‘ ‘ G
although Legree hated him the more for that, yet the consid- S
eration was still somewhat of a restraint to him. good
The next morning, he determined to say nothing, as yet; to Iill::rk
assemble a party, from some neighboring plantations, with dogs IJ“"m
and guns; fo surround the swamp, and go about the hunt sys- ““h
tematically. If it succeeded, well and good ; if not, he would '“*
summon Tom before him, and — his teeth clenched and his 3 1"""
and s
LY
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llood boiled — #%en he would break that fellow down, or ——
there was a dire inward whisper, to which his soul assented.

Ye say that the inferest of the master is a sufficient safe-
guard for the slave. In the fury of man’s mad will, he will
wittingly, and with open eye, sell his own soul to the devil to
gain his ends; and will he be more careful of his neighbor’s
body ?

“Well,”” said Cassy, the next day, from the garret, as she
reconnoitred through the knot-hole, *“the hunt’s going to
begin again, to-day!”

Three or four mounted horsemen were curvetting about, on
the space front of the house; and one or two leashes of strange
dogs were struggling with the negroes who held them, baying
and barking at each other.

The men are, two of them, overseers of plantations in the
vicinity ; and others were some of Legree’s associates at the
tavern-bar of a neighboring city, who had come for the inter-
est of the sport. A more hard-favored sef, perhaps, could
not be imagined. Legree was serving brandy, profusely,
round among them, as also among the negroes, who had been
detailed from the various plantations for this service; for it
was an object to make every service of this kind, among the
negroes, as much of a holiday as possible.

Cassy placed her ear at the knot-hole; and, as the morning
air blew directly towards the house, she could overhear a
good deal of the conversation. A grave sneer overcast the
dark, severe gravity of her face, as she listened, and heard
them divide out the ground, discuss the rival merits of the
logs, give orders about firing, and the treatment of each, in
case of capture.

Cassy drew back; and, clasping her hands, loocked upward,
and said, ** O, great Almighty God! we are all sinners; but
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what have we done, more than all the rest of the world, that
we should be treated so?”

There was a terrible earnestness in her face and voiee, as
ghe spoke.

“Tf it wasn't for you, child,” she said, looking at Emme-
line, “1'd go out to them; and 1 'd thank any one of them
that 2owld shoot me down: for what use will freedom be to
me? Can it give me back my children, or make me what I
used to be?”’

Emmeline, in her child-like simplicity, was half afraid of
the dark moods of Cassy. She looked perplexed, but made
no answer. She only took her hand, with a gentle, caressing
movement,

“Don’t!” said Cassy, trying to draw it away; * you'll
get me to loving you; and I never mean to love anything,
again !”’

¢ Poor Casgy!' said Emmeline, ““don't feel so! IF the
Lord gives us liberty, perhaps he’ll give you back your
daughter; at any rate, 1’1l be like a daughter to you [
know I’ll never see my poor old mother again! I shall Jove
you, Cassy, whether you love me or not !”’

The gentle, child-like spirit conquered, Cassy sat down
by her, put her arm round her neck, stroked her soft, brown
hair; and Emmeline then wondered at the beauty of her
magnificent eyes, now soft with tears.

“0, Em!” gaid Cassy, *“I’ve hungered for my children,
and thirsted for them, and my eyes fail with longing for

them! Here! here!” she said, striking her breast, *“it’s
all desolate, all empty! If God would give me back my
children, then T could pray.”

“You must trust him, Casgy,” said Emraeline ; *“he 18 our
Father ! "’
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“His wrath is upon us,” said Cassy; “he has turned away
in anger.”’

‘““No, Cassy! He will be good to us! Let us hope in
Him,” said Emmeline,— “I always have had hope.”

# #* #* #* ¥ #*

The hunt was long, animated, and thorough, but unsuccess-
ful ; and, with grave, ironic exultation, Cassy looked down on
Legree, as, weary and dispirited, he alighted from his horse.

“ Now, Quimbo,” said Legree, as he stretched himself
down in the sitting-room, “you jest go and walk that Tom
up here, right away! The old cuss is at the bottom of this
yer whole matter; and I’ll have it out of his old black hide,
or 1’1l know the reason why !”

Sambo and Quimbo, both, though hating each other, were
joined in one mind by a no less cordial hatred of Tom. Legree
had told them, at first, that he had bought him for a general
overseer, in his absence; and this had begun an ill will, on
their part, which had increased, in their debased and servile
natures, as they saw him becoming obnoxious to their mas-
ter’s displeasure. Quimbo, therefore, departed, with a will, fo
execute his orders,

Tom heard the message with a forewarning heart; for he
knew all the plan of the fugitives’ escape, and the place of
their présent concealment; — he knew the deadly character
of the man he had to deal with, and his despotic power. But
he felt strong in God to meet death, rather than betray the
]n-.‘1!|ll.’:%:'-l.

ITe sat his basket down by the row, and, looking up, said,
“Into thy hands I eommend my spirit! Thoun hast redeemed
me, oh Lord God of truth!” and then quietly yielded him-
self to the rough, brutal grasp with which Quimbo seized him.

‘“Ay, ay!” said the giant, as he dragged him along;
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“vye’ll coteh it, now! I’1l boun’ Mas'r’s back’s up kigh !
No sneaking out, now! Tell ye, ye’ll getit, and no mis-
take! See how ye’ll look, now, helpin’ Mas't's niggers to
run away! See what ye’ll get!”

The savage words none of them reached that ear!—a
higher voice there was saying, * Fear not them that kill the
body, and, after that, have no more that they can do.”
Nerve and bone of that poor man’s body vibrated to those
words, as if touched by the finger of God; and he felt the
strength of a thousand souls in one. As he passed along, the
trees and bushes, the huts of his servitude, the whole scene
of his degradation, seemed to whirl by him as the landscape
by the rushing car. His soul throbbed,—his home was in
sight,— and the hour of release seemed at hand.

“Well, Tom!”* gaid Legree, walking up, and seizing him
grimly by the collar of his coat, and speaking through hig
teeth, in a paroxysm of determined rage, ““do you know I’ve
made up my mind to K1LL you ?”

“Tt’s very likely, Mas’r,”” said Tom, calmly.

“1 have,” said Legree, with grim, terrible calmness,
¢ done — just— that — thing, Tom, unless you’ll tell me
what you know about these yer gals!™

Tom stood gilent.

“D’ ye hear?” said Legree, stamping, with a roar like
that of an incensed lion. ** Speak!”’

“I han't got nothing to tell, Mas'r,” said Tom, with a
slow, firm, deliberate utterance.

“Do you dare to tell me, ye old black Christian, ye don’t
kenow 27" gaid Legree.

Tom was silent.

‘“ Speak !”” thundered Legree, striking him furiously. “Do
you know anything ?”
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“1 know, Mas’r; but I can’t tell anything, T can die !

Legree drew in a long breath; and, suppressing his rage,
took Tom by the arm, and, approaching his face almost to his,
said, in a terrible voice, * Hark ’e, Tom !

ye think, *canse
I've let you off before, I don’t mean what I say; but, this
time, 1've made up my mind, and counted the cost. You’ve
always stood it out agin’ me: now, I’ll conquer ye, or kill
ye!—one or t other. 1’1l count every drop of blood there
is in you, and take ’em, one by one, till ye give up!”

Tom locked up to his master, and answered, ¢ Mas’r, if
you was sick, or in trouble, or dying, and I could save ye,
['d give ye my heart’s blood; and, if taking every drop of
blood in this poor old body would save your precious soul,
I'd give ’em freely, as the Lord gave his for me. O, Mas'r!
don’t bring this great sin on your soul! It will hurt yon
more than 'twill me! Do the worst you can, my troubles’ll
be over soon; but, il ye don’t repent, yours won't never end!”

Like a strange snatch of heavenly musie, heard in the lull
of a tempest, this burst of feeling made a moment’s blank
pause. Legree stood aghast, and looked at Tom; and there
was such a silence, that the tick of the old clock could be
heard, measuring, with silent touch, the last moments of
mercy and probation to that hardened heart.

It was but a moment. There was one hesitating pause,—
one irresolute, relenting thrill,

and the spirit of evil came
back, with seven-fold vehemence; and Legree, foaming with
rare, smote his vietim to the ground.

) % 3k = W

Scenes of blood and eruelty are shocking to our ear and
heart. What man has nerve to do, man has not nerve to
hear. What brother-man and brother-Christian must suffer,
cannot be told us, even in our secret chamber, it so harrows
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up the soul! And yet, oh my country! these things are done
under the shadow of thy laws! O, Christ! thy church sees
them, almost in silence !

But, of old, there was One whose suffering changed an
ingtrument of torture, degradation and shame, into a symbol
of glory, honor, and immortal life; and, where His spirit is,
neither degrading stripes, nor blood, nor insults, can make
the Christian’s last struggle less than glorious,

Was he alone, that long night, whose brave, loving spirit
was bearing up, in that old shed, against buffeting and brutal
stripes 7

Nay! There stood by him ONE,— seen by him alone,—
¢like unto the Son of God.”

The tempter stood by him, too,—blinded by furious, des-
potic will,— every moment pressing him {o shun that agony
by the betrayal of the innocent, But the brave, true heart
was firm on the Eternal Rock. Like his Master, he knew
that, if he saved others, himself he could not save ; nor could
utmost extremity wring from him words, save of prayer and
holy trust.

“He’s most gone, Mas’r,”” said Sambo, touched, in spite
of himself, by the patience of his vietim.

“ Pay away, till he givesup! Give it to him!— give it
to him!” shouted Legree. *““I’ll take every drop of blood
he has, unless he confesses!”

Tom opened his eyes, and looked upon his master. “Ye
poor miserable critter !”’ he said, * there an’t no more ye can
do! T forgive ye, with all my soul!’”’ and he fainted
entirely away.

“T blieve, my soul, he’s done for, finally,” said Legree,
stepping forward, to look at him. “Yes, heis! Well, his
mouth 's shut up, at last,— that’s one comfort ! *
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Yes, Legree; but who shall shut up that voice in thy soul?
that soul, past repentance, past prayer, past hope, in whom
the fire that never shall be quenched is already burning!

