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			Introduction

			by Alfred Kazin

			Uncle Tom's Cabinis one of the most famous books in the world. It is so famous that people are capable of describing someone as an “Uncle Tom” or a “Simon Legree,” even of snickering at the death of “Little Eva,” without altogether remembering that they have, in fact, never read Uncle Tom's Cabin.

			They have never read it because they think they already know it. But the book itself was virtually out of print in the middle of the twentieth century until the 1960s and the renewed struggle over civil rights in the South. Uncle Tom's Cabin, the greatest fiction success of the nineteenth century, had become not only inaccessible but seemingly unnecessary. Uncle Tom, Simon Legree, and Little Eva had become such worn-out symbols that without knowing the book, people who mockingly used these symbols thought the book beneath their notice.

			One reason for this, of course, is the garish dramatizations of Uncle Tom that flourished for decades after the Civil War, when it was natural for the North to be complacent about the end of slavery without concerning itself about the actual condition of the “freedmen.” These dramatizations, flourishing in one provincial “opery house” after another (but not in the South, where the book was still hated as a paramount example of Yankee interference with the South's “peculiar institution"), emphasized the most melodramatic, seemingly improbable incidents in the novel. The most famous of these was Eliza Harris's leap from ice floe to ice floe in the Ohio River, her “chile” in her arms, rushing just ahead of wolves as she makes her way to freedom in Ohio from Kentucky, where her supposedly decent master, Mr. Shelby, has been forced to sell her to the vile slave trader Haley.

			There are no wolves in Mrs. Stowe's description of Eliza's escape. Uncle Tom on the stage showed just how easy it was for Americans after the Civil War to forget the moral passion that Mrs. Stowe had brought to her indictment of slavery—a moral passion that in the book is the most powerful antagonist of slavery and one that so worked on people's feelings from 1852 to the end of the Civil War that no other single book can be said to have contributed so much to the end of slavery. But by the end of the nineteenth century and well into the twentieth Uncle Tom was a theatrical cliché. Nothing was easier to deride than poor Eliza jumping from ice floe to ice floe, though Mrs. Stowe's experiences while living in Cincinnati as the wife of the biblical scholar Calvin Stowe, who taught at Lane Theological Seminary, had made her familiar enough with attempted escapes by slaves across the Ohio River. Yet Uncle Tom had become such a cliché, or joke, that one of the most piquant scenes in The King and I, the musical play by Rodgers and Hammerstein about life in the royal Siamese court, was the children's ballet “The Small House of Uncle Thomas.” This was a droll but not exactly respectful tribute to the prevalent images of the book in far-off Asia.

			A more basic reason why Uncle Tom's Cabin is patronized and laughed at in our time has to do with the conformism of literary taste. Too many students are still compelled to gauge powerfully emotional nineteenth-century social novels like Mrs. Stowe's in terms of twentieth-century critical dogmas about “form” and “control.” Nothing is more common among literary people and in English departments than the belief that a novel so vehement in its attack on slavery, so informative about the “peculiar institution,” so powerful and unique in extending the opposition to slavery cannot be a work of art.

			Tolstoy admired Uncle Tom's Cabin, Heine enthusiastically reviewed it. The nineteenth century saw nothing incongruous in a writer's being “a brilliant soldier in the Liberation War of Humanity.” This was Matthew Arnold's tribute to Heine himself. “The Liberation War of Humanity” is just what the Civil War was for this country as well as for the slaves. The influence of a great book can have amazing repercussions in the life and mind of a country. In this regard the most telling tribute to the influence of Uncle Tom's Cabin is Abraham Lincoln's. When Mrs. Stowe visited the White House in 1863 to urge him to do something positive about the thousands of slaves who had fled to the capital, Lincoln greeted her as “the little woman who wrote the book that made this great war.” Slavery, and the Civil War that slavery made “irrepressible,” remains with us as the most disturbing issue in American history. The legacy of slavery is everywhere with us still. Uncle Tom's Cabin is the most powerful and most enduring work of art ever written about American slavery. Yet too many students and readers in general are kept from Mrs. Stowe's book itself because of the frivolous and superficial literary dogma that a great novel must be all in one tone and never lose its “cool,” that an author's views must never interrupt the course of the story and descend to preaching.

			The nineteenth century was the great age of the novel because the novel had not yet become unduly specialized and self-conscious. Henry James, in a notable 1884 essay, “The Art of Fiction,” encouraged “the young novelist” to believe that “all life belongs to you, and do not listen either to those who would shut you up into corners of it and tell you that it is only here and there that art inhabits, or to those who would persuade you that this heavenly messenger wings her way outside of life altogether, breathing a superfine air, and turning her head from the truth of things. There is no impression of life, no manner of seeing it and feeling it, to which the plan of the novelist may not offer a place.”

			Harriet Beecher Stowe was to write many novels. Only her first, Uncle Tom's Cabin, forced upon her (as she felt) by the horror of slavery, has lasted. She was the first to maintain that in writing it she was less concerned with producing a work of literature than with the urgent need to persuade people through literature that slavery was wholly immoral. Even the actual construction of the book, in this famous instance, seemed to Mrs. Stowe a case of unconscious and even supernatural influence. She said that the beating to death of Uncle Tom came to her as if in a vision. Against the background of slavery's ultimately unfathomable cruelty, the symbolic crucifixion of Uncle Tom is a replication of the passion of Christ. (Christ suffered more agony, for Uncle Tom, though merely human, has, without any outcry of doubt, to be nothing but the altogether perfect redeemer of his people.) Mrs. Stowe so vividly felt the scriptural tie to her own vision of slavery that she once told a friend that she did not write Uncle Tom. “I only put down what I saw.” She is even supposed to have said that “God wrote it.”

			Nowadays we smile at such talk. The famous “unconscious” exists for us as covert sexual desire rather than religious inspiration. Even if we grant the force of religion on Mrs. Stowe's mind (she was the daughter, wife, and sister of ministers), we today no longer know how to relate religion to so inflamed but sustained a work of art as Uncle Tom. Is it possible for a writer not deliberately concerned with producing a work of art to produce one? Nothing in great ages of belief was so common. Witness the manifold works of the Middle Ages and in the seventeenth century a book like Pilgrim's Progress.

			The nineteenth century had a great belief in human progress, and its widespread notions of progress rested on religion freed of dogma. It is clear from the intense and admittedly near-hysterical vehemence of many passages addressed directly to the reader that the key theme of Uncle Tom is that slavery and Christianity cannot exist together. Christianity, in her view, must demand the end of slavery and is the only force that can bring this about. Her conviction was so strong that she literally had “religious” visions—like the killing of Uncle Tom—that she wrote as actual scenes in her novel. Of course no writer can write what he or she does not first see in the mind. What is so arresting, strong, and unforgettable as we read the book now is that the scenes are usually placed in opposition: the cruelty to slaves versus the family love that we see early in the book in Uncle Tom's cabin itself—and from which he will soon be torn.

