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UNCLE TOM’s CABIN . 153

« Why not?”.said St. Clare. . ' o

«Why, I don’t know, it seems so dreadful I” o e

-« You would think.no harm in a child’s caressing a' larga dog,
even if he was black; but a creature that can think, and’reason,
and feel, and is immortal, you shudder at ; confess-it, cousin. - I '
know the feeling among some of you northerners well enough.
Not that there is a particle of virtue in..our not-having it ; but
custom with us does what Christianity ought to do,—obliterates
the feeling of personal prejudice. -

“ What would the pooi and lowly do, without children 2 con.
tinued St. Clare, leaning on the railing, and. watchmg Eva, as
she tripped off; leading Tom-with her. <« Your lilule child is
your only ‘trué democrat. Tom, now, is "a hero to .Eva; “his
stories-afe wonders in her eyes, his songs-and Methodist hymns
are better than an opera, and the traps and- little bits of trash in
his pocket a mine of jewels, and he the most wonderful Tom that
ever wore a black skin. This is one of the rdses-of Ellén’ that
the Lord has dropped down expressly for the poor and lowly,
who get few enough of.any other kind.” ’

« Well, said Marie, the heartless wife of St. Clare afte'r'some
anti-slavery remarks, “I’m thankful I’m born where slavery ex-
ists; and | believe it’s right,—indeed, I feel it must be; and at
any rate, i sure T could n’t get along withow it.”?

«1 say, what do you thmk, Pu=>y~?” sard her father to Eva,
who came in at this moment, with a “Aower in her hand. * * *

<« What about, papa® - * » "

« Why, which do you lisp the best, —t0 live as they do at
your uncle’s, up in Vermont, or {0 have a hou\e-full of Slaves,
as we do ¥ - - sl

«Q, of course, our way i the pleasagtesl,” said Eva._

« Why so 7? .said St. Clare, stro}ung her head.

# Why, it makes so many more round youto love, you know, 3
said Eva, looking up eamectly. . _

s Now, that’s just hke Eva,” <axd Mane- ¢ just one of her
odd speeches.”

¢ fs it an odd speech, papa?” said Eva, whnspermuly, as she
got upon his knee. S ,9

Rather, as this world goes, pussy,” saxd st Clare. “_.Bu
where has my little Eva been, all dinner.time ? ?” ! '

« 0, T’ve been up in Tom’s room, hearing him smc



