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ciWhy not1V?,said St. Clare. #*.1q.
ccWhy, 1 don't know, it seems so, dreadful 11"-
.c You would think.nu, barra in a child's caressing i large dog,

even if he was b *lack; but a creature that van think,- andýreason,
and feel, and ie immortal, you shudder at ; confeýssit, cous3in. - 1
know the feeling arnong sorne of you northerners Weil enough.
Not that there is a part.icle of virtue in-our not-having it ; but
custom, with us does what Christiahity ought to do,-olitratea
the feeling of personal prejudice.

"What would the pûoo and luwly do, withotit chilâren 11" con.
tinued St. Clare, leaning on the railig, and watchi*ng Eva, as
she tripped off, Ieading Tom -with lier. "1 Your liltile chiid is
your only-1triu dernocrat. Tom, nowv, i à heoto Eva ; his
stories ara W8&ders in her eyes, his Éonge-, and M1ethoditfhy'nýs
are better than an opera, and the traps andI -lte bits of trash iri
hie pocket a mine of jewels, and ho ihe most wonderful Tomr that
ever wore a black skin. This je one of the r4dses of*Eâéù'ihat
the Lord has dropped down expressly ifàr the pour and hoWly,
who gel few enough of.any other kind.' -

"9WeIl, sa id Marie, the hearties wife of St. Clârê aftei-srniié
anti.slavery remarkis, &,Pm thankfutlI'm born where slavery ex-
iste ; and 1 believe it's rigrht,-indeed, 1 feel it must 6È; and, at
any rate, in sure I could n't get alonge withoue il."ý

1I say, what do you t'hink, Pussy-?" said her tathier lu Eva,'
whu came in at this moment, witÈ Jfliower in lier band.

"1What about, papa?"lie
ciWhy, which do you liW the bet-tcd live as they do at

your uncle's, up in Vermont, or tohav e a ofs-1111c Slaves,
as wedo" V'

«Q, of course, our way js the pleasantesi," said Eva..
IlWhy su? V.said St. Clare, stro*kïng ber head.
"Why, it makes su many ipore round you to, love, yoû' know,"

said Eva, looking up earnestiy.
"cNov, thaî's just like Eva,1" said" Mariîe; "just one of her

odd speeches."
ci e it an odd speech, papa?" said E va, whipripgl as She

got upori his knee.
Rather, as this world ýgoes, psayi". sàîd St. Clare. c&flu

%vhere.bas.rmy ligile Eva b.pen, ail dinnertime?"'
ccO, I've been up inl To' roora, hearing hlim sin.
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