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READING PACKET FOR FEBRUARY 2025 | BOOK TALK: UNCLE TOM'’S CABIN

Note to Readers: This packet contains readings from the original published version of Uncle Tom’s Cabin, as
well as two other contemporaneous sources. Very few changes have been made in terms of modernizing spelling,
grammar, or language usage. Therefore, these readings contain language that modern readers may find
offensive.

CORE READING 1: Harriet Beecher Stowe. “Showing the Feelings of Living Property on Changing
Owners,” Uncle Tom'’s Cabin (1852)
SOURCE: https://www.google.com/books/edition/Uncle Tom s Cabin/rIDaAAAAIAA]?hl=en&gbpv=1&pg=PA26&printsec=frontcover

Mr. and Mrs. Shelby had retired to their apartment for the night. He was lounging in a large easy chair
looking over some letters that had come in the afternoon mail, and she was standing before her mirror,
brushing out the complicated braids and curls in which Eliza had arranged her hair; for, noticing her pale
cheeks and haggard eyes, she had excused her attendance that night, and ordered her to bed. The
employment, naturally enough, suggested her conversation with the girl in the morning; and, turning to her
husband, she said carelessly :

"By the by, Arthur, who was that low-bred fellow that you lugged in to our dinner-table to-day?"

"Haley is his name," said Shelby, turning himself rather uneasily in his chair, and continuing with his
eyes fixed on a letter.

"Haley! Who is he, and what may be his business here, pray?"

"Well, he's a man that | transacted some business with, last time [ was at Natchez," said Mr. Shelby.

"And he presumed on it to make himself quite at home, and call and dine here, ay?"

"Why, I invited him; [ had some accounts with him," said Shelby. "Is he a negro-trader?" said Mrs. Shelby,
noticing a certain embarrassment in her husband's manner.

"Why, my dear, what put that into your head?" said Shelby, looking up.

"Nothing—only Eliza came in here, after dinner, in a great worry, crying and taking on, and said you
were talking with a trader, and that she heard him make an offer for her boy the ridiculous little goose!"

"She did, hey?" said Mr. Shelby, returning to his paper which he seemed for a few moments quite intent
upon, not perceiving that he was holding it bottom upwards.

"It will have to come out,"” said he, mentally; "as well now as ever." " told Eliza," said Mrs. Shelby, as she
continued brushing her hair, "that she was a little fool for her pains, and that you never had anything to do
with that sort of persons. Of course, I knew you never meant to sell any of our people—Ileast of all, to such a
fellow."

"Well, Emily," said her husband, "so I have always felt and said; but the fact is, that my business lies so
that I cannot get on without. I shall have to sell some of my hands."

"To that creature? Impossible! Mr. Shelby, you cannot be serious.
Shelby. "I've agreed to sell Tom."

"What! our Tom?—that good, faithful creature!—been your faithful servant from a boy! O, Mr. Shelby!—
and you have promised him his freedom, too—you and I have spoken to him a hundred times of it. Well, I can
believe anything now; I can believe now that you could sell little Harry, poor Eliza's only child!" said Mrs.
Shelby, in a tone between grief and indignation.

"Well, since you must know all, it is so. | have agreed to sell Tom and Harry both; and I don't know why
[ am to be rated, as if I were a monster, for doing what every one does every day."

nn

['m sorry to say that [ am," said Mr.

pg. 1



https://www.google.com/books/edition/Uncle_Tom_s_Cabin/rlDaAAAAIAAJ?hl=en&gbpv=1&pg=PA26&printsec=frontcover

TEACHING
4 AMERICAN
& HiSTORY

"But why, of all others, choose these?" said Mrs. Shelby. "Why sell them, of all on the place, if you must
sell at all?"

"Because they will bring the highest sum of any that's why. I could choose another, if you say so. The
fellow made me a high bid on Eliza, if that would suit you any better," said Mr. Shelby.

"The wretch!" said Mrs. Shelby, vehemently.

"Well, I didn't listen to it a moment—out of regard to your feelings, [ wouldn't; so give me some credit."

"My dear," said Mrs. Shelby, recollecting herself, "forgive me. I have been hasty. I was surprised, and
entirely unprepared for this; but surely you will allow me to intercede for these poor creatures. Tom is a
noble-hearted, faithful fellow, if he is black. I do believe, Mr. Shelby, that if he were put to it, he would lay
down his life for you."

"I know it—I dare say; but what's the use of all this? I can't help myself."

"Why not make a pecuniary sacrifice? I'm willing to bear my part of the inconvenience. O, Mr. Shelby, I
have tried—tried most faithfully, as a Christian woman should—to do my duty to these poor, simple,
dependent creatures. [ have cared for them, instructed them, watched over them, and known all their little
cares and joys, for years; and how can I ever hold up my head again among them, if, for the sake of a little
paltry gain, we sell such a faithful, excellent, confiding creature as poor Tom, and tear from him in a moment
all we have taught him to love and value? | have taught them the duties of the family, of parent and child, and
husband and wife; and how can [ bear to have this open acknowledgment that we care for no tie, no duty, no
relation, however sacred, compared with money? [ have talked with Eliza about her boy—her duty to him as
a Christian mother, to watch over him, pray for him, and bring him up in a Christian way; and now what can
[ say, if you tear him away, and sell him, soul and body, to a profane, unprincipled man, just to save a little
money? [ have told her that one soul is worth more than all the money in the world; and how will she believe
me when she sees us turn round and sell her child?—sell him, perhaps, to certain ruin of body and soul!"

"I'm sorry you feel so about it, Emily—indeed I am," said Mr. Shelby; "and I respect your feelings, too,
though I don't pretend to share them to their full extent; but I tell you now, solemnly, it's of no use—I can't
help myself. [ didn't mean to tell you this, Emily; but, in plain words, there is no choice between selling these
two and selling everything. Either they must go, or all must. Haley has come into possession of a mortgage,
which, if [ don't clear off with him directly, will take everything before it. ['ve raked, and scraped, and
borrowed, and all but begged—and the price of these two was needed to make up the balance, and I had to
give them up. Haley fancied the child; he agreed to settle the matter that way, and no other. [ was in his power,
and had to do it. If you feel so to have them sold, would it be any better to have all sold?"

Mrs. Shelby stood like one stricken. Finally, turning to her toilet, she rested her face in her hands, and
gave a sort of groan.

"This is God's curse on slavery!—a bitter, bitter, most accursed thing! -a curse to the master and a curse
to the slave! | was a fool to think I could make anything good out of such a deadly evil. It is a sin to hold a
slave under laws like ours; I always felt it was—1I always thought so when [ was a girl—I thought so still more
after I joined the church; but I thought I could gild it over—I thought, by kindness, and care, and instruction,
I could make the condition of mine better than freedom—fool that [ was!"

"Why, wife, you are getting to be an abolitionist, quite." "Abolitionist! if they knew all [ know about
slavery, they might talk! We don't need them to tell us; you know I never thought that slavery was right—
never felt willing to own slaves."

"Well, therein you differ from many wise and pious men," said Mr. Shelby, "You remember Mr. B.'s
sermon, the other Sunday?"

"I don't want to hear such sermons; [ never wish to hear Mr. B. in our church again. Ministers can't help
the evil, perhaps—can't cure it, any more than we can—but defend it!—it always went against my common
sense. And I think you didn't think much of that sermon either."
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"Well," said Shelby, "I must say these ministers sometimes carry matters further than we poor sinners
would exactly dare to do. We men of the world must wink pretty hard at various things, and get used to a
deal that isn't the exact thing. But we don't quite fancy, when women and ministers come out broad and
square, and go beyond us in matters of either modesty or morals, that's a fact. But now, my dear, I trust you
see the necessity of the thing, and you see that [ have done the very best that circumstances would allow."

"Oh, yes, yes!" said Mrs. Shelby, hurriedly and abstractedly fingering her gold watch; "I haven't any
jewelery of any amount,” she added, thoughtfully; "but would not this watch do something?—it was an
expensive one when it was bought. If I could only, at least, save Eliza's child, I would sacrifice anything I
have."

"I'm sorry, very sorry, Emily," said Mr. Shelby, "I'm sorry this takes hold of you so; but it will do no good.
The fact is, Emily, the thing's done; the bills of sale are already signed, and in Haley's hands; and you must be
thankful it is no worse. That man has had it in his power to ruin us all, and now he is fairly off. If you knew
the man as I do, you'd think that we had had a narrow escape."

"Is he so hard, then?"

"Why, not a cruel man exactly, but a man of leather—a man alive to nothing but trade and profit—cool,
and unhesitating, and unrelenting as death and the grave. He'd sell his own mother at a good percentage not
wishing the old woman any harm either."

"And this wretch owns that good, faithful Tom, and Eliza's child?"

"Well, my dear, the fact is, that this goes rather hard with me—it's a thing I hate to think of: Haley wants
to drive matters, and take possession tomorrow, I'm going to get out my horse bright and early, and be off. |
can't see Tom, that's a fact; and you had better arrange a drive somewhere, and carry Eliza off. Let the thing
be done when she is out of sight."

"No, no," said Mrs. Shelby; "I'll be in no sense accomplice or help in this cruel business. I'll go and see
poor old Tom, God help him, in his distress! They shall see, at any rate, that their mistress can feel for and
with them. As to Eliza, I dare not think about it. The Lord forgive us! What have we done that this cruel
necessity should come on us?"

There was one listener to this conversation whom Mr. and Mrs. Shelby little suspected.

Communicating with their apartment was a large closet, opening by a door into the outer passage. When
Mrs. Shelby had dismissed Eliza for the night, her feverish and excited mind had suggested the idea of this
closet; and she had hidden herself there, and, with her ear pressed close against the crack of the door, had
lost not a word of the conversation.

When the voices died into silence, she rose and crept stealthily away. Pale, shivering, with rigid features
and compressed lips, she looked an entirely altered being from the soft and timid creature she had been
hitherto. She moved cautiously along the entry, paused one moment at her mistress's door, and raised her
hands in mute appeal to Heaven, and then turned and glided into her own room. It was a quiet, neat
apartment, on the same floor with her mistress. There was the pleasant sunny window, where she had often
sat singing at her sewing; there a little case of books, and various little fancy articles ranged by them, the gifts
of Christmas holidays; there was her simple wardrobe in the closet and in the drawers; here was, in short,
her home, and, on the whole, a happy one it had been to her. But there, on the bed, lay her slumbering boy,
his long curls falling negligently around his unconscious face, his rosy mouth half open, his little fat hands
thrown out over the bed-clothes, and a smile spread like a sunbeam over his whole face.

"Poor boy! poor fellow!" said Eliza; "they have sold you! but your mother will save you yet!"

No tear dropped over that pillow. In such straits as these the heart has no tears to give; it drops only
blood, bleeding itself away in silence. She took a piece of paper and a pencil, and wrote hastily:
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"Oh, missis! dear missis! don't think me ungrateful—don't think hard of me, any way—I heard all you
and master said to night. [ am going to try to save my boy—you will not blame me! God bless and reward you
for all your kindness!"

Hastily folding and directing this, she went to a drawer and made up a little package of clothing for her
boy, which she tied with a handkerchief firmly round her waist; and so fond is a mother's remembrance, that,
even in the terrors of that hour, she did not forget to put in the little package one or two of his favourite toys,
reserving a gaily painted parrot to amuse him when she should be called on to awaken him. It was some
trouble to arouse the little sleeper; but, after some effort, he sat up, and was playing with his bird, while his
mother was putting on her bonnet and shawl.

