
UiMME TOX'S CABIN.

ekand he puts me just to the hardest,-%nieanest and dirtiest work,
on purpose !".

IlIf I don't make him. remember it, soma time !" and the
brow of the young man grew clark, and lis eyes burned with an
expression that madle his young wvife tremble. "cWho maclethis
man my master? That's what I want to know!" he said...

IlWhat are you going to do ? 0, George, don't do anything
wvicked; if you only trust in God, and try to do riglit, he'll dei-
ver you-"

"I1 aa't a Christian like you, Eliza; my heart's fuit of
bitterness; 1 can't trust ia God. Why does lie let things be
so0-

IlO, George, we must have faith. Mistress says that when
all things go ;vrong to, us, wve must believe that God is doing
the very best."

IlThat's easy to say for people that are sitting on their sofas
and riding' in their carrnages; but let 'am be ivhere 1 amn, 1
guess it would cornesome harder. I wishlIcould be good; but
mny heart, burns and can't be reconciled, anyhow. You couldn't,
in my place,-you can't nowv, if 1 tell you ail l've got to say.
You don't knowv the whole yet."

"What can be c omingY now ?
"Well, lately Mas'r has been saying that lie was a fool to let

me marry off the place; that lie bates Mr. Shelby and ail his
tribe, because, theyare, proud,andholdtheirheads up above him,
and that l'va got proud notions from you; and he says hie won't
let me corne here any more, and that 1 shall take a wvife and set-
tic 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 wvife, and settle down in a cabia with lier, or lie would seli
me clown river."

"9Why-but you were married to, me, by the min ister, as much
as if you'd been a white man ?" s4id Eliza, simply.

IlDon't you know a slave can't, be married ? There is no
iaw in this country for that; 1 can't hold you for mny wife if
he chooses te, part us. That's why 1 wish I'd neyer seen *you,.-why I wish I'd neyer been bora ; it would have been
better for us both,--it would have been botter for this poor