Yet Tom was not quite gone. His wondrous words and
pious prayers had struck upon the hearts of the imbruted
blacks, who had been the instruments of cruelty upon him;
and, the instant Legree withdrew, they took him down, and,
in their ignorance, sought to call him back to life,— as if tAat
yere any favor to him.

“Sartin, we's been doin’ a drefful wicked thing !’ said

| Sambo; ““hopes Mas'r ’ll have to 'count for it, and not we.’
bo; “hopes Mas'r ’ll have to 'count for it, and not we.”

They washed his wounds,— they provided a rude bed, of
some refuse cotton, for him to lie down on ; and one of them,
stealing up to the house, begged a drink of brandy of Legree,
pretending that he was tired, and wanted it for himself. He
brought it back, and poured it down Tom’s throat.

“0, Tom!*"’ said Quimbo, *we’s been awful wicked to ye!”

“T forgive ye, with all my heart!”’ said Tom, faintly.

“(), Tom ! do tell us who is Jesus, anyhow ?*’ said Sambo;
— Jesus, that’s been a standin’ by you so, all this night ! —
Who is he 2”’

The word roused the failing, fainting spirit. IHe poured
forth a few energetic sentences of that wondrous One,— his
life, his death, his everlasting presence, and power to save.

They wept,— both the two savage men.

“Why did n't I never hear thiz before ?”’ said Sambo; ‘¢ but
I do believe ! —1I can’t help it! Lord Jesus, have mercy on

5"

“Poor critters!” said Tom, “I’d be willing to bar’ all I
have, 1f it’ll only bring ye to Christ! O, Lord! give me
these two more souls, I pray !

That prayer was answered !
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CHAPTER XLIL

THE YOUNGO MASTER.

Two days after, a young man drove a light wagon up
through the avenue of china-trees, and, throwing the reins
hastily on the horses” neck, sprang out and inquired for the
owner of the lﬂﬂce.

It was George Shelby; and, to show how he came to be
there, we must go bhack in our story.

The letter of Miss Ophelia to Mrs. Shelby had, by some
unfortunate accident, been detained, for a month or two, at
some remote post-office, beforc it reached its destination; and,
of course, before it was received, Tom was already lost to
view among the distant swamps of the Red river.

Mrs. Shelby read the intelligence with the deepest con-
cern ; but any immediate action wpon it was an impossibility.
She was then in attendance on the sick-bed of her hushand,
who lay delirious in the crisis of a fever. Master George
Shelby, who, in the interval, had changed from a boy to a tall
young man, was her constant and faithful assistant, and her only
reliance in superintending his father’s affairs. Miss Ophelia
had taken the precaution to send them the name of the lawyer
who did business for the St. Clares; and the most that, in the
emergency, could be done, was to address a letter of inquiry
to him. The sudden death of Mr. Shelby, a few days after,
brought, of course, an ahsorbing pressure of other interests,
for a season.
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Mr. Shelby showed his confidence in his wife's ability, by

nl'qs.nim]n-r her sole executrix upon his estates; and thug

immediately a large and complicated amount of business was
brought upon her hands.

Mrs. Shelby, with characteristic energy, applied herself to
the work of straightening the entangled web of affairs; and
che and George were for some time oceupied with collect-

ing and examining accounts, selling property and settling

) debts ; for Mrs. Bhelby was determined that everything
ns ghould be brought into tangible and recognizable shape, let
he the L'f'.l‘.}ir'(.‘[llI':lJf_'EjH to her prove what they might. In the
mean time, they received a letter from the lawyer to whom
be Miss ( Intch;u had referred them, saying that he knew nothing
of the matter ; that the man was sold at a public auction, and
1o that, beyond receiving the money, he knew nothing of the
at affair.
i, Neither George nor Mrs. Shelby could be easy at this
tn result ; and, accordingly, some six months after, the latter,
having business for his mother; down the river If‘-w*}hul to
n- visit New Orleans, in person, and push his inquiries, in hopes
ty. f discovering Tom’s whereabouts, and restoring lnm.
nd, After some months of unsuccessful search, by the merest
o accident, George fell in with a man, in New Orleans;, who
tall happened to be possessed of the desired information; and
nly with hig money in his pocket, our hero took steamboat for
clis W Red river, resolving to find out and 1'{?—]';111'1:}1:.1:«* his old friend.
yer " He was soon introduced into the house, where he found
the Legree in the sitting-room.
liry Legree received the stranger with a kind of surly hospi-
ter tality
sts, “ I understand,” said the young man, * that you bought,
i New Orleans, a boy, named Tom. He used to be on my
VOL. II. 24
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father's place, and I came to see if I couldn’t buy him
back.”’

Legree’s brow grew dark, and he broke out, passionately
“Yes, I did buy such a fellow,—and a h—1 of a bargain
I had of it, too! The most rebellious, sauey, impudent dog !

Set np my niggers to run away ; got off two gals, worth eight
hundred or a thousand dollars apiece. He owned to that,
and, when I bid him tell me where they was, he up and said
he knew, but he wouldn't tell; and stood to it, though I
gave him the cussedest flogzing I ever gave nigger yet. I
b'lieve he’s trying to die; but I don’t know as he ’1l make it
out.”’

“ Where is he?'’ said George, impetuously. *‘Let me ses
him.”” The cheeks of the young man were erimson, and his
eyes flashed fire; but he prudently said nothing, as yet.

“ He's in dat ar shed,” said a little fellow, who stood hold-
ing George's horse.

Legree kicked the boy, and swore at him; but George,
without saying another word, turned and strode to the spot.

Tom had been lying two days since the fatal night; not
suffering, for every nerve of suffering was blunted and
destroyed. He lay, for the most part, in a quiet stupor; for
the laws of a powerful and well-knit frame would not at once
release the imprisoned spirit. By stealth, there had been
there, in the darkness of the night, poor desolated creatures,
who stole from their scanty hours’ rest, that they might
repay to him some of those ministrations of love in which he
had always been so abundant. Truly, those poor disciples
had little to give,— only the cup of cold water; but it was
given with full hearts.

Tears had fallen on that honest, insensible face,— tears of
late repentance in the poor, ignorant heathen, whom his dying
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love and patience had awakened to repentance, and bitter
prayers, breathed over him to a late-found Baviour, of
whom they scarce knew more than the name, but whom the
yearning ignorant heart of man never implores in vain.

Cassy, who had glided out of her place of concealment,
and, by over-hearing, learned the sacrifice that had been made
for her and Emmeline, had been there, the night before,
defying the danger of detection; and, moved by the few last
words which the affectionate soul had yet strength to
breathe, the long winter of despair, the ice of years, had
siven way, and the dark, despairing woman had wept and
prayed.

When George entered the shed, he felt his head giddy and
his heart sick.

“Is it possible,—is it possible ?”? gaid he, kneeling down

by him. ¢ Uncle Tom, my poor, poor old friend !’

Something in the voice penetrated to the ear of the dying.

He moved his head gently, smiled, and said,
£ Jesus can make a dying-bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are.'”

Tears which did honor to his manly heart fell from the
young man’s eyes, as he bent over his poor friend.

‘“(, dear Uncle Tom! do wake,— do speak once more !
Look up! Here’s Mas'r George,— your own little Mas'r
(ieorge. Don’t you know me?"

“Mas'r George ! 7’ said Tom, opening his eyes, and speak-
ing in a feeble voice;  Mas'r George!’’ He looked bewil-
dered.

:"-?1..!‘-\'1".-' the idea seemed to fill his soul ) and the vacant eye
became fixed and brightened, the whole face lighted up, the
hard hands clasped, and tears ran down the cheeks.

“ Bless the Lord ! it is,—it is,—it’s all I wanted! They
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hayve n’t forgot me. It warms my soul; it does my old heart
good ! Now I shall die content! Bless the Lord, ch my
soul ! ¥’

““ You shan't die ! yon must n'¢ die, nor thinkof it! I've
come fo buy you, and take you home,” gaid George, with
impetuous vehemence.

“Q, Mas’r George, ye 're too late. The Lord’s bousht
me, and is going to take me home,—and I long to ér}.
Heaven is better than Kintuck.”

“0, don’t die! Tt’ll kill me !—it’ll break my heart to
think what you ’ve suffered,—and lying in this old shed, here!
Poor, poor fellow !’

“Don't call me poor fellow!” said Tom, solemnly. “I
have been poor fellow; but that's all past and gone, now:
I’m right in the door, going into glory! O, Mas'r George !
Heaven has come! 1’ye got the victory!— the Lord Jesus
has given if tome! Glory be to His name!”

George was awe-struck at the foree, the vehemence, the
power, with which these broken sentences were uttered. He
sat gazing in silence.

Tom grasped his hand, and continued,— ** Ye mustn’t, now,
tell Chloe, poor soul! how ye found me; — "twould be so
drefful to her. Only tell her ye found me going into glory;
and that I could n’t stay fornoone. And tell her the Lord's
stood by me everywhere and al'ays, and made everything
light and easy. And oh, the poor chil’en, and the baby ! —
my old heart’s been most broke for ‘em, time and agin! Tell
‘'em all to follow me — follow me ! Give my love to Mas'r,
and dear good Missis, and everybody in the place ! Ye don't
know ! ’Peurs like I loves 'em all! I loves every creatur’,
everywhar | —it’s nothing Jut love! O, Mas'r George.
what a thing "tis to be a Christian !”’
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At this moment, Legree sauntered up to the door of the
shed, looked in, with a dogged air of affected carelessness, and
turned away.

“The old satan !’ said George, in his indignation. *It’s
a comfort to think the devil will pay him for this, some of
these days !”

“0, don’t!—oh, ye mustn’t!” said Tom, grasping his
hand ; ““he’s a poor mis'able critter! it’s awful to think
on’t! O, if he only could repent, the Lord would forgive
him now ; but I’'m *feared he never will ! ”?

“T hope he won't ! said George; ‘I never want to see
him in heaven !*

* Hush, Mas'r George ! — it worries me! Don't feel so!
He an’t done me no real harm,—only opened the gate of the
kingdom for me ; that’s all!”

At this moment, the sudden flush of strength which the joy
of meeting his young master had infused into the dying man
mave way. A sudden sinking fell upon him; he closed his
eyes ; and that mysterions and sublime change passed over
his face, that told the approach of other worlds.