"Where are you going, mother?" said he, as she drew near the bed with his little coat and cap.

His mother drew near, and looked so earnestly into his eyes, that he at once divined that something
unusual was the matter.

"Hush, Harry," she said; "musn't speak loud, or they will hear us. A wicked man was coming to take little
Harry away from his mother, and carry him 'way off in the dark; but mother won't let him—she's going to
put on her little boy's cap and coat, and run off with him, so the ugly man can't catch him."

Saying these words, she had tied and buttoned on the child's simple outfit, and, taking him in her arms,
she whispered to him to be very still; and, opening a door in her room which led into the outer verandah, she
glided noiselessly out.

It was a sparkling, frosty, starlight night, and the mother wrapped the shawl close round her child, as,
perfectly quiet with vague terror, he clung round her neck.

0ld Bruno, a great Newfoundland, who slept at the end of the porch, rose, with a low growl, as she came
near. She gently spoke his name, and the animal, an old pet and playmate of hers, instantly wagging his tail,
prepared to follow her, though apparently revolving much, in his simple dog's head, what such an indiscreet
midnight promenade might mean. Some dim ideas of imprudence or impropriety in the measure seemed to
embarrass him considerably; for he often stopped, as Eliza glided forward, and looked wistfully, first at her
and then at the house, and then, as if reassured by reflection, he patted along after her again. A few minutes
brought them to the window of Uncle Tom's cottage, and Eliza, stopping, tapped lightly on the window-pane.

The prayer-meeting at Uncle Tom's had, in the order of hymn-singing, been protracted to a very late
hour; and as Uncle Tom had indulged himself in a few lengthy solos afterwards, the consequence was, that,
although it was now between twelve and one o'clock, he and his worthy helpmeet were not yet asleep.

"Good Lord! what's that?" said Aunt Chloe, starting up, and hastily drawing the curtain. "My sakes alive,
if it an't Lizzy! Get on your clothes, old man, quick! There's old Bruno, too, a pawin' round—what on airth!
['m gwine to open the door."

And, suiting the action to the word, the door flew open, and the light of the tallow candle, which Tom
had hastily lighted, fell on the haggard face and dark wild eyes of the fugitive.

"Lord bless you! I'm skeered to look at ye, Lizzy! Are ye tuck sick, or what's come over ye?"

"I'm running away, Uncle Tom and Aunt Chloe—carrying off my child. Master sold him!"

"Sold him?" echoed both, lifting up their hands in dismay.

"Yes, sold him!" said Eliza firmly; "I crept into the closet by mistress's door to night, and I heard Master
tell missis that he had sold my Harry and you, Uncle Tom, both to a trader, and that he was going off this
morning on his horse, and that the man was to take possession today.”

Tom had stood during this speech with hands raised, and his eyes dilated, like a man in a dream. Slowly
and gradually, as its meaning came over him, he collapsed, rather than seated himself, on his old chair, and
sunk his head down upon his knees.

"The good Lord have pity on us!" said Aunt Chloe. "Oh, it don't teem as if it was true! What has he done
that mas'r should sell him?"
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"He hasn't done anything it isn't for that. Master don't want to sell, and missis—she's always good. |
heard her plead and beg for us; but he told her 'twas no use—that he was in this man's debt, and that this
man had got the power over him and that if he didn't pay him off clear, it would end in his having to sell the
place and all the people, and move off. Yes, | heard him say there was no choice between selling these two
and selling all, the man was driving him so hard. Master said he was sorry; but oh, missis!—you ought to have
heard her talk! If she an't a Christian and an angel, there never was one. I'm a wicked girl to leave her so; but
then I can't help it. She said herself one soul was worth more than the world; and this boy has a soul, and if [
let him be carried off, who knows what'll become of it? It must be right; but if it an't right, the Lord forgive
me, for I can't help doing it!"

"Well old man;" said Aunt Chloe, "why don't you go too? Will you wait to be toted down river, where
they kill niggers with hard work and starving? I'd a heap rather die than go there, any day! There's time for
ye; be off with Lizzy—you've got a pass to come and go any time. Come, bustle up, and I'll get your things
together."

Tom slowly raised his head, and looked sorrowfully but quietly around, and said:

"No, no; [ an't going. Let Eliza go—it's her right.  wouldn't be the one to say no. 'Tan't in natur for her to
stay; but you heard what she said! If  must be sold, or all the people on the place, and everything go to rack,
why, let me be sold. I s'pose I can b'ar it as well as any on 'em," he added, while something like a sob and a
sigh shook his broad, rough chest convulsively. "Mas'r always found me on the spot—he always will. I never
have broke trust, nor used my pass no ways contrary to my word, and I never will. It's better for me alone to
go than to break up the place and sell all. Mas'r an't to blame, Chloe; and he'll take care of you and the poor—

Here he turned to the rough trundle-bed full of little woolly heads, and broke fairly down. He leaned
over the back of the chair, and covered his face with his large hands. Sobs, heavy, hoarse, and loud, shook the
chair, and great tears fell through his fingers on the floor—just such tears, sir, as you dropped into the coffin
where lay your first-born son; such tears, woman, as you shed when you heard the cries of your dying babe-
for, sir, he was a man, and you are but another man. And, woman, though dressed in silk and jewels, you are
but a woman, and, in life's great straits and mighty griefs, ye feel but one sorrow!

"And now," said Eliza, as she stood in the door, "I saw my husband only this afternoon, and I little knew
then what was to come. They have pushed him to the very last standing-place, and he told me, to-day, that he
was going to run away. Do try, if you can, to get word to him. Tell him how [ went, and why I went; and tell
him I'm going to try and find Canada. You must give my love to him, and tell him, if I never see him again"—
she turned away, and stood with her back to them for a moment, and then added, in a husky voice, "tell him
to be as good as he can, and try and meet me in the kingdom of heaven."

"Call Bruno in there," she added. "Shut the door on him, poor beast! He musn't go with me!"

A few last words and tears, a few simple adieus and blessings, and, clasping her wondering and
affrighted child in her arms, she glided noiselessly away.
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CORE READING 2: Harriet Beecher Stowe. “The Mother’s Struggle,” Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852)
SOURCE: https://www.google.com/books/edition/Uncle Tom s Cabin/rIDaAAAAIAA]?hl=en&gbpv=1&pg=PA41&printsec=frontcover

[t is impossible to conceive of a human creature more wholly desolate and forlorn than Eliza, when she
turned her footsteps from Uncle Tom's cabin.

Her husband's suffering and dangers, and the danger of her child, all blended in her mind, with a
confused and stunning sense of the risk she was running, in leaving the only home she had ever known, and
cutting loose from the protection of a friend whom she loved and revered. Then there was the parting from
every familiar object, the place where she had grown up, the trees under which she had played, the groves
where she had walked many an evening in happier days, by the side of her young husband,—everything, as
it lay in the clear, frosty starlight, seemed to speak reproachfully to her, and ask her whither could she go
from a home like that?

But stronger than all was maternal love, wrought into a paroxysm of frenzy by the near approach of a
fearful danger. Her boy was old enough to have walked by her side, and, in an indifferent case, she would
only have led him by the hand; but now the bare thought of putting him out of her arms made her shudder,
and she strained him to her bosom with a convulsive grasp, as she went rapidly forward.

The frosty ground creaked beneath her feet, and she trembled at the sound; every quaking leaf and
fluttering shadow sent the blood backward to her heart, and quickened her footsteps. She wondered within
herself at the strength that seemed to be come upon her; for she felt the weight of her boy as if it had been a
feather, and every flutter of fear seemed to increase the supernatural power that bore her on, while from her
pale lips burst forth, in frequent ejaculations, the prayer to a Friend above—" Lord help! Lord, save me!"

If it were your Harry, mother, or your Willie, that were going to be torn from you by a brutal trader,
tomorrow morning, if you had seen the man, and heard that the papers were signed and delivered, and you
had only from twelve o'clock till morning to make good your escape, how fast could you walk? How many
miles could you make in those few brief hours, with the darling at your bosom, the little sleepy head an your
shoulder, the small, soft arms trustingly holding on to your neck?

For the child slept. At first, the novelty and alarm kept him waking; but his mother so hurriedly
repressed every breath or sound, and so assured him, that if he were only still she would certainly save him,
that he clung quietly round her neck, only asking as he found himself sinking to sleep:

"Mother, [ don't need to keep awake, do [?"

"No, my darling; sleep, if you want to."

"But, mother, if I do get asleep, you won't let him get me ?"

"No! so may God help me!" said his mother with a paler cheek, and a brighter light in her large dark eyes.

"You're sure, an't you, mother?"

"Yes, sure!" said the mother, in a voice that startled herself; for it seemed to her to come from a spirit
within, that was no part of her; and the boy dropped his little weary head on her shoulder, and was soon
asleep. How the touch of those warm arms, the gentle breathings that came in her neck, seemed to add fire
and spirit to her movements! It seemed to her as if strength poured into her in electric streams, from every
gentle touch and movement of the sleeping, confiding child. Sublime is the dominion of the mind over the
body, that, for a time, can make flesh and nerve impregnable, and string the sinews like steel, so that the weak
become so mighty.

The boundaries of the farm, the grove, the wood-lot, passed by her dizzily, as she walked on; and still
she went, leaving one familiar object after another, slacking not, pausing not, till reddening daylight found
her many a long mile from all traces of any familiar objects upon the open highway.
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She had often been, with her mistress, to visit some connections, in the little village of T—, not far from
the Ohio river, and knew the road well. To go thither, to escape across the Ohio river, were the first hurried
outlines of her plan of escape; beyond that, she could only hope in God.

When horses and vehicles began to move along the highway, with that alert perception peculiar to a
state of excitement, and which seems to be a sort of inspiration, she became aware that her headlong pace
and distracted air might bring on her remark and suspicion. She therefore put the boy on the ground, and,
adjusting her dress and bonnet, she walked on at as rapid a pace as she thought consistent with the
preservation of appearances. In her little bundle she had provided a store of cakes and apples, which she
used as expedients for quickening the speed of the child, rolling the apple some yards before them, when the
boy would run with all his might after it; and this ruse, often repeated, carried them over many a half-mile.

After awhile, they came to a thick patch of woodland, through which murmured a clear brook. As the
child complained of hunger and thirst, she climbed over the fence with him; and, sitting down behind a large
rock which concealed them from the road, she gave him a breakfast out of her little package. The boy
wondered and grieved that she could not eat; and when, putting his arms round her neck, he tried to wedge
some of his cake into her mouth, it seemed to her that the rising in her throat would choke her.

"No, no, Harry, darling! mother can't eat till you are safe! We must go on—on—till we come to the river!"
And she hurried again into the road, and again constrained herself to walk regularly and composedly
forward.

She was many miles past any neighborhood where she was personally known. If she should chance to
meet any one who knew her, she reflected that the well-known kindness of the family would be of itself a
blind to suspicion, as making it an unlikely supposition that she could be a fugitive. As she was also so white
as not to be known as of colored lineage without a critical survey, and her child was white also, it was much
easier for her to pass on unsuspected.

On this presumption, she stopped at noon at a neat farm-house, to rest herself, and buy some dinner for
her child and self; for, as the danger decreased with the distance, the supernatural tension of the nervous
system lessened, and she found herself both weary and hungry.

The good woman, kindly and gossiping, seemed rather pleased than otherwise with having somebody
come in to talk with; and accepted, without examination, Eliza's statement, that she "was going on a little
piece, to spend a week with her friends,"—all which she hoped in her heart might prove strictly true.

