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wvondrous a11, of which lie liad often pôndered,-the great wvhite

throne, with ils ever radiant rainbowv; the white robed multi-
tude, wvith voices as many waters ; the crowns, the palais, the
harps,-mighit ail break upon bis vision bef'ore thnt sun shouid
set again. And, therefore, witlout shuddering or tremblhng, he
heard the voice of his persecutor, ns he drewv near.

4-Weil, niy boy," said Legree, with a contemptuous kick,
"6hov do you flnd youielf ? Did iî't I tell ye r I'could larn yer a
thing or two? llow do yer like it,-eh ? I-owv did --ier tvhal-
ing agree witlî yer, Tom? An't quite so crank as ye was last
night. Ye could n't treat a poor sinner, now, to a bit of a ser-
monj could ye, -eh ?"

Tom aniswered nothing.
"1Get Up," said Legree, kiicking him again.
This ivas a difficuit malter for one so, bruised and faint; and,

as Tom made efforts to do so, Legree laughed brutaiiy.
Tom by this lime had gained bis feet, and wvas confronting

lis master with a steady unmoved front.
"1Now, Tom, gel right down on yer knees and beg rny par-

don, for yer shites last njght."~
lMas'r Legyree,"- said TFom, "I1 can't. do it. 1 did only

whlat I thought wvas right. I shall do just so again, if ever
the time comes. 1 neyer wviil do a cruel thing, comae what
nlay. I know ye can do dreadful things, but,"-he stretched
himself upwvard and clasped bis hands,.-" but, alter ye've kiiled
the body, there an't no more ye can do. And 0, there's al
ETERNITY to corne after that!

"Mas'r Legree, as ye bouglit me, L'I be a true and faithful
servant to ye. M'I give ye ail the work of my hands, ail my
time, ail my strength ; but my soul I won't give up to mortal
mnan. 1 will hold on to the Lord, and put bis commands before.
al,>-die or live ; you may ho sure on't. Mas'r Legree, 1 an't
a grain afeard to, die. N' as soon die as flot. Ye may whip
me, starve me, burn me,-it1l oniy send me sooner where 1
Want to go."

Two of Le'gree's slaves seized upon an opportunity ta make
their zscape, and he determined to, wreak bis anger upon poor
Tom ; whom, ho pretended to, think, kneîv of their retreat.