			Mrs. Stowe had great dramatic instincts as a novelist. In this book she saw everything as a drama of polarities: slavery as sin versus Christian love; men as active in the cruel social process versus women as redeemers through their feeling for family values. The widest opposition to slavery, she thought, stems from an individual's (usually a woman's) outraged feeling. Throughout the book the social cruelty of slavery fully comes home only through the power of feeling, the “religion of the heart.” What made the book so tumultuous an indictment of slavery was Mrs. Stowe's unwearied emphasis on the forcible breakup of slave families. So harshly to tear child from mother, husband from wife, was to expose the heartlessness and hypocrisy of slavery. Though slaves were nominally expected to be “Christians,” and were sometimes even married in the church, such marriages were not legally binding. Nothing so stirred Mrs. Stowe's indignation as the common saying among slave owners, slave traders, slave catchers—repeated by the spoiled and selfish Mrs. St. Clare and other respectable wives of slave owners—"they don't have the same feelings that we do.”

			The subtitle of Uncle Tom's Cabin is “Life Among the Lowly.” Throughout the book Mrs. Stowe shows a dawning awareness that slavery is not just individual cruelty or indifference but part of a vast interlocking social process based on profit whatever the human cost. Slavery was hardly an isolated example of man's rapacity. But it is Mrs. Stowe's peculiar strength, in this her one masterpiece, that by emphasizing the contradiction, the daily hypocrisy that supports slavery in this Christian churchgoing society, she can teach her white middle-class readers to look at their own lives and pious professions.

			Whether or not she “taught” these readers very much about the whole range of slavery, she certainly did reach hundreds of thousands of readers by shocking them into awareness of the slave business—the buying and selling of slaves that violated every formal profession of Christian regard for other human beings. And because American women were so active in writing novels and reading them, she was able to emphasize slavery as a masculine enterprise. Nothing will avail against it, it seemed in 1852, but the power of feeling, cresting so often in the feminine conscience. Why, it may be asked, do even such interesting and attractive figures as Augustus St. Clare come out dissolute and weak, while his little daughter Eva is so saintly? Eva, suffocating as her goodness may seem, can face the awfulness of slavery as her clever father cannot. Eva has the true religion. “I'm not nervous, but these things sink into my heart.”

			Is the genius of American Christianity benevolence? Is benevolence just a feminine attribute? Or even sexless? Uncle Tom may be the titular hero of the book and his death at the hands of Simon Legree (and his brutish black attendants) ultimately sublime, the proof of that very Christ-like meekness and patience that has enraged Legree to madness. But though we first see Tom with his wife Chloe and children, so that Mr. Shelby's reluctant selling of Tom to Haley brings home the second wrong of slavery—it has no respect for the black family—Tom is such a paragon that he is somehow above sex, seems not so much a man as a god.

			Tom “stands up” to Legree at the end from moral superiority, not defiance. Without the irony of Christ before Pilate, Tom seems without human differentiation, is so wholly perfect that his being beaten to death comes through to us not as a series of blows but as a crescendo of organ tones bearing Tom up to heaven. And heaven, as other slaves bitterly say in the book, may be their only escape, their true home. “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*...”

			How can this all too perfect servant of the Lord be confused with the type of sycophant wheedling before the white oppressor that we now dismiss as an “Uncle Tom"? In the more than hundred and thirty years since the book was published to such acclaim and uproar—it will always figure in history as the book that really awoke the middle-class conscience to the horrors of slavery—the issue has shifted from what the white middle-class “feels” to what the descendants of the slaves demand as their political and human rights in our professed democracy. Although even white liberals in our society still see blacks in terms derived from “religious” notions of justice, many blacks, less patient, see their lives in wholly political and in distinctly revolutionary terms—the struggle of an oppressed class. So the “real” Uncle Tom, who like Christ rises out of an oppressed people, has his name given to servility and toadying; so the book's actual moral passion, which alone answered to the problem of slavery in 1852, is overlooked and the book scorned without being read.

			In 1852 even the tiny band of Abolitionists were execrated by most Northerners; they seemed to threaten the unity of the country far more than slavery did. In 1852 it was still possible for Mrs. Stowe to refer parenthetically to the nineteenth century as “the great drama of human improvement.” The nineteenth was a century of “hope” to many people because of its material advance; it was a “great” century, a “century of progress” because unprecedented technological changes and scientific discoveries somehow suggested moral and political enlightenment as well. To the author of Uncle Tom's Cabin the “great drama of human improvement” was as obvious as technological advance is to us. Religion, more and more free of dogma, would aid directly in the emancipation of the “lowly.” All this “improvement” seemed to herald a world drama of human enlightenment and cooperation.

			Why was slavery (and not of an “inferior” race) taken for granted by the most intelligent Greeks and Romans? Why did our founding fathers, so farseeing in most respects, compromise with slavery? Many of them were slaveholders. Why were so many of the reputed forty million slaves from West Africa sold to white traders and sea captains by black chiefs? Why has slavery been such a universal and persistent institution that it is still practiced in parts of the Sudan? Obviously such questions about the causes of slavery—if so endemic an institution can be said to have attributable “causes"—did not trouble Mrs. Stowe. The secret of all evil was locked within the human heart. So the human heart alone could reckon with it and by purification and redemption of our famous “feelings,” dispose of it.

			In Uncle Tom slavery is a battle, and only this battle—between oppression and the conscience. The reader today, disturbed by the opening scene in which a well-meaning but financially embarrassed Kentucky gentleman agrees to sell his wife's favorite “servants” to the disgustingly coarse and cynical slave trader Haley, may well wonder what “feelings” will move this creature not to traffic in human flesh. What practical effect can the wife's remonstrances have on anyone or anything when her husband is forced by economic circumstances to sell people he is actually fond of?

			One of the many heated rejoinders by Southerners to Uncle Tom's Cabin alleged that the book is full of inaccuracies. Item: a gentleman like Mr. Shelby would not have received a slave trader in his parlor. The outraged Southerners, sufficiently stung by Mrs. Stowe's indictment of their “peculiar institution” as a violation of Christianity, and not mollified by the fact that Simon Legree is a Yankee or by Mrs. Stowe's repetition that the sin of slavery was all-American, harped on Mrs. Stowe's inaccuracies and even “falsehoods.” A more impressive criticism, by George Frederick Holmes in the Southern Literary Messenger, was that the book was not so much untrue as unreal. It was “a tissue of moral absolutes that if taken as political philosophy could only lead to anarchy,” for Mrs. Stowe seemed to believe that institutions marred by any imperfection whatever should be destroyed.

			It would demonstrate that all order, law, government, society was a flagrant and unjustifiable violation and mockery of the rights of man and ought to be abated as a public nuisance. . . . The fundamental position, then, of these dangerous and dirty little volumes is a deadly blow to all the interests and duties of humanity, and is utterly impotent to show any inherent vice in the institution of slavery which does not also appertain to all other existing institutions whatever.

