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HOW “THE WAY” WAS PREPARED.

“How high are you going to bid?”

Now I thought it time to let him know my real
purpose.

“It is none of your business, sir; but understand
that you cannot command money enough to take this
gir] »
~" The auctioneer seemed at his wits’ end, and then

/ followed a scene at which civilization blushed, and
§ angels wept, and the human heart sickened and turned
' away; for to stimulate bidding, to appeal to and rouse
the lowest passions in man, he turned his victim's pro-
file to that excited crowd, and lifting her skirts, laid
bare her beautiful, symmetrical body, from her feet to

her waist, and with his brutal, sacrilegious hw
5 her white flesh, exclaiming: -

i”d\___ “Ah! gentlemen, who 18 going to be the winner of
this prize? Whose is the next bid ?”

The people had forgotten their identity with the
“Institution.” They had lost their latitude, and their
social level. The exhibition of & beautiful, helpless
Caucasian girl, in the shambles of Republican Ameér-
ica, had taken all the aristoeracy out of them.

“Shame! shame!” they cried; and Boston and
New Orleans shed tears, wept, side by side.

The Frenchman bid fourteen hundred and eighty.
The hammer rose high, quivered, lowered. Eliza gave
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