An hour before sunset, she entered the village of T—, by the Ohio river, weary and foot-sore, but still
strong in heart. Her first glance was at the river, which lay, like Jordan, between her and the Canaan of liberty
on the other side.

It was now early spring, and the river was swollen and turbulent; great cakes of floating ice were
swinging heavily to and fro in the turbid waters. Owing to the peculiar form of the shore on the Kentucky
side, the land bending far out into the water, the ice had been lodged and detained in great quantities, and
the narrow channel which swept round the bend was full of ice, piled one cake over another, thus forming a
temporary barrier to the descending ice, which lodged, and formed a great undulating raft, filling up the
whole river, and extending almost to the Kentucky shore.

Eliza stood, for a moment, contemplating this unfavourable aspect of things, which she saw at once must
prevent the usual ferry-boat from running, and then turned into a small public house on the bank, to make a
few inquiries.

The hostess, who was busy in various fizzing and stewing operations, over the fire, preparatory to the
evening meal, stopped, with a fork in her hand, as Eliza's sweet and plaintive voice arrested her.

"What is it?" she said.

"Is'nt there a ferry or boat, that takes people over to B—y, now?" she said.
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"No, indeed!" said the woman; "the boats has stopped running.
disappointment struck the woman, and she said, inquiringly:

"May be you're wanting to get over?—anybody sick? Ye seem mighty anxious?"

"I've got a child that's very dangerous;" said Eliza. "I never heard of it till last night, and I've walked quite
a piece to-day, in hopes to get to the ferry."

"Well, now, that's unlucky,” said the woman, whose motherly sympathies were much aroused; "I'm
really consarned for ye. Solomon!" she called, from the window, towards a small back building. A man, in
leather apron and very dirty hands, appeared at the door.

"I say, Sol," said the woman, "is that ar man going to tote them bar'ls over to-night?"

"He said he should try, if't was any way prudent,” said the man. "There's a man a piece down here, that's
going over with some truck this evening if he durs'to; he'll be in here to supper tonight, so you'd better set
down and wait. That's a sweet little fellow," added the woman, offering him a cake.

But the child, wholly exhausted, cried with weariness.

"Poor fellow! he is an't used to walking, and I've hurried him on so," said Eliza.

"Well, take him into this room," said the woman, opening into a small bed-room, where stood a
comfortable bed. Eliza laid the weary boy upon it, and held his hands in hers till he was fast asleep. For her
there was no rest. As a fire in her bones, the thought of the pursuer urged her on; and she gazed with longing
eyes On the sullen, surging waters that lay between her and liberty.

Here we must take our leave of her for the present, to follow the course of her pursuers.

Eliza's look of dismay and

Though Mrs. Shelby had promised that the dinner should be hurried on table, yet it was soon seen, as
the thing has often been seen before, that it required more than one to make a bargain. So, although the order
was fairly given out in Haley's hearing, and carried to Aunt Chloe by at least half a dozen juvenile messengers,
that dignitary only gave certain very gruff snorts, and tosses of her head, and went on with every operation
in an unusually leisurely and circumstantial manner.

For some singular reason, an impression seemed to reign among the servants generally that missis
would not be particularly disobliged by delay; and it was wonderful what a number of counter accidents
occurred constantly, to retard the course of things. One luckless wight contrived to upset the gravy; and then
gravy had to be got up de novo, with due care and formality, Aunt Chloe watching and stirring with dogged
precision, answering shortly, to all suggestions of haste, that she "wasn't a going to have raw gravy on the
table, to help nobody's catchings." One tumbled down with the water, and had to go to the spring for more;
and another precipitated the butter into the path of events; and there was, from time to time, giggling news
brought into the kitchen that "Mas'r Haley was mighty oneasy, and that he could n't sit in his cheer no ways,
but was a walkin' and stalkin' to the winders and through the porch."

"Sarves him right!" said Aunt Chloe, indignantly. "He'll get wus nor oneasy, one of these days, if he don't
mend his ways. His master 'll be sending for him, and then see how he'll look!"

"He'll go to torment, and no mistake," said little Jake.

"He deserves it!" said Aunt Chloe, grimly; "he's broke a many, many, many hearts,—I tell ye all!" she said,
stopping, with a fork uplifted in her hands; "it's like what Mas'r George reads in Ravelations, souls a callin,
under the altar! and a callin' on the Lord for vengeance on sich!—and by and by the Lord he'll hear 'em—so
he will!"

Aunt Chloe, who was much revered in the kitchen, was listened to with open mouth! and, the dinner
being now fairly sent in, the whole kitchen was at leisure to gossip with her, and to listen to her remarks.

"Sich 'll be burnt up forever, and no mistake; won't ther?" said Andy.

"I'd be glad to see it, I'll be boun'," said little Jake.
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"Chil'en!" said a voice, that made them all start. It was Uncle Tom, who had come in, and stood listening
to the conversation at the door.

"Chil'en!" he said, "I'm afeard you don't know what ye'er sayin'. Forever is a dre'ful word, chil'en; its
awful to think on't. You oughtenter wish that ar to any human crittur."

"We would n't to any body but the soul-drivers," said Andy; "nobody can help wishing it to them, they's
so awful wicked."

"Don't natur herself kinder cry out on 'em?" said Aunt Chloe. "Don't dey tear der suckin' baby right off
his mother's breast, and sell him, and der little children as is crying and holding on by her clothes,— don't
dey pull 'em off and tells 'em? Don't dey tear wife and husband apart?” said Aunt Chloe, beginning to cry,
"when its just takin' the very life on 'em?—and all the while does they feel one bit, don't dey drink and smoke,
and take it oncommon easy? Lor, if the devil don't get them, what's he good for?" And Aunt Chloe covered
her face with her checked apron, and began to sob in good earnest.

"Pray for them that spitefully use you, the good book says," said Tom.

"Pray for 'em!" said Aunt Chloe; "Lor, it's too tough! I can't pray for 'em."

"It's natur, Chloe, and natur's strong," said Tom, "but the Lord's grace is stronger; besides, you oughter
think what an awful state a poor crittur's soul's in that'll do them ar things, you oughter thank God that you
an't like him, Chloe. I'm sure I'd rather be sold, ten thousand times over, than to have all that ar poor crittur's
got to answer for."

"So 'd [ a heap," said Jake. "Lor, shouldn't we cotch it Andy?"

Andy shrugged his shoulders, and gave an acquiescent whistle.

"I'm glad Mas'r did n't go off this morning, as he looked to," said Tom; "that ar hurt me more than sellen'
itdid. Mebbe it might have been natural for him, but't would have come desp't hard on me, as has known him
from a baby; but ['ve seen mas'r, and I begin to feel sort o' reconciled to the Lord's will now. Mas'r could n't
help hisself; he did right, but I'm feared things will be kinder goin' to rack, when I'm gone. Mas'r can't be
spected to be a pryin' round everywhar, as I've done, a keepen' up all the ends. The boys all means well, but
they's powerful car'less, That ar troubles me."

The bell here rang, and Tom was summoned to the parlour.

"Tom," said his master, kindly, "I want you to notice that I give this gentleman bonds to forfeit a thousand
dollars if you are not on the spot when he wants you: he's going today to look after his other business, and
you can have the day to yourself. Go anywhere you like, boy."

"Thank you Mas'r," said Tom.

" And mind yerself," said the trader, "and don't come it over your master with any o' yer nigger tricks;
for I'll take every cent out of him if you an't thar. If he'd hear to me, he wouldn't trust any on ye slippery as
eels!"

"Mas't," said Tom—and he stood very straight—" [ was jist eight years old when ole missis put you into
my arms, and you wasn't a year old. Thar,’ says she, "Tom, that's to be your young mas'r; take good care on
him," says she. And now [ jist ask you, mas'r, have [ ever broke word to you, or gone contrary to you, 'specially
since [ was a Christian?"

Mr. Shelby was fairly overcome, and the tears rose to his eyes. "My good boy," said he, "the Lord knows
you say but tho truth; and if [ was able to help it, all the world shouldn't buy you."

"And sure as I am a Christian woman," said Mrs. Shelby, "you shall be redeemed as soon as I can any way
brine together means. Sir," she said to Haley, "take good account of who you sell him to, and let me know."

" Lor, yes, for that matter,"” said the trader, "I may bring him up in a year, not much the wuss for wear,
and trade him back."

"I'll trade with you then, and make it for your advantage," said Mrs. Shelby.
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"Of course," said the trader, "all's equal with me; li'ves trade 'em up as down, so [ does a good business.
All I want is a livin', you know, ma'am; that's all any on us wants, I s'pose."

Mr. and Mrs. Shelby both felt annoyed and degraded by the familiar impudence of the trader, and yet
both saw the absolute necessity of putting a constraint on their feelings. The more hopelessly sordid and
insensible he appeared, the greater became Mrs. Shelby's dread of his succeeding in recapturing Eliza and
her child, and of course the greater her motive for detaining him by every female artifice. She, therefore,
graciously smiled, assented, chatted familiarly, and did all she could to make time pass imperceptibly.

At two o'clock Sam and Andy brought the horses up to the posts, apparently greatly refreshed and
invigorated by the scamper of the morning.

Sam was there new oiled from dinner, with an abundance of zealous and ready officiousness. As Haley
approached, he was boasting, in flourishing style, to Andy, of the evident and eminent success of the
operation, now that he had "farly come to it."

"Your master, [ 'spose, don't keep no dogs," said Haley, thoughtfully, as he prepared to mount.

"Heaps on 'em," said Sam, triumphantly; "thar's Bruno he's a roarer! and, besides that, 'bout every nigger
of us keeps a pup of some natur or uther."

"Poh!" said Haley—and he said something else, too, with regard to the said dogs, at which Sam muttered:

"1 don't see no use cussin' on 'em, no way."

" But your master don't keep no dogs (I pretty much know he don't) for trackin' out niggers?"

Sam knew exactly what he meant, but he kept on a look of earnest and desperate simplicity.

"Our dogs all smells round considerable sharp. I spect they's the kind, though they han't never had no
practice. They's far dogs, though, at most anything, if you'd get 'em started. Here, Bruno," he called, whistling
to the lumbering Newfoundland, who came pitching tumultuously toward them.

" You go hang!" said Haley, getting up, "Come, tumble up now."

Sam tumbled up accordingly, dexterously contriving to tickle Andy as he did so, which occasioned Andy
to split out into a laugh, greatly to Haley's indignation, who made a cut at him with his riding-whip.

"I's 'stonished at yer, Andy," said Sam, with awful gravity. "This yer's a seris bisness, Andy. Yer mustn't
be a makin' game. This yer an't no way to help mas'r."

"I shall take the straight road to the river," said Haley, decidedly, after they had come to the boundaries
of the estate. "l know the way of all of 'em—they makes tracks for the underground.”

"Sartin," said Sam, "dat's de idee. Mas'r Haley hits de thing right in the middle. Now, der's two roads to
de river—de dirt road and der pike—which mas'r mean to take?"

Andy looked up innocently at Sam, surprised at hearing this new geographical fact, but instantly
confirmed what he said, by a vehement reiteration.

" Cause," said Sam, " I'd rather be 'clined to 'magine that Lizy'd take de dirt road, bein' it's the least
travelled."

Haley, notwithstanding that he was a very old bird, and naturally inclined to be suspicious of chaff, was
rather brought up by this view of the case.