			Although Mrs. Stowe believed that Christian “feeling” was superior to the legalities of government, she believed equally that such moral power was the salvation of government. The ultimate Southern defense of slavery was that it was an institution like other institutions, therefore preferable to the anarchy that must result when institutions are destroyed. Mrs. Stowe, who was not quite an abolitionist and did not share William Lloyd Garrison's hatred of the Constitution (because it had compromised with slavery), believed that a great moral awakening would lead to the end of slavery. She would have agreed with Lincoln that “a house divided against itself cannot stand. . . . this government cannot endure permanently half slave and half free. I do not expect the Union to be dissolved . . . I do expect it will cease to be divided. It will become all one thing, or all the other."

			Mrs. Stowe's book certainly helped to make this country “all one thing.” The Civil War would have come without Uncle Tom's Cabin, but the forces leading to war created the atmosphere in which Mrs. Stowe felt that a book like Uncle Tom's Cabin had to be written. Far from the book's being an attack on government and all institutions that have imperfections, Mrs. Stowe shows throughout the book that it is slavery, not the attacks on it, that poison the daily life of society and threaten its dissolution.

			Though her feelings were mightily engaged in this book and give it an unforgettable passion, Mrs. Stowe's critical intelligence is always in sight. Her many asides to the reader may now seem crude, but they breathe the righteous air of indignation that pervades Dickens's early novels (and led to his asides to the reader)—an indignation, a force, that is wholly in the great tradition of scriptural art. The book actually succeeds as a social novel, with implications beyond the oppressiveness of slavery itself, on a very extensive scale. It takes up a whole society along the Mississippi, in Kentucky and the Deep South; it is full of sardonic intelligence and humor about relationships between slaves and different types among the slaveholders, and between slaves themselves. Mrs. Stowe is not sentimental about most of her slave characters. She did not need to be told that oppression does not improve the character. She was writing just after the Fugitive Slave Act was passed in 1850, and her aim was in the deepest sense to save the slave, not to flatter him.

			Ultimately, however, the book has to be judged not by liberal feelings today, not by the continuing problem that Gunnar Myrdal called “an American dilemma,” but by the context of slavery in the nineteenth century. Where and how was the oppressive system to be attacked and the slave freed? That was the problem for Mrs. Stowe, and it cannot be denied that she saw it as a problem for whites, not blacks. Only the whites, then, could do the emancipating. This does not mean that she ignored the agony and dread among the blacks themselves. The sweetly human power she gives her suffering characters shows that.

			There is more significance to the “religion of the heart” than we may easily grant today. The record of the American government in regard to racism is far better than that of the American people. The enduring problem of black-white relations in this country still depends more on our feelings than on governmental edicts. Where and when will the American conscience finally liberate itself in this matter, rise above “prejudice” and hatred? Mrs. Stowe is not so old-fashioned as we may think, she may be even ahead of us. We cannot help reading Uncle Tom's Cabin today in the light of the continued tension between the races, but to patronize the book is to miss its relevance to ourselves. The record of American “feelings” in this matter shames our democracy.

		

	
		
			Preface

			


			The scenes of this story, as its title indicates, lie among a race hitherto ignored by the associations of polite and refined society; an exotic race, whose ancestors, born beneath a tropic sun, brought with them, and perpetuated to their descendants, a character so essentially unlike the hard and dominant Anglo-Saxon race, as for many years to have won from it only misunderstanding and contempt.

			But another and better day is dawning; every influence of literature, of poetry, and of art, in our times, is becoming more and more in unison with the great master chord of Christianity, “good will to man.”

			The poet, the painter, and the artist now seek out and embellish the common and gentler humanities of life, and, under the allurements of fiction, breathe a humanizing and subduing influence, favorable to the development of the great principles of Christian brotherhood.

			The hand of benevolence is everywhere stretched out, searching into abuses, righting wrongs, alleviating distresses, and bringing to the knowledge and sympathies of the world the lowly, the oppressed, and the forgotten.

			In this general movement, unhappy Africa at last is remembered; Africa, who began the race of civilization and human progress in the dim, gray dawn of early time, but who, for centuries, has lain bound and bleeding at the foot of civilized and Christianized humanity, imploring compassion in vain.

			But the heart of the dominant race, who have been her conquerors, her hard masters, has at length been turned towards her in mercy; and it has been seen how far nobler it is in nations to protect the feeble than to oppress them. Thanks be to God, the world has at last outlived the slave-trade!

			The object of these sketches is to awaken sympathy and feeling for the African race, as they exist among us; to show their wrongs and sorrows, under a system so necessarily cruel and unjust as to defeat and do away the good effects of all that can be attempted for them, by their best friends, under it.

			In doing this, the author can sincerely disclaim any invidious feeling towards those individuals who, often without any fault of their own, are involved in the trials and embarrassments of the legal relations of slavery.

			Experience has shown her that some of the noblest of minds and hearts are often thus involved; and no one knows better than they do, that what may be gathered of the evils of slavery from sketches like these, is not the half that could be told, of the unspeakable whole.

			In the northern states, these representations may, perhaps, be thought caricatures; in the southern states are witnesses who know their fidelity. What personal knowledge the author has had, of the truth of incidents such as here are related, will appear in its time.

			It is a comfort to hope, as so many of the world's sorrows and wrongs have, from age to age, been lived down, so a time shall come when sketches similar to these shall be valuable only as memorials of what has long ceased to be.

			When an enlightened and Christianized community shall have, on the shores of Africa, laws, language, and literature, drawn from among us, may then the scenes of the house of bondage be to them like the remembrance of Egypt to the Israelite,—a motive of thankfulness to Him who hath redeemed them!

			For, while politicians contend, and men are swerved this way and that by conflicting tides of interest and passion, the great cause of human liberty is in the hands of One of whom it is said:

			"He shall not fail nor be discouraged

			    Till He have set judgment in the earth."

			"He shall deliver the needy when he crieth,

			    The poor, and him that hath no helper."

			"He shall redeem their soul from deceit and violence,

			    And precious shall their blood be in His sight."

		

	
		
			1.

			IN WHICH THE READER IS

			INTRODUCED TO A MAN OF

			HUMANITY

			LATE IN the afternoon of a chilly day in February, two gentlemen were sitting alone over their wine, in a well-furnished dining-parlor, in the town of P——, in Kentucky. There were no servants present, and the gentlemen, with chairs closely approaching, seemed to be discussing some subject with great earnestness.

