116 UNCLE TOM’S CABIN.

¢ Yer a brave gal, now, whoever ye ar !’ said the man.

Eliza recognized the voice and face of a man who owned a
farm not far from her old home.

« 0, Mr. Symmes!—save me—do save me—do hide we !”
said Eliza.
+ ¢ Why, what’s this ? said the man. “ Why, if ’tan’t Shel-
by’s.gal !”
. « My child !—this boy!—he’d sold him ! There is his Mas’r,”
said she, pointing to the Kentucky shore. O, Mr. Symmes,
you’ve got a little boy !”

¢ So 1 have,” said the man, as he roughly, but kindly, drew
her up the steep bank. ¢« Besides, you’re a right brave gal. 1
like grit, wherever I see it.”’
" When they had gained the top of the bank, the man paused.
© «1'd be glad to do something for ye,” said he; “but then
there’s nowhar I could take ye.  The best I can do is to tell ye
to go thar,” said he, pointing to a large white house which stood
by itself; off the main street of the village. ¢ Go thar; they ’re
kind folks, Thar’s no kind o’ danger but they il help you,—
they’re up to all that sort o’ thing.”
* ¢« The Lord bless you !” said Eliza, earnestly. . . .

Haley had stood a perfectly amazed spectator of the sceve, till
Eliza had disappeared up the bank, when he turned a blank, in-
quiring look on Sam and Andy.

« That ar was a tolable fair stroke of business,” said Sam. .

. « “Wal, now,” said Sam, scratching his head, «I hope
Mas’r Il ’seuse us tryin’ datar road. Don’t think I feel spry
enough for dat ar, no way !” and Sam gave a hoarse chuckle,

¢ Voulaugh !’ said the trader, with a growl, .

. o S Bless you, Mas’r, I could n’t help it, now,” said Sam,
giving way to the long pent-up delight of his soul. ¢ She looked
80 curi’s, a leapin’ and springin’—ice a crackin’ how she goes it!”

and Sam and Andy laughed till the tears rolled down their
cheeks. o e e

¢ Good-evening, Mas’r 1 said Sam, with much gravity. I
berry much spect Missis be anxious *bout Jerry. Mas’r Haley
won’t want us no longer. Missis would n’t hear of ourridin’ the

#

critters over Lizy’s bridge to-night ;* and, with a facetious poke

into Andy’s ribs, he started off, followed by the latter, at full
speed,—their shouts of laughter coming faintly on the wind.

‘( To be continued.)



