114 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.

know the way of all of 'em,—they makes tracks for the under-
ground.”

“« Sartin,” said Sam, “dat’s de idee. Mas’r Haley hits de
thing right in the middle. Now der’s two roads to de river,~~
de dirt road and der pike,~which Mas'r mean to take?’ .,

.

THE MOTHER'S STRUGGLE.

It is impossible to coneciveofa human creature more wholly
desolate and forlorn than Eliza, when she turned her foot-
steps from Uncle Tom’s cahin.

Her husband’s suffering and dangers, and the danger of her
child, all blended in her mind, with a confused and stunning
sense of the risk she was running, in leaving the only home
she had ever known, and cutting loose from the protection
of a friend whom she loved and revered. ‘Then there was the
pasting from every familiar object,—the place where she had
grown up, the trees under whith she had played, the groves
where she had walked many an evening in vappier days, by the
side of her young husband,—everything, as it lay in the clear,
frosty starlight, seemed to spealk reproachfully to her, and ask her
whither could she go from a home like that? . . .

An hour before sunset, she entered the village of T —, by
the Ohio river, weary and foot-sore, but still strong inheart. Her
first glance was at the river, which iay, like Jordan, between her
and the Canaan of liberty on the other side.

It was now early spring, and the river was swollen and turbu-
lent; great cakes of floating ice were swinging heavily to.and fro
in the turbid waters. Owing to the peculiar form of the shore
on the Kentucky side, the land bending far out into the water, the
ice had beea lodged and detained in great quantities, and the nar-
row channel which swept round the bend was full of ice, piled
one cake over another, thus forming a temporary barrier to the
descending ice, which lodged, and formed a great, undulating raft
filling up the whole river, and extending almost to the Xentucky
shore.

Eliza stood, for a moment, contemplating this unfavorable as-
pect of things, which she saw at once must prevent the usual f-
ry-boat from running, and then turned into a small public house
on the bank, to make a few inquiries.