			For convenience' sake, we have said, hitherto, two gentlemen. One of the parties, however, when critically examined, did not seem, strictly speaking, to come under the species. He was a short, thick-set man, with coarse, common-place features, and that swaggering air of pretension which marks a low man who is trying to elbow his way upward in the world. He was much over-dressed, in a gaudy vest of many colors, a blue neckerchief, bedropped gayly with yellow spots, and arranged with a flaunting tie, quite in keeping with the general air of the man. His hands, large and coarse, were plentifully bedecked with rings; and he wore a heavy gold watch-chain, with a bundle of seals of portentous size, and a great variety of colors, attached to it,—which, in the ardor of conversation, he was in the habit of flourishing and jingling with evident satisfaction. His conversation was in free and easy defiance of Murray's Grammar, and was garnished at convenient intervals with various profane expressions, which not even the desire to be graphic in our account shall induce us to transcribe.

			His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of a gentleman; and the arrangements of the house, and the general air of the housekeeping, indicated easy, and even opulent circumstances. As we before stated, the two were in the midst of an earnest conversation.

			“That is the way I should arrange the matter,” said Mr. Shelby.

			“I can't make trade that way—I positively can't, Mr. Shelby,” said the other, holding up a glass of wine between his eye and the light.

			“Why, the fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon fellow; he is certainly worth that sum anywhere,—steady, honest, capable, manages my whole farm like a clock.”

			“You mean honest, as niggers go,” said Haley, helping himself to a glass of brandy.

			“No; I mean, really, Tom is a good, steady, sensible, pious fellow. He got religion at a camp-meeting, four years ago; and I believe he really did get it. I've trusted him, since then, with everything I have,—money, house, horses,—and let him come and go round the country; and I always found him true and square in everything.”

			“Some folks don't believe there is pious niggers, Shelby,” said Haley, with a candid flourish of his hand, “but I do. I had a fellow, now, in this yer last lot I took to Orleans—it was as good as a meetin' now, really, to hear that critter pray; and he was quite gentle and quiet like. He fetched me a good sum, too, for I bought him cheap of a man that was 'bliged to sell out; so I realized six hundred on him. Yes, I consider religion a valeyable thing in a nigger, when it's the genuine article, and no mistake.”

			“Well, Tom's got the real article, if ever a fellow had,” rejoined the other. “Why, last fall, I let him go to Cincinnati alone, to do business for me, and bring home five hundred dollars. 'Tom,' says I to him, 'I trust you, because I think you're a Christian—I know you wouldn't cheat.' Tom comes back, sure enough; I knew he would. Some low fellows, they say, said to him—'Tom, why don't you make tracks for Canada?' 'Ah, master trusted me, and I couldn't,'—they told me about it. I am sorry to part with Tom, I must say. You ought to let him cover the whole balance of the debt; and you would, Haley, if you had any conscience.”

			“Well, I've got just as much conscience as any man in business can afford to keep,—just a little, you know, to swear by, as 'twere,” said the trader, jocularly; “and, then, I'm ready to do anything in reason to 'blige friends: but this yer, you see, is a leetle too hard on a fellow—a leetle too hard.” The trader sighed contemplatively, and poured out some more brandy.

			“Well, then, Haley, how will you trade?” said Mr. Shelby, after an uneasy interval of silence.

			“Well, haven't you a boy or gal that you could throw in with Tom?”

			“Hum!—none that I could well spare; to tell the truth, it's only hard necessity makes me willing to sell at all. I don't like parting with any of my hands, that's a fact.”

			Here the door opened, and a small quadroon boy, between four and five years of age, entered the room. There was something in his appearance remarkably beautiful and engaging. His black hair, fine as floss silk, hung in glossy curls about his round, dimpled face, while a pair of large dark eyes, full of fire and softness, looked out from beneath the rich, long lashes, as he peered curiously into the apartment. A gay robe of scarlet and yellow plaid, carefully made and neatly fitted, set off to advantage the dark and rich style of his beauty; and a certain comic air of assurance, blended with bashfulness, showed that he had been not unused to being petted and noticed by his master.

			“Hulloa, Jim Crow!” said Mr. Shelby, whistling, and snapping a bunch of raisins towards him, “pick that up, now!”

			The child scampered, with all his little strength, after the prize, while his master laughed.

			“Come here, Jim Crow,” said he. The child came up, and the master patted the curly head, and chucked him under the chin.

			“Now, Jim, show this gentleman how you can dance and sing.” The boy commenced one of those wild, grotesque songs common among the negroes, in a rich, clear voice, accompanying his singing with many comic evolutions of the hands, feet, and whole body, all in perfect time to the music.

			“Bravo!” said Haley, throwing him a quarter of an orange.

			“Now, Jim, walk like old Uncle Cudjoe, when he has the rheumatism,” said his master.

			Instantly the flexible limbs of the child assumed the appearance of deformity and distortion, as, with his back humped up, and his master's stick in his hand, he hobbled about the room, his childish face drawn into a doleful pucker, and spitting from right to left, in imitation of an old man.

			Both gentlemen laughed uproariously.

			“Now, Jim,” said his master, “show us how old Elder Robbins leads the psalm.” The boy drew his chubby face down to a formidable length, and commenced toning a psalm tune through his nose, with imperturbable gravity.

			“Hurrah! bravo! what a young 'un!” said Haley; “that chap's a case, I'll promise. Tell you what,” said he, suddenly clapping his hand on Mr. Shelby's shoulder, “fling in that chap, and I'll settle the business—I will. Come, now, if that ain't doing the thing up about the rightest!”

			At this moment, the door was pushed gently open, and a young quadroon woman, apparently about twenty-five, entered the room.

			There needed only a glance from the child to her, to identify her as its mother. There was the same rich, full, dark eye, with its long lashes; the same ripples of silky black hair. The brown of her complexion gave way on the cheek to a perceptible flush, which deepened as she saw the gaze of the strange man fixed upon her in bold and undisguised admiration. Her dress was of the neatest possible fit, and set off to advantage her finely moulded shape;—a delicately formed hand and a trim foot and ankle were items of appearance that did not escape the quick eye of the trader, well used to run up at a glance the points of a fine female article.

			“Well, Eliza?” said her master, as she stopped and looked hesitatingly at him.

			“I was looking for Harry, please, sir;” and the boy bounded toward her, showing his spoils, which he had gathered in the skirt of his robe.

			“Well, take him away, then,” said Mr. Shelby; and hastily she withdrew, carrying the child on her arm.

			“By Jupiter,” said the trader, turning to him in admiration, “there's an article, now! You might make your fortune on that ar gal in Orleans, any day. I've seen over a thousand, in my day, paid down for gals not a bit handsomer.”

			“I don't want to make my fortune on her,” said Mr. Shelby, dryly; and, seeking to turn the conversation, he uncorked a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his companion's opinion of it.

			“Capital, sir,—first chop!” said the trader; then turning, and slapping his hand familiarly on Shelby's shoulder, he added—

			“Come, how will you trade about the gal?—what shall I say for her—what'll you take?”

			“Mr. Haley, she is not to be sold,” said Shelby. “My wife would not part with her for her weight in gold.”

