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PREFACE

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

But, another and better day is dawning; every in-
fluence of literature, of poetry, and of art, in our times,
is becoming more and more in unison with the great
master chord of Cliristianity, “good-will to man.”

" The poet, the painter, and the artist now seek out
and embellish the common and gentler humanities of
life, and, under the allurements of fiction, breathe a
humanizing and subduing influence, favorable to the
development of the great principles of Christian bro-
therhood.

The hand of benevolence is everywhere stretched
out, searching into abuses, righting wrongs, alleviating
distresses, and bringing to the knowledge and sympa-
thies of the world the lowly, the oppressed, and the
forgotten.
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In this general movement, unhappy Africa at last
is remembered; Africa, who began the race of civili-
zation and human progress in the dim, gray dawn of
early time, but who, for centuries, has lain bound
and Dleeding at the foot of civilized and Christian-
ized humanity, imploring compassion in vain.

But the heart of the dominant race, who have been
her conquerors, her hard masters, has at length been
turned towards her in mercy; and it has been seen how
far nobler it is in nations to protect the feeble than to
oppress them. Thanks be to God, the world has at
last outlived the slave-trade!

The object of these sketches is to awaken sympathy
and feeling for the African race, as they exist among
us; to show their wrongs and sorrows, under a system
so necessarily cruel and unjust as to defeat and do
away the good effects of all that can be attempted for
them, by their best friends, under it. |

In doing this, the author can sincerely disclaim any
invidious feeling towards 'those individuals who,
often without any fault of their own, are involved in
the trials and embarrassments of the legal relations of
slavery.

Experience has shown her that some of the noblest
of minds and hearts are often thus involved; and no
one knows better than they do, that what may be gath-
ered of the evils of slavery from sketches like these, is
not the half that could be told, of the unspeakable
whole. /

In the Northern States, these representations may,
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perhaps, be thought caricatures; in -the Southern
States are witnesses who know their fidelity., What
personal knowledge the author has had, of the truth of
incidents such as here are related, will zippear in its
time. |

It is a comfort to hope, as so many of the world’s
sorrows and wrongs have, from age to age, been lived
down, so a time shall come when sketches similar to
thése shall be valuable only as memorials of what has
long ceased to be. |

When an enlightened and Christianized community
shall have, on the shores of Africa, laws, language,
and literature, drawn from among us, may then the
scenes of the house of bondage be to them like the
remembrance of Egypt to the Israelites, — a motive
of thankfulness to Him who hath redeemed them!

For, while politicians contend, and men are swerved
this way and that by conflicting tides of interest and
passion, the great cause of human liberty is in the hands
of One, of whom 1t is said: —

“He shall not fail nor be discouraged
Till he have set judgment in the earth.”

“He shall deliver the needy when he crieth,
The poor, and him that hath no helper.”’

% He shall redeem their soul from deceit and violence,
And precious shall their blood be in his sight.”’
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INTRODUCTION

TO THE EDITION OF 1878

THE introduction of a new American Edition of
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” gives an occasion for a brief
account of that book, — how it came to be, how 1t was
received in the world, and what has been its history
throughout all the nations and tribes of the earth,
civilized and unecivilized, into whose languages it has
been translated.

Its author had for many years lived in Ohio on the
confines of a slave state, and had thus been made
familiar with facts and occurrences in relation to the
institution of American slavery. Some of the most
harrowing incidents related in the story had from
time to time come to her knowledge in conversation
with former slaves now free in Ohio. The cruel sale
and separation of a married woman from her husband,
narrated in Chapter XIIL., “Select Incident of Law-
ful Trade,” had passed under her own eye while pas-
senger on a steamboat on the Ohio River. Her hus-
band and brother had once been obliged to flee with a
fugitive slave woman by night, as described in Chapter
IX., and she herself had been called to write the
letters for a former slave woman, servant in her own
family, to a slave husband in Kentucky, who, trusted
with unlimited liberty, free to come and go on business
between Kentucky and Ohio, still refused to break his
pledge of honor to his master, though that master
from year to year deferred the keeping of his promise
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of freedom to the slave. It was the simple honor and
loyalty of this Christian black man, who remained in
slavery rather than violate a trust, that first impressed
her with the possibility of such a character as, years
‘after, was delineated in Uncle Tom,

From time to time incidents were brought to her
knowledge which deepened her horror of slavery. In
her own family she had a private school for her chil-
dren, and as there was no provision for the education of
colored children in her vicinity, she allowed them the
privilege of attending. One day she was suddenly
surprised by a visit from the mother of one of the
brightest and most amusing of these children. Tt
appeared that the child had never been emancipated,
and was one of the assets of an estate in Kentucky, and
had been seized and carried oftf by one of the executors,
and was to be sold by the sheriff at auction to settle
the estate. The sum for the little one’s ransom was
made up by subseription in the neighborhood, but the
incident left a deep mark in Mrs. Stowe’s mind as to
the practical workings of the institution of slavery.

But it was not for many years that she felt any call
to make use of the materials thus accumulating. In
fact, it was a sort of genmeral impression upon her
mind, as upon that of many humane people in those
days, that the subject was so dark and painful a one,
so involved in difficulty and obscurity, so utterly
beyond human hope or help, that it was of no use to
read, or think, or distress one’s self about it. There
was a class of professed abolitionists in Cincinnati and
the neighboring regions, but they were unfashionable
persons and few in number. Like all asserters of
pure abstract right as applied to human affairs, they
were regarded as a species of moral monomaniacs,
who, in the consideration of one class of interests and
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wrongs, had lost sight of all proportion and all good
judgment. Both in church and in state they were
looked upon as “those that troubled Israel.” |

It was a general saying among conservative and
sagacious people that this subject was a dangerous one
to investigate, and that nobody could begin to read and
think upon it without becoming practically insane;
moreover, that it was a subject of such delicacy that
no discussion of it could be held in the free states
without impinging upon the sensibilities of the slave
states, to whom alone the management of the matter
belonged. |

So when Dr. Bailey — a wise, temperate, and just
man, a model of courtesy in speech and writing —
came to Cincinnati and “set up an anti-slavery paper,
proposing a fair discussion of the subject, there was
an immediate excitement. On two occasions a mob
led by slave-holders from Kentucky attacked his office,
destroyed his printing-press, and threw his types into
the Ohio River. The most of the Cincinnati respec-
tability, in church and state, contented themselves on
this occasion with reprobating the imprudence of Dr.
Bailey in thus “arousing the passions of our fellow-
“citizens of Kentucky.” In these mobs and riots the
free colored people were threatened, maltreated,
abused, and often had to flee for their lives. Even
the servants of good families were often chased to the
very houses of their employers, who rescued them with
difficulty; and the story was current in those days of
a brave little woman, who defended her black waiter,
standing, pistol in hand, on her own doorstep, and
telling the mob face to face that they:should not enter
except over her dead body.

Professor Stowe’s house was more than once a ref-
uge for frightened fugitives on whom the very terrors
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of death had fallen, and the inmates slept with arms
in the house and a large bell ready to call the young
men of the adjoining Institution, in case the mob
should come up to search the house. Nor was this a
vain or improbable suggestion, for the mob in their
fury had more than once threatened to go up and set
fire to Lane Seminary, where a large body of the stu-
dents were known to be abolitionists. Only the fact
that the Institution was two miles from the city, with
a rough and muddy road up a long high hill, proved its
salvation. Cincinnati mud, far known for its depth
and tenacity, had sometimes its advantages.

The general policy of the leaders of society, in cases
of such disturbances, was after the good old pattern
in Judeea, where a higher One had appeared, who dis-
turbed the traders in swine; *“they besought him that
he would depart out of their coasts.” Dr. Bailey at
last was induced to remove his paper to Washington,
and to conduct his investigation under the protection
of the national Capitol, — and there for years he dem-
onstrated the fact that the truth may be spoken plainly
yet courteously, and with all honorable and Chris-
tian fairness, on the most exciting of subjects. In
justice to the south it must be said, that his honesty,
courage, and dignity of character won for him friends
even among thie most determined slave-holders. DManly
men have a sort of friendship for an open, honest oppo-
nent, like that of Richard Ceur de Lion for Saladin.

Far otherwise was the fate of Lovejoy, who essayed
an anti-slavery paper at Alton, Illinois. A mob from
Missour1 besieged the office, set the house on fire, and
shot him at the door. It was for some days reported
that Dr. Beecher’s son, Rev. Edward Beecher, knowy;
to have been associated with Lovejoy at this period-
had been killed at the same time. Such remem-
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brances show how well grounded were the fears which
attended every effort to agitate this subject. People
who took the side of justice and hwmanity in those
days had to count the cost and pay the price of their
devotion. In those times, when John G. Fee, a young
Kentucky student in Lane Seminary, liberated his
slaves, and undertook to preach the gospel of eman-
cipation in Kentucky, he was chased from thle state,
and disinherited by his own father. Berea College,
for the education of colored and white, stands to-day
a triumphant monument of his persistence in well-
doing. DMr. Van Zandt, a Kentucky farmer, set free
his slaves and ecame over and bought a farm in Ohio.
Subsequently, from an impulse of humanity, he re-
ceived and protected fugitive slaves in the manner nar-
rated in Chapter IX. of “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” For
this he was seized, imprisoned, his property attached,
and he was -threatened with utter ruin. Salmon P.
Chase, then a rising young lawyer in Cincinnati, had
the bravery to appear as his lawyer. " As he was
leaving the court-room, after making his plea, one of
the judges remarked, “There goes a young man who
has 7uined himself to-day,” and the sentiment was
echoed by the general voice of society. The case went
against Van Zandt, and Mr. Chase carrried it up to
the Supreme Court of the United States, which, ut-
terly ignoring argument and justice, decided it against
him. But a few years more, and Salmon P. Chase
was himself ‘Chief Justice of the United States. It
-vas one of those rare dramatic instances in which
- urage and justice sometimes bring a reward even in
i. s life.

~ After many years’ residence in Ohio, Mrs. Stowe
returned to make her abode in New England, just in
the height of the excitement produced by the Fugitive
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Slave Law. Settled in Brunswick, Maine, she was in
constant communication with friends in Boston, who
wrote to her from day to day of the terror and de-
spair which that law had occasioned to industrious,
worthy colored people who had from time to time
escaped to Boston, and were living in peace and se-
curity. She heard of families broken up and fleeing
in the dead of winter to the frozen shores of Canada.
But what seemed to her more inexplicable, more dread-
ful, was the apparent apathy of the Christian world of
the free north to these proceedings. The pulpits that
denounced them were exceptions; the voices raised to
remonstrate few and far between.

In New England, as at the west, professed aboli-
tionists were a small, despised. unfashionable band,
whose constant remonstrances from year to year had
been disregarded as the voices of impracticable fanat-
ics. It seemed now as if the system once confined to
the Southern States was rousing itself to new efforts.
to extend itself all over the morth, and to overgrow
the institutions of free society.

~With astonishment and distress Mrs. Stowe heard
on all sides, from humane and Christian people, that
the slavery of the Dblacks was a guaranteed constitu-
tional right, and that all opposition to it endangered
the mnational Union. 'With this conviction she saw
that even earnest and tender-hearted Christian people
seemed to feel it a duty to close their eyes, ears, and
hearts to the harrowing details of slavery, to put down
all discussion of the subject, and even to assist slave-
owners to recover fugitives in Northern States. She
said to herself, these people cannot know what slavery
is; they do not see what they are defending; and
hence arose a purpose to write some sketches which
should show to the world slavery as she had herself
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seen it. Pondering this subject, she was one day
turning over a little bound volume of an anti-slavery
magazine, edited by Mrs. Dr. Bailey, of Washington,
and there she read the account of the escape of a
woman with her child on the ice of the Ohio River
from -Kentucky. The incident was given by an eye-
witness, one who had helped the woman to the Ohio
shore. This formed the first salient point of the story.
She began to meditate. The faithful slave husband
in Kentucky occurred to her as a pattern of Uncle Tom,
and the scenes of the story began gradually to form
themselves in her mind.

