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_ UNCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,

The young man who had spoken for the cause
of humanity and God, before, stood with folded
arms, looking un this scene.  Ie turned, and
Haley was standing at hisside.  * My friend,”
he said, speaking with thick utterance, * how
can you, how dare you, carry on a trade like
this? Look at those poorcreatures! Herel
am, r¢joicing inmy heart that 1 am going home
to my wife and child ; and the same bell which
is a signal to carry me onward towards them
will part this poor man and his wife for ever.
Depend upon it, God will bring you into judg-
ment for this,

The trader turned away ia silence.

I say, now,” said the drover, touching his
elbow, ““there’s difterences in parsons, a’nt
there? ¢ Cussed be Canaan’ don't seem to go
down with this 'un, does it?"”

IIaley gave an uneasy growl

“ And thataran’t the worst on't,” said John ;
“mabbe it won't go down with the Lord, nei-
ther, when ye come to settle with Him, one o’
these days, as all on us must, { reckon.”

Haley walked reflectively to the other end
of the boat.

“If Tmake pretty handsomely on one or
two next gangs” he thought, “Treckon I'll
stop off this yer; it's really getting dangerous.”
And he took out his pocket-book, and began
adding over his accounts,—a process which
many gentlemen besides Mr. Haley have found
a specific for an uncasy conscicnce.

The boat swept proudly away from the shore,
and all went merrily, as before. Men talked,
and laughed, and read, and smoked. Women
sewed, and children played, and the boat pass-
ed on her way.

One day, when she lay to for o while at a
small town in Kentucky, Haley went up into
the place on a little matter of business.

Tom whose fetters did not prevent his taking
a moderate circuit, had drawn near the side of
the boat, and stood listlessly gazing over the
railings.  After a time, he saw the trader
returning, with an alert step, in company witha
colored woman, bearing in her arms a young
child. She was dressed quite respectably, and
& colored man followed her, bringing along a
small trunk. The woman came cheerfully
on'rard, talking as she came, with the man
who bore her trunk, and so passed up the plank
into the boat. The bell rung, the steamer
whizzed, the engine groaned and coughed, and
away swept the boat down the river.

The woman walked forward among the box-
¢s and bales of the lower deck, and, sitting
gogn, busied herself with chirmuping to her

aby.

Haley made a turn or two about the boat,
and then, coming up, scated himself near her,
and began saying somcthing to her in an in-
different undertone.

Tomsoon noticed a heavy cloud passing over
the woman's brow; and that she answered
rapidly, and with great velemence, :

“71 don't believe it,—I won't believe it1" he
heard her sy, “ You'rejist a foolin with me.”

“If you won't believe it, look here!” said
the man, drawing out a paper; “this yer's the
bill of sale, and therc’s your master's name to
it; and I paid down good solid cash for it, too,
I can tell you,—so, now!”

“T don't believe Mas'r would cheat me so;
it can’tbe true!” said the woman with increas-
ing agitation.

“You can ask any of these men here, that
can read writing. Here!” he said to a man
that was passing by, *jist read thisyer, won't
you! This yer qal won't believe me, when I
tell her what 'tis.”

“Why, it’s a bill of sale, signed by John
Fosdick, ” said the man, *“making over to you
the girl Lucy and her child. It's all straight
cnough, for aught I see.”

The woman’s passionnte exclamations col-
lected a crowd around her, and the trader
briefly explained to them the cause of the agi-
tation.

“He told me I was going to Louisville, to
hire out as cook to the same tavern where my
husband works,—that's what Mas'r told me,
his own self; and I can't believe he'd lie to
me,” said the woman,

“But he has sold you, my poor woman,
there’s no doubt aboutit,” said a good-natured
looking man, who had been examining the
papers; “he has done it, and no. mistake.”

“Then it's no account talking," said the
woman, suddenly growing quitc calm; and,
clasping her child tighter in her arms, she sat
down on her box, turned her back round, and
gazed listlessly into the river.

“ Going to take it casy, after all!” said the
trader. “ Gal's got grit, I sce.”

The woman looked calm, as the boat went
on ; and a beautiful soft summer breeze passed
like a compassionate spirit over her head,—the
gentle breeze, that never inquires whether the
brow is dusky or fuir that it fans. And she
saw sunshine sparkling on the water, in golden
ripples, and heard gay voices, full of ease and
pleasure, talking around her everywhere; but
her heart lay as if a great stone had fallen on
it. Tler baby raised himself up against her,
and stroked her checks with his little hands;
and, springing up and down, crowing and chat-
ting, seemed determined to arouse her.  She
strained him suddenly and tightly in herarms,
and slowly one tear after another fell on his
wondering, unconscious face; and gradually
she seemed, and little by little, to grow-calmer,
?I"d busied herself with tending and nursing

him.

The child, a boy of ten months, was uncom-
monly large and strong of his- age, and very
vigorous in his limbs. Never, for a moment,
still, Ire kept his mother constantly busy in
holdfhg him, and guarding hisspringing activi-
ty.

“That'sa fine chap 1" said the man, sudden-



