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1.

IN WHICH THE READER IS
INTRODUCED TO A MAN OF
HUMANITY

ATE IN the afternoon of a chilly day in February, 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, 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, common-place fea-
rures, 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 over-dressed, in a gaudy vest of many colors, a
blue neckerchief, bedropped gayly with yellow spots, and
arranged with a flaunting tie, quite in keeping with the gen-
eral air of the man. His hands, large and coarse, were plenti-
fully bedecked with rings; and he wore a heavy gold
watch-chain, with a bundle of seals of portentous size, and a
great variety of colors, attached to it,—which, in the ardor of
conversation, he was in the habit of flourishing and jingling
with evident satisfaction. His conversation was in free and
easy defiance of Murray’s Grammar, and was garnished at
convenient intervals with various profane expressions, which
not even the desire to be graphic in our account shall induce
us to transcribe.

His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of a gen-
tleman; and the arrangements of the house, and the general
air of the housekeeping, indicated easy, and even opulent
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“Bravo!” said Haley, throwing him a quarter of an orange.

“Now, Jim, walk like old Uncle Cudjoe, when he has the
rheumatism,” said his master.

Instantly the flexible limbs of the child assumed the ap-
pearance of deformity and distortion, as, with his back
humped up, and his master’s stick in his hand, he hobbled
about the room, his childish face drawn into a doleful pucker,
and spitting from right to left, in imitation of an old man.

Both gentlemen laughed uproariously.

- “Now, Jim,” said his master, “show us how old Elder

Robbins leads the psalm.” The boy drew his chubby face
down to a formidable length, and commenced toning a psalm
tune through his nose, with imperturbable gravity.

“Hurrah! bravo! what a young ’un!” said Haley; “that
chap’s a case, I'll promise. Tell you what,” said he, suddenly
clapping his hand on Mr. Shelby’s shoulder, “fling in that
chap, and I'll settle the business—I will. Come, now, if that
ain’t doing the thing up about the rightest!”

At this moment, the door was pushed gently open, and a
young quadroon woman, apparently about twenty-five, en-
tered the room.

There needed only a glance from the child to her, to iden-
tify her as its mother. There was the same rich, full, dark eye,
with its long lashes; the same ripples of silky black hair. The
brown of her complexion gave way on the cheek to a percep-
tible flush, which deepened as she saw the gaze of the strange
man fixed upon her in bold and undisguised admiration. Her
dress was of the neatest possible fit, and set off to advantage
her finely moulded shape;—a delicately formed hand and a
trim foot and ankle were items of appearance that did not es-
cape the quick eye of the trader, well used to run up at a
glance the points of a fine female article.

“Well, Eliza?” said her master, as she stopped and looked
hesitatingly at him.

“l was looking for Harry, please, sir;” and the boy
bounded toward her, showing his spoils, which he had gath-
ered in the skirt of his robe.
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“Well, take him away, then,” said Mr. Shelby; and hastily
she withdrew, carrying the child on her arm.

“By Jupiter,” said the trader, turning to him 1n admiration,
“there’s an article, now! You might make your fortune on
that ar gal in Orleans, any day. I've seen over a thousand, in
my day, paid down for gals not a bit handsomer.”

“I don’t want to make my fortune on her,” said Mr.
Shelby, dryly; and, seeking to turn the conversation, he un-
corked a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his companion’s
opinion of it.

“Capital, sir,—first chop!” said the trader; then turning,
and slapping his hand familiarly on Shelby’s shoulder, he
added—

“Come, how will you trade about the gal?—what shall I
say for her—what’ll you take?”

“Mr. Haley, she is not to be sold,” said Shelby. “My wife
would not part with her for her weight in gold.”

“Ay, ay! women always say such things, ’cause they
ha'n’t no sort of calculation. Just show ’em how many
watches, feathers, and trinkets, one’s weight in gold would
ouy, and that alters the case / reckon.”

“I tell you, Haley, this must not be spoken of; I say no,
and | mean no,” said Shelby, decidedly. ,

“Well, you’ll let me have the boy, though,” said the
rrader; “you must own I’ve come down pretty handsomely
for him.”

“What on earth can you want with the child?” said Shelby.

“Why, I've got a friend that’s going into this yer branch of
the business—wants to buy up handsome boys to raise for the
market. Fancy articles entirely—sell for waiters, and so on, to
nch 'uns, that can pay for handsome ’uns. It sets off one of
ver great places—a real handsome boy to open door, wait,
and tend. They fetch a good sum; and this little devil 1s such a
-omical, musical concern, he’s just the article.”

“I would rather not sell him,” said Mr. Shelby, thought-
fullv: “the fact is, sir, I'm a humane man, and I hate to take
the boy from his mother, sir.”
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