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gladly know the naine of which she i» yet in ignorance. And now, miy true
and actual friend, (the same-dcad or livng, good-bye for a Season, and when
I have any now plea8antrie for your bencfit, you shall hear again froma

SGENES FROM , UNOLE TOM'S CABIN."1

ELIZA CROSSING THE IC79.

Sur has laid her wcary child to re8t
Upon the stranger's bcd,

And at the window anxiously
A watchful hiour bas sped.

She has turned her gaze a4own the etreet,
But her ear ie watching too,

And sudden she springs fromn the window back
At the timnely cried 1 Hallool'

lier sleeping child in ber arme she's caught
Nor a moement stays to think

But she rushes down the sloping baruk
Down to the rivers brink.

Right on behind pursuers corne,
'Tis a fearful gulfbefore-

But with one wild cry and wilder leap
She springe the dread gulf o'er.

The ice ie smooth and floating loose,
A dark deep stream's beneath,

As headlong she leaps froia cake to cake-
Nor pauses for look or breath.

lier tender feet are cut and torn,
Yet still she struggles on

Till she falle on the firrn rough earthi and icnoivi
The Ohio shore je won.

Oh! wondrous love-that mother's love
Which a dreadful death can brave,-

Cari peril and pain so great endure,
lier heipless child to, save.

Oh! mothers of Columbia!
That such a need should be:

Rise up and ail be heroines
To fight with Slavery.