			“Ay, ay! women always say such things, 'cause they ha'n't no sort of calculation. Just show 'em how many watches, feathers, and trinkets, one's weight in gold would buy, and that alters the case I reckon.”

			“I tell you, Haley, this must not be spoken of; I say no, and I mean no,” said Shelby, decidedly.

			“Well, you'll let me have the boy, though,” said the trader; “you must own I've come down pretty handsomely for him.”

			“What on earth can you want with the child?” said Shelby.

			“Why, I've got a friend that's going into this yer branch of the business—wants to buy up handsome boys to raise for the market. Fancy articles entirely—sell for waiters, and so on, to rich 'uns, that can pay for handsome 'uns. It sets off one of yer great places—a real handsome boy to open door, wait, and tend. They fetch a good sum; and this little devil is such a comical, musical concern, he's just the article.”

			“I would rather not sell him,” said Mr. Shelby, thoughtfully; “the fact is, sir, I'm a humane man, and I hate to take the boy from his mother, sir.”

			“O, you do?—La! yes—something of that ar natur. I understand, perfectly. It is mighty onpleasant getting on with women, sometimes. I al'ays hate these yer screechin' screamin' times. They are mighty onpleasant; but, as I manages business, I generally avoids 'em, sir. Now, what if you get the girl off for a day, or a week, or so; then the thing's done quietly,—all over before she comes home. Your wife might get her some earrings, or a new gown, or some such truck, to make up with her.”

			“I'm afraid not.”

			“Lor bless ye, yes! These critters an't like white folks, you know; they gets over things, only manage right. Now, they say,” said Haley, assuming a candid and confidential air, “that this kind o' trade is hardening to the feelings; but I never found it so. Fact is, I never could do things up the way some fellers manage the business. I've seen 'em as would pull a woman's child out her arms, and set him up to sell, and she screechin' like mad all the time;—very bad policy—damages the article—makes 'em quite unfit for service sometimes. I knew a real handsome gal once, in Orleans, as was entirely ruined by this sort o' handling. The fellow that was trading for her didn't want her baby; and she was one of your real high sort, when her blood was up. I tell you, she squeezed up her child in her arms, and talked, and went on real awful. It kinder makes my blood run cold to think on't; and when they carried off the child, and locked her up, she jest went ravin' mad, and died in a week. Clear waste, sir, of a thousand dollars, just for want of management,—there's where 'tis. It's always best to do the humane thing, sir; that's been my experience.” And the trader leaned back in his chair, and folded his arms, with an air of virtuous decision, apparently considering himself a second Wilberforce.

			The subject appeared to interest the gentleman deeply; for while Mr. Shelby was thoughtfully peeling an orange, Haley broke out afresh, with becoming diffidence, but as if actually driven by the force of truth to say a few words more.

			“It don't look well, now, for a feller to be praisin' himself; but I say it jest because it's the truth. I believe I'm reckoned to bring in about the finest droves of niggers that is brought in,—at least, I've been told so; if I have once, I reckon I have a hundred times,—all in good case,—fat and likely, and I lose as few as any man in the business. And I lays it all to my management, sir; and humanity, sir, I may say, is the great pillar of my management.”

			Mr. Shelby did not know what to say, and so he said, “Indeed!”

			“Now, I've been laughed at for my notions, sir, and I've been talked to. They an't pop'lar, and they an't common; but I stuck to 'em, sir; I've stuck to 'em, and realized well on 'em; yes, sir, they have paid their passage, I may say,” and the trader laughed at his joke.

			There was something so piquant and original in these elucidations of humanity, that Mr. Shelby could not help laughing in company. Perhaps you laugh, too, dear reader; but you know humanity comes out in a variety of strange forms nowadays, and there is no end to the odd things that humane people will say and do.

			Mr. Shelby's laugh encouraged the trader to proceed.

			“It's strange, now, but I never could beat this into people's heads. Now, there was Tom Loker, my old partner, down in Natchez; he was a clever fellow, Tom was, only the very devil with niggers,—on principal 'twas, you see, for a better hearted feller never broke bread; 'twas his system, sir. I used to talk to Tom. 'Why, Tom,' I used to say, 'when your gals takes on and cry, what's the use o' crackin' on 'em over the head, and knockin' on 'em round? It's ridiculous,' says I, 'and don't do no sort o' good. Why, I don't see no harm in their cryin',' says I; 'it's natur,' says I, 'and if natur can't blow off one way, it will another. Besides, Tom,' says I, 'it jest spiles your gals; they get sickly, and down in the mouth, and sometimes they gets ugly,—particular yallow gals do,—and it's the devil and all gettin' on 'em broke in. Now,' says I, 'why can't you kinder coax 'em up, and speak 'em fair? Depend on it, Tom, a little humanity, thrown in along, goes a heap further than all your jawin' and crackin'; and it pays better,' says I, 'depend on't.' But Tom couldn't get the hang on't; and he spiled so many for me, that I had to break off with him, though he was a good-hearted fellow, and as fair a business hand as is goin'.”

			“And do you find your ways of managing do the business better than Tom's?” said Mr. Shelby.

			“Why, yes, sir, I may say so. You see, when I anyways can, I takes a leetle care about the onpleasant parts like selling young'uns and that,—get the gals out of the way—out of sight, out of mind, you know,—and when it's clean done and can't be helped, they naturally gets used to it. 'Tan't, you know, as if it was white folks, that's brought up in the way of 'spectin' to keep their children and wives, and all that. Niggers, you know, that's fetched up properly, ha'n't no kind of 'spectations of no kind; so all these things comes easier.”

			“I'm afraid mine are not properly brought up, then,” said Mr. Shelby.

			“S'pose not; you Kentucky folks spile your niggers. You mean well by 'em, but 'tan't no real kindness, arter all. Now, a nigger, you see, what's got to be hacked and tumbled round the world, and sold to Tom, and Dick, and the Lord knows who, 'tan't no kindness to be givin' on him notions and expectations, and bringin' on him up too well, for the rough and tumble comes all the harder on him arter. Now, I venture to say, your niggers would be quite chop-fallen in a place where some of your plantation niggers would be singing and whooping like all possessed. Every man, you know, Mr. Shelby, naturally thinks well of his own ways; and I think I treat niggers just about as well as it's ever worth while to treat 'em.”

			“It's a happy thing to be satisfied,” said Mr. Shelby, with a slight shrug, and some perceptible feelings of a disagreeable nature.

			“Well,” said Haley, after they had both silently picked their nuts for a season, “what do you say?”

			“I'll think the matter over, and talk with my wife,” said Mr. Shelby. “Meantime, Haley, if you want the matter carried on in the quiet way you speak of, you'd best not let your business in this neighborhood be known. It will get out among my boys, and it will not be a particularly quiet business getting away any of my fellows, if they know it, I'll promise you.”

			“O! certainly, by all means, mum! of course. But I'll tell you, I'm in a devil of a hurry, and shall want to know, as soon as possible, what I may depend on,” said he, rising and putting on his overcoat.