"If yer warn't both on yer such cussed liars, now!" he said, contemplatively, as he pondered a moment.

The pensive, reflective tone in which this was spoken appeared to amuse Andy prodigiously, and he
drew a little behind, and shook so as apparently to run a great risk of falling off his horse, while Sam's face
was immovably composed into the most doleful gravity.

"Course," said Sam, "mas'r can do as he'd ruther; go de straight road if mas'r thinks best-it's all one to
us. Now, when I study 'pon it, I think de straight road de best deridedly."

"She would naturally go a lonesome way," said Haley, thinking aloud, and not minding Sam's remark.

"Dar an't no sayin'," said Sam; "gals is pecular. They never does nothin' ye thinks they will; mose gen'lly
the contrar. Gals is nat'lly made contrary; and so, if you thinks they've gone one road, it is sartin you'd better
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go t'other, and then you'll be sure to find 'em. Now my private 'pinion is, Lizy took der dirt read; so I think
we'd better take de straight one."

This profound generic view of the female sex did not seem to dispose Haley particularly to the straight
road; and he announced decidedly that he should go the other, and asked Sam when they should come to it.

"Alittle piece ahead," said Sam, giving a wink to Andy with the eye which was on Andy's side of the head;
and he added, gravely, " but ['ve studded on de matter, and I'm quite clar we ought not to go dat ar way:. I
nebber been over it no way. It's despit lonesome, and we might lose our way—whar we'd come to, de Lord
only knows."

"Nevertheless," said Haley, " I shall go that way."

"Now I think on't, I think I hearn 'em tell that dat ar road was all fenced up and down by der creek, and
thar, an't it, Andy?"

Andy wasn't certain, he'd only "hearn tell" about that road, but never been over it. In short, he was
strictly non-committal.

Haley, accustomed to strike the balance of probabilities between lies of greater or lesser magnitude,
thought that it lay in favour of the dirt road aforesaid. The mention of the thing he thought he perceived was
involuntary on Sam's part at first; and his confused attempts to dissuade him he set down to a desperate
lying, on second thoughts, as being unwilling to implicate Eliza.

When, therefore, Sam indicated the road, Haley plunged briskly into it, followed by Sam and Andy.

Now, the road, in fact, was an old one, that had formerly been a thoroughfare to the river, but abandoned
for many years after the laying of the new pike. It was open for about an hour's ride, and after that it was cut
across by various farms and fences. Sam knew this fact perfectly well; indeed, the road had been so long
closed up, that Andy had never heard of it. He therefore rode along with an air of dutiful submission, only
groaning and vociferating occasionally that 'twas "desp't rough, and bad for Jerry's foot."

"Now, I jest give yer warning," said Haley, "l know yer; yer won't get me to turn off this yer road, with
all yer fussin'—so you shet up!"

"Mas'r will go his own way!" said Sam, with rueful submission, at the same time winking most
portentously to Andy, whose delight was now very near the explosive point.

Sam was in wonderful spirits; professed to keep a very brisk lookout—at one time exclaiming that he
saw "a gal's bonnet" on the top of some distant eminence, or calling to Andy "if that thar wasn't 'Lizy' down
in the hollow"—always making these exclamations in some rough or craggy part of the road, where the
sudden quickening of speed was a special inconvenience to all parties concerned, and thus keeping Haley in
a state of constant commotion.

After riding about an hour in this way, the whole party made a precipitate and tumultuous descent into
a barn-yard belonging to a large farming establishment. Not a soul was in sight, all the hands being employed
in the fields; but, as the barn stood conspicuously and plainly square across the road, it was evident that their
journey in that direction had reached a decided finale.

"Wan't dat ar what I telled mas'r?" said Sam, with an air of injured innocence. "How does strange
gentleman spect to know more about a country dan de natives born and raised?

"You rascal!" said Haley, "you knew all about this."

"Didn't I tell yer [ know'd, and yer wouldn't believe me? I telled mas'r 'twas all shet up, and fenced up,
and I didn't spect we could get through,—Andy heard me."

[t was all too true to be disputed, and the unlucky man had to pocket his wrath with the best grace he
was able, and all three faced to the right about, and took up their line of march for the highway.

In consequence of all the various delays, it was about three-quarters of an hour after Eliza had laid her
child to sleep in the village tavern that the party came riding into the same place. Eliza was standing by the
window, looking out in another direction, when Sam's quick eye caught a glimpse of her. Haley and Andy
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were two yards behind. At this crisis Sam contrived to have his hat blown off, and uttered a loud and
characteristic ejaculation, which startled her at once; she drew suddenly back; the whole train swept by the
window, round to the front door.

A thousand lives seemed to be concentrated in that one moment to Eliza. Her room opened by a side
door to the river. She caught her child, and sprang down the steps towards it. The trader caught a full glimpse
of her, just as she was disappearing down the bank; and throwing himself from his horse, and calling loudly
on Sam and Andy, he was after her like a hound after a deer. In that dizzy moment her feet to her scarce
seemed to touch the ground, and a moment brought her to the water's edge. Right on behind they came; and,
nerved with strength such as God gives only to the desperate, with one wild cry and flying leap, she vaulted
sheer over the turbid current by the shore, on to the raft of ice beyond. It was a desperate leap impossible to
anything but madness and despair; and Haley, Sam, and Andy, instinctively cried out, and lifted up their
hands, as she did it.

The huge green fragment of ice on which she alighted pitched and creaked as her weight came on it, but
she staid there not a moment. With wild cries and desperate energy she leaped to another and still another
cake;—stumbling—Ileaping—slipping—springing upwards again! Her shoes are gone—her stockings cut
from her feet—while blood marked every step; but she saw nothing, felt nothing, till dimly, as in a dream,
she saw the Ohio side, and a man helping her up the bank.

"Yer a brave gal, now, whoever ye ar!" said the man, with an oath.

Eliza recognised the voice and face of a man who owned a farm not far from her old home. “O, Mr.
Symmes!—save me—do save me—do hide me!" said Eliza. "Why, what's this?" said the man.

"Why, if 'tan't Shelby's gal!"

"My child! this boy—he'd sold him! There is his mas'r," said she, pointing to the Kentucky shore. "O, Mr.
Symmes, you've got a little boy."

"So I have," said the man, as he roughly, but kindly, drew her up the steep bank. "Besides, you're a right
brave gal. [ like grit wherever I see it."

When they had gained the top of the bank, the man paused.

"I'd be glad to do something for ye," said he; "but then there's nowhar I could take ye. The best I can do
is to tell ye to go thar," said he, pointing to a large white house which stood by itself, off the main street of the
village. "Go thar; they're kind folks. Thar's no kind o' danger but they'll help you—they're up to all that sort
o' thing."

"The Lord bless you!" said Eliza, earnestly.

"No 'casion, no 'casion in the world," said the man. "What I've done's of no 'count.”

"And, oh, surely, sir, you won't tell any one!"

"Go to thunder, gal! What do you take a feller for? In course not," said the man. "Come, now, go along like
a likely, sensible gal, as you arnt your liberty, and you shall have it, for all me."

The woman folded her child to her bosom, and walked firmly and swiftly away. The man stood and
looked after her.

"Shelby, now, mebbe won't think this yer the most neighbourly thing in the world; but what's a feller to
do? If he catches one of my gals in the same fix, he's welcome to pay back. Somehow I never could see no kind
o' critter a strivin' and pantin’, and trying to clar theirselves, with the dogs arter 'em, and go agin 'em. Besides,
I don't see no kind of 'casion for me to be hunter and catcher for other folks, neither."

So spoke this poor, heathenish Kentuckian, who had not been instructed in his constitutional relations,
and consequently was betrayed into acting in a sort of Christianized manner, which, if he had been better
situated and more enlightened, he would not have been left to do.

Haley had stood a perfectly amazed spectator of the scene, till Eliza had disappeared up the bank, when
he turned a blank inquiring look on Sam and Andy.
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"That ar was a tolerable fair stroke of business," said Sam.

"The gal's got seven devils in her, I believe," said Haley. "How like a wildcat she jumped!"

"Wal, now," said Sam, scratching his head, "I hope mas'r'll 'cuse us tryin' dat ar road. Don't think I feel
spry enough for dat ar, no way!" and Sam gave a hoarse chuckle.

"You laugh!" said the trader, with a growl.

"Lord bless you, mas'r, I couldn't help it now," said Sam, giving way to the long pent-up delight of his
soul. "She looked so curi's, a leapin' and springin'—ice a crackin'—and only to hear her—plump! ker chunk!
ker splash! Spring! Lord! how she goes it!" and Sam and Andy laughed till the tears rolled down their cheeks.

"I'lll make ye laugh t'other side yer mouths!" said the trader, laying about their heads with his riding-
whip.

Both ducked, and ran shouting up the bank, and were on their horses before he was up.

"Good-evening, mas'r!" said Sam, with much gravity. "I bery much spect missis be anxious 'bout Jerry.
Mas'r Haley won't want us no longer. Missis wouldn't hear of our ridin' the critters over Lizy's bridge to-
night;" and, with a facetious poke into Andy's ribs, he started off, followed by the latter, at full speed—their
shouts of laughter coming faintly on the wind.
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CORE READING 3: Harriet Beecher Stowe. “The Martyr,” Uncle Tom'’s Cabin (1852)
SOURCE: https://www.google.com /books/edition/Uncle Tom s Cabin/rIDaAAAAIAAJ?hl=en&gbpv=1&pg=PA356&printsec=frontcover

"Deem not the just by heaven forgot!
Though life its common gifts deny—
Though with a crushed and bleeding heart,
And spurned of man he goes to die!
For God hath marked each sorrowing day,
And numbered every bitter tear;
And heaven's long years of bliss shall pay
For all bis children suffer here." - BRYANT.

The longest way must have its close—the gloomiest night will wear on to a morning. An eternal
inexorable lapse of moments is ever hurrying the day of the evil to an eternal night, and the night of the just
to an eternal day. We have walked with our humble friend thus far in the valley of slavery; first through
flowery fields of ease and indulgence, then through heart-breaking separations from all that man holds dear.
Again we have waited with him in a sunny island, where generous hands concealed his chains with flowers;
and, lastly, we have followed him when the last ray of earthly hope went out in night, and seen how, in the
blackness of earthly darkness the firmament of the unseen has blazed with stars of new and significant lustre.

The morning-star now stands on the tops of the mountains, and gales and breezes, not of earth, show
that the gates of day are unclosing.

The escape of Cassy and Emmeline irritated the before surly temper of Legree to the last degree; and his
fury, as was to be expected, fell upon the defenceless head of Tom. When he hurriedly announced the tidings
among his hands, there was a sudden light in Tom's eye, a sudden upraising of his hands, that did not escape
him. He saw that he did not join the muster of the pursuers. He thought of forcing him to do it; but, having
had, of old, experience of his inflexibility when commanded to take part in any deed of inhumanity, he would
not, in his hurry, stop to enter into any conflict with him.

Tom, therefore, remained behind, with a few who had learned of him to pray, and offered up prayers for
the escape of the fugitives.

When Legree returned, baffled and disappointed, all the long-working hatred of his soul towards his
slave began to gather in a deadly and desperate form. Had not this man braved him—steadily, powerfully,
resistlessly—ever since he bought him? Was there not a spirit in him which, silent as it was, burned on him
like the fires of perdition.?