He began to draw his breath with long, deep inspirations ;
and his broad chest rose and fell, heavily. The expression of
his face was that of a conqueror.

“ Who,-— who,— who shall separate us from the love of
(Christ ?*’ he said, in a voice that contended with mortal weak-
ness: and, with a smile, he fell asleep.

George sat fixed with solemn awe. It seemed to him that
the place was holy; and, as he closed the lifeless eyes, and
rose up from the dead, only one thought possessed him,— that
expressed by his simple old friend,— * What a thing it is to
be a Christian !”

He turned : Legree was standing, sullenly, behind him.

VOL. 1I. 24%
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Something in that dying scene had checked the natura) I
fierceness of youthful passion. The presence of the man wae th
simply loathsome to George; and he felt only an impulse to 1
get away from him; with as few words as possible. in

Fixing his keen dark eyes on Legree, he simply said,
pointing to the dead, *“ You have got all you ever can of

him.  What shall I pay you for the body? I will take it Wi
away, and bury it decently.” b

“ I don’t sell dead niggers,” said Legree, doggedly. * You [
are welcome to bury him where and when you like.” il

““ Boys,” said George, in an authoritative tone, to two or b
three negroes, who were looking at the body, *help me lift
him up, and carry him to my wagon; and get me a spade.” ke

One of them ran for a spade; the other tiwo assisted George thy
to carry the body to the wagon. L

Greorge neither spoke to nor looked at Legree, who did not br
countermand his orders, but stood, whistling, with an air of nj
forced unconcern. He sulkily followed them to where the his
wagon stood at the door.

George spread his cloak in the wagon, and had the body B
carefully disposed of in it,— moving the seat, go as to give it th
room. Then he turned, fixed his eyes on Legree, and said,
with forced eomposure,. Wl

‘T have not, as yet, said to you what I think of this most
atroeions affair ; — this is not the time and place. But, «ir, no
this mmocent blood shall have justice. I will proclaim this
murder. I will go to the very first magistrate, and expose | Tl
you.”’

“Do!” said Legree, snapping his fingers, scornfully. “1’d thy

like to see you doing it. Where you poing to get witnesses’
—how you going to prove it ?— Come, now!"
(zeorge saw, at once, the force of this defiance. There was

e - = - — L W
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not & white person on the place; and, in all southern courts,
the testimony of colored blood is nothing. He felt, at that
moment, as if he could have rent the heavens with his heart's
indignant ery for justice ; but in vain.

““ After all, what a fuss, for a dead nigger ! " said Legree.

The word was as a spark to a powder magazine. Prudence
was never a cardinal virtue of the Kentucky boy. George
turned, and, with one indignant blow, knocked Legree flat
upon his face; and, as he stood over him, blazing with wrath
and defiance, he would have formed no bad personification of
his great namesake triumphing over the dragon.

Some men, however, are decidedly bettered by being
knocked down. If a man lays them fairly flat in the dust,
they seem immediately to conceive a respect for him; and
Leoree was one of this sort. As he rose, therefore, and
brushed the dust from his clothes, he eyed the slowly-retreat-
ing wagon with some evident consideration; nor did he open
his mouth till it was out of sight.

Beyond the boundaries of the plantation, George had noticed
a dry, sandy knoll, shaded by a few trees: there they made
the orave,

“ Shall we take off the cloak, Mas'r 7’ said the negroes,
when the grave was ready.

“ No, no,— bury it with him! It’sall I can give you,
now, poor Tom, and you shall have it.”

They laid him in; and the men shovelled away, silently.
They banked it up, and laid green turf over it.

“You may go, boys,” said George, slipping a quarter info
the hand of each. They lingered about, however.

“If young Mas’r would please buy us—" said one.

“Wed serve him so faithful !’ said the other.
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‘ Hard times here, Mas’r 1" said the first. ¢ Do, Mas'y,
buy us, please !*

¢ Tcan’t!— I can’t ! said George, with difficulty, motion-
ing them off; *it’s impossible !

The poor fellows looked dejected, and walked off in silence,

“ Witness, eternal God!” said George, kneeling on the
grave of his poor friend; * oh, witness, that, from this hour,
I will do 2hat one man can to drive out this curse of slay-
ery from my land !

There is no monument to mark the last resting-place of
our friend. He needs none! His Lord knows where he lies,
and will raise him up, immortal, to appear with him when he
shall appear in his glory.

Pity him not! Such a life and death is not for pity!
Not in the riches of omnipotence is the chief glory of God;
but in self-denying, suffering love ! And blessed are the men
whom he calls to fellowship with him, bearing their cross
after him with patience. Of such it is written, ** Blessed are
they that mourn, for they shall be comforted.”
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CHAPTER XLIIL
AN AUTHENTIO QHOST BTORY.

For some remarkable reason, ghostly legends were uncom-
monly rife, about this time, among the servants on Legree’s
place.

It was whisperingly asserted that footsteps, in the dead of
night, had been heard descending the garret stairs, and patrol-
ling the house. In vainthe doors of the upper entry had been
locked ; the ghost either carried a duplicate key in its pocket,
or availed itself of a ghost’s immemorial privilege of coming
through the keyhole, and promenaded as before, with a free-
dom that was alarming.

Authorities were somewhat divided, as to the outward form
of the spirit, owing to a custom quite prevalent among negroes,
—and, for aught we know, among whites, too,— of invariably
shutting the eyes, and covering up heads under blankets, petti-
coats, or whatever else might come in use for a shelter, on these
occasions.  OF course, as everybody knows, when the bodily
eyes are thus out of the lists, the spiritual eyes are uncommonly
vivacious and perspicuous ; and, therefore, there were abun-
dance of full-length portraits of the ghost, abundantly sworn
and testified to, which, as is often the case with portraits,
agreed with each other in no particular, except the common
family peculiarity of the ghost tribe,— the wearing of a while
sheet, 'The poor souls were not versed in ancient history,

2R~
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and did not know that Shakspeare had authenticated this or
costume, by telling how for
¢ The sheeted dead he
Did squeak and gibber in the streets of Rome.** 115:
And, therefore, their all hitting upon this is a striking fac Wi
in pnenmatology, which we recommend to the attention of b
spiritual media generally.
Be it as it may, we have private reasons for knowing that fin
a tall fizure in a white sheet did walk, at the most approved &p
ghostly hours, around the Tegree premises, — pass out the b
doors, glide about the house,— disappear at intervals, and, ing
reippearing, pass up the silent stair-way, into that fatal g
garret ; and that, in the morning, the entry doors were all he
found shut and locked as firm as ever. ha
Legree could not help overhearing this whispering ; and it o
was all the more exciting to him, from the pains that were Bl

taken to conceal it from him. He drank more brandy than §
usual ; held up his head brigkly, and swore louder than ever
" . 1 i ny e 8 &m
in the day-time; but he had bad dreams, and the visions of his | !

head on his bed were anything but agreeable. The night gh
after Tom’s body had been carried away, he rode to the next L
town for a carouse, and had a high one, Got home late and pe
tired ; locked his door, took out the key, and went to bed. Wi
After all, let a man take what pains he may to hush it He
down, a human soul is an awful ghostly, unquiet possession, an
for a bad man to have. Who knows the metes and bounds
of it? Who knows all its awful perhapses,— those shudder- 1:’“]
ings and tremblings, which it can no more live down than it -
can outlive its own eternity! What a fool is he who locks
his door to keep out spirits, who has in his own bosom a spirit e
he dares not meet alone,— whose voice, smothered far down, is
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and piled over with mountains of earthliness, is yet like the
forewarning trumpet of doom !

But Legree locked his door and set a chair against it;
he set a night-lamp at the head of his bed: and he put his
pistols there. He examined the catches and fastenings of the
windows, and then swore he * did n’t eare for the devil and all

u 1
s .’.111;-_:1.']5,

and went to sleep.

Well, he slept, for he was tired,— slept soundly. DBut,
finally, there came over his sleep a shadow, a horror, an
apprehension of something dreadful hanging over him. I
was his mother’s shroud, he thought; but Cassy had it, hold-
ing it up, and showing it to him, He heard a confused
noise of screams and groanings; and, with it all, he knew
he was asleep, and he struggled to wake himself. He was
half awake. He was sure something was coming into his
room. He knew the door was opening, but he could not

3

jand or foot. At last he turned, with a start; the door

gty
Bkl

]
was open, and he saw a hand putting out his light.

[t was a clondy, misty moonlight, and there he saw it ! —
something white, gliding in! He heard the still rustle of its
ghostly garments. It stood still by his bed ; — a cold hand
touched his ; a voice said, three times, in a low, fearful whis-
per, ““ Come! come! come!’” And, while he lay sweating
with terror, he knew not when or how, the thing was gone.
He sprang out of bed, and pulled at the door. It was shut
and locked, and the man fell down in a swoon.

After this, Legree became a harder drinker than ever
before. He no longer drank cautiously, prudently, but
imprudently and recklessly.

There were reports around, the country, soon after, that he
was sick and dying. Excess had brought on that frightful
disease that seems to throw the lurid shadows of a coming
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retribution back into the present life. INone counld bear the
horrors of that sick room, when he raved and screamed, and
spoke of sights which almost stopped the blood of those who
heard him; and, at his dying bed, stood a stern, white, inexor-
able fizure, saying, “ Come ! come! come !”

By a singular coincidence, on the very night that this
vision appeared to Legree, the house-door was found open in
the morning, and some of the negroes had seen two white
figures gliding down the avenue towards the high-road.

It was near sunrise when Cassy and Emmeline paused, for
a moment, in a little knot of trees near the town.

Cassy was dressed after the manner of the Creole Spanish
ladies,— wholly in black. A small black bonnet on her head,
covered by a veil thick with embroidery, concealed her face,
It had been agreed that, in their escape, she was to personate
the character of a Creole lady, and Emmeline that of her
gervant.

Brought up, from early life, in connection with the highest
society, the language, movements and air of Cassy, were all
in agreement with this idea; and ghe had still enough remain-
ing with her, of a once splendid wardrobe, and sets of jewels,
to enable her to personate the thing to advantage.

She stopped in the outskirts of the town, where she had
noticed trunks for sale, and purchased a handsome one. This
she requested the man to send along with her. And, accord-
ingly, thus escorted by a boy wheeling her trunk, and Emme-
line behind her, earrying her carpet-bag and sundry bundles,
she made her appearance at the small tavern, like a lady of
consideration.