			“Well, call up this evening, between six and seven, and you shall have my answer,” said Mr. Shelby, and the trader bowed himself out of the apartment.

			“I'd like to have been able to kick the fellow down the steps,” said he to himself, as he saw the door fairly closed, “with his impudent assurance; but he knows how much he has me at advantage. If anybody had ever said to me that I should sell Tom down south to one of those rascally traders, I should have said, 'Is thy servant a dog that he should do this thing?' And now it must come, for aught I see. And Eliza's child, too! I know that I shall have some fuss with my wife about that; and, for that matter, about Tom, too. So much for being in debt,—heigho! The fellow sees his advantage, and means to push it.”

			Perhaps the mildest form of the system of slavery is to be seen in the State of Kentucky. The general prevalence of agricultural pursuits of a quiet and gradual nature, not requiring those periodic seasons of hurry and pressure that are called for in the business of more southern districts, makes the task of the negro a more healthful and reasonable one; while the master, content with a more gradual style of acquisition, has not those temptations to hardheartedness which always overcome frail human nature when the prospect of sudden and rapid gain is weighed in the balance, with no heavier counterpoise than the interests of the helpless and unprotected.

			Whoever visits some estates there, and witnesses the good-humored indulgence of some masters and mistresses, and the affectionate loyalty of some slaves, might be tempted to dream the oft-fabled poetic legend of a patriarchal institution, and all that; but over and above the scene there broods a portentous shadow—the shadow of law. So long as the law considers all these human beings, with beating hearts and living affections, only as so many things belonging to a master,—so long as the failure, or misfortune, or imprudence, or death of the kindest owner, may cause them any day to exchange a life of kind protection and indulgence for one of hopeless misery and toil,—so long it is impossible to make anything beautiful or desirable in the best-regulated administration of slavery.

			Mr. Shelby was a fair average kind of man, good-natured and kindly, and disposed to easy indulgence of those around him, and there had never been a lack of anything which might contribute to the physical comfort of the negroes on his estate. He had, however, speculated largely and quite loosely; had involved himself deeply, and his notes to a large amount had come into the hands of Haley, and this small piece of information is the key to the preceding conversation.

			Now, it had so happened that, in approaching the door, Eliza had caught enough of the conversation to know that a trader was making offers to her master for somebody.

			She would gladly have stopped at the door to listen, as she came out; but her mistress just then calling, she was obliged to hasten away.

			Still she thought she heard the trader make an offer for her boy;—could she be mistaken? Her heart swelled and throbbed, and she involuntarily strained him so tight that the little fellow looked up into her face in astonishment.

			“Eliza, girl, what ails you to-day?” said her mistress, when Eliza had upset the wash-pitcher, knocked down the work-stand, and finally was abstractedly offering her mistress a long night-gown in place of the silk dress she had ordered her to bring from the wardrobe.

			Eliza started. “O missis!” she said, raising her eyes; then bursting into tears, she sat down in a chair and began sobbing.

			“Why, Eliza, child! what ails you?” said her mistress.

			“O! missis, missis,” said Eliza, “there's been a trader talking with master in the parlor! I heard him.”

			“Well, silly child, suppose there has.”

			“O, missis, do you suppose mas'r would sell my Harry?” And the poor creature threw herself into a chair, and sobbed convulsively.

			“Sell him! No, you foolish girl! You know your master never deals with those southern traders, and never means to sell any of his servants, as long as they behave well. Why, you silly child, who do you think would want to buy your Harry? Do you think all the world are set on him as you are, you goosie? Come, cheer up, and hook my dress. There now, put my back hair up in that pretty braid you learnt the other day, and don't go listening at doors any more.”

			“Well, but, missis, you never would give your consent—to—to——”

			“Nonsense, child! to be sure, I shouldn't. What do you talk so for? I would as soon have one of my own children sold. But really, Eliza, you are getting altogether too proud of that little fellow. A man can't put his nose into the door, but you think he must be coming to buy him.”

			Reassured by her mistress' confident tone, Eliza proceeded nimbly and adroitly with her toilet, laughing at her own fears, as she proceeded.

			Mrs. Shelby was a woman of high class, both intellectually and morally. To that natural magnanimity and generosity of mind which one often marks as characteristic of the women of Kentucky, she added high moral and religious sensibility and principle, carried out with great energy and ability into practical results. Her husband, who made no professions to any particular religious character, nevertheless reverenced and respected the consistency of hers, and stood, perhaps, a little in awe of her opinion. Certain it was that he gave her unlimited scope in all her benevolent efforts for the comfort, instruction, and improvement of her servants, though he never took any decided part in them himself. In fact, if not exactly a believer in the doctrine of the efficiency of the extra good works of saints, he really seemed somehow or other to fancy that his wife had piety and benevolence enough for two—to indulge a shadowy expectation of getting into heaven through her superabundance of qualities to which he made no particular pretension.

			The heaviest load on his mind, after his coversation with the trader, lay in the foreseen necessity of breaking to his wife the arrangement contemplated,—meeting the importunities and opposition which he knew he should have reason to encounter.

			Mrs. Shelby, being entirely ignorant of her husband's embarrassments, and knowing only the general kindliness of his temper, had been quite sincere in the entire incredulity with which she had met Eliza's suspicions. In fact, she dismissed the matter from her mind, without a second thought; and being occupied in preparations for an evening visit, it passed out of her thoughts entirely.

		

	
		
			2.

			THE MOTHER

			ELIZA HAD been brought up by her mistress, from girlhood, as a petted and indulged favorite.

			The traveller in the south must often have remarked that peculiar air of refinement, that softness of voice and manner, which seems in many cases to be a particular gift to the quadroon and mulatto women. These natural graces in the quadroon are often united with beauty of the most dazzling kind, and in almost every case with a personal appearance prepossessing and agreeable. Eliza, such as we have described her, is not a fancy sketch, but taken from remembrance, as we saw her, years ago, in Kentucky. Safe under the protecting care of her mistress, Eliza had reached maturity without those temptations which make beauty so fatal an inheritance to a slave. She had been married to a bright and talented young mulatto man, who was a slave on a neighboring estate, and bore the name of George Harris.

			This young man had been hired out by his master to work in a bagging factory, where his adroitness and ingenuity caused him to be considered the first hand in the place. He had invented a machine for the cleaning of the hemp, which, considering the education and circumstances of the inventor, displayed quite as much mechanical genius as Whitney's cotton-gin.*

			He was possessed of a handsome person and pleasing manners, and was a general favorite in the factory. Nevertheless as this young man was in the eye of the law not a man, but a thing, all these superior qualifications were subject to the control of a vulgar, narrow-minded, tyrannical master. This same gentleman, having heard of the fame of George's invention, took a ride over to the factory, to see what this intelligent chattel had been about. He was received with great enthusiasm by the employer, who congratulated him on possessing so valuable a slave.

