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that lives a mile past. Ibelieve he expected I should come here
to tell you what I have. It would please him, if he thought it
would aggravate ¢ Shelby’s folks,” as he calls ’em. I’m going
home quite resigned, you understand, as if all was over. I’ve
got some preparations made,—and there are those that will help
me ; and, in the course of a week or so, I shall be among the
missing, some day. Pray for me, Eliza ; perhaps the good Lord
will hear you.”

«Q, pray yourself, George, and go trusting in him ; then you
won’t do anything wicked.”

“ Well, now, good-0y,” said George, holding Eliza’s hauds,
and gazing inlo her eyes, without moving. ‘They stood si.
lent ; then there were last words, and sobs, and bitter weep-
ing,—-such parting as those may make whose hope to meet
again is as the spider’s web,—and the husband and wife were
parted.

CHAPTER 1IL
AN EVENING IN UNCLE TON'S CABIN.

Let us enter the dwelling.  The evening meal at the house
is over, and Aunt Chloc, who presided over its prepiration as
head cook, has left to inferior officers in the kitchéd the busi-
ness of clearing away and washing dishes, aud come out into
her own shug territories, to ¢ get her ole man's supper ;™ there-
fore, doubt not that it is her you sec by the fire, presiding with
anxious interest over certain [rizzling items in a stew-pan,
and anon with grave consideration lifting the cover of a bake-
kettle, from whence steam forth indubitable intimations of
“something good.” . . .

While this scene was passing in the cabin of the man, one
quite otherwise passed in the halls of the master.

"The trader and Mr. Shelby were seated together in the din-
ing room aforc-named, at a table covered with papers and writ-
ing utensils.

Mr. Shelby was busy in counting some bundles of bills, which,
as they were counted, he pushed over to the trader, whe
counted them likewise. .

« All fair,” said the trader; “and now for signing these

yer.”'



