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the fetters that bound mnan in abject servitude ta inan, and darker
and more dire the stultifyîng influences on both races. Phulan-
thropy wvorked witlî unrernittiiig zeal against legisiation, indif-
ferelitisml, aristoctacy and greed. Tite long and varied struggle
ilis the rnost interesting and exciting period of Anierican bis-
tory, and presents a vivid phenonienon of the mastery of wrong.
In a letter, replying ta an invitation ta a birthday Garden Party
g'iven to Mrs. Stowe last year by 1LuhoMfln&C.
Bos3ton, Oliver Johnson, of Newv York, epitamizes the state ai
the abolition cause when she appeared, and the part which she
took in it.

"k Itvas ia 1852, just; after the last desperate effort af the slave
powver, by the aid of its Northern supporters, ta overwhlelm and
cruili the anti-slavery niovement, when humanity was shudder-
ing ia viewv af the atracities of the fugitive slave law, and the
fires af persecution were ragin g furiously around the champions
of frcedoin, that Uticle Tom's Cabin came fram the press ta
kindle fresh sympathy for the bondman thraughout the civilized
%yorld, and fill the hearts of bis enemies with despair. For
twenty years the abolitionists had struggled against all the pre-
judices of caste, the hastility of political parties, and the com-
bined apposition of the great ecclesiastical bodies of the land to
create a public sentiment that ivauld destroy slavery; and at the
very moment when the prospect of success wvas eclipsed, and the
hearts af multitudes wvere filled with fear and dread, Mrs. Stowe's
great work turned the tide of battie ; and from that day forth the
hosts af freedani, with constantly augmenting strength, marched
with unfaltering step towvard their great victory'"

It was fire ta the fuse. The magazine had been prepared in
tears, and prayers and life blood. She "'fired the shot heard
round the voild." The miagic of the romance o? UfnQle Taom
flashied like a thuuderbolt, and every eye saw, and every ear
heard. The romance was real, and humninty's heart recognized it.

"She rnaved the earth ; its thunders pealed,
Its mauntains shoak, its temples reeled,
The blood-red fountains were unsealed,

And Moloch sunk to Hades."

«God prepares Ris own instruments in Ris own way"» and
vxhen and wvhere le pleases. The early Paritans of New Eng-
land, as af Old England, had a severe, determined hatred of