The first part of the book ever committed to writing
was the death of Uncle Tom. This scene presented
itself almost as a tangible vision to her mind while
sitting at the communion-table in the little church in
Brunswick. She was perfectly overcome by it, and
could scarcely restrain the convulsion of tears and
sobbings that shook her frame. She hastened home
and wrote it, and her husband being away she read it
to her two sons of ten and twelve years of age. The
little fellows broke out into convulsions of weeping,
one of them saying, through his sobs, ‘“Ol! mamma,
slavery is the most cursed thing in the world!” From
that time the story can less be said to have been com-
posed by her than lmposed upon her. Scenes, inci-
dents, conversations rushed upon her with a vividness
and importunity that would not be denied. The book
insisted upon getting itself into being, and would take
no denial. After the two or three first chapters were
written, she wrote to Dr. DBailey of the “National
Era ” that she was planning a story that might prob-
ably run through several numbers of the “Era.” In
reply she received an instant application for it, and
began immediately to send off weekly instalments.
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She was then in the midst of heavy domestic cares,
with a young infant, with a party of pupils in her
family to whom she was imparting daily lessons with
her own children, and with untrained servants requir-
ing constant supervision, but the story was so much
more intense a reality to her than any other earthly
thing that the weekly installment never failed. It
was there in her mind day and night waiting to be
written, and requiring but a few moments to bring it
into visible characters.

The weekly number was always read to the family
circle before it was sent away, and all the household
kept up an intense interest in the progress of the story.

As the narrative appeared in the “Kra,” sympa-
thetic words began to come to her from old workers
who had long been struggling in the anti-slavery
cause. She visited Boston, went to the Anti-Slav-
ery Rooms, and reinforced her #épertoire of facts by
such documents as Theodore D. Weld’s “Slavery As
It Is,” the Lives of Josialh Henson and Lewis Clarke,
particulars from both whose lives were inwoven with
the story in the characters of Uncle Tom and George
Harris. |

In shaping her material the author had but one pur-
pose, to show the institution of slavery truly, just as
it existed. She had visited in Kentucky, had formed
the acquaintance of people who were just, upright, and
generous, and yect slave-holders. She had heard their
views and appreciated their situation; she felt that
justice required that their difficulties should be recog-
nized and their virtues acknowledged. It was her ob-
ject to show that the evils of slavery were the inherent
evils of a bad system, and not always the fault of
those who had become involved in it and were its ac-
tual administrators.
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Then she was convinced that the presentation of
slavery alone, in its most dreadful forms, would be a
picture of such unrelieved horror and darkness as no-
body could be induced to look at. Of set purpose,
she sought to light up the darkness by humorous and

grotesque episodes, and the presentation of the milder
“and more amusing phases of slavery, for which her
recollection of the never-failing wit and drollery of
her former colored friends in Olio gave her abundant
material. As the story progressed, a young publisher,
J. P. Jewett, of Boston, set his eye upon it, and made
overtures for the publication of it in book form, to
which she consented. After a while she had a letter
from him expressing his fears that she was making the
story too long for a one-volume publication. He re-
minded her that it was an unpopular subject, and that
people would not willingly hear much about it; that
one short volume might possibly sell, but if it grew to
two it might prove a fatal obstacle to its success.
Mrs. Stowe replied that she did not make the story,
that the story made itself, and that she could not stop
it till it was done. The feeling that pursued her in-
creased in intensity to the last, till with the death of
Uncle Tom it seemed as if the whole vital force had
left her. A feeling of profound discouragement came
over her. Would anybody read it?7 Would anybody
listen? Would this appeal, into which she had put
!l_Eﬂl‘t, soul, mind, and strength, which she had written
with her heart’s blood,— would 1it, too, go for no-
thing, as so many prayers and groans and entreaties
of these poor suffering souls had already gone?
There had just been a party of slaves who had been
seized and thrown into prison in Washington for a
vain effort to escape. They were, many of them,
partially educated, cultivated young men and women,
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to whom slavery was intolerable. When they were
retaken and marched through the streets of Washing-
ton, followed by a jeering crowd, one of them, named
Emily Edmundson, answered one man who cried shame
upon her, that she was not ashamed, — that she was
proud that she and all the rest of them had made an
effort for liberty! It was the sentiment of a heroine,
but she and her sisters were condemned no less to the
auction-block.

It was when the last proof-sheet had been sent to
the office that Mrs. Stowe, alone and thoughtful, sat
reading Horace Mann’s eloquent plea for those young
men and women, then about to be consigned to the slave
warehouse of Bruin & Hill in Alexandria, —a plea
eloquent, impassioned, but vain, as all other pleas on
that side had ever proved in all courts hitherto. It
seemed to her that there was no hope, that nobody
would hear, nobody would read, nobody would pity;
that this frightful system, which had already pursued
its vietims into the free states, might at last even
threaten them in Canada.

So, determined to leave nothing undone which re-
motely could help the cause she pleaded, she wrote one
letter to Prince Albert to accompany a copy of her
work; another to T. I. Macaulay, of whose father
she had heard in her youth as an anti-slavery laborer;
one to Charles Dickens, whose sympathy for the slave
had been expressed more than once; one to Charles
Kingsley, and one to Lord Carlisle. These letters
were dispatched to their destination with early copies
of the book, and all in due time acknowledged to the
author.

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” was published March 20,
1852. 'The despondency of the author as to the ques-
tion whether anybody would rcad or attend to her ap-
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peal was soon dispelled. Ten thousand copies were
sold in a few days, and over three hundred thousand
within a year, and eight power-presses, running day
and night, were barely able to keep pace with the de-
mand for it. It was read everywhere, apparently,
and by everybody, and she soon began to hear echoes
of sympathy all over the land. The indignation, the
pity, the distress, that had long weighed upon her soul
seemed to pass off from her, and into the readers of
the book.

The following note from a lady, an intimate friend,
was a specimen of many which the post daily brought
her: —

My DEAR Mrs. Stowe,— I sat up last night until long
after one o’clock, reading and finishing ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin.” I could not leave it any more than I could have
left a dying child ; nor conld I restrain an almost hysterieal
sobbing for au hour after I laid my head upon my pillow.
I thought I was a thoroughgoing abolitionist before, but
your book has awakened so strong a feeling of indignation
and of compassion, that I seem never to have had any feel-
ing on this subject till now. DBut what can we do? Alas!
alas ! what can we do? This storm of feeling has been
raging, burning like a very fire in my bones all the livelong
night, and through all my duties this morning it haunts me,
— 1 cannot away with it. Gladly would I have gone out in
the midnight storm last night, and, like the blessed martyr
of old, been stoned to death, if that could have rescued these
oppressed and afflicted ones. But that would avail nothing.
And now what am I doing ? Just the most foolish thing in
the world. Writing to you, who need no incitement ; to
you, who have spun from your very vitals this tissue of ag-
ony and truths ; for I know, I feel, that there are burning
drops of your heart’s best blood here concentrated. To you,
who need no enconragement or sympathy of mine, and whom
I would not insult by praise,— Oh no, you stand on too
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high an eminence for praise ; but methinks I see the prayers
of the poor, the blessings of those who are ready to perish,
gathering in clouds about yon, and forming a halo round
your beloved head. And surely the tears of gentle, Sympa-
thizing childhood, that are dropping about many a Christian
hearthstone over the wrongs and eruelties depicted by you
so touchingly, will water the sod and spring up in bright
flowers at your feet. And better still, I Znow, —1 see, in
the flushing cheek, the clenched hand, and indignant eye of
the young man, as he dashes down the book and paces the
room to hide the tears that he is too proud to show, too pow-
erless to restrain, that you are sowing seed which shall yet
spring up to the glory of God, to the good of the poor slave,
to the enfranchisement of our beloved though guilty coun-
try.

Mrs. Stowe at this period visited New York. It
was just at the time of Jenny Lind’s first visit to this
country, when the young Swedish vocalist was the
idol of the hour, and tickets to her concerts were sell-
ing at fabulous prices. Mrs. Stowe’s friends, apply-
ing for tickets, found all sold; but, on hearing of the
application, the cantatrice immediately sent Mus.
Stowe two tickets to two of the best seats in the house.
In reply to Mrs. Stowe’s note of thanks came this an-
swer: —

May 23, 1852,

My DeAr Mapay, — Allow me to express my most sin-

cere thanks fovr your very kind letter, which I was very
happy to receive,

You maust feel and know what deep impression “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin > has made upon every heart that can feel for
the dignity of human existence ; so I, with my miserable
English, would not even try to say a word about the great
excellency of that most beautiful book, but 7 must thank
you for the great joy I have felt over that book.

Forgive me, my dear madam ; it is a great liberty I take
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in thus addressing youn, I know, but I have so wished to find
an opportunity to pour out my thankfulness in a few words
to you that I cannot help this intruding. I have the feeling
about “ Uuncle Tom’s Cabin” that great changes will take
place by and by from the impression people receive out of
it, and that the writer of that book can “fall asleep,” to-day
or to-morrow, with the bright sweet conscience of having
been a strong, powerful means, in the Creator’s hand, of
operating essential good in one of the most important ques-
tions for the welfare of our black brethren. God Dbless and
protect you and yours, dear madam, and certainly God’s
hand will remain with a blessing over your head.
Once more, forgive my bad English and the liberty I
have taken, and believe me to be, dear madam,
Yours most truly,
JENNY GOLDSCHMIDT, nde LIND.

A more cheering result was in the testimony of
many colored persons and fugitive slaves, who said to
her, “Since that book has come out, everybody is good
to us; we find friends everywhere. It’s wonderful
how kind everybody is.”

In one respect, Mrs Stowe’s expectations were strik-
ingly different from fact. She had painted slave-
holders as amiable, generous, and just. She had
shown examples among them of the noblest and most
beautiful traits of character; had admitted fully their
temptations, their perplexities, and their difficulties,
so that a friend of hers who had many relatives in the
south wrote to her in exultation: ‘““Your book is going
to be the great pacificator; it will unite both north
and south.” Her expectation was that the professed
abolitionists would denounce it as altogether too mild
in its dealings with slave-holders. To her astonish-
ment, it was the extreme abolitionists who received,
and the entire south who rose up against it.
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Whittier wrote to Garrison in May, 1852: —

“It did me good to see thy handwriting, friend William,
reminding me of the old days when we fought the beasts at
Ephesus together in Philadelphia. Ah me! I am no lon-
ger able to take active part in the conflicts and skirmishes
which are preparing the way for the great battle of Arma-
geddon, — the world-wide, final struggle between freedom
and slavery, — but, sick or well, in the body or out, I shall
be no unconcerned spectator. I bless God that, through the
leadings of- his Providence, I have a right to rejoice in the
certain victory of the right.

“What a glorions work Harriet Beecher Stowe has
wronght !  Thanks for the Fugitive Slave Law ! Better
for slavery that law had never been enacted, for it gave
ocecasion for ¢ Unele Tom’s Cabin’1”

In a letter from Garrison to Mrs. Stowe, he said
that he estimated the value of anti-slavery writing by
the abuse it brought. “Since ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’
has been published,” he adds, “all the defenders of
slavery have let me alone, and are spending their
strength in abusing you.” In fact, the post-office be-
gan about this time to bring her threatening and in-
sulting letters. from the Legrees and Haleys of the
slave-markets, — letters so curiously compounded of
blasphemy, cruelty, and obscenity, that their like
could only be expressed by John Bunyan’s account of
the speech of Apollyon, — “He spake as a dragon.”

After a little, however, responses began to come
from across the water. The author had sent copies to
Prince Albert, to Charles Dickens, to T. B. Macau-
lay, to Kingsley, and to Lord Carlisle. The receipt
of the copy sent to Prince Albert was politely ac-
knowledged, with thanks, by his private secretary.
Her letter is here given: —
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To His RovaL HicaNEsS PRINCE ALBERT :

The author of this work feels that she has an apology for
presenting it to Prince Albert, because it concerns the great
interests of humanity, and from those noble and enlarged
views of human progress which she has at different times
seen in his public speeches, she has inferred that he has an -
eye and a heart for all that concerns the development and
welfare of the human family.

Ignorant of the forms of diplomatic address, and the eti-
quette of rank, may she be pardoned for speaking with the
republican simplieity of her own country, as to one who pos-
sesses a nobility higher than that of ranlk or station.

This simple narrative is an honest attempt to enlist the
sympathies both of England and Ameriea in the sufferings
of an oppressed race, to whom in less enlightened days both
England and America were unjust.

The wrong on Engl'md s past has been atoned in a manner
worthy of herself, nor in all her strength and glory is there
anything that adds such lustre to her name as the position
she holds in relation to human freedom. (May America
yet emulate her emmple )

The appeal is in greater part, as it should be, to the
writer’s own country, but when fugitives by thousands are
crowding British shores, she wonld enlist for them the sym-
pathy of British hearts.