"I hate him!" said Legree, that night, as he sat up in his bed;" I hate him? And isn't he MINE? Can't I do
what I like with him? Who's to hinder, | wonder?" And Legree clenched his fist and shook it as if he had
something in his hands that he could rend in pieces.

But then Tom was a faithful, valuable servant; and although Legree hated him the more for that, yet the
consideration was still somewhat of a restraint to him.

The next morning he determined to say nothing, as yet; to assemble a party from some neighbouring
plantations, with dogs and guns; to surround the swamp, and go about the hunt systematically. If it
succeeded, well and good; if not, he would summon Tom before him, and—his teeth clenched and his blood
boiled—then he would break that fellow down, or—there was a dire inward whisper, to which his soul
assented.
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Ye say that the interest of the master is a sufficient safeguard for the slave. In the fury of man's mad will,
he will wittingly, and with open eye, sell his own soul to the devil to gain his ends; and will he be more careful
of his neighbour's body?

"Well," said Cassy, the next day, from the garret, as she reconnoitred through the knot-hole, " the hunt's
going to begin again today!"

Three or four mounted horsemen were curvetting about, on the space in front of the house; and one or
two leashes of strange dogs were struggling with the negroes who held them, baying and barking at each
other.

The men are, two of them, overseers of plantations in the vicinity; and others were some of Legree's
associates at the tavern-bar of a neighbouring city, who had come for the interest of the sport. A more hard-
favoured set, perhaps, could not be imagined. Legree was serving brandy profusedly round among them, as
also among the negroes who had been detailed from the various plantations for this service: for it was an
object to make every service of this kind among the negroes as much of a holiday as possible.

Cassy placed her ear at the knot-hole; and, as the morning air blew directly towards the house, she could
overhear a good deal of the conversation. A grave sneer overcast the dark, severe gravity of her face, as she
listened, and heard them divide out the ground, discuss the rival merits of the dogs, give orders about firing,
and the treatment of each, in case of capture.

Cassy drew back; and, clasping her hands, looked upward, and said, "O great Almighty God! we are all
sinners; but what have we done, more than all the rest of the world, that we should be treated so?"

There was a terrible earnestness in her face and voice, as she spoke.

"If it wasn't for you, child," she said, looking at Emmeline, "I'd go out to them; and I'd thank any one of
them that would shoot me down; for what use will freedom be to me? Can it give me back my children, or
make me what [ used to be?"

Emmeline, in her child-like simplicity, was half afraid of the dark moods of Cassy. She looked perplexed,
but made no answer. She only took her hand, with a gentle, caressing movement.

"Don't!" said Cassy, trying to draw it away; "you'll get me to loving you; and I never mean to love anything
again!"

"Poor Cassy?" said Emmeline, "don't feel so! If the Lord gives us liberty, perhaps he'll give you back your
daughter; at any rate I'll be like a daughter to you. [ know I'll never see my poor old mother again! I shall love
you, Cassy, whether you love me or not!"

The gentle, child-like spirit conquered. Cassy sat down by her, put her arm round her neck, stroked her
soft brown hair; and Emmeline then wondered at the beauty of her magnificent eyes, now soft with tears.

"0 Em!" said Cassy, "I've hungered for my children, and thirsted for them, and my eyes fail with longing
for them! Here! here!" she said, striking her breast, "it's all desolate, all empty! If God would give me back my
children, then I could pray."

"You must trust him, Cassy," said Emmeline, "he is our Father!"

"His wrath is upon us," said Cassy, "he has turned away in anger."

"No, Cassy! He will be good to us! Let us hope in him," said Emmeline, " I always have had hope."

The hunt was long, animated, and thorough, but unsuccessful; and, with grave, ironic exultation, Cassy
looked down on Legree as, weary and dispirited, he alighted from his horse.

"Now, Quimbo," said Legree, as he stretched himself down in the sitting-room, "you just go and walk that
Tom up here, right away! The old cuss is at the bottom of this yer whole matter; and I'll have it out of his old
black hide, or I'll know the reason why!"

Sambo and Quimbo both, though hating each other, were joined in one mind by a no less cordial hatred
of Tom. Legree had told them at first that he had bought him for a general overseer in his absence; and this
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had begun an ill-will on their part, which had increased, in their debased and servile natures, as they saw him
becoming obnoxious to their master's displeasure. Quimbo, therefore, departed with a will to execute his
orders.

Tom heard the message with a forewarning heart; for he knew all the plan of the fugitives' escape, and
the place of their present concealment. He knew the deadly character of the man he had to deal with, and his
despotic power. But he felt strong in God to meet death, rather than betray the helpless.

He sat his basket down by the row, and, looking up, said, "Into Thy hands I commend my spirit! Thou
hast redeemed me, O Lord God of truth!" and then quietly yielded himself to the rough, brutal grasp with
which Quimbo seized him.

"Ay, ay!" said the giant, as he dragged him along, "ye'll cotch it, now; I'll boun' mas'r's back's up high! No
sneaking out, now! Tell ye ye'll get it, and no mistake! See how you'll look now, helpin' mas'r's niggers to run
away! See what ye'll get!"

The savage words none of them reached that ear—a highly voice there was, saying, "Fear not them that
kill the body, and after that have no more that they can do." Nerve and bone of that poor man's body vibrated
to those words, as if touched by the finger of God; and he felt the strength of a thousand souls in one. As he
passed along, the trees and bushes, the huts of his servitude, the whole scene of his degradation seemed to
whirl by him, as the landscape by the rushing car. His soul throbbed—his home was in sight—and the hour
of release seemed at hand.

"Well, Tom," said Legree, walking up and seizing him grimly by the collar of his coat, and speaking
through his teeth, in a paroxysm of determined rage, " do you know I've made up my mind to KILL you ?"

"It's very likely, mas'r," said Tom, calmly.

"I have," said Legree, with grim, terrible calmness, "done—just— that thing, Tom, unless you tell me
what you know about these yer gals!"

Tom stood silent.

"D'ye hear?" said Legree, stamping, with a roar like that of an incensed lion. " Speak!"

"I han't got nothing to tell, mas'r," said Tom, with a slow, firm, deliberate utterance.

"Do you dare to tell me, ye old black Christian, ye don't know ?" said Legree.

Tom was silent.

"Speak!" thundered Legree, striking him furiously. "Do you know anything?"

"I know, mas'r; but I can't tell anything. I can die!"

Legree took in a long breath; and, suppressing his rage, took Tom by the arm and, approaching his face
almost to his, said, in a terrible voice, "Hark'e, Tom—ye think 'cause I've let you off before, I don't mean what
[ say; but this time ['ve made up my mind, and counted the cost. You've always stood it out agin 'me—now I'll
conquer you or kill you! one or t'other. I'll count every drop of blood there is in you, and take 'em, one by one,
till ye give up!"

Tom looked up to his master, and answered, " Mas'r, if you was sick, or in trouble, or dying, and [ could
save ye, I'd give ye my heart's blood; and if taking every drop of blood in this poor old body would save your
precious soul, I'd give 'em freely, as the Lord gave his for me. O mas'r, don't bring this great sin on your soul!
[t will hurt you more than "twill me! Do the worst you can, my troubles 'll be over soon; but if ye don't repent,
yours won't never end!"

Like a strange snatch of heavenly music, heard in the lull of a tempest, this burst of feeling made a
moment's blank pause. Legree stood aghast, and looked at Tom; and there was such a silence that the tick of
the old clock could be heard, measuring, with silent touch, the last moments of mercy and probation to that
hardened heart.

[t was but a moment. There was one hesitating pause, one irresolute, relenting thrill, and the spirit of
evil came back with sevenfold vehemence; and Legree, foaming with rage, smote his victim to the ground.
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Scenes of blood and cruelty are shocking to our ear and heart. What man has nerve to do, man has not
nerve to hear! What brotherman and brother-Christian must suffer cannot be told us, even in our secret
chamber, it so harrows up the soul. And yet, O my country! these things are done under the shadow of thy
laws! O Christ! thy Church sees them almost in silence!

But of old there was One whose suffering changed an instrument of torture, degradation and shame, into
a symbol of glory, honour, and immortal life; and where his spirit is, neither degraded stripes, nor blood, nor
insults, can make the Christian's last struggle less than glorious.

Was he alone that long night, whose brave, loving spirit was bearing up, in that old shed, against
buffetting and brutal stripes?

Nay! There stood by him One, seen by him alone, "like unto the Son of God."

The tempter stood by him, too, blinded by furious despotic will, every moment pressing him to shun that
agony by the betrayal of the innocent. But the brave, true heart was firm on the Eternal Rock. Like his Master,
he knew that, if he saved others, himself he could not save; nor could utmost extremity wring from him
words, save of prayer and holy trust.

"He's most gone, mas'r," said Sambo, touched in spite of himself, by the patience of his victim.

"Pay away till he gives up! Give it to him, give it to him!" shouted Legree. "I'll take every drop of blood
he has, unless he confesses!"

Tom opened his eyes, and looked upon his master. "Ye poor, miserable critter!" he said, "there an't no
more ye can do! [ forgive ye, with all my soul!" and he fainted entirely away.

"I b'lieve my soul he's done for, finally," said. Legree, stepping forward, to look at him. "Yes, he is! Well,
his mouth's shut up at last—that's one comfort!"

Yes, Legree; but who shall shut up that voice in thy soul—that soul, past repentance, past prayer, past
hope, in whom the fire that never shall be quenched is already burning!

Yet Tom was not quite gone. His wondrous words and pious prayers had struck upon the hearts of the
imbruted blacks who had been the instruments of cruelty upon him; and the instant Legree withdrew, they
took him down, and in their ignorance, sought to call him back to life-as if that were any favour to him.

"Sartin, we's been doin' a drefful wicked thing!" said Sambo; "hopes mas'r 'll have to 'count for it, and
not we."

They washed his wounds—they provided a rude bed of some refuse cotton for him to lie down on; and
one of them stealing up to the house, begged a drink of brandy of Legree, pretending that he was tired, and
wanted it for himself. He brought it back, and poured it down Tom's throat.

"0 Tom!" said Quimbo, "we's been awful wicked to ye!"

"I forgive ye, with all my heart!" said Tom, faintly.

"0 Tom! do tell us who is Jesus, anyhow?" said Sambo—"Jesus, that's been a standin’ by you so, all this
night!—Who is he?"

The word roused the failing, fainting spirit. He poured forth a few energetic sentences of that wondrous
One—his life, his death, his everlasting presence, and power to save.

They wept—both the savage men.

"Why didn't I never hear this before?" said Sambo; "but I do believe;—I can't help it! Lord Jesus, have
mercy on us!"

"Poor critters!" said Tom, "I'd be willing to bar' all I have, if it'll only bring ye to Christ! O Lord! give me
these two more souls, [ pray!"

That prayer was answered!
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CORE READING 4: Harriet Beecher Stowe. “Concluding Remarks,” Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1952)
SOURCE: https://www.google.com /books/edition/Uncle Tom s Cabin/rIDaAAAAIAA]J?hl=en&gbpv=1&pg=PA383&printsec=frontcover

The writer has often been inquired of, by correspondents from different parts of the country, whether
this narrative is a true one; and to these inquiries she will give one general answer.

The separate incidents that compose the narrative are to a very great extent authentic, occurring, many
of them, either under her own observation or that of her personal friends. She or her friends have observed
characters the counterpart of almost all that are here introduced; and many of the sayings are word for word
as heard herself, or reported to her.