			He was waited upon over the factory, shown the machinery by George, who, in high spirits, talked so fluently, held himself so erect, looked so handsome and manly, that his master began to feel an uneasy consciousness of inferiority. What business had his slave to be marching round the country, inventing machines, and holding up his head among gentlemen? He'd soon put a stop to it. He'd take him back, and put him to hoeing and digging, and “see if he'd step about so smart.” Accordingly, the manufacturer and all hands concerned were astounded when he suddenly demanded George's wages, and announced his intention of taking him home.

			“But, Mr. Harris,” remonstrated the manufacturer, “isn't this rather sudden?”

			“What if it is?—isn't the man mine?”

			“We would be willing, sir, to increase the rate of compensation.”

			“No object at all, sir. I don't need to hire any of my hands out, unless I've a mind to.”

			“But, sir, he seems peculiarly adapted to this business.”

			“Dare say he may be; never was much adapted to anything that I set him about, I'll be bound.”

			“But only think of his inventing this machine,” interposed one of the workmen, rather unluckily.

			“O yes!—a machine for saving work, is it? He'd invent that, I'll be bound; let a nigger alone for that, any time. They are all labor-saving machines themselves, every one of 'em. No, he shall tramp!”

			George had stood like one transfixed, at hearing his doom thus suddenly pronounced by a power that he knew was irresistible. He folded his arms, tightly pressed in his lips, but a whole volcano of bitter feelings burned in his bosom, and sent streams of fire through his veins. He breathed short, and his large dark eyes flashed like live coals; and he might have broken out into some dangerous ebullition, had not the kindly manufacturer touched him on the arm, and said, in a low tone—

			“Give way, George; go with him for the present. We'll try to help you, yet.”

			The tyrant observed the whisper, and conjectured its import, though he could not hear what was said; and he inwardly strengthened himself in his determination to keep the power he possessed over his victim.

			George was taken home, and put to the meanest drudgery of the farm. He had been able to repress every disrespectful word; but the flashing eye, the gloomy and troubled brow, were part of a natural language that could not be repressed,—indubitable signs, which showed too plainly that the man could not become a thing.

			It was during the happy period of his employment in the factory that George had seen and married his wife. During that period,—being much trusted and favored by his employer,—he had free liberty to come and go at discretion. The marriage was highly approved of by Mrs. Shelby who, with a little womanly complacency in match-making, felt pleased to unite her handsome favorite with one of her own class who seemed in every way suited to her; and so they were married in her mistress' great parlor, and her mistress herself adorned the bride's beautiful hair with orange-blossoms, and threw over it the bridal-veil, which certainly could scarce have rested on a fairer head; and there was no lack of white gloves, and cake and wine,—of admiring guests to praise the bride's beauty, and her mistress' indulgence and liberality. For a year or two Eliza saw her husband frequently, and there was nothing to interrupt their happiness, except the loss of two infant children, to whom she was passionately attached, and whom she mourned with a grief so intense as to call for gentle remonstrance from her mistress, who sought, with maternal anxiety, to direct her naturally passionate feelings within the bounds of reason and religion.

			After the birth of little Harry, however, she had gradually become tranquillized and settled; and every bleeding tie and throbbing nerve, once more entwined with that little life, seemed to become sound and healthful, and Eliza was a happy woman up to the time that her husband was rudely torn from his kind employer, and brought under the iron sway of his legal owner.

			The manufacturer, true to his word, visited Mr. Harris a week or two after George had been taken away, when, as he hoped, the heat of the occasion had passed away, and tried every possible inducement to lead him to restore him to his former employment.

			“You needn't trouble yourself to talk any longer,” said he doggedly; “I know my own business, sir.”

			“I did not presume to interfere with it, sir. I only thought that you might think it for your interest to let your man to us on the terms proposed.”

			“O, I understand the matter well enough. I saw your winking and whispering, the day I took him out of the factory; but you don't come it over me that way. It's a free country, sir; the man's mine, and I do what I please with him,—that's it!”

			And so fell George's last hope;—nothing before him but a life of toil and drudgery, rendered more bitter by every little smarting vexation and indignity which tyrannical ingenuity could devise.

			A very humane jurist once said, The worst use you can put a man to is to hang him. No; there is another use that a man can be put to that is WORSE!

		

	
		
			3.

			THE HUSBAND AND FATHER

			MRS. SHELBY had gone on her visit, and Eliza stood in the verandah, rather dejectedly looking after the retreating carriage, when a hand was laid on her shoulder. She turned, and a bright smile lighted up her fine eyes.

			“George, is it you? How you frightened me! Well, I am so glad you's come! Missis is gone to spend the afternoon; so come into my little room, and we'll have the time all to ourselves.”

			Saying this, she drew him into a neat little apartment, opening on the verandah, where she generally sat at her sewing, within call of her mistress.

			“How glad I am!—why don't you smile?—and look at Harry—how he grows.” The boy stood shyly regarding his father through his curls, holding close to the skirts of his mother's dress. “Isn't he beautiful?” said Eliza, lifting his long curls and kissing him.

			“I wish he'd never been born!” said George, bitterly. “I wish I'd never been born myself!”

			Surprised and frightened, Eliza sat down, leaned her head on her husband's shoulder, and burst into tears.

			“There now, Eliza, it's too bad for me to make you feel so, poor girl!” said he, fondly; “it's too bad. O, how I wish you never had seen me—you might have been happy!”

			“George! George! how can you talk so? What dreadful thing has happened, or is going to happen? I'm sure we've been very happy, till lately.”

			“So we have, dear,” said George. Then drawing his child on his knee, he gazed intently on his glorious dark eyes, and passed his hand through his long curls.

			“Just like you, Eliza; and you are the handsomest woman I ever saw, and the best one I ever wish to see; but, oh, I wish I'd never seen you, nor you me!”

			“O George, how can you!”

			“Yes, Eliza, it's all misery, misery, misery! My life is bitter as wormwood; the very life is burning out of me. I'm a poor, miserable, forlorn drudge; I shall only drag you down with me, that's all. What's the use of our trying to do anything, trying to know anything, trying to be anything? What's the use of living? I wish I was dead!”

			“O now, dear George, that is really wicked! I know how you feel about losing your place in the factory, and you have a hard master; but pray be patient, and perhaps something—”

			“Patient!” said he, interrupting her; “haven't I been patient? Did I say a word when he came and took me away, for no earthly reason, from the place where everybody was kind to me? I'd paid him truly every cent of my earnings,—and they all say I worked well.”

			“Well, it is dreadful,” said Eliza; “but, after all, he is your master, you know.”

			“My master! and who made him my master? That's what I think of—what right has he to me? I'm a man as much as he is. I'm a better man than he is. I know more about business than he does; I am a better manager than he is; I can read better than he can; I can write a better hand,—and I've learned it all myself, and no thanks to him,—I've learned it in spite of him; and now what right has he to make a dray-horse of me?—to take me from things I can do, and do better than he can, and put me to work that any horse can do? He tries to do it; he says he'll bring me down and humble me, and he puts me to just the hardest, meanest, and dirtiest work, on purpose!”