The first person that struck her, after her arrival, was
George Shelby, who wag staying there, awaiting the mnext
boat.
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Cassy had remarked the young man from her loop-hole in

g
the garret, and seen him bear away the body of Tom, and
observed, with secret exultation, his rencontre with Legree.
Subsequently, she had gathered, from the conversations ghe
had overheard among the negroes, as she glided about in her
ghostly disguise, aftér nightfall, who he was, and in what
relation he stood to Tom. She, therefore, felt an immediate
accession of confidence, when she found that he was, like
herself; awaiting the next boat.

Cassy’s air and manner, address, and evident command of
money, prevented any rising disposition to suspicion in the
hotel. People never inquire too closely into those who are
fair on the main point, of paying well,—a thing which Cassy
had foreseen when she provided herself with money.

In the edge of the evening, a boat was heard coming along,
and George Shelby handed Cassy aboard, with the politeness
which comes naturally to every Kentuckian, and exerted him-
self to provide her with a good state-room.

Cassy kept her room and bed, on pretext of illness, during
the whole time they were on Red river; and was waited on,
with obsequious devotion, by her attendant.

When they arrived at the Mississippi river, George, having
learned that the course of the strange lady was upward, like

his own, proposed to fake a state-room for her on the same

boat with himself,— good-naturedly compassionating her fee-
ble health, and desirous to do what he could to assist her.

Behold, therefore, the whole party safely transferred to the
good steamer Cincinnati, and sweeping up the river under a
powerful head of steam.

Cassy’s health was much better. She sat upon the guards,
came to the table, and was remarked upon in the beat.as o
lady that must have been very handsome,

VOL, IL 25
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From the moment that George ot the first glimpse of her
face, he was troubled with one of those fleeting and indefinite
likenesses, which almost everybody can remember, and has
been, at times, perplexed with. He could not keep himself
from looking at her, and watching her perpetually. At table,
or sitting: at her state-room door, still she would encounter
the young man’s eyes fixed on her, and politely withdrawn,
when she showed, by her countenance, that she was sensible
of the observation.

Cassy became uneasy. She began to think that he sus-
pected something; and finally resolved to throw herself
entirely on his generogity, and intrusted him with her whole
history.

George was heartily disposed to sympathize with any one
who had escaped from Legree’s plantation,—a place that he
and, with

could not remember or speak of with patience,
the courageons disregard of consequences which is chorac-
teristic of his age and state, he assured her that he would do
all it his power to protect and bring them through.

The next state-room to-Cassy’s was occupied by a Frencl
lady, named De Thoux, who was accompanied by a fine little
daughter, a child of some twelve sammers,

This lady, having gathered, from George’s conversation,
that he was from Kentucky, seemed evidently disposed to
cultivate his acquaintance ; in which design she was seconded
by the graces of her little girl, who was about as pretty a
plaything as ever diverted the weariness of a fortnight’s trip
on a steamboat.

George's chair was often placed at her state-room door; and
Cassy, as she gat upon the guards, could hear their conver-
sation.

Madame de Thoux was very minute in her inquiries as fo
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Kentucky, where she said she had resided in a former period
of her life. George discovered, to his surprise, that her for-
mer residence must have been in his own vicinity ; and her
inquiries showed a knowledze of people and things in his
region, that was perfectly surprising to him.

““Do you know,”” said Madame de Thoux to him, one day,
‘*(,-l' any man, in your neizhborhood, of the name of Iarris 7%

“There is an old fellow, of that name, lives not far from
my father’s place,” said George. ‘“We never have had much
intercourse with him, though.”

“He is a large slave-owner, I believe,” said Madame de
Thoux, with a manner which seemed to betray more interest
than she was exactly willing to show.

“He is,” said George, looking rather surprised ‘at her
manner.

“Did yon ever know of his having — perhaps, you may

have heard of his having a mulatto boy. named George 7"’

0, certainly,— George Harris,—I know him well ; he
married a servant of my mother’s, but has escaped, now, to
Canada.”
tHe has?? said Madame de Thoux, quickly.  Thank
{_T‘i:J'.E 1
(ieorge looked a surprised inquiry, but said nothing.

Madame de Thoux leaned her head on her hand, and burst

‘He is my brother,” she said.
t Madame ! said George, with a strong accent of sur-

prise

“Yes,” gaid Madame de Thoux, lifting her head, proudly,
and wiping her tears; ¢ Mr. Shelby, George Haris is my
brother ! ?
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“T am perfectly astonished,” said George, pushing back
his chair a pace or two, and looking at Madame de Thoux,

T ywas sold to the South when he was a boy,” said she,
¢T was bought by & good and generous man. He took me
with him to the West Indies, et me free, and married me.
It is but lately that he died; and I was coming up to Ken-
tucky, to see if I could find and redeem my brother.”

“T have heard him speak of a sister Emily, that was sold
South,” gaid George.

“Yes, indeed ! I am the one,” said Madame de Thoux; —
“‘tell me what sort of a —"

“ A very fine young man,” said (George, *notwithstand-
ing the curse of slavery that lay on him. He sustained a
first rate character, both for intelligence and principle. I
know, you see,”’ he said; ‘‘because he married in our
family.”

“What sort of a girl 2"’ said Madame de Thoux, eagerly.

“A treasure,” said George; *‘a beautiful, intelligent, amia-
ble girl. Very pious. My mother had brought her up, and
trained her as carefully, almost, as a danghter. She could
read and write, embroider and sew, beautifully ; and wasa
beautiful singer.”

“ Was she born in your house ?"" gaid Madame de Thoux.

‘““ No. Father bought her once, in one of his trips to New
Orleans, and brought her up as a present to mother. She
was about eight or nine years old, then. Father would never
tell mother what he gave for her; but, the other day, in look-
ing over his old papers, we came across the bill of sale. Ile
paid an extravagant sum for her, to be sure. I suppose, on
account of her extraordinary beauty.”

George sat with his back to Cassy, and did not see the
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absorbed expression of her countenance, as he was giving

these details,

el e e
iU TS POII

t 1 the story, she touched his arm, and, with a

face perfectly white with interest, said, “

i

)o you know the

names of the people he Funugiat her of 77

i .
»

‘““ A man of the name of Simmons, I think, was the princi-

al in the transaction. At least. T think that was the name

on the bill of sale.”
““0, my God!”" said Cassy, and fell insensible on the floor
of the cabin.

George was wide awake now, and so was Madame de
Thoux. Though neither of them could conjecture what was
the cause of Cassy's fainting, still they made all the tumult
which is proper in such cases;— George upsetting a wash-
pitcher, and breaking two tumblers, in the warmth of his
humanity ; and various ladies in the cabin, hearing tha
somebody had fainted, crowded the state-room door, and kept

1
¥
|

out all the air they possibly could, so that, on the whole, every-
thing was done that conld be expected.

Poor Cassy ! when she recovered, turned her face to the
wall, and wept and sobbed like a child,— perhaps, mother,
you can tell what she was thinking of! Perhaps you cannof,
— but she fclt as sure, in that hour, that God had had mercy
on her, and that she should see her daughter,—a3 she did,
months afterwards,— when — but yfe anticipate.

VOL. II 2ok
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CHAPTER XLIIL

RESULTS.

Tae rest of our story is soon told. George Shelby,
interested, as any other young man might be, by the romance
of the incident, no less than by feclings of humanity,
was at the pains to send to Cassy the bill of sale of Eliz;
whose date and name all corresponded with her own knowl-
edge of facts, and left no doubt upon her mind as to the
identity of her child. It remained now only for her to trace
out the path of the fugitives.

Madame de Thoux and she, thus drawn together by the
singular coincidence of their fortunes, proceeded immediately
to Canada, and began a tour of inquiry among the stations,
where the numerous fugitives from slavery are located. At
Ambherstberg they found the missionary with whom George
and Eliza had taken shelter, on their first arrival in Canada;
and through him were enabled to trace the family to Mon-
treal.

George and Eliza had now been five years free. George
had found constant occupation in the shop of a worthy
machinist, where he had been earning a competent support
for his family, which, in the mean time, had been increased by
the addition of another daughter.

Little Harry — a fine bright boy— had been put to a good
sohool, and was making rapid proficiency in knowledge.
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Creorge had nrst landed, was so much interested in the state-
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treal, in their scarch,—she bearing all the expense of the

'ne scene now changes to a small, neat tenement, in the
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outskirts of Montreal . G1¢ time, evening, A cheerful fire
. 3 =

blazes on the hearth ; a tea-table, covered with a snowy cloth,
stands prepared for the evening meal. In one corner of the
room was a table covered with a green cloth, where was an
open writing-desk, pens, paper, and over it a shelf of well-
selected books.

m

This was George’s study. The same zeal for self-improve-

"
o

ment, which led him to steal the much coveted arts of reading
and writing, amid all the toils and discouragements of his
carly life, still led him to deyote all his leisure time to self-
cultivation.

At this present time; he is seated at the table, making
notes from a volume of the family library he has been
reading,

‘“ Come, George,” says Eliza, ‘“you’ve been gone all day.
Do put down that book, and let’s talk, while I'm getting tea,
—1}1}.“‘

And little Eliza seconds the effort, by toddling up to her
father, and trying to pull the book out of his hand, and install
herself on his knee as a substitute.

“Q, you little witch!”’ says George, yielding, as, in such
circumstances, man always must.

“That’s right,” says Eliza, as she begins to cut a loaf of

bread. A little older she looks; her form a little fuller;
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—

her air more matronly than of yore; but evidently con-
tented and happy as woman need be.

““ Harry, my boy, how did you come on in that sum,
to-day ?"’ says George, as he laid his hand on his son’s
head.

Harry has lost his long curls; but he can never lose thosa
cyes and eyelashes, and that fine, bold brow, that flushes with
triumph, as he answers, “I did it, every bit of it, myself,
father; and nobody helped me!”

“That's right,” says his father; ‘““depend on yourself
my son. You have a better chance than ever your poor
father had.”

At this moment, there is a rap at the door ; and Eliza goes
and opens it. The delighted —* Why ! —this you?"”—
calls up her hushand ; and the good pustor of Ambherstherg
is welcomed. There are two more women with him, and Eliza
asks them to sit down.