The personal appearance of Eliza, and the character ascribed to her, are sketches drawn from life. The
incorruptible fidelity, piety and honesty of Uncle Tom, had more than one development to her personal
knowledge. Some of the most deeply tragic and romantic, some of the most terrible incidents, have also their
parallel in reality. The incident of the mother's crossing the Ohio river on the ice is a well-known fact. The
story of "old Prue," (Chapter XIX.) was an incident that fell under the personal observation of a brother of the
writer, then collecting-clerk to a large mercantile house in New Orleans. From the same source was derived
the character of the planter Legree. Of him her brother thus wrote, speaking of visiting his plantation on a
collecting tour: "He actually made me feel of his fist, which was like a blacksmith's hammer or a nodule of
iron, telling me that it was 'calloused with knocking down niggers. When I left the plantation, I drew a long
breath, and felt as if | had escaped from an ogre's den."

That the tragical fate of Tom, also, has too many times had its parallel, there are living witnesses all over
our land to testify. Let it be remembered that in all southern states it is a principle of jurisprudence, that no
person of coloured lineage can testify in a suit against a white, and it will be easy to see that such a case may
occur wherever there is a man whose passions outweigh his interests, and a slave who has manhood or
principle enough to resist his will. There is actually nothing to protect the slave's life but the character of the
master. Facts too shocking to be contemplated occasionally force their way to the public ear, and the
comment that one often hears made on them is more shocking than the thing itself. It is said, "Very likely
such cases may now and then occur, but they are no sample of general practice.” If the laws of New England
were so arranged that a master could now and then torture an apprentice to death without a possibility of
being brought to justice, would it be received with equal composure? Would it be said, "These cases are rare,
and no samples of general practice?" This injustice is an inherent one in the slave system, it cannot exist
without it.

The public and shameless sale of beautiful mulatto and quadroon girls has acquired a notoriety from the
incidents following the capture of the Pearl. We extract the following from the speech of Hon. Horace Mann,
one of the legal counsel for the defendants in that case. He says: "In that company of seventy-six persons,
who attempted, in 1848, to escape from the District of Columbia in the schooner Pearl, and whose officers |
assisted in defending, there were several young and healthy girls, who had those peculiar attractions of form
and feature which connoisseurs prize so highly. Elizabeth Russell was one of them. She immediately fell into
the slave-trader's fangs, and was doomed for New Orleans market. The hearts of those that saw her were
touched with pity for her fate. They offered eighteen hundred dollars to redeem her; and some there were
who offered to give that would not have much left after the gift; but the fiend of a slave-trader was inexorable.
She was despatched to New Orleans; but, when about half way there, God had mercy on her, and smote her
with death. There were two girls named Edmundson in the same company. When about to be sent to the
same market, an elder sister went to the shambles to plead with the wretch who owned them, for the love of
God to spare his victims. He bantered her, telling what fine dresses and fine furniture they would have. 'Yes,'
she said, that may do very well in this life, but what will become of them in the next?' They too were sent to
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New Orleans; but were afterwards redeemed at an enormous ransom and brought back." Is it not plain from
this, that the histories of Emmeline and Cassy may have many counterparts?

Justice, too, obliges the author to state that the fairness of mind and generosity attributed to St. Clare are
not without a parallel, as the following anecdote will show:—A few years since, a young southern gentleman
was in Cincinnati, with a favourite servant, who had been his personal attendant from a boy. The young man
took advantage of this opportunity to secure his own freedom, and fled to the protection of a Quaker, who
was quite noted in affairs of this kind. The owner was exceedingly indignant. He had always treated the slave
with such indulgence, and his confidence in his affection was such, that he believed he must have been
practised upon to induce him to revolt from him. He visited the Quaker in high anger; but, being possessed
of uncommon candour and fairness, was soon quieted by his arguments and representations. It was a side of
the subject which he never had heard—never had thought on; and he immediately told the Quaker, that if his
slave would, to his own face, say that it was his desire to be free, he would liberate him. An interview was
forthwith procured, and Nathan was asked by his young master whether he had ever had any reason to
complain of his treatment in any respect.

"No, mas'r," said Nathan; "you've always been good to me."

"Well, then, why do you want to leave me?"

"Mas'r may die, and then who get me ?—1I'd rather be a free man."

After some deliberation, the young master replied, "Nathan, in your place I think [ should feel very much
so myself. You are free."

He immediately made him out free papers; deposited a sum of money in the hands of the Quaker, to be
judiciously used in assisting him to start in life, and left a very sensible and kind letter of advice to the young
man. That letter was for some time in the writer's hands.

The author hopes she has done justice to that nobility, generosity, and humanity, which in many cases
characterise individuals at the South.

Such instances save us from utter despair of our kind. But, she asks any person who knows the world,
are such characters common anywhere?

For many years of her life, the author avoided all reading upon or allusion to the subject of slavery,
considering it as too painful to be inquired into, and one which advancing light and civilization would
certainly live down. But since the legislative act of 1850, when she heard, with perfect surprise and
consternation, Christian and humane people actually recommending the remanding escaped fugitives into
slavery, as a duty binding on good citizens—when she heard on all hands, from kind, compassionate, and
estimable people, in the free states of the North, deliberations and discussions as to what Christian duty could
be on this head—she could only think, These men and Christians cannot know what slavery is; if they did,
such a question could never be open for discussion. And from this arose a desire to exhibit it in a living
dramatic reality. She has endeavoured to show it fairly, in its best and its worst phases. In its best aspect, she
has, perhaps, been successful: but, oh, who shall say what yet remains untold in that valley and shadow of
death that lies the other side?

To you, generous, noble-minded men and women of the South—you, whose virtue and magnanimity,
and purity of character, are the greater for the severer trial it has encountered—to you is her appeal. Have
you not, in your own secret souls, in your own private conversings, felt that there are woes and evils in this
accursed system far beyond what are here shadowed or can be shadowed? Can it be otherwise? Is man ever
a creature to be trusted with wholly irresponsible power? And does not the slave system, by denying the
slave all legal right of testimony, make every individual owner an irresponsible despot? Can anybody fail to
make the inference what the practical result will be? If there is, as we admit, a public sentiment among you,
men of honour, justice and humanity, is there not also another kind of public sentiment among the ruffian,
the brutal and debased? And cannot the ruffian, the brutal and debased, by slave law, own just as many slaves
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as the best and purest? Are the honourable, the just, the high-minded and compassionate, the majority
anywhere in this world?

The slave-trade is now, by American law, considered as piracy. But a slave-trade as systematic as ever
was carried on on the coast of Africa is an inevitable attendant and result of American slavery. And its
heartbreak and its horrors, can they be told?

The writer has only given a faint shadow, a dim picture, of the anguish and despair that are at this very
moment riving thousands of hearts, shattering thousands of families, and driving a helpless and sensitive
race to frenzy and despair. There are those living who know the mothers whom this accursed traffic has
driven to the murder of their children, and themselves to seek in death a shelter from woes more dreaded
than death. Nothing of tragedy can be written, can be spoken, can be conceived, that equals the frightful
reality of scenes daily and hourly acting on our shores, beneath the shadow of American law, and the shadow
of the cross of Christ.

And now, men and women of America, is this a thing to be trifled with, apologised for, and passed over
in silence? Farmers of Massachusetts, of New Hampshire, of Vermont, of Connecticut, who read this book by
the blaze of your winter-evening fire—strong-hearted, generous sailors and ship-owners of Maine, is this a
thing for you to countenance and encourage? Brave and generous men of New York, farmers of rich and
joyous Ohio, and ye of the wide prairie states, answer, is this a thing for you to protect and countenance? And
you, mothers of America, you, who have learned, by the cradles of your own children, to love and feel for all
mankind, by the sacred love you bear your child; by your joy in his beautiful, spotless infancy; by the motherly
pity and tenderness with which you guide his growing years; by the anxieties of his education; by the prayers
you breathe for his soul's eternal good—I beseech you, pity the mother who has all your affections, and not
one legal right to protect, guide, or educate the child of her bosom! By the sick hour of your child; by those
dying eyes, which you never can forget; by those last cries that wrung your heart when you could neither
help nor save; by the desolation of that empty cradle, that silent nursery, I beseech you, pity those mothers
that are constantly made childless by the American slave-trade! And say, mothers of America, is this a thing
to be defended, sympathised with, passed over in silence?

Do you say that the people of the free states have nothing to do with it, and can do nothing? Would to
God this were true! But it is not true. The people of the free states have defended, encouraged, and
participated; and are more guilty for it, before God, than the South, in that they have not the apology of
education or custom.

If the mothers of the free states had all felt as they should in times past, the sons of the free states would
not have been the holders, and, proverbially, the hardest masters of slaves; the sons of the free states would
not have connived at the extension of slavery in our national body; the sons of the free states would not, as
they do, trade the souls and bodies of men as an equivalent to money in their mercantile dealings. There are
multitudes of slaves temporarily owned, and sold again, by merchants in northern cities; and shall the whole
guilt or obloquy of slavery fall only on the South?

Northern men, northern mothers, northern Christians, have something more to do than denounce their
brethren at the South; they have to look to the evil among themselves.

But what can an individual do? Of that every individual can judge. There is one thing that every
individual can do, they can see to it that they feel right. An atmosphere of sympathetic influence encircles
every human being; and the man or woman who feels strongly, healthily and justly, on the great interests of
humanity, is a constant benefactor to the human race. See, then, to your sympathies in this matter! Are they
in harmony with the sympathies of Christ? or are they swayed and per verted by the sophistries of worldly
policy ?

Christian men and women of the North! still further, you have another power; you can pray! Do you
believe in prayer? or has it become an indistinct apostolic tradition? You pray for the heathen abroad, pray
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also for the heathen at home. And pray for those distressed Christians whose whole chance of religious
improvement is an accident of trade and sale—from whom any adherence to the morals of Christianity is, in
many cases, an impossibility, unless they have given them from above the courage and grace of martyrdom.

But still more. On the shores of our free states are emerging the poor, shattered, broken remnants of
families, men and women escaped, by miraculous providences, from the surges of slavery, feeble in
knowledge, and, in many cases, infirm in moral constitution, from a system which confounds and confuses
every principle of Christianity and morality. They come to seek a refuge among you; they come to seek
education, knowledge, Christianity.

What do you owe to these poor unfortunates, O Christians? Does not every American Christian owe to
the African race some effort at reparation for the wrongs that the American nation has brought upon them?
Shall the doors of churches and school-houses be shut upon them? Shall states arise and shake them out?
Shall the Church of Christ hear in silence the taunt that is thrown at them, and shrink away from the helpless
hand that they stretch out, and, by her silence encourage the cruelty that would chase them from our
borders? If it must be so, it will be a mournful spectacle. If it must be so, the country will have reason to
tremble, when it remembers that the fate of nations is in the hands of One who is very pitiful, one of tender
compassion.

Do you say, "We don't want them here; let them go to Africa ?" That the providence of God has provided
arefuge in Africa, is, indeed, a great and noticeable fact; but that is no reason why the Church of Christ should
throw off that responsibility to this outcast race which her profession demands of her.

To fill up Liberia with an ignorant, inexperienced, half-barbarised race, just escaped from the chains of
slavery, would be only to prolong for ages the period of struggle and conflict which attends the inception of
new enterprises. Let the Church of the North receive these poor sufferers in the spirit of Christ; receive them
to the educating advantages of Christian republican society and schools, until they have attained to
somewhat of a moral and intellectual maturity, and then assist them in their passage to those shores where
they may put in practice the lessons they have learned in America.