We, in Ameriea, have been told that the throne of earth’s
mightiest nation is now filled by one less adorned by all this
world can ‘give of power and splendor, than by a good and
noble heart, —a heart ever ready to feel for the suffering,
the oppressed, and the lowly. |

The author is encouraged by the thought that beneath the
royal insignia of England throbs that woman’s and mother’s
heart. May she ask that he who is nearest to her would
present to her notice this simple story. Should it win from
her compassionate nature pitying thoughts for those multi-
tudes of poor outeasts, who have fled for shelter to the
shadow of her throne, it were enough.
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May the blessing of God rest on the noble country from
which America draws her lineage, and on her the Queen of
it. Though all the thrones be shaken, may kers, founded
deep in the hearts of her subjects, be established to her and
to her children, through all generations !

With deep respect,
: HARRIET BEECHER STOWE.

Bruxswick, Me., March 20, 1852.

Her letter to Charles Dickens and his reply are as
follows: —

To THE AUTHOR OF ¢ DAvID COPPERFIELD 7 :

The Author of the following sketches offers them to your
notice as the first writer in our day who turned the attention
of the high to the joys and sorrows of the lowly. In search-
ing out and embellishing the forlorn, the despised, the lonely,
the neglected and forgotten, lies the true mission which you
have performed for the world. There is a moral bearing in
it that far ontweighs the amusement of a passing hour. If
I may hope to do only something like the same, for a class
equally ignored and despised by the fastidions and refined
of my country, I shall be happy. Yours very truly,

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE.

Tavistock Housg, Lonpox, July 17, 1852.

DEAR MADAM, — I have read your book with the deepest
interest and sympathy, and admire, more than I can express
to you, both the generous feeling which inspired it, and the
admirable power with which it is executed.

If I might suggest a fault in what has so charmed me, it
would be that you go too far and seek to prove too much.
The wrongs and atrocities of slavery are, God knows ! case
enough. I doubt there being any warrant for making out
the African race to be a great race, or for snpposing the
future destinies of the world to lic in that direction ; and I
think this extreme championship likely to repel some useful
sympathy and support.
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Your book is worthy of any head and any heart that ever
inspired a book. I am much your debtor, aud I thank you
most fervently and sincerely. CHARLES DICKENS.

Mgs. HArrIET B. STOWE.

The following is the letter addressed to Macaulay,

and his reply: —
¢
Hox. T. B. MACAULAY : |

One of the most vivid recollections of my early life is the
enthusiasm excited by reading your review of Milton, an en-
thusiasm deepened as I followed successively your writings
as they appeared. A desire to hold some communion with
minds that have strongly swayed and controlled our own is,
I Dbelieve, natural to every one, and suggested to my mind
the idea of presenting to you this work. When a child Dbe-
tween eight and ten years of age, I was a diligent reader of
the ¢ Christian Observer,” and in particular of the articles
in which the great battle was fought against the slave-trade.
An impression was then made on my mind which will never
be obliterated. A similar conflict is now convulsing this
nation, = an agitation which every successive year serves to
deepen and widen. In this conflict the wise and good of
other lands can materially aid us.

The public sentiment of Christianized humanity is the last
court of appeal in which the cause of a helpless race is to
be tried, and nothing operates more sensibly on this country
than the temperate and just expression of the sentiments of
distinguished men in your own. Every such expression is
a shot which strikes the eitadel. There is a public senti-
ment on this subject in England which often expresses itself
ina way which does far less good than it might if those who
expressed it had a more accurate kuowledge and a more
skilful touch, and yet even that has done good, though it
has done harm also. The public sentiment of nations is
rising to be a power stronger than that of fleets and armies,
and it needs to be skillfully and wisely guided. He who
should direct the feelings of England on this subject wisely
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and effectively might do a work worthy of your father, of
Clarkson and Wilberforce, and atl those brave men who
began the great conflict for God and humanity.

I much misjudge your mind and heart if the subject is
one on which you can be indifferent, or can speak otherwise
than justly, humanely, and effectively.

Yours with deep respect,
HARRIET BEECHER STOWE.
Brunswick, Mg., March 20, 1852.

THE ALBANY, Loxpox, May 20, 1852.
MapAad, — I sincerely thank you for the volumes which
you have done me the honor to send me. I have read them
— I cannot say with pleasure; for no work on such a sub-
jeet can give pleasure, but with high respect for the talents
and for the benevolence of the writer. I have the honor to
be, madam, Your most faithful servant,
T. B. MACAULAY.

Tn October of 1856 Macaulay wrote to Mrs. Stowe:

¢“I have just returned from Italy, where your fame seems
to throw that of all other writers into the shade. There is
no place where ¢ Uncle Tom’ (transformed into ¢ Il Zio
Tom’) is not to be found. By this time I have no doubt
he has ¢ Dred’ for a companion.”

Soon after Macaulay’s letter came to her, DMus.
Stowe began to receive letters from other distinguished
persons expressing a far warmer sympathy with the
spirit and motive of her work.

FroM Lorp CARLISLE.
' Loxpox, July S, 1852,
Mapay,—1I have allowed some time to elapse before 1
thanked you for the great honor and kindness you did me
in sending to me from yourself a copy of ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin.” I thought it due to the subject of which I per-
ceived that it treated not to send a mere acknowledgment,
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as I confess from a imotive of policy I am apt to do upon
the first arrival of a book. I therefore determined to read
before I wrote. : '

Having thus read, it is not in the stiff and conventional
form of compliment, still less in the technical language of
criticism, that I am about to speak of your work. I return
my deep and solemn thanks to Almighty God, who has led
and enabled you to write such a book. I do feel, indeed,
the most thorough assurance that, in his good Providence,
such a book cannot have been written in vain. I have long
felt that Slavery is by far the topping question of the world
and age we live in, including all that is most thrilling in
heroism and most touching in distress,— in short, the real
Epic of the Universe. The self-interest of the parties most
nearly concerned on the one hand, the apathy and ignorance
of unconcerned observers on the other, have left these august
pretensions to drop very much out of sight, and hence my
rejoicing that a writer has appeared who will be read and
must be felt, and that, happen what may to the transactions
of slavery, they will no longer be suppressed.

I trust that what I have just said was not required to
show the entire sympathy I entertain with respeet to the
main truth and leading scope of your high argument, but
we live in a world only too apt to regard the accessories
and accidents of a subject above its real and vital essence.
No one can know so well as you how much the external ap-
pearance of the negro detracts from the romance and senti-
ment which undoubtedly might attach to his position and
to his wrongs ; and on this account it does seem to me pro-
portionately important that you should have brought to your
portraiture great grace of style, great power of language,
a play of humor which relieves and lightens even the dark
depth of the background which you were ecalled upon to
reveal, a force of pathos whicl, to give it the highest
praise, does not lag behind all the dread reality, and, above
all, a variety, a diserimination, and a truth in the delineation
of character which, even to my own scanty and limited ex-
perience of the society you desecribe, aceredits itself instan-
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taneously and irresistibly. There is one point whieh, in
face of all that your book has aimed at and achieved, 1
think of extremely slight importance, but which I will never-
theless just mention, if only to show that I have not been
bribed infto this fervor of admiration. I think, then, that
whenever you speak of England and her institutions it is in
a tone which fails to do them justice. I do not know what
distinet charges yon think could be established against our
aristocracy and capitalists ; but you generally convey the
impression that the same oppressions in degree, though not
in kind, might be brought home to them which are now laid
to the charge of southern slave-holders. Exposed to the
same ordeal, I grant they might very probably not stand the
test better. All I contend for is, that the circumstances in
which they are placed, and the institutions by which they
are surrounded, make the parallel wholly inapplicable. I
cannot but suspect that your view has been in many respects
derived from composers of fiction and others among our-
selves, who, writing with distinguished ability, have been
more successful in delineating and dissecting the morbid
features of our modern socicty than in detecting the princi-
ple which is at fault or suggesting the appropriate remedy.
My own belief is — liable, if you please, to national bias—
that our capitalists are very much the same sort of persons
as your own in the Northern States, with the saine mixtures
and inequalities of motive and action. With respeet to our
aristocracy, I should really be tempted to say that, tried by
their conduct on the question of Free Trade, they do not
sustain an unfavorable comparison with your uppermost
classes. I need not repeat how irrelevant, after all, T feel
what I have said upon this head to be to the main issues
included in your work. There is little doubt, too, that as a
nation we have our special failings, and one of them proba-
bly is that we care too little about what other nations think
of us. Nor can I wish my countrymen ever to forget that
their own past history shonld prevent them from being for-
ward in casting accusations at their transalantic brethren on
the subject of slavery. With great ignorance of its actual
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miseries and horrors, there is also among us great ignorance
of the fearful perplexities and difficulties with which its so-
Iution could not fail to be attended. I feel, however, that
there is a considerable difference between reluctant acquies-
cence in what you inherit from the past, and voluntary fresh
enlargements and reinforcements of the system. For in-
stance, I should not say that the mode in which such an
enactment as the Fugitive Slave Law has been considered
in this country has at all erred upon the side of overmuch
indignation.

I need not detain you longer. I began my letter with
returning thanks to Almighty God for the appearance of
your work, and I offer my humble and ardent prayer to the
same Supreme Source that it may have a marked agency in
hastening the great consummation, which I should feel it a
practical atheism not to believe must be among the unful-
filled purposes of the Divine Power and Love.

I have the honor to be, madam,
Your sincere admirer and well-wisher,

CARLISLE.
Mrs. BEECHER STOWE.

Froy Rev. Cuarres KiNGsLEY.

EveRrsLEY, August 12, 1852.

My pEAR MapAM, — Illness and anxiety have prevented
my acknowledging long ere -this your kind letter and your
book, which, 1f snccess be a pleasure to you, has a sucecess
in England which few novels, and certainly no American
book whatsoever, ever had. I cannot tell yon how pleased
I am to see coming from across the Atlantic a really healthy
indigenous growth, “autochthones,” free from all second
and third hand Germanisms and Italianisms, and all other
unrealisms.

Your book will do more to take away the reproach from
your great and growing nation than many platform agita-
tions and speechifyings.

, Here there is but one opinion about it. Lord Carlisle
(late Morpeth) assured me that he believed the book, inde-
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pendent of its artistic merit (of which hereafter), caleulated
to produce immense good, and he can speak better concern-
ing it than I can, for I pay you a compliment in saying that
I have actually not read it through. It is too painful, —1I
cannot bear the sight of misery and wrong that I can do
nothing to alleviate. But I will read it through and reread
it in due time, though when I have done so, I shall have
nothing more to say than what every one says now, that it
is perfect. ,

I cannot resist transeribing a few lines which I received
this morning from an excellent critic: ¢ To my mind it is
the greatest novel ever written, and though it will seem
strange, it reminded me in a lower sphere more of Shake-
speare than anything modern I have ever read ; not in the
style, nor in the humor, nor in the pathos,— though Eva
set me a cerying worse than Cordelia did at sixteen, — but in
the many-sidedness, and, above all, in that marvellous clear-
ness of insight and outsight, which makes it seemingly im-
possible for her to see any one of her characters without
showing him or her at once as a-distinet man or woman dif-
ferent from all others.”

I have a debt of personal thanks to you for the book, also,
from a most noble and great woman, my own mother, a
West-Indian, who in great sickness and sadness read your
book with delighted tears. What struck her was the way
in which you first of all writers, she said, had dived down
into the depths of the negro heart, and brought out his com-
mon humanity without losing hold for a moment of his race
peculiarities. But I must really praise you no more to your
face, lest I become rude and fulsome May God bless and
prosper you, and all you write, is the earnest prayer, and,
if you go on as you have begun, the assured hope, of your
faithful and obliged servant,

CHARLES KINGSLEY.
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FroyM T™HE EARL OF SHAFTESBURY.!
Loxpox, December 14, 1852,

MADAM, — It is very possible that the writer of this let-
ter may be wholly unknown to yon. But whether my name
be familiar to your ears, or whether you now read it for the
first time, 1 cannot refrain from expressing to you the deep-
gratitude that I feel to Almighty God, who has inspired
both your heart and your head in the composition of ¢ Un-
cle Tom’s Cabin.”

