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UNCLE TOMS CABIN: OR,

Christian and political perfection which has
been vecommended by some preachers and
politlicians of the north, lately, in which he

had completely overcome every human weak-’

ness and prejudice.  is heart was exactly
where yours, sir, and mine could be brought,
with proper cffort and cultivation. 'The wild
look of anguish and utter despair that the
woman cast on him might have disturbed one
less practized ; but he was used to it. e had
seen that same look hundreds of times.  You
can get used to such things, too, my fric.d; and
it is the great object of recent efforts to make
our whole northern community used to them,
for the glory of the Union.  So the trader only
regarded the mortal angvish which he saw
working in those dark features, those clenched
hands, and suflocating breathings, as neces-
sary incidents of the trade, and merely calcu-
lated whether she was going to scream, aud
get up a commotion on the boat; for, like
other supporters of our peculiar institutions,
he decidedly disliked agitation,

But the woman did not scream. The shot
had passed too straight and direct through the
heart, for cry or tear.

Dizzily she sat down. IIerslack hands fell
Tifeless by her side.  Ifer eyes looked straight
forward, but she saw nothing.  All the noise
and o of the boat, the groaning of the ma-
chinery, mingled dreamily to her bewildered
ear; and the poor, dumb-stricken heart had
reither ery nor tear to show for its utter mis-
ery.  Shewas quite calm,

The trader, who, considering his advan-
tages, was almost as humane as some of our
politicians, secemed to feel called on to admin-
jster such consolation as the case admitted
-of.

“ know this yer comeskinder hard at first,
Lucy,” said he; “but such a smart, sensible
@al as you are, won't give way to it.  You sce
it's neeessary, and can’t be helped!”

«O! don't, Masr, don’t!” said the woman,
~with a voice like onc that is smothering.

“®You're a smart wench, Lucy,” he persisted,
“T mean to do well by ye, and get ye a nice
place down river ; and youll soon get another
Jiushand,—such a likely gal as you—"

“ Q1 Mas, if you only won't talk to me
now,” sail the woman, in a veice of such
quick and living anguish that the trader felt
that there was something at present in the
-case beyond his style of operation. e got
up, and the woman turned away, and buried
her head in her cloak.

The trader wallied up and down for a time
and occasionally stopped and looked at her.

“Pakes it hard, rather,” he soliloquized,
“but quiet, tho';—Ilet her sweat a while;
ghe'll come right, by and by !”

Tom had waiched the whole transaction
from first to last, and had a perfect under-
standing of itsresults, To him, it looked like
:something unutterably horrible and cruel, be-

cause, poor, ignorant black soul! he had not
learned to generalize, and to take enlarged
views. If he hod only been instructed by cer-
tain ministers of Christianity, he might have
thought better of it, and seen in it an every-
day incident of a lawful trade; a trade which
is the vital sapport of an institution which an
American divine* tells us “has no evils but
such as are inseparadble trom any other rela-
téons in social and domestic l{fe.” But Tom,
as we see, beinga poor, ignorant fellow, whose
reading had been confined entirely to the New
Testament, could not comfort and solace him-
sclf with views like these.  1lis very soul bled
within him for what scemed to him the 22rongs
of the poor suffering thing that lay like a
crushed reed on the boxes; the feeling, living,
bleeding, yet immoxtal thing, which Ameri.
can state law coolly classes with the bun-
dles, and bales, and boxes, among which she
is lying,.

Tom drew near, and tried to say something;
but she only groancd. IHonestly, and with
tears running down his own cheeks, he spoke
of a heart of love in the skics, of a pitying
Jesus, and an eternal home ; but the car was
deaf with anguish, and the palsied heart could
not feel.

Night came on,—night caln, unmoved, and
glorious, shining down with her innumerable
and solemn angel cyes, twinkling, beautiful,
butsilent. There was no speech nor language,
no pitying voice or helping hand from that
distant ¢ky. One after another, voices of
business or pleasure died away; all on the
boat were sleeping, and the ripples at the
prow were plainly heard. Tom stretched
himself out on a box, and there, as he lay,
be heard, ever and anon, a smothered sob or
cry from the prostrate creature,—* 0! what
shall T do? O Lord! O good Lord, do help
me!" and so, ever and anon, until the mur-
mur died away in silence.

At miduight, Tom waked, with a sudden
start.  Something black passed quickly by
him to the side of the boat, and he heard a
splash in the water. No one else saw or
heard anything. Ile raised his head,—the
woman's place was vacant! He got up, and
sought about him in vain. The poor bleeding
heart was still, at last, and the river rippled
and dimpled just as brightly as if it had not
closed above it.

Patience! patience! ye whose hearts swell
indignant at wrongs like these.  Not one throb
of anguish, not one tear of the oppressed, is
forgotten by the Man of Sorrows, the Lord of
Glory. In his patient, generous bosom he
bears the anguish of a world. Bear thou,
like him, in paticnce, and labor in love; for
sure as he is God, “ the year of his redeemed
shall come.”

The trader waked up bright and carly, and
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