Now, if the truth must be told, the honest pastor had
arranged 2 little programme, according to which this affair
was to develop itself; and, on the way up, all had very
cautiously and pful.h-m!‘y exhorted each other not to let
things out, except according to previous arrangement,

What yvas the good man’s consternation, therefore, just as
he had motioned to the ladies to be secated, and was taking
out his pocket-handkerchief to wipe his mouth, so as to
proceed to his introductory speech in good order, when
Madame de Thoux upset the whole plan, by throwing her
arms around George’s neck, and letting all out at once, by
saying, ‘“0, George! don’t you know me? I’m your
sister Emily.”

Cassy had seated herself more composedly, and would have
carried on her part very well, had not little Eliza suddenly
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appeared before her in exact shape and form, every outline
and curl, just as her daughter was when she saw her last.

The little thing peered up in her face; and Cassy canght her

up in her arms, pressed her to her bosom, saying, what

at the moment she really believed, * Darling, I'm your
mother !

In faet, it was a troublesome matter to do up exactly in
proper order; but the good pastor, at last, succeeded in
getting everybody quiet, and delivering the speech with
which he had intended to open the exercises:; and in which,
at last, he succeeded so well, that his whole audience were
sobbing about him in a manner that ought to satisfy any
orator, ancient or modern.

They knelt together, and the good man prayed,— for there
are some feelings so agitated and tumultuous, that they can
v being

find rest only b g poured into the bosom of Almighty

love,—and then, rising up, the new-found family embraced
each other, with a holy trust in Him, who from such peril
and dangers, and by such unknown ways, had brought them
toerether.

The note-book of a missionary, among the Canadian fugi-
tives, contains truth stranger than fiction. How can it be
otherwise, when a system prevails which whirls families and
scatters their members, as the wind whirls and scatters

i1

the leaves of antummn? These shores of refuge, like the

eternal shore, often unite again, in glad communion, hearts

that for ]-~'.|"__f years have mourned each other as lost. And

affecting beyond expression is the earnestness with which
every new arrival among them is met, if, perchance, it may
bring tidings of mother, sister, child or wife, still lost to view
n the shadows of r'-}.t‘."..'i‘.'j-'.

Deeds of hercism are \‘.‘1’0‘.15113 here more than those of
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romance, when, defying torture, and braving death itself, the
fugitive voluntarily threads his way back to the terrors and
perils of that dark land, that he may bring out his sister, or
mother, or wife.

One young man, of whom a missionary has told us, twice
re-captured, and suffering shameful stripes for his heroism,
had eseaped again; and, in a letter which we heard read, tells
his friends that he is going back a third time, that he may, at
last, bring away his sister. My good sir, is this man a hero,
or a criminal? Would not you do as much for your sister?
And can you blame him?

But, to return to our friends, whom we left wiping their
eyes, and recovering themselves from too great and sudden a
Joy- They are now seated around the social hoard, and are
getting decidedly companionable ; only that Cassy, who keeps
little Eliza on her lap, occasionally squeezes the little thing,
in a manner that rather astonishes her, and obstinately

refuses to have her mouth stufled with cake to the extent the

little one desires,— alleging, what the child rather wonders at,
that she has got something better than cake, and does n’t
want it,

And, indeed, in two or three days, such a change has
passed over Cassy, that our readers would scarcely know her.
The despairing, haggard expression of her face had given
way to one of gentle trust. She seemed to sink, at onee, into
the bosom of the family, and take the little ones into her
heart, as something for which it long had waited. Indeed,
her love seemed to flow more naturally to the little Eliza
than to her own daughter; for she was the exact image and
body of the child whom ghe had lost. The little one was a
flowery bond between mother and daughter, throngh whem

grew up acquaintanceship and affection. Eliza’s steady, con-
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sistent piety, regulated by the constant reading of the sacred
APy e 1 ; " ¥ ] H

word, made her a proper guide for the shattered and wearied
mind of her mother. Cassy yielded at once, and with her

whole soul, to every good influence, and became a devout
and tender Christian.

a day or twe, Madame de Thoux told her brother
more particularly of her affairs. The death of her husband
had left her an ample fortune, which she generously offered
to. share with the family. When she asked George what
1
i

way she could best apply it for him, he answered, ** Give me

an education, Emily ; that has always been my heart’s desire.
Then, I can do all the rest.”

On mature deliberation, it was decided that the whole
family chould go, for some years, to France; whither they
satled, carrying Emmeline with them.,

The good looks of the latter won the affection of the first
mate of the vessel; and, shortly after entering the port, sghe
Lecame his wife.

George remained four years at a I'rench university, and,
applying himself with an uninfermitted zeal, obtained a very
thorouch education.

Political troubles in France, at last, led the family again

PEEp i P P o
0 seek an asylum in this country.

—

George's feelings and views, as an edueated man, may be
best expressed in a letter to one of his friends,

‘T feel somewhat at a loss, as to my future course. True,
as you have said to me, I might mingle in the circles of the
whites, in this country, my shade of color is so slight, and
that of my wife and family scarce perceptible. Well,
perhaps, on sufferance, I might. But, to tell you the truth,
I have no wish to.

“ My sympathies are not for my father’s race, but for my

-
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mother’s.  To him I was no more than a fine dog or horse :
to my poor heart-broken mother I was a e/ild ; and, though
I never saw her, after the cruel sale that separated us, till she
died, yet I Znow she always loved me dearly. I know it by
my own heart. When I think of all she suffered, of my own
carly sufferings, of the distresses and struggles of my heroic
wife, of my sister, sold in the New Orleans slave-market,—
though I hope to have no unchristian sentiments, yet I may
be excused for saying, I have no wish to pass for an Amer-
ican, or to identify myself with them,

“TIt is with the oppressed, enslaved African race that I
cast in wmy lot; and, if I wished anything, I would wish my-
gelf two shades darker, rather than one lighter.

““The desire and yearning of my soul is for an African
nationality. I want a people that shall have a tangible,
separate existence of its own ; and where am I to look for it?
Not in Hayti; for in Hayti they had nothing to start with.
A stream cannot rise above its fountain. 'The race that
formed the character of the Haytiens was a worn-out, effem-
inate one; and, of course, the subject race will be centuries in
rising to anything.

“ Where, then, shall I look? On the shores of Africa I
sec a republic,—a republic formed of picked men, who, by
energy and self-educating force, have, in many cases, individ-
ually, raised themselves above a condition of slavery. Having
gone through-a preparatory stage of feebleness, this republic

has, at last, become an acknowledged nation on the face of

the earth,— acknowledged by both France and England.
There it is my wish to go, and find myself a people.

“T am aware, now, that I shall have you all against me;
but, before you strike, hear me. During my stay in France,

I have followed up, with intense interest, the history of my
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people in America. I have noted the struggle between aho-
litionist and colonizationist, and have received some lmpres-
gions, as a distant spectator, v which could never have oceurred
t0Ome a8 a irfi]‘ii‘.']]lit!']'_

“1 grant that this Liberia may have subserved all sorts of
purposes, by being played off, in the hands of our oppressors,
against us. Doubtless the scheme may have been used, in
unjustifiable ways, as a means of retarding our emancipation.
But the guestion to me is, Is there not a God above all man’s
schemes? May He not have overruled their designs, and
founded for us a nation by them ?

*“ In these days, a nation is born in a day. A nation starts,
now, with :1]! the great problems of republican life and eivil-
ization wrought out to its hand ;— it has not to discover, but
only to :IIa]-I"-.'. Let us, then, all take hold together, with all
our might, and see what we can do with this new enterprise,
;;Jn'l the whole splendid continent of Africa opens before us
and our children. Ouwr nation shall roll the tide of civiliza-
1.””. '1']‘1 L l.pl‘-l. lu..". -.'.lt'llfl g ]l‘* “l‘“]f." '1“]. I?I Ant IE]‘”' c IIr"I L3 -t"u'
republics, that, growingz with the rapidity of tropical vege-
t;ltitl!]: shall be for all rJT.i.]It Fages

‘Do you say that T am xluse-rtm;‘ my ensglaved brethren?
I think not. If I forget them one hour, one moment of my
life, so may God forget me! Buf, what can [ do for them,
here? Can I break their chaing? No, not as an individual ;
but, let me go and form part of a nation, which shall have a
voice in the councils of mnations, and then we can speak. A
nation has a right to argue, remonstrate, implore, and present
the eause of its race,— which an individual }'::1.~: not.

“Tf Europe ever becomes a grand council of free nations,
—as I trust in God it will,—if, there, .-i-'l'tt"l'.lm. :md all unjust
and oppressive social inequalities, are done away ; and if they,

VOL. 1L 20
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as France and England have done, acknowledge our position,
— then, in the great congress of nations, we will make our
appeal, and present the cause of our enslaved and suffering
race ; and it cannot be that free, enlightened America will
not then desire to wipe from her escutcheon that bar sinister
which disgraces her among nations, and is as truly a carse to
her as to the enslaved.

“But, you will tell me, our race have equal rights to
mingle in the American republic as the Irishman, the German,
the Swede. Granted, they have. We ong/iz to be free to
meet and mingle,— to rise by our individual worth, without
any consideration of caste or color; and they who deny us
this right are false to their own professed prineiples of human
equality. We ounght, in particular, to be allowed /fere. We
have more than the rights of common men;— we have the
cliim of an injured race for reparation. But, then, [ do not
want if; 1 want a country, a nation, of my own. I think
that the Afriean race has peculiarities, yet to be unfolded in
the light of civilization and Christianity, which, if not the
same with those of the Anglo-Saxon, may prove to be, morally,
of even a higher type.

““T'o the Anglo-Saxon race has been intrusted the destinies
of the world, during its pioneer period of struggle and conflict.
To that mission its stern, inflexible, energetic elements, were
well adapted ; but, as a Christian, I look for ancther era to
arise. On its borders I trust we stand; and the throes that
now convulse the nations are, to my hope, but the birth-pangs
of an honr of universal peace and brotherhood.

“*I trust that the development of Africa is to be essentially
a Christian one. If not a dominant and commanding race,
they are, at least, an affectionate, magnanimous, and forgiving

one. Having been called in the farnace of injustice and
g ]
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oppression, they have need to bind eloser to their hearts that
sublime doctrine of love and forgiveness, through which alone
they are to conquer, which it is to be their mission to spread
over the continent of Africa.