It would be out of place here to enumerate the various
beauties, singular, original, and lasting, which shine through-
out the work. One conviction, however, is constantly pres-
ent to my mind, — the conviction that the gospel alone can
elevate the intellect, even to the highest point. None but
a Christian believer conld have composed ¢ Paradise Lost.”’
None but a Christian believer could have produced such
a book as yours, which has absolutely startled the whole
world, and impressed many thousands by revelations of eru-
elty and sin which give us an idea of what would be the un-
controlled dominion of Satan on this fallen earth.

Your character of Eva is true. I have, allowing for the
difference in sex, and the influences of a southern as com-
pared with a northern climate, seen such myself in zeal, sim-
plicity, and overflowing affection to God and man. It
pleases God to show, every now and then, such specimns
of his grace, and then remove them before they are tar-
nished by the world.

Yon are right, too, about Topsy. Our Ragged Schools
will afford yon many instauces of poor children, hardened
by kicks, insults, and ‘neglect, moved to tears and to docility
by the first word of kindness. It opens new feelings, devel-
ops, as it were, a new nature, and brings the wretched out-
cast into the family of man. I live in hope — God grant it
may rise to faith ! — that this system is drawing to a close.
It seems as though our Lord had sent out this book as the
messenger before his face to preparc his way before him.

1 Formerly Lord Ashley.
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It may be that these unspeakable horrors are now disclosed
to drive us to the only “ hope of all the ends of the ecarth,”
the second advent of our blessed Saviour. Let us continue,
as St. Paul says, ¢ fervent and instant in prayer,” and may
we at the great day of account be found, with millions of
this oppressed race, among the sheep at the right hand of
our common Lord and Master !
Believe me, madam, with deep respect,
Your sincere admirer and servant,

SHAFTESBURY.
Mrs. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE.

About the same time with this, Mrs. Stowe received
a letter from Hon. Arthur Helps, accompanying a re-
view of her work, written by himself, in a leading
periodical. The main subject of Mr. Helps’s letter
was the one already alluded to in Lord Carlisle’s let-
ter, on the relation of the capitalists and higher classes
of England to the working-classes, as compared with
the relations of slave-holders and slaves in America.
Her reply to this letter being shown to Archbishop
Whately, she was surprised by a letter from him to
the following purport: —

MapaM, — The writer of the article in ¢ Fraser’s Maga-
zine ” has favored me with a copy of your most interesting
letter to him, and from it I collect that you will be glad to
learn that I have been negotiating for the insertion of arti-
cles by very able hands on your truly valuable work in the .
“ Edinburgh Review ” and the ‘¢ North British,” both which
are of wider cireulation and more influence than that maga-
zine.

The subject was discussed at the Statistical Section, of
which I was president, of the DBritish Association meeting
in Belfast, and I then took occasion to call attention to your
work.

It became evident, then, that the book had found -
powerful support and sympathy on English shores.
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Sampson Low, who afterwards became Mis.
Stowe’s English publisher, thus records its success in

England : —

“ From April to December, 1852, twelve different editions
(not reissues) at one shilling were published, and within the
twelve months of its first appearance no less than eighteen
different houses in London were engaged in supplying the
demand that had set in. The total number of editions was
forty, varying from the fine illustrated edition of 15s. to the
cheap popular one at 6d.

“ After carvefully analyzing these editions and weighing
probabilities with ascertained facts, I am able pretty confi-
dently to say that the aggregate number circulated in Great
Britain and her colonies exceeded one million and a half.” -

Meanwhile Muys. Stowe received intelligence of its
appearance in Sweden from the pen of the accom-
plished Frederika Bremer.

Froy FrREDERIKA BREMER.

STockHOLM, January 4, 1853.

My peArEsT Lapy, — How shall I thank you for your
most precious, most delightful gift ? Could I have taken
your hand many a time, while I was reading your work,
and laid it on my beating heart, you would have known
the joy, the happiness, the exultation, it made me experi-
ence ! It was the work I had long wished for, that I had
_anticipated, that I wished while in America to have been
able to write, that I thought must come in America, as the
uprising of the woman’s and mother’s heart on the question
of slavery. I wondered that it had not come earlier. I
wondered that the woman, the mother, could look at these
things and Dbe silent,— that no ery of noble indignation and
anger would eseape her breast, and rend the air, and pierce
to the ear of humanity. I wondered, and, God be praised !
it has come. The woman, the mother, has raised her voice
out of the very soil of the new world in behalf of the
wronged ones, and her voice vibrates still through two
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great continents, opening all hearis and minds to the light
of truth. o

How happy you are to have been able to do it so well, to
have been able to win all hearts while you so daringly pro-
claimed strong and bitter truths, to charm while you in-
structed, to amuse while you defended the cause of the lit-
tle ones, to touch the heart with the softest sorrow while
you aroused all our boldest energies against the powers of
despotism. _

In Sweden your work has been translated and published,
as feuilleton in our largest daily paper, and has been read,
enjoyed, and praised by men and women of all parties as I
think no book here has been enjoyed and praised before. . . .
I look upon you as a heroine who has won the battle. I
think it is won! T have a deep unwavering faith in the
strong humanity of the American mind. It will ever work
to throw out whatever is at war with that humanity ; and
to make it fully alive, nothing is needed but a truly strong
appeal of heart to heart, and that has been done in ¢ Uncle
Tom.” '

You bave done it, dear, blessed, happy lady. Receive in
these poor words my congratulations, my expressions of
love and joy, my womanly pride in you as my sister in faith
and love. God bless you forever !

FREDERIKA BREMER.

The author also received letters from France, an-
nouncing the enthusiastic reception of her work there.
Madame George Sand, then one of the greatest powers
of the literary world of France, thus introduced it to
the public: —

To review a book the very morrow after its appearance,
in the very journal where it has just been published, is
doubtless contrary to usage, but in this case it is the most
disinterested homage that can be rendered, since the im-
mense suceess attained by this work at its publication does
not need to be set forth.
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This book is in all hands and in all journals. It has, and’
will have, editions in every form ; people devour it, they
cover it with tears. It is no longer permissible to those
who can read not to have read it, and one mourns that there
are so many souls condemned never to read it,— helots of
poverty, slaves through ignorance, for whom society has
been unable as yet to solve the double problem of uniting
the food of the body with the food of the soul.

It is not, then, it cannot be, an officious and needless task
to review this book of Mrs. Stowe. We repeat, it is a hom-
age, and never did a generous and pure work merit one
more tender and spontaneous. She is far from us; we do
not know her who has penetrated our hearts with emotions
so sad and yet so sweet. Let us thank her the more. Let
the gentle voice of woman, the generous voice of man, with
the voices of little children, so adorably glorified in this
book, and those of the oppressed of this old world, let them
cross the seas and hasten to say to her that she is esteemed
and beloved !

If the best eulogy which one can make of the author is
to love ler, the truest that one can make of the book is to
love its very faults. It has faults,— we need not pass
them in silence, we need not evade the discussion of them, —
but you need not be disturbed about them, you who are ral-
lied on the tears you have shed over the fortunes of the
poor victims in a narrative so simple and trune.

These defects exist only in relation to the conventional
.rules of art, which never have been and never will be abso-
lute. If its judges, possessed with the love of what they
call “artistic work,” find unskillful treatment in the book,
look well at them to see if their eyes are dry when they are
reading this or that chapter.

They will reeall to your mind that Ohio senator, who,
having sagely demonstrated to his little wife that it is a polit-
ical duty to refuse asylnm and help to the fugitive slave,
ends by taking two in his own carriage, in a dark night,
over fearful roads, where he must from time to time plunge
into mud to his waist to push on the vehicle. This eharm-
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ing episode in “ Uncle Tom” (a digression, if you will)
paints well the situation of most men placed between their
prejudices and established modes of thought and the spon-
taneous and genevous intuitions of their hearts.

It is the history, at the same time affecting and pleasing,
of many independent eritiecs. Whatever they may be in the
matter of social or literary questions, those who pretend al-
ways to judge by strict rules are often vanquished by their
own feelings, and sometimes vanquished when unwilling to
avow 1t.

I have always been charmed by the anccdote of Voltaire,
ridiculing and despising the fables of La Fontaine, seizing
the book and saying, “ Look here, now, you will see in the
very first one” — he reads one. ¢ Well, that is passable,
but see how stupid this is ! ” — he reads a second, and finds
after all that is quite pretty; a third disarms him again,
and at last he throws down the volume, saying, with ingen-
uous spite, ¢It’s nothing but a collection of masterpieces.”
Great souls may be bilious and vindietive, but it is impossi-
ble for them to remain unjust and insensible.

It, however, should be said to people of culture, who pro-
fess to be able to give correct judgments, that if their cul-
ture is of the truest kind it will never resist a just and
right emotion. Therefore it is that this book, defective ac-
cording to the rules of the modern French romance, in-
tensely interests everybody and triumphs over all criticisms
in the discussions it causes in domestic cireles.

For this book is essentially domestic and of the family, —
this book, with its long disenssions, its minute details, its
portraits carefully studied. Mothers of families, young
girls, little children, servants even, ean read and under-
stand them, and men themselves, even the most superior,
cannot disdain them. We do not say that the success of
the book is because its great merits redeem its faults; we
say its sueccess is because of these very alleged faults. _

For a long time we have striven in France against the
prolix explanations of Walter Scott. We have cried out
against those of Balzac, but on consideration have perceived
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that the painter of manners and character has never done
too much, that every stroke of the pencil was needed for
the general effect. Let us learn then to appreciate all
kinds of treatment, when the effect is good, and when they
bear the seal of a master hand.

Mrs. Stowe is all instinet; it is the very reason that she
appears to some not to have talent. Has she not talent ?
What is talent ? Nothing, doubtless, compared to genius;
but has she genius ? I eannot say that she has talent as one
understands it in the world of letters, but she has genius,
as humanity feels the need of genius,— the genius of good-
ness, not that of the man of letters, but of the saint. Yes,
—a saint! Thrice holy the soul which thus loves, blesses,
and consoles the martyrs. Pure, penetrating, and profound
the spirit which thus fathoms the recesses of the human
soul. Noble, generous, and great the heart which embraces
in her pity, in her love, an entire race, trodden down in
blood and mire under the whip of ruffians and the maledic-
tions of the impious.

Thus should it be, thus should we value things ourselves.
We should feel that genius is keart, that power is faith, that
talent is sincerity, and, finally, success is sympathy, since
this book overcomes us, since it penetrates the breast, per-
vades the spirit, and fills us with a strange sentiment of-
mingled tenderness and admiration for a poor negro lacer-
ated by blows, prostrate in the dust, there gasping on a mis-
erable pallet, his last sigh exhaled towards God.

In matters of art there is but one rule, to paint and to
move. And where shall we find creations more complete,
types more vivid, situations more touching, more original,
than in “ Uncle Tom,” —those beautiful relations of the
slave with the child of his master, indicating a state of
things unknown among us; the protest of the master himself
agamst slavery during that innocent part of life when his
soul belongs to God alone ? Afterwards, when society takes
him, the law chases away God, and interest deposes con-
science. In coming to mature years the infant ceases to be
man and becomes master. God dies in his soul.
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What hand has ever drawn a type more fascinating and

admirable than St. Clare, — this exceptional nature, noble,
generous, and loving, but too soft and too nonchalant to be
really great ? Is it not man himself, human nature itself,
with its innate virtues, its good aspirations, and its deplora-
ble failures ? — this charming master who loves and is be-
loved, who thinks and reasons, but concludes nothing and
doesnothing ! He spends in his day treasures of indulgence,
of consideration, of goodness; he dies without having accom-
plished anything. The story of his precious life is all told
in a word — “to aspire and to regret.” He has never learned
to will. Alas! is there not something of this even among
the bravest and best of men ?
. The life and death of a little child and of a negro slave !
—that is the whole book! This negro and this child are
two saints of heaven! The affection that unites them, the
respect of these two perfect ones for each other, is the only
love-story, the only passion of the drama. I know not what
other genius but that of sanctity itself could shed over this
affection and this situation a charm so powerful and so sus-
tained. The child reading the Bible on the knees of the
slave, dreaming over its mysteries and enjoying them in her
exceptional maturity; now covering him with flowers like a
doll, and now locking to him as something sacred, passing
from tender playfulness to tender veneration, and then fad-
ing away through a mysterious malady which seems to be
nothing but the wearing of pity in a nature too pure, too
divine, to accept earthly law; dying finally in the arms of
the slave, and calling him after her to the bosom of God, —
all this is so new, so beautiful, that one asks one’s self in
thinking of it whether the success which has attended the
work is after all equal to the height of the conception.

