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‘THE AUTHOR OF UNCLE TOM'S

CABIN.

A i_'e'cent writer in an article on some
distinguished literary women of America
‘gives this interesting. sketch of Harriet
Beecher Stowe, Whose fame-can never be
bounded by her country s bordérs. With
her great sister Catharine, who has gone
before, and her great brother Henry, now
also awaiting her on the other shore, sho
presents a unique picture, as now serencly
standing,; with her seventy-seven ‘years,
between the double jlories of the life that
is and the life that is to come. If immor-
tality be all of future life, she has it now.
She hears the angels calling her, and yet
all human hearts so closely hedge her round,
she cannot go until the last loving cups of
earthly fame be quaffed.

So fathered and so husbzmt_]ed, 50
brothered and so sistered, and so ud.opted
as o child and mother in every home, she
is like Cato’s daughter, who was also the
wife of Brutus, and therefore could not'
but be great.

When “Lord Bywn died ﬁ(rhtnw for
liberty in Greece, her father -said: Oh,
I am sosorry Byronisdead ! What aharp
he might have swept for Christ and lib-
erty ! o :

That was Harriet's first mspu'ntlon for |

liberty, and at ten years of age she lay
down all day in a strawberry field, as she
EERER ]ookmg up into the sky, and tlunkmfr
“about it . v :

" 'Two ye'us later her composition on
¢ The Immortality of the Soul” was read
by the master at a school exhibition at
Litchfield, Conn. When her father, on
tho stage with the trustees, asked, in sur-
prise, * Who wrote that composition {”
she heard the answer, *‘Your daughter,
giry’ and, secing her father's emotion,
says, ** That was the proudest moment of
my life.” -

Of such things character is made; and
such fathers with such davghters can un-
derstand sowething of her feelings when,
thirty years later, all the world asked,
*¢Who wrote ¢ Uncle Tow’s Cabin 2"

Was she not raised up providentially for
that very purpose ? :

Was not all the world educdted in the
elementnry lessons of liberty. by laughing
and erying together over Topsy and Eva,
Unecle Tom and old Legree?

Tivery printed language on earth con-
-tains ‘that story, and the DBritish Museum
had to set apart a whole alcove to contain
its forty-three separate editions in English,
-twelve in French, cleven:in German, and
so on through nineteen languages.- .

It was published ten years before the
war, ,a_n(} but for it, and :the -sentiment it
roused in all the world, who can tell what
might have been the result of that war, or
whebher slnvcry, mtrenched as it was in
_thevery: Constmutlon of the counbry by
“the-sad and compromlsmg necess hes,of its
fotefnthers, inight not have been even yet

tolemted and perhaps,.perpetuated and

logally established forever.? Lt us To-

member that even Amencan mdependence
was m'unly gained, - or rendered cerbum,
by the sentiment kindled in France whicli
brought the United - States us tlns trre'r,b
alliance at Yorktown.

*As it is, the famous golden brncelct prc-
sented to Mrs. Stowe in Dngland in the
form of a slave fetter, should be the proud-
est- heirloom of her faniily, ‘as it contmns

MRS,

Humanity's most important dates.
link is engraved the date of the abo]ibion
of slavery in England, and all her colonies ;
on another, the date of Prcmdenb Lincoln’s
proclamation. of freedom ; and on the cl.l.sp,
the date of the Constltuhoxml Amendment | s
prohibiting slwv ery forcver in tho Umted
Stntcs.

We need but a word for her other works.,.

HARRIET. BEECHER SIOWE. -

Onone

Mzmy of them are gréeat stories, *‘ Nina
Gordon,” “Our Charley,” “ The Minister’s
\«Voomg. % Agnes of Sorrento,” ‘The
Peml of Orr's IsLmd 5 01d Town I‘olks,
« Snm Lawson s Fireside Stomes‘," ¢ Reh-
mous ‘Poems,” ** Little Foxes,” ¢ My Wife
zmd I ¥4¢Wo and Our Neighbors,” ¢ Pink
d Wlnte Tyranny,” * Poganuc People,”
eto. ﬁThcse show a busy life, und a wide
range of thoughb a.nd cu]ture. .

" Mirs. Stowe' is described within a few
weeks: past, by Frances B. Willard, ab still |
wnllun« out alone in the streets’ and fields
at’ Hartford, and usually walking: five to
seven'’ nules (Luly Lo Sho is sm'ﬂl “in
-pounds. She s-ud her twin dn.ughtuskepb
the house, and. would not let her do a
-t;]nng : which was as well, since they knew

g

exactly how she ‘wanted evervthmg done.
She showed us a charming’ photorrmph of
her grandson, saying he is:so handsome
that he is not vain, as he thinks it a quality
belonging to all boys. I spoke of the
future and she recited a verse from one of
her own poems:

‘¢ ¢It lies around uslike a clond,
A world we do not sce:

o Yet the sweet closing of an eye

May bring us there to be,

We leave her with this verse fromr J uha
Ward Howe :

" Her breath is prayer, her iips are lovc,-' Lo

And worship of all loving things ;
Her children havoe a gracious port, )
Her daughters show the bloed of kings.":

—_—— .
" THE LOST PURSE,

Seventeen years have passed smr'e the
following incident occurred, but’ the im-
pression it'left on my mind has not f'xded ;
nor ever will fade, from my memory.

" Located during my college course vithin
five minutes’ wall of an old friend, T often
stepped in for a little intercourse after my |
lessons, were ready for mext day. ..o it
happeiied on a.certain Saturday afterndon,
having no Sunday engagement to carry me
into, tho counhy,I t;houcht to spend an-
liour with" my friend: w

+1 found him in a fever of excltement
and elicited the following in explanation.:
He had paid his'men in the City, closed
his shop, and Thurried to the train at Lud-
gate-liill, with his overcoaton hisarni. As
he -jumped into the train he ﬁhouqht he
heard something drop on the carriage floor ;
he lookcd down, but seeing nothm took
no further notice.

On reaching Walworth-road (his destina-
tion) ho came in to dinner, and wishing to
hand-his wife some coin, went to his great
coat, and then -discovered he had lost his
purse containing £20ingold. Hehad just
made the dlscovery as I stepped in.. =

He was 'go6d man and true, but Peter-
like, very. m}pulsxv lience, when I pro-
posed we: slmuld -ll.we a word of. prayer
over. the nmtber, he at once protested :

-1 ¢ No, not now; there is a time for every-

thing ; this is tho timo for action.”
“Very well 3 what are you going to do ?”
"X don't Kriow ; I cannot miake up my
mind what is the best to be done.”
¢ That, I thmk, is & suflicient reason in

L itgelf for prayer.”

“ Perhaps ; but I don’t feel like praying
just now. T think T'll goat once to the

| Crystal Ps Llace, the destination of the trair

in which I..travelled, and see if honest
hands have picked it up and handed it in
it the terminus; and I'll- telegraph to
NIoorgnte, whence t;hc train- st'nted adv1s
ing them of my loss.

As soon as.he had, gono his good wife
suggested that now' we might have a little
prayer together. . We knelt and pleaded
that God would direct and over-rule to the
ﬁndmfr of this purse ‘and then rose witha
calm assurance that all would be well
Tu_ming to his wife I said, ** T think T will
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