* In myself, I confess, I am feeble for this,— full half the
blood in my veins is the hot and hasty Saxon; but I ]1-..|,L_- an
eloquent preacher of the Gospel ever by my side; in the pe
son of my beautiful wife. When I wander, her gentler spix
ever restores me, and ]u‘:"p:- before my eyes tllv Christian
calling and mission of our race. As a Christian patriot, as a
teacher of Christianity, I go to my country,— my chosen, my
glorious Africa!—and to her, in my heart, I sometimes
apply those “l lendid words of propheey: ¢ Whereas thon hast
been forsaken and hated, so that no man went through thee;
I will make tlu'c an eternal excellence, a joy of many gene-
rations !’

‘You will call me an enthusiast: you will tell me that I
have not well considered what I am undertaking. But I have
considered, and counted the cost. I go to Liberia, not as to
an Elysium of romance, but as to @ field of werk. 1 expect
to work with both hands,— to work Aard; to work against
all sorts of difficulties and discouragements; and to work till
I die. This is what I go for; and in this I am quite sure 1
shall not be disappointed.

‘“ Whatever you may think of my determination, do nob
divorce me from your confidence ; and H:iﬁ{ that, in whatever
I do, I act with a heart wholly given to my people.

‘ GEORGE HARRIS.”

George, with his wife, childven, sister and mother, embarked
for Africa, some few weeks after. If we are not mistaken,

the world will yet hear from him there.
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OF our other characters we have nothing very particular to
write, except a word relating to Miss Ophelia and Topsy, and
a farewell chapter, which we shall dedicate to George Shelby.

Miss Ophelia took Topsy home to Vermont with her, much
to the surprise of that grave deliberative body whom a New
Englander recognizes under the term * Owr folks.” * Qur
folks,”* at first, thought it an odd and unnecessary addi-
tion to their well-trained domestic establishment; but, so
thoroughly efficient was Miss Ophelia in her conscientious
endeavor to do her duty by her eléve, that the child rapidly
grew in grace and in favor with the family and neighborhood.
At the age of womanhood, she was, by her own request, bap-
tized, and became a member of the Christian church in the
place; and showed so much intelligence, activity and zeal, and
desire to do good in the world, that she was at last recom-
mended, and approved, as a missionary to one of the stations
in Africa; and we have heard that the same activity and inge-
nuity which, when a child, made her so multiform and rest-
less in her developments, is now employed, in a safer and
wholesomer manner, in teaching the children of her own
country.

P. S. — 1Tt will be a satisfaction to some mother, also, to
state, that some inquiries, which were set on foot by Madame
de Thoux, have resulted recently in the discovery of Cassy’s

son. Being a young man of energy, he had eseaped, some
years before his mother, and been received and educated by
friends of the t_rppl'i:'sscd in the north. Ie will soon follow his

family to Africa.
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CHAPTER XILIV,
THE LIBERATOR,

GEORGE SHELBY had written to his mother merely a line,
stating the day that she might expect him home. Of the
death seene of his old friend he had not the heart to write.
He had tried several times, and only succeeded in half chok-
ing himself; and invariably finished by tearing up the paper,
wiping his eyes, and rushing somewhere to get quiet.

There was a pleased bustle all through the Shelby man-
sion, that day, in expectation of the arrival of young Mas'r
George.

Mrs. Shelby was seated in her comfortable parlor, where a
cheerful hickory fire wos dispelling the chill of the late
autumn evening. A supper-table, glittering with plate and
cut glass, was set out, on whose arrangements our former
friend, old Chloe, was presiding,

Arrayed in a new calico dress, with clean, white apron, and
high, well-starched turban, her black polished face glowing
with satisfaction, she lingered, with needless punctiliousness,
around the arrangements of the table, merely as an excuse for
talking a little to her mistress.

¢ Laws, now ! won't it look natural to him ?’’ she said.
“Thar,—1I set his plate just whar he likes it,—round by the
fire. Mas'r George allers wants de warm seat. O, go way!
— why did o't Sally get out de best tea-pot,— de little new
one, Mas'r George got for Missis, Christmas? 1’1l have it

VOL. 1L 20%
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out! And Missis has heard from Mas'r George ?”’ she said,
inquiringly.

““Yes, Chloe; but only a line, just to say he would be
home to-night, if he could,— that’s all.”

“Didn’t say nothin’ ‘bout my old man, s’pose?” said
Chloe, still fidgeting with the tea-cups.

“ No, he did n’t. e did not speak of anything, Chloe.
He said he would tell all; when he got home.”

““ Jes like Mas'r George,—he s allers so ferce for tellin’
everything hisself. I allers minded dat ar in Mas’r George.
Don’t see, for my part, how white people gen’lly can bar to
hey to write things much as they do, writin’ ’s such slow,
oneasy kind o’ work.”’

Mrs. Shelby smiled.

“I’'m a thinkin’ my old man won't know de boys and de
baby. Lor’! she’s de biggest gal, now,— good she is, too,
and peart, Polly is. She’s out to the house, now, watch-
in’ de hoe-cake. TI’s got jist de very pattern my old man
liked so much, a bakin’.  Jist sich as I gin him the mornin’
he was tock off.  Lord bless us! how I felt, dat ar morn-
ing !

Mrs. Shelby sighed, and felt a heavy weight on her heart,
at this allusion. She had felt uneasy, ever gince she received
her son's letter, lest something should prove to be hidden
behind the veil of silence which he had drawn.

¢ Missis has got dem bills ?
“ Yes, Chloe.”

[ 4

said Chloe, anxiously.

'Cause I wants to show my old man dem very bills de
perfectioner gave me. ‘And,’ says he, ¢ Chloe, T wish you'd
stay longer.” ¢Thank you, Mas'r,” says I, ‘I would, only
my old man’s coming home, and Missis,— she can't do with-
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out me no longer.” There s jist what I telled him. Berry
nice man, dat Mas'r Jones was.”
Chloe had pertinaciously insisted that the very bills in

which her wages had been paid should he preserved, to

show to her husband, in memorial of her capability. And
Mrs. Shelby had readily consented to humor her in the

request.

“ He won't know Polly,

& 7

ny old man won't. Laws, ii's
five year since they tuck him! She was a baby den, —
could n’t but jist stand. Remember how tickled he used to
be, cause she would keep a fallin’ over, when she sot out to
walk. Lawsame!?”

The rattling of wheels now was heard.

“Mas'r George!”” said Aunt Chloe, starting to the win-

5

owW.

Mrs. Shelby ran to the entry door, and was folded in the
arms of her son. Aunt Chloc stood anxiously straining her
eyes out into the darkness.

0, poor Aunt Chloe !’ gaid George, stopping compas-
sionately, and taking her hard, black hand between both his ;

‘“T’d have

me, but he’s gone to a better country.”

given all my fortune to have brought him with

There was a passionate exclamation from Mrs, Shelby, but
Aunt Chloe said nothing.

The party entered the supper-room. The money, of which
Chloe was so proud, was still lying on the table,

“Thar,’? gaid she, gathering it up, and holding it, with a
trembling hand, to her mistress, ‘‘don’t never want to see nor
hear on’t again. Jist as I knew ’twould be,— sold, and
murdered on dem ar’ old plantations !”

Chloe turned, and was walking proudly out of the room.
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Muys. Shelby followed her sofily, and took one of her hands,
drew ber down into a chair, and sat down by her.

““ My poor, good Chloe !’ said she.

Chloe leaned her head on her mistress’ shoulder, and
sobbed out, O Missis! ’scuse me, my heart’s broke, —
dat ‘s all 1 ¥

“I know it is,”” said Mrs. Shelby, as her tears fell fast;
“and I' cannot heal if, but Jesus can. He healeth the bro-
ken hearted, and bindeth up their wounds.”

There was a silence for some time, and all wept together.
At last, George, sitting down beside the mourner, took her
hand, and, with simple pathos, repeated the trinmphant scene
of her husbhand’s death, and his last messages of love.

About a month after this, one morning, all the servants of
the Shelby estate were convened together in the great hall
that ran through the house, to hear a few words from their
young master,

To the surprise of all, he appeared among them with a
bundle of papers in his hand, containing a certificate of free-
dom to every one on the place, which he read successively,
and presented, amid the sobs and tears and shouts of all
present.

Many, however, pressed around him, earnestly begging
him not to send them away ; and, with anxious faces, tender-
ing back their free papers.

“We don’t want to be no freer than we are. We s allers
had all we wanted. 'We don’t want to leave de ole place, and
Mas'y and Missis, and de rest !

““My good friends,” said Geerge, ag soon as he could get
a silence, “‘there’ll be no need for you to leave me. The
place wants a8 many hands to work it as it did before. We
need the same about the house that we did before. DBut,
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you are now free men and free women. I shall pay you
wages for your work, such as we shall acree on. The advan-
tage is, that in case of my getting in debt, or dying,— things

sold.

that Illi;:‘ilt h:l}"lilt.‘!'t.-—' you cannot now be taken up and
i

I expect to carry on the esfate, and to teach you what, per
haps, 1t will take you some time to learn,— how to use the
rights 1 give you as free men and women. I expect you to

b =
&
-
—

be good, and willing to léarn ; and I trust in God that
be lr.nlm'l: and willing to teach. And now, my friends, look
up, and thank God for the blessing of freedom.”

An aged, patriarchal negro, who had grown gray and blind
on the estate, now rose, and, lifting his trembling hand said,
““Let us give thanks unto the Lord ! As all kneeled by
one consent, a more touching and hearty Te Deum never
ascended to heaven, though borne on the peal of organ, bell
and cannon, than came from that honest old heart.

On rising, another struck up a Methodist hymn, of which
the burden was,

¢ The year of Jubilee is come, —

Return, ye ransomed sinvers, home,"

“ One thing more,” said George, as he stopped the con-
gratulations of the throng ; ¢ you all remember our good old
Unele Tom 77

George here gave a short narration of the sceme of his
death, and of his loving farewell to all on the place, and
added,

““ It was on his grave, my friends, that I resolved, before
God, that I would never own another slave, while it was pos-
sible to free him; that nobody, through me, should ever
run the risk of being parted from home and friends, and

ﬂ:,fing on a lonely plantation, as he died, So, when you
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rejoice in your freedom, think that you owe it to that good
old soul, and pay it back in kindness-to his wife and children.
Think of your freedom, every time you see UNcLE Towm’s
CaApin; and let it be a memorial to put you all in mind to
follow in his steps, and be as honest and faithful and Christian

as he was.”’