Children are the true heroes of Mrs. Stowe’s works.
Her soul, the most motherly that could be, has conceived of
these little creatures in a halo of grace. George Shelby,
the little Harry, the cousin of Eva, the regretted babe of
the little wife of the Senator, and Topsy, the poor diabolie,
excellent Topsy, — all the children that one sees, and even
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those that one does not see in this romance, but of whom
one has only a few words from their desolate mothers, seem
to us a world of little angels, white and black, where any
mother may recognize some darling of her own, source of
her joys and tears. In taking form in the spirit of Mrs.
Stowe, these children, without ceasing to be children, assume
ideal graces, and come at last to interest us more than the
personages of aun ordinary love-story.

Women, too, are here judged and painted with a master
hand ; not merely mothers who are sublime, but women
who are not mothers either in heart or in fact, and whose
infirmities are treated with indulgence or with rigor. By
the side of the methodieal Miss Oplelia, who ends by learn-
ing that duty is good for -nothing without love, Marie St.
Clare is a frightfully truthful portrait. One shudders in
thinking that she exists, that she is everywhere, that each of
us has met her and seen her, perhaps, not far from us, for
it 1s only necessary that this charming creature should have
slaves to torture, and we should see her revealed complete
through her vapors and her nervous complaints.

The saints also have their claw! it is that of the lion.
She buries it deep in the conscience, and a little of burning
indignation and of terrible sarcasm does not, after all, mis-
become this Harriet Stowe, this woman so gentle, so hu-
mane, so religious, and full of evangelical unction. Ah!
yes, she is a very good woman, but not what we derisively
call ¢ goody good.” Hers is a heart strong and courageous,
which in blessing the unhappy and applauding the faithful,
tending the feeble and succoring the irresolute, does not
hesitate to bind to the pillory the hardened tyrant, to show
to the world his deformity. .

She is, in the true spirit of the word, consecrated. Her
fervent Christianity sings the praise of the martyr, but per-
mits no man the right to perpetuate the wrong. She de-
nounces that strange perversion of Scripture which tolerates
the iniquity of the oppressor because it gives opportunity
for the virtues of the vietims. She ecalls on God himself,
and threatens in his name; she shows us human law on one
side, and God on the other !
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Let no one say that, because she exhorts to patient endur-
ance of wrong, she justifies those who do the wrong. Read
the beautiful page where George Harris, the white slave,
embraces for the first time the shores of a free terrifory,
and presses to his heart wife and child, who at last are his
own. What a beautiful picture, that! What a large heart-
throb ! what a triumphant protest of the eternal and in-
alienable right of man to liberty !

Honor and respect to you, Mrs. Stowe! Some day your
recompense, which is already recorded in heaven, will come
also in this world. GEORGE SAND.

Nounant, December 17, 1852.

Madame L. S. Belloe, also a well-known and dis-
tinguished writer, the translator of Miss Edgeworth’s
and of other English works into French, says: —

“ When the first translation of ¢ Uncle Tom’ was pub-
lished in Paris there was a general hallelujah for the au-
thor and for the cause. A few weeks after, M. Charpen-
tier, one of our best publishers, called on me to ask a new
translation. I objected that there were already so many it
might prove a failure. He insisted, saying, ¢ Il n’y aura
jamais assez de lecteurs pour un tel livre,” and he particu-
larly desired a special translation for his own collection,
¢ Bibliotheque Charpentier,” where it is catalogued, and
where it continues now to sell daily. ¢La Case de I’Oncle
Tom’ was the fifth, if I recollect rightly, and a sixth illus-
trated edition appeared some months after. It was read
by high and low, by grown persons and children. . A great
enthusiasm for the anti-slavery cause was the result. The
popularity of the work in France was immense, and no
doubt influenced the public mind in favor of the north dur-
ing the war of secession.”

The next step in the history of “Unecle Tom ” was
a meeting at Stafford House, when Lord Shaftesbury
recommended to the women of England the sending of
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an “affectionate and Christian address to the women
of America.” |

This address, composed by Lord Shaftesbury, was
taken in hand for signatures by energetic canvassers in
all parts of England, and also among resident Inglish
on the Continent. The demand for signatures went
as far forth as the city of Jerusalem. When all the
signatures were collected, the document was forwarded
to the care of Mrs. Stowe in America, with a letter
from Lord Carlisle, recommending it to her, to be
presented to the ladies of America in such way as she
should see fit.

It was exhibited first at the DBoston Anti-Slavery
fair, and now remains in its solid oak case a lasting
monument of the feeling called forth by “Uncle Tom’s
Cabin.”

It is in twenty-six thick folio volumes, solidly bound
in morocco, with the American eagle on the back of
each. On the first page of the first volume is the ad-
dress, beautifully illuminated on vellum, and following
are the subsceribers’ names, filling the volumes. There
are 562,448 names of women of every rank of life,
from the nearest in rank to the throne of England to
the wives and daughters of the humblest artisan and
laborer. Among all who signed, it is fair to presume
there was not one who had not read the book, and did
not, at the time of signing, feel a sympathy for the
cause of the oppressed people whose wrongs formed its
subject. The address, with its many signatures, was
simply a relief to that impulsive desire to do some-
thing for the cause of the slave, which the reading
of “Unecle Tom’s Cabin ” appeared to inspire.

Of the wisdom of this step there have been many
opinions. Nobody, however, can doubt that Lord
Shaftesbury, who had spent a long life in labors to lift
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burdens from the working-classes of England, and who
had redeemed from slavery and degradation English
women and children 1n its mines and collieries, had
thereby acquired a certain right to plead for the cause
of the oppressed working-classes in all countries.

The address was received as a welcome word of
cheer and encouragement by that small band of faithful
workers who for years had stood in an unfashionable
minority; but so far as the feeling expressed in it
was one of real Christian kindliness and humility, it
was like a flower thrown into the white heat of a fur-
nace. It added intensity, if that were possible, to
that terrific conflict of forces which was destined never
to cease till slavery was finally abolished.

It was a year after the publication of “Uncle Tom ”
that Mrs. Stowe visited England, and was received at
Stafford House, there meeting all the best known and
best worth knowing of the higher circles of England.

The Duchess of Sutherland, then in the height of
that majestic beauty and that noble grace of manner
which made her a fit representative of English woman-
hood, took pleasure in showing by this demonstration
the sympathy of the better class of Ingland with that
small unpopular party in the United States who stood
for the rights of the slave.

On this occasion she presented Mrs. Stowe with a
solid gold bracelet made in the form of a slave’s
shackle, with the words, “We trust it is a memorial
of a chain that is soon to be broken.” On two of the
links were inscribed the date of the abolition of the
slave-trade, March 25, 1807, and of slavery in Eng-
lish territory, August 1, 1834. On another link was
recorded the number of signatures to the address of the
women of England.

At the time, such a spe}‘ech and the hope it expressed
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seemed like a Utopian dream. Yet that bracelet has
now inscribed upon its other links the steps of Ameri-
can emancipation: “Emancipation in District of Co-
lumbia, April 16, 1862;” “President’s proclamation
abolishing slavery in rebel States, January 1, 1863; ”
“Maryland free, October 13, 1864 ; ” “Missouri free,
January 11, 1865.” ‘“Constitutional amendment ”
(forever abolishing slavery in the United States) is
inscribed on the clasp of the bracelet. Thus what
seemed the vaguest and most sentimental possibility
has become a fact of history.

A series of addresses presented to Mrs. Stowe at
this time by public meetings in different towns of
England, Scotland, and Ireland, still remain among
the literary curiosities relating to this book. The
titles of these are somewhat curious: ‘“Address from
the Inhabitants of Berwick-upon-Tweed;” “Address
from the Inhabitants of Dalkeith;” “Address from
the Committee of the Glasgow Female Anti-Slavery
Society; ” ‘“Address from the Glasgow University
Abstainers’ Society;” “Address from a Public Meet-
ing in Belfast, Ireland;” ‘Address from the Com-
mittee of the Ladies’ Anti-Slavery Society, Edin-
burgh; ” “Address from the City of Leeds.”

All these public meetings, addresses, and demon-
strations of sympathy were, in their time and way,
doubtless of perfect sincerity. = But when the United
States went into a state of civil war, these demonstra-
tions ceased.

But it is due to the brave true working-classes of
England to say that in this conflict, whenever they
thought the war was one of justice to the slave, they
gave it their sympathy, and even when it brought
hardship and want to their very doors, refused to lend
themselves to any popular movement which would go -
to crush the oppressed in America.
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It is but justice also to the Duchess of Sutherland
to say, that although by the time our war was initiated
she had retired from her place as leader of society
to the chamber of the invalid, yet her sympathies
expressed in private letters ever remained true to the
cause of freedom.

Her son-in-law, the Duke of Argyll, stood almost
alone in the House of Lords in defending the cause of
the Northern States. It is, morcover, a significant
fact that the Queen of England, in concurrence with
Prince Albert, steadily resisted every attempt to enlist
the warlike power of England against the Northern
States.

But Almighty God had decreed the liberation of
the African race, and though Presidents, Senators,
and Representatives united in declaring that such were
not tZeir intentions, yet by great signs and mighty
wonders was this nation compelled to listen to the
voice that spoke from heaven, “Let my people go.”

In the darkest hour of the war, when defeat and
discouragement had followed the Union armies, and
all hearts were trembling with fear, Mrs. Stowe was
in the Senate-Chamber at Washington, and heard
these words in the Message of President Lincoln: —

“If this struggle is to Le prolonged till there be not a
house in the land where there is not one dead, till all the
treasure amassed by the unpaid labor of the slave shall be
wasted, till every drop of blood drawn by the lash shall
be atoned by Dblood drawn by the sword,— we can only
bow and say, “Just and true are thy ways, thon King of

Saints !’ ”

Such words were a fit exponent of the Emancipation
Proclamation, which, though sown in weakness, was
soon raised in power, and received the evident bene-
diction of God’s providence.



INTRODUCTION i

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” in the fervor which conceived
it, in the feeling which it inspited through the world,
was only one of a line of ripples marking the ‘com-
mencement of mighty rapids, moving by forces which
no human power could stay to an irresistible termina-
tion, — towards human freedom.

Now the war is over, slavery is a thing of the past;
slave-pens, blood-hounds, slave-whips, and slave-coffles
are only bad dreams of the night; and now the humane
reader can afford to read “Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” with-
out an expenditure of torture and tears.

For many years Mrs. Stowe has had a home in the
Southern States, and she has yet to meet an intelligent
southern man or woman who does not acquiesce in the
extinction of slavery, and feel that the life of free
society is as great an advantage to the whites as to the
blacks. Slavery has no mourners; there is nobody
who wishes it back. |

As to the influence of “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” in va-
rious other lands of the earth whither it has been car-
ried, intelligence has sometimes come to the author
through the American missionaries and other sources.
The three following letters are specimens.

In a letter from BMiss Florence Nightingale, Octo-
ber 26, 18506, she says: —

“T hope it may be some pleasure to you, dear madam, to
hear that ¢ Uncle Tom’ was read by the sick and suffering
in our Ilastern Military Hospitals with intense interest.
The interest in that book raised many a sufferer who, while
he had not a grumble to bestow upon his own misfortunes,
had many a thought of sorrow and just indignation for
those which you brought before him. It is from the know-
ledge of such evils so brought home to so many honest
hearts that they feel as well as know them, that we confi-
dently look to their removal in God’s good time.”
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From the Armenian Convent in the Lagoon of Ven-
ice came a most beautiful Amnenian translation of
“Uncle Tom,” with a letter from the principal trans-
lator. Rev. Mr. Dwight thus wrote to Professor
Stowe from Constantinople, September 8§, 1855: —

¢ ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin ’ in the Armenian langnage ! Who
would have thonght it ? I do not suppose your good wife,
when she wrote that book, thought that she was going to
missionate it among the sons of Haig in all their dispersions,
following them.along the banks of the Eupluates, sitting
down with them in their towns and villages under the shade
of hoary Ararat, traveling with them in their wanderings
even to India and China. DBut I have it in my hands! in
the Armenian of the present day, the same language in
which I speak and think and dream. Now do not suppose
this is any of my work, or that of any missionary in the
field. The translation has been made and book printed at
Venice by a fraternity of Catholic Armenian Monks perched
there on the Island of St. Lazarus. It is in two volumes,
neatly printed and with plates, I think translated from the
French. It has not been in any respeet materially altered,
and when it is so, not on account of religious sentiment.
The account of the negro prayer and exhortation meetings
is given in full, though the translator, not knowing what
we mean by people’s becoming Christians, took pains to in-
sert at the bottom of the page that at these meetings of the
negroes great effects were sometimes produced by the
warm-hearted exhortations and prayers, and it often hap-
pened that heathen negroes embraced Christianity on the
spot. | ‘

One of your former scholars is now in my house, studying
Armenian, and the book which I advised him to take as the
best for the language is this ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.’ ”

Two or three other letters will conclude this répesr-
toire.
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86 SAUCHIEHALL‘ STREET, GrAsGgow, April 16, 1853.

