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" UNCLE TOM'S CABIN: OR,

“She’ll take on desp't,” said the man,

¢ Nat'lly, she will,” said the trader, coolly.

The conversation was here interrupted by
& busy hum in the audience ; and the auctio-
neer, a short, bustling, important fellow,
elbowed his way into the crowd. The old
woman drew in her breath, and caught
instinctively at her son. )

“ Keep close to yer mammy, Albert,—close,
—dey'll put us up togedder,” she said.

“ 0, mammy, I'm feared they won't,” said
the boy.

“Dey must, child; I can't live, no ways, if
they don't,” said the old creature, vehemently.

The stentorian tones of the auctioneer,
calling out to clear the way, now announced
that the sale was about to commence. A place
was cleared, and the bidding began, The dif-
ferent men on the list were soon knocked off
at prices which showed a pretty brisk demand
in the market; two of them fell to Haley.

“Come, now, young un,” said the auctio~
neer, giving the boy a touch with his hammer,
“ be up and show your springs, now.”

“Puat us two up togedder, togedder,—do
please, Mas'r,” said the old woman, holding
1ast to her boy.

“Be off}” said the man, grufily, pushing her
hands away; you come last. Now, darkey,
spring;” and, with the word, he pushed the
boy toward the block, while a deep, heavy
groan rose behind him.  The boy paused, and
looked back ; but there was no time to stay,
and dashing the tears from his large, bright
eyes, he was np in a moment.

1is fine figure, alertlimbs, and bright face,
raised an instant competition, and half a dozen
bids simultancously met the ecar of the
auctioneer.  Anxious, half-frightened, he
looked irom side to side, as he heard the clat-
ter of contending bids,—now, here, now
there,—till the hammer fell.  Haley had got
him. He was pushed from the block toward
his new master, but stopped one moment, and
Jooked back, when his poor old mother, trem-
bling in every himb, held out her shaking
hands toward him.

“Buy me too, Mas'r, for de dear Lord’s sake!
—Dbuy me,—I shall die if you don’t!”

“Youll dieif 1 do, that’s the kink of it,”
said Haley,—“no!" Andheturned onhisheel.

The bidding for the poor old creature was
summary. The man who had addressed
Halcy, and who seemed not destitute of com-
passion, bought her for a trifle, and the spect-
ators began to disperse.

The poor victims of the sale, wh® had been
brought up in one place together for years,
gathered round the despairing old mother,
whose agony was pitiful to see.

“Could’'nt dey leave me one? Mas'r allers
said I should have one,—he did,” sherepeated
over and over, in heart-broken tones.

“Trust in the Lord, Aunt Hagar,” said the
oldest of the men, sorrowfully,

“ What good will it do ?” said she, sobbing
passionately,

“Mother, mother,—don’t! don't!" said the
boy. “7Uhey say you's got a good master.”

“1 don't eare,—I dou't care. O, Albert!
oh, my boy! you's my last baby, Lord, how
ken L7

% Come, take her off, can’t some of ye
said llaley, dryly; *“don’t do no good for her
to go on that ar way.”

‘The old men of the company, partly by
persuasion and partly by force, loosed the
poor creature’s last despairing hold, and, as
they led her off to her new master's waggon,
strove to comfort her.

“Now !" said Haley, pushing his three pur-
chases together, and producing a bundle of
handculfts, which he procceded to put on their
wrists; and fastening cach handeuff to a long
chain, he drove them before him to the jail.

A few days saw Ialey, with his possessions,
safely deposited onone of the Ohio boats. It
was the commencement of his gang, to be
augnented, as the boat moved on, by various
6ther merchandise of the same kind, which
he, or his agent, had stered for him in various
points along shore.

The La Belle Riviére, as brave and beauti-
ful a boat as ever walked the waters of her
namesake river, was floating gayly down the
stream, under a brilliant sky, the stripes and
stars of frece America waving and fluttering
over head; the guards crowded with well-
dressed ladies and gentlemen walking and
enjoying the delightful day. All was full of
life, buoyant and rejoicing;—all but Haley’s
gang, who were stored, with other freight, on
the lower deck, and who, somchow, did not
seem to appreciate their various privileges, as
they sat in a knot, talking to each other in
low tfones.

“ Boys,” said Haley, coming up briskly, “I
hope you keep up good heart, and are cheer-
ful. Now, no sulks, ye sce; keep stiff upper lip,
boys; do well by me, and I'll do well by you.”

The boys addressed responded the invari-
able *“Yes, Mas'r,” for ages the watchword of
poor Africa; but it's to be owned they did not
look particularly cheerful; they had their
various little prejudices in favor of wives,
mothers, sisters, and children, scen for the
last time,~—and though “ they that wasted
them required of them mirth,” it was not
instantly forthcoming.

“I've got a wife,” spoke out the article
enumerated as “John, aged thirty,” and he
laid his chained hand on Tom's knee,—*and
she don’t know & word about this, poor girll”

“Where docs she live 2 said Tom.

“Ina tavern apiece down here,” said John ;
“1 wish, now, I could see her once more in
this world,” he added.

Poor John! It was rather natural; and
the tears that fell, as he spoke, came as natu-
rally asif he had been a whitc man, Tom



