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PREFACL.

Tae scenes of this story, as its title indicates, lie
among a race hitherto ignored by the associations of
polite and refined society; an exotic race, whose ances-
tors, born beneath a tropic sun, brought with them,
and perpetuated to their descendants, a character so
essentially unlike the hard and dominant Anglo-Saxon
race as for many years to have won from it only
misunderstanding and contempt.

But another and better day is dawning; every
influence of literature, of poetry, and of art, in our
times, is becoming more and more in unison with the
great master chord of Christianity, — « Good will
to man.”

The poet, the painter, and the artist now seek out
and embellish the common and gentler humanities of
life, and, under the allurements of fiction, breathe a

humanizing and subduing influence, favorable to the




CHAPTER 1.
IN WHICH THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO A MAN OF HUMANITY.

ATE in the afternoon of a chilly day in Feb-
ruary, two gentlemen were sitting alone over
their wine, in a well-furnished dining parlor,
in the town of P , in Kentucky. There
were no servants present, and the gentlemen,
s with chairs closely approaching, seemed to be
discussing some subject with great earnestness.

For convenience’ sake, we have said, hitherto, two gentle-
men. One of the parties, however, when critically examined,
did not seem, strictly speaking, to come under the species.
He was a short, thick-set man, with coarse, commonplace fea-
tures, and that swaggering air of pretension which marks a
low man who is trying to elbow his way upward in the world.
He was much overdressed, in a gaudy vest of many colors, a
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just exactly suited me, — and I'm so hard to be suited,—he
chould be taken! And you seem to have so little feeling for me,
and keep bringing it up to me so carelessly, — when you know
how it overcomes me! I suppose you mean well ; but it is very
snconsiderate, — very 1”7 And Marie sobbed, and gasped for
breath, and called Mammy to open the window, and to bring
her the camphor bottle, and to bathe her head, and unhook her
dress. And, in the general confusion that ensued, Miss Ophe-
lia made her escape to her apartment.

She saw, at once, that it would do no good to say any thing
more ; for Marie had an indefinite capacity for hysteric fits;
and, after this, whenever her husband’s or Eva’s wishes with
regard to the servants were alluded to, she always found it
convenient to set one in operation. Miss Ophelia, therefore,
did the next best thing she could for Tom,—she wrote a let-
ter to Mrs. Shelby for him, stating his troubles. and urging

them to send to his relief.

The next day, Tom and Adolph, and some half a dozen
other servants, were marched down to a slave warehouse, to
await the convenience of the trader, who was going to make
up a lot for auction.




CHAPTER XXXV.
THE TOKENS.

« And slight, withal, may be the things that bring
Back on the heart the weight which it would fling
Aside forever; it may be a sound,
A flower, the wind, the ocean, which shall wound, —
Striking the electric chain wherewith we're darkly bound.”
Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Can. 4.

HE sitting room of Legree’s establishment was
a large, long room, with a wide, ample fire-
place. It had once been hung with a showy
and expensive paper, which now hung moul-
\ dering, torn, and discolored, from the damp
——css walls. The place had that peculiar sickening.
lmwholeso‘me smell, compounded of mingled damp, dirt, zufd
decay, which one often notices in close old houses. The wall
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CHAPTER SXOUBLAVE:

THE LIBERATOR-

aprsy had written 1o his mother
stating the day that she might
Of the death scene of his

not the heart to write. He

times, and only succeeded

and invariably fin-
d rushing

EORGE S
merely a line,
= SNP expect him home.
BN old friend e had
== =->= had tried geveral
'_ fad e — in half choking himself ;
ished by tearing up the paper, wiping his €ye& ot
somewhere to get quiet.
.There was a pleased
sion, that day, in expectati

George.
Mrs. Shelby was ceated in ber comfortable parlor, where a
ill of the late autumn

cheerful hickory fire Was dispelling the ch
evening. A supper table, glittering with plate and cub glass,
69

bustle all through the Shelby , man-
on of the arrival of, young Mas't




and b shall break in plece the Omie the stranger in his righy 5

L, ppressor,”
these dread words for a nation bearing in h
er

bosom o mi :
ghty an injustice? Christi :
you pray that the kingdom of Chri(;?lx::;agslil e
3 5 ¢, can you f
that prophecy associates, in dread fellowship, the Eyll;iient
geance With the year of his redeemed?

A day of grace is yet held out to us. Both north and south
have been guilty before God; and the Christian: church has s
heavy account to answer. Not by combining together, 0 pro-
tect injustice and cruelty, and making o conmon capiel of s,
is this Union to be saved, —but by repentanct justice; and

mercy ; for not surer i the eternal 1a¥ by yhich the milltoe
sinks 1;1 the by which irjustce

ocean, than that stronger 1a¥ : 2
and cruelty shall b’ring on nations the rafhof Almighty G