Mgrs. H. B. STowE :

Mapan, — When persons of every rank in this country
- are almost vying with each other who is to show yon most
respect, you might perhaps think but little at being ad-
dressed by an exile, who offers you his heartfelt thanks,
not for the mere gratification which the reading of ¢ Uncle
Tom’s Cabin” afforded, but for the services you have ren-
dered to the cause of humanity and of my country. You
may be surprised at hearing of services rendered to my
country (Poland) ; yet so it is. The unvarnished tale you
published cannot fail to awaken the nobler feelings of man
in every reader ; it instils into their minds that fundamen-
tal Christian precept to love our fellow-beings ; and it is by
the spread of universal benevolence and not by revolutions
that the cause of humanity is best promoted.

But you have done more than that, although you may be
unconscious of it. A mother yourself, you have given com-
fort to other mothers. That foreign land where such pure
benevolence asis taught in ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ is hon-
ored cannot be a bad land ; and though letters from their
children do not always reach Polish motliers, your book is
accessible to them, and gives them the conviction that their
offspring, far as they are from them, are still within reach
of maternal feelings.

A still higher good you have done to many a man by the
picture of the patient faith of Uncle Tom. It was the cus-
tom of some persons to sneer at faith, on the supposition
that it implied a blind belief in all that the clergyman ut-
ters. Your book has helped to dispel that delusion, and
faith begins to be seen by some as something nobler, as
the firm conviction of the mind that higher aims are placed
before man than the gratification of his appetites and de-
sires ; that it is, in short, that strength of mind which re-
strains him from doing evil when his bad passions lead him
into temptation. |

I cannot address you in the name of a body, but as an
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exile, as a man belonging to the family of mankind, I beg
to offer you my thanks and my wishes. May God bless you,
may your days be many and prosperous, and may the noble
aim you proposed yourself in writing ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin
be speedily accomplished ! If I may add a request I would
beg of you to pray now and then for the poor Iolish mo-
thers,—a good person’s prayer may be acceptable.
I am, madam, your most obedient servant,
Crarres F. MULLER.

WAVERLEY IN BELMONT, October 26, 1860.

Mrs. H. B. StowE:

Dear Mapanm, — I will not make any apology for the
liberty which I take of writing to you, although I cannot
claim any personal acquaintance. At any rate, I think you
will excuse me. The facts which I wish to communicate
will, I doubt not, be of sufficient interest to justify me.

It was my privilege, for such I shall esteem it on many
accounts, to receive into my family and have under my es-
pecial care the young DBrahmin whose recent visit to this
country you must be acquainted with. I mean Joguth
Chunder Gangooly, the first and only individual of his caste
who has visited this country. Being highly intelligent and
familiar with the social and intellectnal character of the
Hindoos of his native land, he gave me much information
for which, in my scanty kunowledge of that country, I was
unprepared. Among other things he assured me that ¢ Un-
cle Tom’s Cabin® was a book as well known and as much
read in Bengal among his own people as here in America,
that it had been translated into their langnage, and been
made a household book. Ie himself showed a familiar ac-
quaintance with its contents, and assured me that it had
done not a little to deepen the loathing of slavery in the
minds of the Hindoos, and also to qualify their opinion of
our country.

The facts which he gave me I believe to be substantially
true, and deemed them such as would have an interest for
the author of the book in question. Though I grieve for



INTRODUCTION Iv

the wrong and shame which disgraces my country, I take
a landable pride in those productions of the true-hearted
that appeal to the sympathies of all nations, and find a
ready response in the heart of humanity. |
With high respect,
Yours traly, _
JAMES THURSTON,

Irom Mgs. LEONOWENS, formerly English Governess in the
Family of the King of Siam.
48 INgris STREET, HALIFAX, Nova Scotia,
October 15, 1878.
Mgrs. II. B. StowE:

Dear Mapanm, — The following is the fact, the result of
the translation of ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” into the Siamese
language, by my friend, Sonn Klean, a lady of high rank at
the court of Siam. I inclose it to you here, as related in
one of my books. '

 Among the ladies of the harem I knew one woman who
more than all the rest.helped to enrich my life, and to ren-
der fairer and more beautiful every lovely woman I have
since chanced to meet. Her name translated itself, and no
other name could have been more appropriate, into ¢ Hidden
Perfume.” Her dark eyes were clearer and calmer, her
full lips had a stronger expression of tenderness about them,
and her brow, which was at times smooth and open, and at
others contracted with pain, grew nobler and more beautiful
as throngh her studies in English the purposes of her life
strengthened and grew deeper and broader each day. Our
daily lessons and translations from Iinglish into Siamese had
~ become a part of her happiest hours. The first book we
translated was ¢ Unecle Tom’s Cabin,” and it soon became
her favorite book. She would read it over and over again,
though she knew all the characters by heart and spoke of
them as if she had known them all her life. On the 3d of
January, 1867, she voluntarily liberated all her slaves, men,
women, and children, one hundred and thirty in all, saying,
‘I am wishful to be good like Harriet Beecher Stowe, and



Ivi INTRODUCTION

never again to buy human bodies, but only to let them go
free once more.” Thenceforth, to express her entire sympa-
thy and affection for the author of ¢Uncle Tom’s Cabin,’
she always signed herself Harriet Beecher Stowe ; and her
sweet voice trembled with love and music whenever she
spoke of the lovely American lady who had taught her as
even Buddha had taught kings to respect the rights of her
fellow-creatures.”
I remain,
Yours very truly,
A. H. LEONOWENS.

'The distinctively religious influence of “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin ” has been not the least remarkable of the
features of its history.

Among other testimonials in the possession of the
writer is a Bible presented by an association of work-
ingmen in England, on the occasion of a lecture deliv-
ered to them on “Uncle Tom, as an Illustration of
Christianity.”

The Christianity represented in the book was so far
essential and unsectarian, that alike in the Protestant,
Catholie, and Greek Church it has found sympathetic
readers.

It has indeed been reported that “Uncle Tom’s
Cabin” has been placed in the Index of the Roman
Catholic Church, but of this there may be a doubt, as
when the author was in Rome she saw it in the hands
of the common people, and no less in those of some of
the highest officials in the Vatican, and heard from
them in conversation expressions of warm sympathy
with the purport of the work.

In France it was the testimony of colporteurs that
the enthusiasm for the work awakened a demand for
the Bible of Uncle Tom, and led to a sale of the
Seriptures.
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The accomplished translator of M. Charpentier’s
edition said to the author, that, by the researches nec- -
essary to translate correctly the numerous citations of
Scripture in the work, she had been led to a most in-
- timate knowledge of the sacred writings in French.

The witty scholar and [littérateur, Heinrich Heine,
speaking of his return to the Bible and its sources of
consolation in the last years of his life, uses this lan-
guage: —

“ The reawakening of my religious feelings I owe to that
holy book, the Bible. Astonishing ! that after I have whirled
about all my life over all the dance-floors of philosophy, and
yielded myself to all the orgies of the intellect, and paid
my addresses to all possible systems, without satisfaction,
like Messalina after a licentious night, I now find myself on
the same stand-point where poor Uncle Tom stands, — on
that of the Bible. I kneel down by my black brother in
the same prayer ! What a humiliation! With all my sci-
ence I have come no farther than the poor ignorant negro
who has scarce learned to spell. Poor Tom, indeed, seems
to have seen deeper things in the holy book than L. . ..
Tom, perhaps, understands them better than I, because
more flogging occurs in them, — that is to say, those cease-
less blows of the whip which have wsthetically disgusted me
in reading the Gospels and Acts. But a poor negro slave
reads with his back, and understands better than we do.
But I, who used to make citations from Homer, now begin
to quote the Bible as Uncle Tom does.” — Vermischte
Schriften, p. 77. .

The acute German in these words has touched the
vital point in the catholic religious spirit of the book.
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” shows that under circumstances
of utter desolation and despair the religion of Christ
can enable the poorest and most ignorant human
being not merely to submit, but to triumpl, — that
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the soul of the lowest and weakest, by its aid, can be-
come strong in superhuman virtue, and rise above
every threat and terror and danger, in a sublime as-
surance of an ever-present love and an immortal life.

It is in this point of view that its wide circulation
through all the languages of the earth may justly be a
source of devout satisfaction.

Life has sorrows so hopeless, so dreadful, — so many
drag through weary, joyless lives, — that a story which
carries such a message as this can never cease to be a
comforter. | |

The message i1s from Christ the Consoler, and too
blessed is any one allowed by Him to carry it to the
sorrowful children of men.
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UNCLE. TOM’S CABIN

OR

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY

CHAPTER 1

IN WHICH THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO A MAN
OF HUMANITY

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

For convenience’ sake, we have said, hitherto, two
gentlemen. One of the parties, however, when eriti-
cally examined, did not seem, strictly speaking, to
come under the species. He was a short thick-set
man, with coarse commonplace features, and that swag-
gering air of pretension which marks a low man who
is trying to elbow his way upward in the world. He
was much overdressed, in a gaudy vest of many colors,
a blue neckerchief, bedropped gayly with yellow spots,
and arranged with a flaunting tie, quite in keeping
with the general air of the man. His hands, large
and coarse, were plentifully bedecked with rings; and
he wore a heavy gold watch-chain, with a bundle of




2 UNCLE TOMS CABIN ; OR

seals of portentous size, and a great variety of colors,
attached to 1t,—— which, in the ardor of conversation,
he was in the habit of flourishing and jingling with
evident satisfaction. His conversation was in free
and easy defiance of Murray’s Grammar, and was
garnished at convenient intervals with various profane
expressions, which not even the desire to be graphic in
our account shall induce us to transcribe.

His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of
a gentleman; and the arrangements of the house, and
the general air of the housekeeping, indicated easy,
and even opulent, circumstances. Aswe before stated,
the two were in the midst of an earnest conversation.

“That is the way I should arrange the matter,”
said Mr. Shelby.

“I can’t make trade that way, — I positively can’t,
Mr. Shelby,” said the other, holding up a glass of
wine between his eye and the light.

“Why, the fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon
fellow; he is certainly worth that sum anywhere, —
steady, honest, capable, manages my whole farm like
a clock.”

“You mean honest, as niggers go,’
helping himself to a glass of brandy.

“No; I mean, really, Tom is a good, steady, sensi-
ble, pious fellow. He got religion at a camp-meeting,
four years ago; and I Dbelieve he really did get it.
I ’ve trusted him, since then, with everything I have,
— money, house, horses, — and let him come and go
round the country; and I always found him true and
square in-everything.” -

“Some folks don’t believe there is pious niggers,
Shelby,” said Haley, with a candid flourish of his
hand, “but 7 do. T had a fellow, now, in this yer last
lot I took to Orleans, — "t was as good as a meetin’,

b]

said Haley,
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now, really, to hear that critter pray; and he was quite
gentle and quiet like. He fetched me a good sum, too,
for I bought him cheap of a man that was ’bliged to
sell out; so I realized six hundred on him. Yes, I
consider religion a valeyable thing in a nigger, when
it ’s the genuine article, and no mistake.”

\A.

“Well, Tom ’s got the real article, if ever a fellow
had,” rejoined the other. “Why, last fall, T let him
go to Cincinnati alone, to do business for me, and bring
home five hundred dollars. ‘Tom,’ says I to him, ‘I
trust you, because I think you’re a Christian, —1I
know you would n’t cheat.” Tom comes back, sure
enough; I knew he would. Some low fellows, they
say, said to him, ‘Tom, why don’t you make tracks
for Canada?’ ‘Al, master trusted me, and I could
n’t,” — they told me about it. I am sorry to part
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with Tom, I must say. You ought to let him cover
the whole balance of the debt; and you would, Haley,
if you had any conscience.”