There is a body of men at the North, comparatively small, who have been doing this; and, as the result,
this country has always seen examples of men, formerly slaves, who have rapidly acquired property,
reputation, and education. Talent has been developed, which, considering the circumstances, is certainly
remarkable: and, for moral traits of honesty, kindness, tenderness of feeling, for heroic efforts and self-
denials, endured for the ransom of brethren and friends yet in slavery, they have been remarkable to a degree
that, considering the influence under which they were born, is surprising.

The writer has lived, for many years, on the frontier-line of slave states, and has had great opportunities
of observation among those who formerly were slaves. They have been in her family as servants; and, in
default of any other school to receive them, she has, in many cases, had them instructed in a family school,
with her own children. She has also the testimony of missionaries among the fugitives in Canada, in
coincidence with her own experience; and her deductions, with regard to the capabilities of the race, are
encouraging in the highest degree.

The first desire of the emancipated slaves, generally, is for education. There is nothing that they are not
willing to give or do to have their children instructed; and, so far as the writer has observed herself, or taken
the testimony of teachers among them, they are remarkably intelligent and quick to learn. The results of
schools founded for them by benevolent individuals in Cincinnati fully establish this.

The author gives the following statement of facts, on the authority of Professor C. E. Stowe, then of Lane
Seminary, Ohio, with regard to emancipated slaves, now resident in Cincinnati; given to show the capability
of the race, even without any very particular assistance or encouragement.

The initial letters alone are given. They are all residents of Cincinnati.

"B. Furniture maker; twenty years in this city; worth ten thousand dollars, all his own earnings; a Baptist.

pg. 21




TEACHING
4 AMERICAN
& HiSTORY

"C. Full black; stolen from Africa; sold in New Orleans; been free fifteen years; paid for himself six
hundred dollars; a farmer; owns several farms in Indiana; Presbyterian; probably worth fifteen or twenty
thousand dollars, all earned by himself.

"K. Full black; dealer in real estate; worth thirty thousand dollars; about forty years old; free six years;
paid eighteen hundred dollars for his family; member of the Baptist church; received a legacy from his
master, which he has taken good care of, and increased.

"G. Full black; coal dealer; about thirty years old; worth eighteen thousand dollars; paid for himself
twice, being once defrauded to the amount of sixteen hundred dollars; made all his money by his own
efforts—much of it while a slave, hiring his time of his master, and doing business for himself; a fine,
gentlemanly fellow.

"W-. Three-fourths black; barber and waiter; from Kentucky; nineteen years free; paid for self and family
over three thousand dollars; worth twenty thousand dollars, all his own earnings; deacon in the Baptist
church.

"G. D. Three-fourths black; white-washer; from Kentucky; nine years free; paid fifteen hundred dollars
for self and family; recently died, aged sixty; worth six thousand dollars."

Professor Stowe says, "With all these, except G, I have been, for some years, personally acquainted, and
make my statements from my own knowledge."

The writer well remembers an aged coloured woman, who was employed as a washerwoman in her
father's family. The daughter of this woman married a slave. She was a remarkably active and capable young
woman, and by her industry and thrift, and the most persevering self-denial, raised nine hundred dollars for
her husband's freedom, which she paid, as she raised it, into the hands of his masters. She yet wanted a
hundred dollars of the price when he died. She never recovered any of the money.

These are but few facts among multitudes which might be adduced to show the self-denial, energy,
patience, and honesty which the slave has exhibited in a state of freedom.

And let it be remembered that these individuals have thus bravely succeeded in conquering for
themselves comparative wealth and social position in the face of every disadvantage and discouragement.
The coloured man, by the law of Ohio, cannot be a voter, and, till within a few years, was even denied the
right of testimony in legal suits with the white. Nor are these instances confined to the state of Ohio. In all
states of the Union we see men, but yesterday burst from the shackles of slavery, who by a self-educating
force, which cannot be too much admired, have risen to highly respectable stations in society. Pennington,
among clergymen, Douglass and Ward, among editors, are well-known instances.

If this persecuted race, with every discouragement and disadvantage, have done thus much, how much
more they might do, if the Christian Church would act towards them in the spirit of her Lord!

This is an age of the world when nations are trembling and convulsed. A mighty influence is abroad,
surging and heaving the world, as with an earthquake. And is America safe? Every nation that carries in its
besoin great and unredressed injustice, has in it the elements of this last convulsion.

For what is this mighty influence thus rousing in all nations and languages those groanings that cannot
be uttered for man's freedom and equality?

O Church of Christ, read the signs of the times! Is not this power the spirit of HIM whose kingdom is yet
to come, and whose will is to be done on earth as it is in heaven?

But who may abide the day of his appearing? "For that day shall burn as an oven: and he shall appear as
a swift witness against those that oppress the hireling in his wages, the widow and the fatherless, and that
turn aside the stranger in his right; and he shall break in pieces the oppressor."

Are not these dread words for a nation bearing in her bosom so mighty on injustice? Christians! every
time that you pray that the kingdom of Christ may come, can you forget that prophecy associates, in dread
fellowship, the day of vengeance with the year of his redeemed?
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A day of grace is yet held out to us. Both North and South have been guilty before God; and the Christian
Church has a heavy account to answer. Not by combining together to protect injustice and cruelty, and making
a common capital of sin, is this Union to be saved—Dbut by repentance, justice and mercy; for not surer is the
eternal law by which the millstone sinks in the ocean, than that stronger law by which injustice and cruelty
shall bring on nations the wrath of Almighty God.

THE END.
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SUPPLEMENTARY READING 1: Mary Henderson Eastman. “Concluding Remarks,” Aunt Phillis’s
Cabin: Or, Southern Life as it is (1852)

SOURCE: https://www.google.com/books/edition/Aunt Phillis s Cabin/Z nNJagHhEoC?hl=en&gbpv=1&pg=RA3-PA265&printsec=frontcover

Mrs. Stowe goes on to say, "That the tragical fate of Tom also has too many times had its parallel, there
are living witnesses all over our land to testify." Now it would take the smallest portion of common sense to
know that that there is no witness, dead or living, who could testify to such a fact, save a false witness. This
whole history is an absurdity. No master would be fool enough to sell the best hand on his estate; one who
directed, and saved, and managed for him. No master would be brutish enough to sell the man who had
nursed him and his children, who loved him like a son, even for urgent debt, had he another article of property
in the wide world. But Mr. Shelby does so, according to Mrs. Stowe, though he has a great many other
servants, besides houses and lands, &c. Preposterous!

And such a saint as Uncle Tom was, too! One would have thought his master, with the opinion he had of
his religious qualifications, would have kept him until he died, and then have sold him bone after bone to the
Roman Catholics. Why, every tooth in his head would have brought its price. St. Paul was nothing but a
common man compared with him, for St. Paul had been wicked once; and even after his miraculous
conversion, he felt that sin was still impelling him to do what he would not. But not so with Uncle Tom! He
was the very perfection of a saint. Well might St. Clare have proposed using him for a family chaplain, or
suggested to himself the idea of ascending to heaven by Tom's skirts. Mrs. Stowe should have carried out one
of her ideas in his history, and have made him Bishop of Carthage. [ have never heard or read of so perfect a
character. All the saints and martyrs that ever came to unnatural deaths, could not show such an amount of
excellence. I only wonder he managed to stay so long in this world of sin. ...

The most of our Southern slaves are happy, and kindly, cared for; and for those who are not, there is
hope for the better. But when a man is hung up by the neck until he is dead, he is done for. As far as I can see,
there is nothing that can be suggested to better his condition.

[ have no wish to uphold slavery. [ would that every human being that God has made were free, were it
in accordance with His will;—free bodily, free spiritually—"free indeed!"

Neither do I desire to deny the evils of slavery, any more than [ would deny the evils of the factory system
in England, or the factory and apprenticeship system in our own country. I only assert the necessity of the
existence of slavery at present in our Southern States, and that, as a general thing, the slaves are comfortable
and contented, and their owners humane and kind.

[ have lived a great deal at the North—long enough to see acts of oppression and injustice there, which,
were any one so inclined, might be wrought into a "living dramatic reality."

[ knew a wealthy family. All the labor of the house was performed by a "poor relation," a young and
delicate girl. I have known servants struck by their employers. At the South I have never seen a servant
struck, though I know perfectly well such things are done here and everywhere. Can we judge of society by a
few isolated incidents? If so, the learned professors of New England borrow money, and when they do not
choose to pay, they murder their creditors, and cut them in pieces! or men kill their sleeping wives and
children!

Infidelity has been called a magnificent lie! Mrs. Stowe's “living dramatic reality” is nothing more than
an interesting falsehood; nor ought to be offered, as an equivalent for truth, the genius that pervades her
pages; rather it is to be lamented that the rich gifts of God should be so misapplied.

Were the exertions of the Abolitionists successful, what would be the result? The soul sickens at the
thought. Scenes of blood and horror—the desolation of our fair Southern States—the final destruction of the
negroes in them. This would be the result of immediate emancipation here. What has it been elsewhere?
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Look at St. Domingo. A recent visitor there says, "Though opposed to slavery, | must acknowledge that in this
instance the experiment has failed." He compares the negroes to "a wretched gibbering set, from their
appearance and condition more nearly allied to beasts than to men.” Look at the free colored people of the
North and in Canada.

[ have lived among them at the North, and can judge for myself. Their "friends" do not always obtain
their affection or gratitude. A colored woman said to me, "I would rather work for any people than the
Abolitionists. They expect us to do so much, and they say we ought to work cheaper for them because they
are our friends." Look at them in Canada. An English gentleman who has for many years resided there, and
who has recently visited Washington, told me that they were the most miserable, helpless human beings he
had ever seen. In fact he said, "They were nuisances, and the people of Canada would be truly thankful to see
them out of their country." He had never heard of "a good missionary" mentioned by Mrs. Stowe, "whom
Christian charity has placed there as a shepherd to the outcast and wandering." He had seen no good results
of emancipation. On one occasion he hired a colored man to drive him across the country.

"How did you get here?" he said to the man. "Are you not a runaway?"

"Yes, sir," the man replied. "I came from Virginny."

"Well, of course you are a great deal happier now than when you were a slave?"

"No, sir; if I could get back to Virginny, [ would be glad to go.' He looked, too, as if he had never been
worse off than at that time.

The fact is, liberty like money is a grand thing; but in order to be happy, we must know how to use it. It
cannot always be said of the fugitive slave,—

"The mortal puts on immortality,
When mercy's hand has turned the golden key,
And mercy's voice hath said, Rejoice, thy soul is free."

The attentive reader will perceive that [ am indebted to Mrs. Stowe for the application of this and other
quotations.

The author of Uncle Tom's Cabin speaks of good men at the North, who receive and educate the
“oppressed” negroes. [ know "lots" of good men there, but none good enough to befriend colored people.
They seem to me to have an unconquerable antipathy to them. But Mrs. Stowe says, she educates them in her
own family with her own children. [ am glad to hear she feels and acts kindly toward them, and I wish others
in her region of country would imitate her in this respect; but [ would rather my children and negroes were
educated at different schools, being utterly opposed to amalgamation, root and branch.

She asks the question, "What can any individual do?" Strange that any one should be at a loss in this
working world of ours.

Christian men and women should find enough to occupy them in their families, and in an undoubted
sphere of duty.

Let the people of the North take care of their own poor.

Let the people of the South take care of theirs.

Let each remember the great and awful day when they must render a final account to their Creator, their
Redeemer, and their Judge.