			“O George! George! you frighten me! Why, I never heard you talk so; I'm afraid you'll do something dreadful. I don't wonder at your feelings, at all; but oh, do be careful—do, do—for my sake—for Harry's!”

			“I have been careful, and I have been patient, but it's growing worse and worse; flesh and blood can't bear it any longer;—every chance he can get to insult and torment me, he takes. I thought I could do my work well, and keep on quiet, and have some time to read and learn out of work hours; but the more he sees I can do, the more he loads on. He says that though I don't say anything, he sees I've got the devil in me, and he means to bring it out; and one of these days it will come out in a way that he won't like, or I'm mistaken!”

			“O dear! what shall we do?” said Eliza, mournfully.

			“It was only yesterday,” said George, “as I was busy loading stones into a cart that young Mas'r Tom stood there, slashing his whip so near the horse that the creature was frightened. I asked him to stop, as pleasant as I could,—he just kept right on. I begged him again, and then he turned on me, and began striking me. I held his hand, and then he screamed and kicked and ran to his father, and told him that I was fighting him. He came in a rage, and said he'd teach me who was my master; and he tied me to a tree, and cut switches for young master, and told him that he might whip me till he was tired;—and he did do it! If I don't make him remember it, some time!” and the brow of the young man grew dark, and his eyes burned with an expression that made his young wife tremble. “Who made this man my master? That's what I want to know!” he said.

			“Well,” said Eliza, mournfully, “I always thought that I must obey my master and mistress, or I couldn't be a Christian.”

			“There is some sense in it, in your case; they have brought you up like a child, fed you, clothed you, indulged you, and taught you, so that you have a good education; that is some reason why they should claim you. But I have been kicked and cuffed and sworn at, and at the best only let alone; and what do I owe? I've paid for all my keeping a hundred times over. I won't bear it. No, I won't!” he said, clenching his hand with a fierce frown.

			Eliza trembled, and was silent. She had never seen her husband in this mood before; and her gentle system of ethics seemed to bend like a reed in the surges of such passions.

			“You know poor little Carlo, that you gave me,” added George; “the creature has been about all the comfort that I've had. He has slept with me nights, and followed me around days, and kind o' looked at me as if he understood how I felt. Well, the other day I was just feeding him with a few old scraps I picked up by the kitchen door, and Mas'r came along, and said I was feeding him up at his expense, and that he couldn't afford to have every nigger keeping his dog, and ordered me to tie a stone to his neck and throw him in the pond.”

			“O George, you didn't do it!”

			“Do it? not I?—but he did. Mas'r and Tom pelted the poor drowning creature with stones. Poor thing! he looked at me so mournful, as if he wondered why I didn't save him. I had to take a flogging because I wouldn't do it myself. I don't care. Mas'r will find out that I'm one that whipping won't tame. My day will come yet, if he don't look out.”

			“What are you going to do? O George, don't do anything wicked; if you only trust in God, and try to do right, he'll deliver you.”

			“I an't a Christian like you, Eliza; my heart's full of bitterness; I can't trust in God. Why does he let things be so?”

			“O George, we must have faith. Mistress says that when all things go wrong to us, we must believe that God is doing the very best.”

			“That's easy to say for people that are sitting on their sofas and riding in their carriages; but let 'em be where I am, I guess it would come some harder. I wish I could be good; but my heart burns, and can't be reconciled, anyhow. You couldn't, in my place,—you can't now, if I tell you all I've got to say. You don't know the whole yet!”

			“What can be coming now?”

			“Well, lately Mas'r has been saying that he was a fool to let me marry off the place; that he hates Mr. Shelby and all his tribe, because they are proud, and hold their heads up above him, and that I've got proud notions from you; and he says he won't let me come here any more, and that I shall take a wife and settle down on his place. At first he only scolded and grumbled these things; but yesterday he told me that I should take Mina for a wife, and settle down in a cabin with her, or he would sell me down river.”

			“Why—but you were married to me, by the minister, as much as if you'd been a white man!” said Eliza, simply.

			“Don't you know a slave can't be married? There is no law in this country for that; I can't hold you for my wife, if he chooses to part us. That's why I wish I'd never seen you,—why I wish I'd never been born; it would have been better for us both,—it would have been better for this poor child if he had never been born. All this may happen to him yet!”

			“O, but master is so kind!”

			“Yes, but who knows?—he may die—and then he may be sold to nobody knows who. What pleasure is it that he is handsome, and smart, and bright? I tell you, Eliza, that a sword will pierce through your soul for every good and pleasant thing your child is or has; it will make him worth too much for you to keep!”

			The words smote heavily on Eliza's heart; the vision of the trader came before her eyes, and, as if some one had struck her a deadly blow, she turned pale and gasped for breath. She looked nervously out on the verandah, where the boy, tired of the grave conversation, had retired, and where he was riding triumphantly up and down on Mr. Shelby's walking-stick. She would have spoken to tell her husband her fears, but checked herself.

			“No, no—he has enough to bear, poor fellow!” she thought. “No, I won't tell him; besides, it an't true; Missis never deceives us.”

			“So, Eliza, my girl,” said the husband, mournfully, “bear up, now; and good-bye, for I'm going.”

			“Going, George! Going where?”

			“To Canada,” said he, straightening himself up, “and when I'm there, I'll buy you; that's all the hope that's left us. You have a kind master, that won't refuse to sell you. I'll buy you and the boy—God helping me, I will!”

			“O dreadful! if you should be taken?”

			“I won't be taken, Eliza; I'll die first! I'll be free, or I'll die!”

			“You won't kill yourself?”

			“No need of that. They will kill me, fast enough; they never will get me down the river alive!”

			“O George, for my sake, do be careful! Don't do anything wicked; don't lay hands on yourself, or anybody else! You are tempted too much—too much; but don't—go you must—but go carefully, prudently; pray God to help you.”

			“Well, then, Eliza, hear my plan. Mas'r took it into his head to send me right by here, with a note to Mr. Symmes, that lives a mile past. I believe he expected I should come here to tell you what I have. It would please him, if he thought it would aggravate 'Shelby's folks,' as he calls 'em. I'm going home quite resigned, you understand, as if all was over. I've got some preparations made,—and there are those that will help me; and, in the course of a week or so, I shall be among the missing, some day. Pray for me, Eliza; perhaps the good Lord will hear you.”

			“O, pray yourself, George, and go trusting in him; then you won't do anything wicked.”

			“Well, now, good-bye,” said George, holding Eliza's hands, and gazing into her eyes, without moving. They stood silent; then there were last words, and sobs, and bitter weeping,—such parting as those may make whose hope to meet again is as the spider's web,—and the husband and wife were parted.
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