“Well, I’ve got just as much conscience as any
man in business can afford to keep, — just a little, you
know, to swear by, as ’t were,” said the trader, joc-
ularly; “and, then, I’m ready to do anything in
reason to ’blige friends; but this yer, you see, is a
leetle too hard on a fellow, — a leetle too hard.” The
trader sighed contemplatively, and poured out some
more brandy.

“Well then, Haley, how will you trade? ” said M.
Shelby, after an uneasy interval of silence.

“Well, haven’t you a boy or gal that you could
throw in with Tom?”

“Hum ! — none that I could well spare; to tell the
truth, it’s only hard necessity makes me willing to
sell at all. T don’t like parting with any of my hands,
that ’s a faet.”

Here the door opened, and a small quadroon boy,
between four and five years of age, entered the room.
There was something in his appearance remarkably
beautiful and engaging. His black hair, fine as floss
silk, hung in glossy curls about his round dimpled face,
while a pair of large dark eyes, full of fire and soft-
ness, looked out from beneath the rich, long lashes, as
Lie peered curiously into the apartment. A gay robe
of scarlet and yellow plaid, carefully made and neatly
fitted, set off to advantage the dark and rich style of
his beauty; and a certain comic air of assurance,
blended with bashfulness, showed that he had been not
unused to being petted and noticed by his master.

“Hulloa,” Jim Crow!” said Mr. Shelby, whistling,
and snapping a bunch of raisins towards him, “pick
that up, now!”
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The child scampered, with all his little strength,
after the prize, while his master laughed.

“Come here, Jim Crow,” said he. The child came
up, and the master patted the curly head, and chucked
him under the chin.

“Now, Jim, show this gentleman low you can
dance and sing.” The boy commenced one of those
wild, grotesque songs common among the negroes, in
a rich, clear voice, ac-
companying his singing
with many evolutions
of the hands, feet, and
whole body, all in per-
feet time to the music.

“Bravo!” said Ha-
ley, throwing him a
quarter of an orange.

“Now, dJim, walk
like old Uncle Cudjoe
when he has the rheu-
matism,” said his mas-
ter.

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

Both gentlemen laughed uproariously.

“Now, Jim,” said his master, “show us how old
Elder Robbins leads the psalm.” The boy drew his
chubby face down to a formidable length, and com-
menced toning a psalm tune through his nose with
imperturbable gravity.

“Hurrah! bravo! what a young un!” said Haley;
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‘““that chap ’s a case, I°’ll promise. Tell you what,”
said lie, suddenly clapping his hand on Mr. Shelby’s
shoulder, “fling in that chap and I ’ll settle the busi-
ness, — I will. Come, now,  if that an’t doing the
thing up about the vightest!” .

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

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

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

“I was looking for Harry, please, sir; ” and the boy
bounded toward her, showing his spoils, which he had
gathered in the skirt of his robe.

“Well, take him away, then,” said Mr. Shelby;
and hastily she withdrew, carrying the child on her
arm.

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

“I don’t want to make my fortune on her,” said Mr.

32
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Shelby, dryly; and, seeking to turn the conversation,
~ he uncorked a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his com-
panion’s opinion of it. |

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

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

“Mr. Haley, she is not to b2 sold,” said Shelby.
“My wife would not part with her for her weight in
gold.” |

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

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

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

- “What on earth can you want with the child?”
said Shelby. ' :
- “Why, I’ve got a friend that ’s going into this yer
branch of the business, — wants to buy up handsome
boys to raise for the market. Fancy articles entirely,
—sell for waiters, and so on, to rich uns, that can
pay for handsome uns. It sets oft one of yer great
places, — a real handsome boy to open door, wait, and
tend. They fetch a good sum; and this little devilis
such a comical, musical concern, he ’s just the article.”
- “T would rather not sell him,” said Mr. Shelby,
thoughtfully; “the fact is, sir, I ’m a hwmane man,
and I hate to take the boy from his mother, sir.”
“Oh, you do? —TLa! yes, — something of that ar
natur. I understand, perfectly. It is mighty on-
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pleasant getting on with women, sometimes. I al’ays
hates these yer screechin’, screamin’ times. They are
mighty onpleasant; but, as I manages business, I gen-
erally avoids ’em, sir. Now, what if you get the girl
off ‘for a day, or a week, or so; then the thing ’s done
quietly, — all over before she comes home. Your wife
might get her some earrings, or a new gown, or some
such truck, to make up with her.”

“I’m afraid not.”

“Lor bless ye, yes! These critters an’t like white
folks, you know; they gets over things, only manage
right. Now, they say,” said Haley, assuming a candid
and confidential air, “that this kind o’ trade is harden-
ing to the feelings; but I never found it so. Tact is,
I never could do thingsup the way some fellers manage
the business. I ’ve seen ’em as would pull a woman’s
child out of her arms, and set him up to sell, and she
screechin’ like mad all the time; — very bad policy,
— damages the article, — makes ’em quite unfit for
service sometimes. I knew a real handsome gal once,
in Orleans, as was entirely ruined Dby this sort o’ han-
dling. The fellow that was trading for her didn’t
want her baby; and she wasone of your real high sort,
when her blood was up. I tell you, she squeezed up
her child in her arms, and talked, and went on real
awful. - It kinder makes my blood run cold to think
on 't; and when they carried off the child, and locked
her up, she jest went ravin’ mad, and died in a week.
Clear waste, sir, of a thousand dollars, jest for want
of management, — there’s where ’tis. It’s always
best to do the humane thing, sir; that’s been my ex-
perience.” And the trader leaned back in his chair,
and folded his arms, with an air of virtuous decision,
apparently considering himself a second Wilberforce.

The subject appeared to interest the gentleman
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deeply; for while Mr. Shelby was thoughtfully peeling
an orange, Haley broke out afresh, with becoming dif-
fidence, but as if actually driven by the force of truth
to say a few words more.

“It don’t look well, now, for a feller to be praisin’
himself; but I say it jest because it’s the truth., I
believe I m reckoned to bring in about the finest droves
of niggers that is brought in, — at least, I ’ve been told
so; if I have once, I reckon I have a hundred times,
all in good case, — fat and likely, and I lose as few
as any man in the business. And I lays it all to my
management, sir; and humanity, sir, I may say, is
the great pillar of my management.”

Mr. Shelby did not know what to say, and so he
said, “Indeed!”

“Now, I’ve been laughed at for my notions, sir,
and I’ve been talked to. They an’t pop’lar, and
they an’t common; but I stuck to ’em, sir; I’ve
stuck to ’em, and realized well on ’em; yes, sir, they
have paid their passage, I may say,” and the trader
laughed at his joke.

There was something so piquant and original in
these elucidations of humanity, that Mr. Shelby could
not help laughing in company. Perhaps you laugh
too, dear reader; but you know humanity comes out
in a variety of strange forms nowadays, and there is
no end to the odd things that humane people will say
and do.

Mr. Shelby’s laugh encouraged the trader to proceed.

“It ’s strange now, but I never could beat this into
people’s heads. Now, there was Tom Loker, my old
partner, down in Natchez; he was a clever fellow,
Tom was, only the very devil with niggers, — on
principle 't was, you see, for a better-hearted feller
never broke bread; ’t was his system, siv. T used to
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talk to Tom. ‘Why, Tom,’ I used to say, ‘when
your gals takes on ‘and cry, what’s the use o’ crackin’
on ’em over the head, and knockin’ on ’em round?
It ’s ridiculous,’ says I, ‘and don’t do no sort o’ good.
Why, I don’t see no harm in their eryin’,” says I; ¢ it ’s
natur,’ says I, ¢ and if natur can’t blow off one way,
it will another. Besides Tom,’ says I, ‘it jest spiles
your gals; they get sickly and down in the mouth; and
sometimes they gets ugly, — particular yallow gals do,
—and it ’s the devil and all gettin’ on em broke in.
Now,’ says I, ‘why can’t you kinder coax ’em up,
and speak ’em fair? Depend on it, Tom, a little hu-
manity, thrown in along, goes a heap further than all
your jawin’ and erackin’; and it pays better,’ says I,
‘depend on ’t.” But Tom could n’t get the hang on ’t;
and he spiled so many for me, that I had to break
off with him, though he was a good-hearted fellow,
and as fair a business hand as is goin’.”

“And do you find your ways of managing do the
business better than Tom’s?” said Mr. Shelby.

“Why, yes, sir, I may say so. You see, when I
any. ways can, I takes a leetle care about the on-
pleasant parts, like selling young uns and that, —
get the gals out of the way, —out of sight, out of
mind, you know, —and when it’s clean done, and
can’t be helped, they naturally gets used to it. ’T an’,
you know, as if it was white folks, that ’s brought up
in the way of ’spectin’ to keep their children and wives,
and all that. Niggers, you know, that’s fetched up
properly han’t no kind of ’spectations of no kind; so
all these things comes easier.”

“I’m afraid mine are not properly brought wup,
then,” said Mr. Shelby..

“S’pose not; you Kentucky folks spile your niggers.
You mean well by ’em, but ’tan’t no real kindness,
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arter all. Now, a nigger, you see, what’s got to be
hacked and tumbled round the world, and sold to
Tom, and Dick, and the Lord knows who, ’t an’t no
kindness to be givin’ on him notions and expectations,
and bringin’ on him up too well, for the rough and

tumble comes all the harder on him arter. Now, I
venture to say,

your  niggers

would be quite

chop-fallen in a
place where some

of your plantation

niggers would be
singing and

whooping like all

possessed. Ivery

man, you know,

Mr. Shelby, nat-

urally thinks

well of his own

ways; and I

think I treat
niggers just about

as well as 1it’s

ever worth while

to treat ‘em.” -

“It’s a happy thing to be satisfied,” said Mnr.
Shelby, with a slight shrug, and some perceptible feel-
ings of a disagreeable nature. |

“Well,” said Haley, after they had both silently
picked their nuts for a season, “what do you say?”

“I’ll think the matter over, and talk with my
wifé,” said Mr. Shelby. ‘“Meantime, Haley, if you
want the matter carried on in the quiet way you speak
of, you ’d best not let your business in this neighbor-
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hood be known. It will get out among my boys, and it
will not be a particularly quiet business getting away
any of my fellows, if they know it, I’ll promise you.”

““Ob, certainly, by all means, mum! of course. But
I’11 tell you, I’m in a devil of a hurry, and shall
want to know, as soon as possible, what I may depend
on,” said he, rising and putting on his overcoat.

“Well, call up this evening, between six and seven,
and you shall have my answer,” said Mr. Shelby, and
the trader bowed himself out of the apartment.

“I’°d like to have been able to kick the fellow down
the steps,” said he to himself, as he saw the door fairly
closed, “with his impudent assurance; but he knows
how much he has me at advantage. If anybody had
ever said to me that I should sell Tom down south to
one of those rascally traders, I should have said, ‘Is
thy servant a dog, that he should do this thing?’ And
now it must come, for anght I see. And Eliza’s child,
too! I know that I shall have some fuss with wife
about that; and, for that matter, about Tom, too. So
much for being in debt, — heigh-ho! The fellow sees
his advantage, and means to push it.”

Perhaps the mildest form of the system of slavery
is to De seen in the State of Kentucky. The general
prevalence of agricultural pursuits of a quiet and grad-
ual mnature, not requiring those periodic seasons of
hurry and pressure that are called for in the business
of more southern districts, makes the task of the negro
a more healthful and reasonable one; while the mas-
ter, content with a more gradual style of acquisition,
has mot those temptations to hard-heartedness which
always overcome frail human nature when the prospect
of sudden and rapid gain is weighed in the balance,
with no heavier counterpoise than the interests of the
helpless and unprotected.
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Whoever visits some estates there, and witnesses the
good-humored indulgence of some masters and mis-
“tresses, and the affectionate loyalty of some slaves,
might be tempted to dream the oft-fabled poetic legend
of a patriarchal institution, and all that; but over and
above the scene there broods a portentous shadow, —
the shadow of law. So long as the law considers all
these human beings, with beating hearts and living
affections, only as so many #Zings belonging to a mas-
ter, — so long as the failure, or misfortune, or impru-
dence, or death of the kindest owner inay cause them
any day to exchange a life of kind protection and in-
dulgence for one of hopeless misery and toil, — so long
it is impossible to make anything beautifui or desirable
in the best-regulated administration of slavery.