THE END.
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SUPPLEMENTARY READING 2: Letter from Frederick Douglass to Harriet Beecher Stowe (1853)
SOURCE: https://teachingamericanhistory.org/document/letter-to-harriet-beecher-stowe

My Dear Mrs. Stowe:

You kindly informed me, when at your house, a fortnight ago, that you designed to do something which
should permanently contribute to the improvement and elevation of the free colored people in the United
States. You especially expressed an interest in such of this class as had become free by their own exertions,
and desired most of all to be of service to them. In what manner, and by what means, you can assist this class
most successfully, is the subject upon which you have done me the honor to ask my opinion. Begging you to
excuse the unavoidable delay, I will now most gladly comply with your request, but before doing so, I desire
to express, dear Madam, my deep sense of the value of the services which you have already rendered my
afflicted and persecuted people, by the publication of your inimitable book on the subject of slavery. That
contribution to our bleeding cause, alone, involves us in a debt of gratitude which cannot be measured; and
your resolution to make other exertions on our behalf excites in me emotions and sentiments, which I
scarcely need try to give forth in words. ...

With such sentiments, dear Madam, I will at once proceed to lay before you, in as few words as the nature
of the case will allow, my humble views in the premises. First of all, let me briefly state the nature of the
disease, before I undertake to prescribe the remedy. Three things are notoriously true of us as a people.
These are POVERTY, IGNORANCE AND DEGRADATION. Of course there are exceptions to this general
statement; but these are so few as only to prove its essential truthfulness. . . . I assert then,
that poverty, ignorance and degradation are the combined evil or, in other words, these constitute the social
disease of the Free Colored people in the United States. To deliver them from this triple malady, is to improve
and elevate them, by which I mean simply to put them on an equal footing with their white fellow-
countrymen in the sacred right to “Life, Liberty and the pursuit of happiness.” I am for no fancied or artificial
elevation, but only ask fair play. How shall this be obtained? I answer, first, not by establishing for our use
high schools and colleges. Such institutions are, in my judgment, beyond our immediate occasions, and are
not adapted to our present most pressing wants. High schools and colleges are excellent institutions, and
will, in due season, be greatly subservient to our progress; but they are the result, as well as they are the
demand of a point of progress, which we, as a people, have not yet attained. Accustomed, as we have been, to
the rougher and harder modes of living, and of gaining a livelihood, we cannot, and we ought not to hope
that, in a single leap from our low condition, we can reach that of Ministers, Lawyers, Doctors, Editors,
Merchants &c. These will, doubtless, be attained by us; but this will only be, when we have patiently and
laboriously, and I may add successfully, mastered and passed through the intermediate gradations of
agriculture and the mechanic arts. Besides, there are . . . numerous institutions of learning in this country,
already thrown open to colored youth. ... [I]t may be fairly inferred from the past that the facilities for our
education, so far as schools and colleges in the Free States are concerned, will increase quite in proportion
with our future wants. Colleges have been open to colored youth in this country during the last dozen years.
Yet few, comparatively, have acquired a classical education; and even this few have found themselves
educated far above a living condition, there being no methods by which they could turn their learning to
account....

You, dear Madam, can help the masses. You can do something for the thousands; and by lifting these
from the depths of poverty and ignorance, you can make an educated ministry and an educated class possible.
In the present circumstances, prejudice is a bar to the educated black minister among the whites; and
ignorance is a bar to him among the blacks.
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... [E]ducated colored men, among the colored people, are at a very great discount. It would seem that
education and emigration go together with us; for as soon as a man rises amongst us, capable, by his genius
and learning, to do us great service, just so soon he finds that he can serve himself better by going elsewhere.
In proof of this, I might instance the Russwurms—the Garnetts—the Wards—the Crummells and others—
all men of superior ability and attainments, and capable of removing mountains of prejudice against their
race, by their simple presence in the country; but these gentlemen, finding themselves embarrassed here by
the peculiar disadvantages to which I have referred—disadvantages in part growing out of their education—
being repelled by ignorance on the one hand, and prejudice on the other, and having no taste to continue a
contest against such odds, they have sought more congenial climes, where they can live more peaceable and
quiet lives. I regret their election—but [ cannot blame them; for, with an equal amount of education, and the
hard lot which was theirs, [ might follow their example.

But, again, it has been said that the colored people must become farmers—that they must go on the land,
in order to their elevation.

Hence, many benevolent people are contributing the necessary funds to purchase land in Canada, and
elsewhere, for them. That prince of good men, Gerrit Smith, has given away thousands of acres to colored
men in this State, thinking, doubtless, that in so doing he was conferring a blessing upon them. Now, while I
do not undervalue the efforts which have been made, and are still being made in this direction, yet I must say
that I have far less confidence in such efforts, than I have in the benevolence which prompts them.
Agricultural pursuits are not, as I think, suited to our condition. The reason of this is not to be found so much
in the occupation, (for it is a noble and ennobling one,) as in the people themselves. That is only a remedy,
which can be applied to the case; and the difficulty in agricultural pursuits, as a remedy for the evils of poverty
and ignorance amongst us, is that it cannot, for various reasons, be applied.

We cannot apply it, because it is almost impossible to get colored men to go on the land. From some
cause or other, (perhaps the adage that misery loves company will explain,) colored people will congregate
in the large towns and cities; and they will endure any amount of hardship and privation, rather than
separate, and go into the country. Again, very few have the means to set up for themselves, or to get where
they could do so.

Another consideration against expending energy in this direction is our want of self-reliance. Slavery
more than all things else, robs its victims of self-reliance. To go into the western wilderness, and there to lay
the foundation of future society, requires more of that important quality than a life of slavery has left us.. ..
It is a fact then, and not less so because I wish it were otherwise, that the colored people are wanting in self-
reliance—too fond of society—too eager for immediate results—and too little skilled in mechanics or
husbandry to attempt to overcome the wilderness; at least, until they have overcome obstacles less
formidable. Therefore, I look to other means than agricultural pursuits for the elevation and improvement of
colored people....

The plan which I contemplate will . . . greatly increase the number of this class—since it will prepare
others to meet the rugged duties which a pioneer agricultural condition must impose upon all who take it
upon them. What I propose is intended simply to prepare men for the work of getting an honest living—not
out of dishonest men—but out of an honest earth.

Again, there is little reason to hope that any considerable number of the free colored people will ever be
induced to leave this country, even if such a thing were desirable. This black man—unlike the Indian — loves
civilization. . . . The truth is, dear madam, we are here, and here we are likely to remain. Individuals
emigrate—nations never. We have grown up with this republic, and I see nothing in her character, or even
in the character of the American people as yet, which compels the belief that we must leave the United States.
If then, we are to remain here, the question for the wise and good is precisely that you have submitted to
me—namely: What can be done to improve the condition of the free people of color in the United States? The
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plan which I humbly submit in answer to this inquiry—and in the hope that it may find favor with you, and
with many friends of humanity who honor, love and cooperate with you—is the establishment in Rochester,
N.Y., or in some other part of the United States equally favorable to such an enterprise, of an INDUSTRIAL
COLLEGE in which shall be taught several important branches of the mechanical arts. This college is to be
opened to colored youth. [ will pass over, for the present, the details of such an institution as I propose. ...
can safely trust all details to yourself, and the wise and good people whom you represent in the interest you
take in my oppressed fellow-countrymen.

... The argument in favor of an Industrial College—a college to be conducted by the best men—and the
best workmen which the mechanical arts can afford; a college where colored youth can be instructed to use
their hands, as well as their heads; where they can be put into possession of the means of getting a living
whether their lot in after life may be cast among civilized or uncivilized men; whether they choose to stay
here, or prefer to return to the land of their fathers—is briefly this: Prejudice against the free colored people
in the United States has shown itself nowhere so invincible as among mechanics. The farmer and the
professional man cherish no feeling so bitter as that cherished by these. The latter would starve us out of the
country entirely. At this moment [ can more easily get my son into a lawyer’s office to learn law than I can
into a blacksmith’s shop to blow the bellows and to wield the sledge-hammer. Denied the means of learning
useful trades we are pressed into the narrowest limits to obtain a livelihood. In times past we have been the
hewers of wood and the drawers of water for American society, and we once enjoyed a monopoly in the
menial enjoyments, but this is so no longer. Even these enjoyments are rapidly passing away out of our hands.
The fact is ... colored men must learn trades; and must find new employment; new modes of usefulness to
society, or that they must decay under the pressing wants to which their condition is rapidly bringing them.

We must become mechanics; we must build as well as live in houses; we must make as well as use
furniture; we must construct bridges as well as pass over them, before we can properly live or be respected
by our fellow men. We need mechanics as well as ministers. We need workers in iron, clay, and leather. We
have orators, authors, and other professional men, but these reach only a certain class, and get respect for
our race in certain select circles. To live here as we ought we must fasten ourselves to our countrymen
through their every day cardinal wants. We must not only be able to blackboots, but to make them. At present
we are unknown in the Northern States as mechanics. We give no proof of genius or skill at the county, State,
or national fairs. We are unknown at any of the great exhibitions of the industry of our fellow-citizens, and
being unknown we are unconsidered.

The fact that we make no show of our ability is held conclusive of our inability to make any, hence all the
indifference and contempt with which incapacity is regarded, fall upon us, and that too, when we have had
no means of disproving the infamous opinion of our natural inferiority. I have during the last dozen years
denied before the Americans that we are an inferior race; but this has been done by arguments based upon
admitted principles rather than by the presentation of facts. Now, firmly believing, as I do, that there are skill,
invention, power, industry, and real mechanical genius, among the colored people, which will bear favorable
testimony for them, and which only need the means to develop them, I am decidedly in favor of the
establishment of such a college as  have mentioned. The benefits of such an institution would not be confined
to the Northern States, nor to the free colored people. They would extend over the whole Union. The slave
not less than the freeman would be benefited by such an institution. It must be confessed that the most
powerful argument now used by the Southern slaveholder, and the one most soothing to his conscience, is
that derived from the low condition of the free colored people of the North. I have long felt that too little
attention has been given by our truest friends in this country to removing this stumbling block out of the way
of the slave’s liberation.
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The most telling, the most killing refutation of slavery, is the presentation of an industrious, enterprising,
thrifty, and intelligent free black population. Such a population I believe would rise in the Northern States
under the fostering care of such a college as that supposed.

To show that we are capable of becoming mechanics I might adduce any amount of testimony; dear
madam, I need not ring the changes on such a proposition. There is no question in the mind of any
unprejudiced person that the Negro is capable of making a good mechanic. Indeed, even those who cherish
the bitterest feelings towards us have admitted that the apprehension that Negroes might be employed in
their stead, dictated the policy of excluding them from trades altogether. . .. Allow me to say in conclusion,
that I believe every intelligent colored man in America will approve and rejoice at the establishment of some
such institution as that now suggested. There are many respectable colored men, fathers of large families,
having boys nearly grown up, whose minds are tossed by day and by night with the anxious enquiry, “what
shall I do with my boys?” Such an institution would meet the wants of such persons. Then, too, the
establishment of such an institution would be in character with the eminently practical philanthropy of your
trans-Atlantic friends. America could scarce object to it as an attempt to agitate the public mind on the subject
of slavery, or to dissolve the Union. It could not be tortured into a cause for hard words by the American
people, but the noble and good of all classes, would see in the effort an excellent motive, a benevolent object,
temperately, wisely, and practically manifested. ...

[ am most truly, your grateful friend,
Frederick Douglass
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