CHAPTER XLY.
CONCLUDING BEMARKS,

Tar writer has often been inquired of, by correspondents
from different parts of the country, whether this narrative is
a true one; and to these inquiries she will give one general
answer.

The separate incidents that compose the narrative are, to a
very great extent, authentic, occurring, many of them, either
under her own observation, or that of her personal friends.
whe or her friends have observed characters the counterpart
of almost all that are here introduced ; and many of the say-
ings are word for word as heard herself, or reported to her.

The personal appearance of Tlliza, the chmacter aseribed to
her, are sketches drawn from life. The incorruptible fidelity,
piety and honesty, of Uncle Tom, had more than one develop-
ment, to her personal knowledge. Some of the most deeply
tragic and romantic, gome of the most terrible incidents, have
also their parallel in reality. The incident of the mother’s cross-

ing the Ohio river on the ice is a well-known fact. The story
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of “old Prue,” in the second volume, was an incident that
fell under the personal observation of a brother of the writer,
then collecting-clerk to a large mercantile house, in New
Orleans. From the same source was derived the character of
the planter Legree.  Of him her brother thus wrote, speaking
of visiting his plantation, on a collecting tour: *He act-
ually made me feel of his fist, which was like a blacksmith's
hammer, or a nodule of iron, telling me that it was *calloused
with knocking down niggers.” When I left the plantation, I
drew a long breath, and felt as if I had escaped from an
ogre’s den.”

That the tragical fate of Tom, also, has too many times had
its parallel, there are living witnesses, all over our land, to
testify. Let it be remembered that in all southern states it
is a principle of jurisprndence that no person of colored
lineage can testify in a suit against a white, and it will be easy
to see that such a case may occur, wherever there is a man
whose passions ontweigh his interests, and a slave who has man-
hood or prineiple enough to resist his will. There is, actually,
nothing to protect the slave’s life, but the character of the
master. Facts too shocking to be contemplated oceasionally
force their way to the public ear, and the comment that one
often hears madé on them is more shocking than the thing itself.
It is said,  Very likely such cases may now and then occur,
but they are no sample of general practice.” If the laws of
New England were so arranged that a master could now
and then torture an apprentice to death, without a possi-
hility of being bronght to justice, would it be received with
equal composnre ? Would it be said, “ These cases are rare,
and no samples of general practice ™ ? This injustice is an
inherent one in the slave system,—it cannot exist without 1t.

The public and shameless sale of beautiful mulatio and
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quadroon girls has acquired a notoriety, from the inecidents
following the capture of the Pearl. We extract the following
from the speech of Hon. Horace Mann, one of the legal
counsel for the defendants in that case. He says: ““In that
company of seventy-six persons, who attempted, in 1848, to
escape from the District of Columbia in the schooner Pearl,
and whose officers I assisted in defending, there were several
young and healthy girls, who had those peculiar attractions
of form and feature which connoisseurs prize so highly.
Elizabeth Russel was one of them. She immediately fell
into the slave-trader’s fangs, and was doomed for the New
Orleans market. The hearts of those that saw her were
touched with pity for her fate. They offered eighteen hun-
dred dollars to redeem her : and some there were who offered
to give, that would not have much left after the gift; but
the fiend of a slave-trader was inexorable. She was des-
patched to New Orleans; but, when about half way there, God
had mercy on her, and smote her with death. There were
two girls named Edmundson in the same company. When
ahout to be sent to the same market, an older sister went to
the shambles, to plead with the wretch who owned them, for
the love of God, to spare his vietims. He bantered her,
telling what fine dresses and fine furniture they would have.
‘ Yes,” she said, ‘that may do very well in this life, but
what will become of them in the next?’ They too were
sent to New Orleans; but were afterwards redeemed, at an
enormous ransom, and brought back.” TIs it not plain, from
this, that the histories of Emmeline and Cassy may have
many counterparts ?

Justice, too, obliges the author to state that the fairness
of mind and generosity attributed to St. Clare are no
without a parallel, as the following anecdote will show.
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A few vears gince, a younz southern gentleman was in

L ]

Cincinmati, with a favorite servant, who had been his

attendant from a boy, The vounr man took advantare
of this opportunity to secure his own freedom. and fled to

w ® -

the protection of a Quaker, who was quite noted in affairs of
this kind. The owner was exceedingly indignant. He had
always treated the slave with such indulgence, and his con-
fidence in his affection was such, that he believed he must
have heen practised upon to induce him to revolt from him.
He visited the Quaker, in high anger; but, being possessed of
uncommon candor and fairness, was soon quieted by his
arguments and representations. Tt was a side of the subject
which he never had heard,—mever had thought on; and he
immediately told the Quaker that, if his slave would, to his
own face, say that it was his desire to be free, he would
liberate him. An interview was forthwith procured, and
Nathan was asked by his young master whether he had ever
had any reason to complain of his treatment, in any respect.

¢ No, Mas'r,” said Nathan; * you’ve always been good
to me.” )

“Well, then, why do yon want to leave me?

“ Mas'r may die, and then who get me? —1I"d rather be
a free man.”’

After some deliberation, the young master replied, *“ Na-
than, in your place, I think I ghould feel very much so,
myself. You are free.”

He immediately made him out free papers; deposited a
gum of money

in the hands of the Quaker, to be i"-luii-':l-l:-'" i

- . - . . " 1 ' 1
used in assisting him to start n life. and left a sensible

and kind letter of advice to tl

e voune man.  That letter was
for some time in the writer's hands.
The author hopes she has done justice to that nobility,
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generosity, and humanity, which in many cases characterize
individuals at the South. Sueh instances save us from utter
despair of our kind., But, she asks any persen, who knows
the world, are such characters common, anywhere?

For many years of her life, the author avoided all reading
upon or allusion to the subject of slavery, considering it as
too painful to be inguired into, and one which advancing
light and civilization would certainly live down. But, since
the legislative act of 1850, when she heard, with perfect
surprise and consternation, Christian and humane people
actually recommending the remanding escaped fugitives into
slavery, as a duty binding on good citizens,— when she
heard, on all hands, from kind, compassionate and estimable
people, in the free states of the North, deliberations and
discussions ag to what Christian duty could be on this head,—
gshe could enly think, These men and Christians cannot know
what slavery is; if they did, such a question could never be
open for discussion. And from this arose a desire to exhibit
it in a living dramatic reality. She has endeavored to
show it fuirly, in its best and its worst phases. In its best
aspect, ghe has, perhaps, been successful ; but, oh! who shall
say what yet remains untold in that valley and shadow of
death, that lies the other side?

To you, generous, noble-minded men aud women, of the
wouth,— you, whose virtue, and magnanimity, and purity of
character, are the greater for the severer trial it has encoun-
tered,— to you is her appeal. Have you not, in your own
seeret souls, in your own private eonversings, felt that there
are woes and evils, in this accursed system, fur beyond what
are here shadowed, or can be shadowed ? .Can it be other-
wise? Is man ever a creature to be trusted with wholly
wrresponsible power}? And does not the slave system, by
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denying the slave all legal richt of testimony, make every indi-
vidual owner an irresponsible despot? Can anybody fail to
make the inference what the practical result will be? If there

18, a8 we admif, a public sentiment among you, men of honor,

Justice and humanity, is there not also another kind of public

sentiment among the ruffian, the brutal and debased? And
cannot the ruffian, the brutal, the debased, by slave law, own
just as many slaves as the best and purest? Are the honor-
able, the just, the high-ninded and compassionate, the major-
ity anywhere in this world ?

The slave-trade is now, by American law, considered as
piracy. DBut a slave-trade, as systematic as ever was carried
on on the coast of Africa, is an inevitable attendant and result
of American slavery. And 1ts heart-break and its horrors,
can they be told ?

The writer has given only a faint shadow, a dim picture,
of the anguish and despair that are, at this very moment,
riving thousands of hearts, shattering thousands of families,
and driving a helpless and sensitive race to frenzy and despair.
There are those living who know the mothers whom this
aceursed traflic has driven to the murder of their children ;
and themselves seeking in death a shelter from woes more
dreaded than death. Nothing of tragedy can be written, can
be spoken, can be conceived, that equals the frightful reality
of scenes daily and hourly seting on our shores, beneath the
shadow of American law, and the shadow of the eross of
Christ,

And now, men and wornen of America, s this a thing to
be trifled with, apologized for, and passed over in silence?
Farmers of Massachusetts, of New IHampshire, of Vermont,
of Connecticut, who read this book by the blaze of your

winte:

evening fire, — strong-hearted, generous sailors and
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ship-owners of Maine,— is this a thing for yon to countenance
and encourage? Drave and generous men of New York, farm-
ers of rich and joyous Ohio, and ye of the wide prairie states,
— answer, i8 this a thing for you to protect and conntenance?
And you, mothers of America,— you, who have learned, by
the eradles of your own children, to love and feel for all man-
kind,— by the sacred love you bear your child; by yonr joy
in his beautiful, spotless infaney; by the motherly pity and
tenderness with which you guide his growing years; by the
anxieties of his education; by the prayers you breathe for his
soul's eternal good ; — I beseech you, pity the mother who has
all your affections, and not one ]L‘IL__'_':ll richt to protect, guide,
or educate, the child of her bosom! By the sick hour of your
child; by those dying eyes, which you can never forget; by
those last cries, that wrung your heart when you counld neither
help nor save; by the desolation of that empty cradle, that
silent nursery,— I beseech you, pity those mothers that are
constantly made childless by the American slave-trade! And
say, mothers of America, is this a thing to be defended, sym-
pathized with, passed over in silence ?

Do you say that the people of the free states have nothing
to do with it, and can do nothing? Would to God this were
true! But it is not true. The people of the free states have
defended, encouraged, and participated ; and are more guilty
for it, before God, than the South, in that they have nof the
apology of education or custom.

If the mothers of the free states had all felt as they should,
in times past, the sons of the free states wounld not have been
the holders, and, proverbially, the hardest masters of slaves;
the sons of the free states would not have connived at the ex-
tension of slavery, in onr national body; the sons of the free

»

gtates would not, as i.iln_'“'." -Ll-_}: ‘Ll':u.lu 'LlLL' ﬁ-.JLiirs and bodies of men
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as an equivalent to money, in their mercantile dealings. There

are !Jlﬂhitlllh"* of .11:1‘.1 5 ‘L".‘I:'l]:l-l‘.'ll',-l‘.' owned. and sold :J'L'_'I-III. bv

merchants in northern eities: and shall the whele enilt or

obloquy of slavery fall only on the South ?

Northern men, northern mothers. northern Christians. have

F:-I!h'[h]hj_; maore to r]nJ t]J:IIl l.lf"I:t'Jm;l'L' lllri.l' Ll'l'l!!}'vtj at t];'.:
South they have fo look to the evil among themselves.

But, what ean any individual do? Of that, every indi-
vidual can judge. There is one thing that every individual
can do,— 1]]'.‘:.' can see to it that they fecl riokt. An atmos-
phere of sympathetic influence encircles every human being ;
an(l the man or woman who feels strongly, healthily and
justly, on the great interests of humanity, is a constant bene-
factor to the human race. See, then, to your sympathies in
this matter! Are they in harmony with the sympathies of
Christ? or are they swayed and perverted by the sophistries
{IE- ‘L'.l:l'h“l\,' 1.-;'f1‘!r‘_‘\' !

Christian men and women of the North! still further,—
you have another power; you can pray! Do you believe n
prayer? or hos it become an indistinct apostolic tradition?
You pray for the heathen abroad ; pray also for the heathen at
home. And pray for those distressed Christiang whose whole
chance of relizious improvement is an accident of trade and
sale; from whom any adherence to the morals of Christianity
is, in many cases, an impossibility, unless they have given
them, from above, the courage and grace of martyrdom.

But, still more. On the shores of our free states are
emerging the poor, shattered, broken remnants of families,—
men and women, escaped, by miraculous providences, from the
surees of slavery,— feeble in knowledgre, and, in many cases,
infirm in moral constitution, from a system which confounds
and confuses every ‘1_:t'i!1a":l|.|~; of l_llll'l_-_%li:miil‘_.' and lI:‘Jl‘ﬂ“t_}'.
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They come to seek a refuge among you; they come to seeck whi
education, knowledge, Christianity. alre
What do you owe to these poor unfortunates, oh Christians ? acq
Does not every American Christian owe to the African race dev
some effort at reparation for the wrongs that the American I ren
nation has brought upon them? Shall the doors of churches Nes
and school-houses be shut upon them ? Shall gtates arise and for
shake them out? Shall the church of Chyist hear in silence hav
the taunt that is thrown at them, and shrink away from the enc
helpless hand that they streteh out; and, hy her silence, :
encouraze the cruelty that wonld chase them from our bor- of ¢
ders? If it must be so, it will be a monrnful spectacle. If it am
must be so, the country will have reason to tremble, when it her
remembers that the fate of nations is in the hands of One who rec
i3 very pitiful, and of tender compassion. a fi
Do you say, ‘“ We don’t want them here; let them go to tim
Africa’ 7 ol
r_”l:li lh(r Ill'u\."lllt"ht_'u |_|l' {':iil] h:l:’i 1'It'I=1']|]r_-1] a l't:i'u;_'w ill ;\I‘]'ii.'iL. 1'1.":_'
18, indeed, a great and noticeable fact; but that is no reason hig
why the church of Christ should throw off that responsibility \
to this outeast race which her profession demands of her. edd
To fill up Liberia with an jignorant, inexperienced, half-bar- iy
barized race, just escaped from the chains of slavery, would be Wwr
only to prolong, for ages, the period of struggle and conflict I
which attends the inception of new enterprises. Let the church lea
of the north receive these poor sufferers in the spirit of Christ; ler
receive them to the educating advantages of Christian repub-
lican society and schools, until they have attained to somewhat au
of a moral and intellectual maturity, and then assist them in Ol
their passage to those shores, where they may put in practice cir
the lessons they have learned in America. an

There is a body of men at the north, comparatively small,
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who have been doing this; and, as the result, this eountry has
already scen examples of men, formerly slaves, who have rapidly
acquired property, reputation, and education. Talent has been
developed, which, considering the circumstances, is certoinly
remarkable ; and, for moral traits of honesty, kindness, tender-
ness of feeling,— for heroic efforts and self-denials, endured
for the ransom of brethren and friends yet in slavery,— they
have been remarkable to a degree that, considering the influ-
ence under which they were born, is surprising.

The writer has lived, for many years, on the frontier-line’
of slave states, and has had great opportunities of observation
among those who formerly were slaves. They have been in
her family as servants; and, in defaunlt of any other school to
receive them, she has, in many cases, had them instructed in
a family school, with her own children. She has also the tes-
timony of missionaries, among the fugitives in Canada, in
coincidence with her own experience ; and her deductions, with
regard to the eapabilities of the race, are encouraging in the
highest degree.

The first desire of the {_!li::n::,rili:ﬁwl slave, :_rri:t'-r.'l.”:.'. 18 for
education. 'There is nothing that they are not willing to
_'._"i‘l.'q‘ or do to have their children iIL:ﬁ[l‘lH'tn'I]; and, so faras the
writer has observed herself, or taken the testimony of teachers
among them, they are remarkably intelligent and quick to
learn. The results of schools, founded for them by beneve-
lent individuals in Cincinnati, fully establish this.

The author gives the following statement of facts, on the
authority of Professor C. E. Stowe, then of Lane Seminary,
Ohio, with regard to emancipated slaves, now resident in Cin-
cinnati; given to show the capability of the race, even without

ANy very 1|:11'Ii-':111:11' assistance or encouragement.
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The initial letters alone are given. They are all residents
of Cincinnatl.

L . Furniture maker; twenty years in the eity;
worth ten thousand dollars, all his own earnings; a Baptist.

¢ 0——, TFull black: stolen from Africa; sold in New
Orleans; been free fifteen years; paid for himself six hun-
dred dollars; a farmer; owns several farms in Indiana; Pres-
byterian ; probably worth fifteen or twenty thousand dollars,
all earned by himself.

“K——. Full black; dealer in real estate ; worth thirty
thousand dollars ; about forty years old; free six years; paid
eighteen hundred dollars for his family; member of the Bap-
tist church ; received a legacy from his master, which he hag
taken good care of, and increased.

“ G Full black; coal dealer; about thirty years
old ; worth eighteen thousand dollars; paid for himself twice,

heing once defrauded to the amount of sixteen hundred dol-
lars; made all his money by his own efforts — much of it
while a slave, hiring his time of his master, and doing busi-
ness for himself; a fine, gentlemanly fellow.

“ W——. Three-fourths black; barber and waiter; from
Kentucky ; nineteen years free; paid for self and family over
three thousand dollars ; worth twenty thousand dollars, all his
own earnings ; deacon in the Baptist church.

G, D—— Three-fourths black ; white-washer ; from
Kentucky ; nine years free ; paid fifteen hundred dollars for
self and family ; recently died, aged sixty; worth six thousand
dollars.”

Professor Stowe says, ¢ With all these, except G——, I
have been, for some years, personally acquainted, and malke
my statements from my own knowledge.”

The writer well

remembers an aged colored woman, who

al
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was f_:i:!i:l",l-i_wi as o washerwoman in her father's fuanily. The

danghter of this woman married a slave. Bhe was a remark-
ably active and capable young woman, and, by her industry
and thrift., and the most persevering self-denial, raised nine

hundred dollars for her hushand’s freedom, which she paid, as
she raised it, into the hands of his master. She yet wanted a
hundred dollars of the price, when he died. She never recoy-
ered any of the money,

These are but few facts, among multitudes which might be
adduced, to show the self-denial. energy, patience, and hon-
esty, which the glave has exhibited in a state of freedom.

And let it be remembered that these individuals have thus
bravely suceeeded in conquering for themselves comparative
wealth and social position, in the face of every disadvantage
and discouragement. The colored man, by the law of Ohio,
cannot be a voter, and, till within a few years, was even
denied the rizht of testimony in legal suits with the white.
Nor are these instances confined to the State of Ohio. In
all states of the Union we see men, but yesterday burst from
the shackles of slavery, who, by a sclf-educating foree, which
cannot be too much admired, have risen to highly respectable
stations in society. Pennington, among clergymen, Douglas
and Ward, among editors, are well known instances.

[f this persecuted race, with every discouragement and
disadvantage, have done thus much, how much more they
might do, if the Christian church would act towards them in
the spirit of her Lord !

This is an age of the world when nations are frembling
and convulsed. A mighty influence is abroad, surging and
Ii:';L\'il!_’_j_ the world, as with an u_-:ur‘:?nl!::-[@.r. And is Ameries
safe? Every nation that carries in its bosom great and unre-

dressed injustice has in it the elements of this last convulsion.
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For what is this mighty influence thus rousing in all
nations and langnages those groanings that cannot be uttered,
for man’s freedom and 1'|il.l:i]ii}' 2

O, Church of Christ, read the signs of the times! Is not
this power the spirit of IIrM whose kingdom is yet to come,
and whose will fo be done on earth as it is in heaven?

But who may ahide the day of his appearing? ““for that day
shall burn as an oven: and he shall appear as a swift witness
against those that eppress the hireling in his wages, the
widow and the fatherless, and that furn aside the strancer
in fis right: and he shall break in pieces the oppressor.”

Are not these dread words for a nation bearing in her

bosom so mighty an injustice? Christians! every time that
you pray that the kingdom of Christ may come, can you for-
get that prophecy associates, in dread fellowship, the day of
vengeance with the year of his redeemed ?

A day of grace iz yet held out to us. Both North and

south have been guilty before God; and the Clristian

church has a heavy account to answer. Not by combining
together, to protect injustice and cruelty, and making a

common capifal of sin, is this Union to be saved,—hut by

repentance, justice and mercy; for, not surer is the eternal
law by which the millstone sinks in the ocean, than that

stronger law, by which injustice and eruelty shall bring on

nations the wrath of Almighty God !
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