Mr. Shelby was a fair average kind of man, good
natured and kindly, and disposed to easy indulgence of
those around him, and there had never been a lack of
anything which might contribute to the physical com-
fort of the negroes on his estate. He had, however,
speculated largely and quite loosely; had involved him-
self deeply, and his notes fo a large amount had come
into the hands of Haley; and this small piece of in-
formation is the key to the preceding conversation. .

Now, i1t had so happened that, in approaching the
door, Eliza had caught enough of the conversation to
know that a trader was making offers to her master for
somebody. She would gladly have stopped at the door
to listen, as she came out; but her mistress just then
calling, she was obliged to hasten away. Still she
thought she heard the trader make an offer for her
boy; — could she be mistaken? Her heart swelled
and throbbed, and she involuntarily strained him so
tight that the little fellow looked up into her face in
astonishment,
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“Eliza, girl, what ails you to-day?” said her mis-
tress, when Eliza had upset the wash-pitcher, knocked
down the work-stand, and finally was abstractedly
offering her mistress a long night-gown in place of the
silk dress she had ordered her to bring from the ward-
robe.

Eliza started. ““Oh, missis! ” she said, raising her
eyes; then, bursting into tears, she sat down iIn a
chair, and began sobbing.

“Why, Eliza, child! what ails you? ” said her mis-
tress.

“Oh, missis,” said Eliza, “there’s been a trader
talking with master in the parlor! I heard him.”

“Well, silly child, suppose there has.” |

“Ol, missis, do you suppose mas’r would sell my
Harry?” And the poor creature threw herself into a
chair, and sobbed convulsively. |

“Sell him! No, you foolish girl! You know your
master never deals with those southern traders, and
never means to sell any of his servants, as long as they
behave well. Why, you silly child, who do you think
would want to buy your Harry? Do you think all the
world are set on him as you are, you goosie? Come,
cheer up, and hook my dress. There now, put my
back hair up in that pretty braid yon learnt the other
day, and don’t go listening at doors any more.”

“Well, but, missis, you never would give your con-
sent —to—to” —

“Nonsense, child! to be sure I shouldn’t. What
do you talk so for? I would as soon have one of my
own children sold. But really, Eliza, you are getting
altogether too proud of that little fellow. A man
can’t put his nose into the door, but you think he must
be coming to buy him.”

. Reassured by her mistress’s confident tone, Eliza

2
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proceeded nimbly and adroitly with her toilet, laughing
~at her own fears, as she proceeded.

Mrs. Shelby was a woman of a high class, both in-
tellectually and morally. To that natural magnanim-
ity and generosity of mind which one often marks as
characteristic of the women of Kentucky, she added
“high moral and religious sensibility and prineiple, car-
ried out with great energy and ability into practical
results. Her husband, who made no professions to
any particular religious character, nevertheless rever-
enced and respected the consistency of hers, and stood,
perhaps, a little in awe of her opinion. Certain it was
that he gave her unlimited scope in all her benevolent
efforts for the comfort, instruction, and improvement
of her servants, though he never took any decided part
in them himself. In fact, if not exactly a believer in
the doctrine of the efficacy of the extra good works
of saints, he really seemed somehow or other to fancy
that his wife had piety and benevolence enough for
‘two, — to indulge a shadowy expectation of getting
into heaven through her superabundance of qualities to
which he made no particular pretension. |

The heaviest load on his mind, after his conversa-
tion with the trader, lay in the foreseen necessity of
breaking to his wife the arrangement contemplated, —
meeting the importunities and opposition which he
knew he should have reason to encounter.

Mrs. Shelby, being entirely ignorant of her hus-
band’s embarrassments, and knowing only the general
kindliness of his temper, had been quite sincere in the
entire incredulity with which she had met Eliza’s sus-
picions. In fact, she dismissed the matter from her
mind, without a second thought; and being occupied in
preparations for an evening visit, it passed out of her
thoughts entirely.
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CHAPTER II
TIHHE MOTHIER

Eriza had been brought up
by her mistress, from girlhood,
as a petted and indulged fa-
vorite.

The traveler in the south
must often have remarked that
peculiar air of refinement, that
softness of voice and manner,
which seems in many cases to
be a particular gift to the
quadroon and mulatto women.
These natural. graces in the
quadroon are often united with
beauty of the most dazzling
kind, and in almost every case
with a personal appearance
prepossessing and agreeable.
Iliza, such as we have de-
scribed her, is not a fancy sketch, but taken from re-
membrance, as we saw ler, years ago, in Kentucky.
Safe under the protécting care of her mistress, Eliza
had reached maturity without those temptations which
make beauty so fatal an inheritance to a slave. She
had been married to a bright and talented young mu-
latto man, who was a slave on a neighboring estate,
and bore the name of George Harris.
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- This young man had been hired out by his master
to work in a bagging. factory, where his adroitness
and ingenuity caused him to be considered the first
hand in the place. He had invented a machine for
the cleaning oi the hemp, which, considering the educa-
tion and circumstances of the inventor, displayed quite
as much mechanical genius as Whitney’s cotton-gin.!

He was possessed of a handsome person and pleas- .
ing manners, and was a general favorite in the factory.
Nevertheless, as this young man was in the eye of the
law not a man, but a thing, all these -superior qualifi-
cations were subject to the control of a vulgar, narrow-
minded, tyrannical master. This same gentleman,
having heard of the fame of George’s invention, took a
ride over to the factory, to see what this intelligent
chattel had been about. He was received with great
enthusiasm by the employer, who congratulated him on
possessing so valuable a slave.

He was waited upon over the factory, shown: the
machinery by George, who, in high spirits, talked so
fluently, held himself so erect, looked so handsome and
manly, that his master began to feel an uneasy con-
sciousness of inferiority. What business had his slave
to be marching round the country, inventing machines,
and holding up his head among gentlemen? He ’d
soon put a stop to it. He’d take him back, and put
him to hoeing and digging, and “see if he’d step
about so smart.” Accordingly, the manufacturer and
all hands concerned were astounded when he suddenly
demanded George’s wages, and announced his inten-
tion of taking him home.
~ “But, Mr. Harris,” remonstrated the manufacturer,-
“is n’t this rather sudden? ”

1 A machine of this deseription was really the invention of a
young colored man in Kentucky.
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“IWhat if it is? —is n’t the man mine 2 ”

“We would be willing, sir, to increase the rate of
compensation.”

“No object at all, sir. I don’t need to hire any
of my hands out, unless I ’ve a mind to.”

“But, sir, he seems peculiarly adapted to this busi-
ness.”

“Dare say he may be; never was much adapted to
anything that I set him about, I ’ll be bound.”

“But only think of his inventing this machine,”
interposed one of the workmen, rather unluckily.

“Oh, yes! — a machine for saving work, is it?
He ’d invent that, I ’ll be bound; let a nigger alone
for that, any time. They are all labor-saving ma-
chines themselves, every one of ’em. No, he shall
tramp!”

George had stood like one transfixed, at hearing his
doom thus suddenly pronounced by a power that le
knew was irresistible. He folded his arms, tightly
pressed in his lips, but a whole voleano of bitter feel-
ings burned in his bosom, and sent streams of fire
through his veins. He breathed short, and his large
dark eyes flashed like live coals; and he might have
broken out into some dangerous ebullition, had not the
kindly manufacturer touched him on the arm, and said,
. in a low tone, —

“Give way, George; go with him for the present.
We ’ll try to help you, yet.”

The tyrant observed the whisper, and conjectured
its import, though he could not hear what was said;
and he inwardly strengthened himself in his deter-
mination to keep the power he possessed over his vie-
tim. ' | '

George was taken home, and put to the meanest
drudgery of the farm. He had Dbeen able to repress
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every disrespectful word; Dbut the flashing eye, the
gloomy and troubled brow, were part of a natural lan-
guage that could not be repressed, — indubitable signs,
which showed too plainly that the man could not be-
come a thing. |

It was during the happy period of his employment
in the factory that George had seen and married his
wife. During that period, — being much trusted and
favored by his employer, — he had free liberty to come
and go at discretion. The marriage was highly ap-
proved of by Mrs. Shelby, who, with a little womanly
complacency in match-making, felt pleased to unite
her handsome favorite with one of her own class who
seemed in every way suited to her; and so they were
married in her mistress’s great parlor, and her mis-
tress herself adorned the bride’s beautiful hair with
orange-blossoms, and threw over it the bridal veil,
which certainly could scarce have rested on a fairer
head; and there was no lack of white gloves, and cake
and wine, — of admiring guests to praise the bride’s
beauty, and her mistress’s indulgence and liberality.
For a year or two Eliza saw lier husband frequently,
and there was nothing to interrupt their happiness, ex-
cept the loss of two infant children, to whom she was
passionately attached, and whom she mourned with &
- grief so intense as to call for gentle remonstrance from
her mistress, who sought with maternal anxiety, to
direct her naturally passionate feelings within the
bounds of reason and religion.

After the birth of little Harry, however, she had
gradually become tranquillized and settled; and every
bleeding tie and throbbing nerve, once more entwined
with that little life, seemed to become sound and
healthful, and Eliza was a happy woman up to the
time that her husband was rudely torn from his kind
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employer, and brought under the iron- sway of his
legal owner. _

The manufacturer, true to his word, visited Mr.
Harris a week or two after George had-been taken
away, when, as he hoped, the heat of the occasion had
passed away, and tried every possible inducement to
lead him to restore him to his former employment.

“You need n’t trouble yourself to talk any longer,”
said he, doggedly; “I know my own business, sir.”

“I did not presume to interfere with it, sir. I only
thought that you might think it for your interest to
let your man to us on the terms proposed.”

“Oh, I understand the matter well enough. I saw
your winking and whispering, the day I took him out
of the factory; but you don’t come it over me that
way. It’s a free country, sir; the man’s mine, and
I do what I please with him, — that ’s it!”

And so fell George’s last hope; — nothing before
him but a life of toil and drudgery, rendered more bit-
ter by every little smarting vexation and indignity
which tyrannical ingenuity could devise.

A very humane jurist once said, The worst use you
can put a man to is to hang him. No; there is an-
other use that a man can be put to that is Worse!
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CHAPTER III

THE IIHUSBAND AND FATHER

M=rs. SHELBY had gone on her visit, and Eliza stood
in the veranda, rather dejectedly looking after the
retreating carriage, when a hand was laid on her
shoulder. She turned, and a bright smile lighted up
her fine eyes. .

“George, is it you? How you frightened me!
Well! T am so glad you’s come! Missis is gone to
spend the afternoon; so come into my little room, and
we 1l have the time all to ourselves.” |

Saying this, she drew him into a neat little apart-
ment opening on the veranda, where she generally sat
at her sewing, within call of her mistress.

“How glad I am!— why don’t you smile? — and
look at Harry, —how he grows.” The boy stood
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shyly regarding his father through his curls, holding
close to the skirts of his mother’s dress. ‘“Isn’t he
beautiful ? ” said Eliza, lifting his long curls and
kissing him.

“T wish he’d never been born!” said George, bit-
terly. “I wish I ’d never been born myself!

Surprised and frightened, Iliza sat down, leaned
her head on her husband’s shoulder, and burst into
tears. ’

“There now, Eliza, 1t ’s too bad for me to make
you féeel so, poor girl!” said he, fondly; “it’s too
bad. Oh, how I wish you never had seen me, — you
might have been happy!” |

“George! (George! how can you talk so? What
dreadful thing has happened, or is going to happen?
I ’m sure we ’ve been very happy, till lately.”

“So we have, dear,” said George. Then drawing
his child on his knee, he gazed intently on his glorious
dark eyes, and passed his hands through hislong curls.

“Just like you, Eliza; and you are the handsomest
woman I ever saw, and the best one I ever wish to see;
but, oh, I wish I’d never seen you, nor you me!”

“Oh, George, how can you!”

“Yes, Eliza, it ’s all misery, misery, misery! My
life is bitter as wormwood ; the very life is burning out
of me. I’m a poor, miserable, forlorn drudge; I shall
only drag you down with me, that’s all. What’s the
use of our trying to do anything, trying to know any-
thing, trying to be anything? What’s the use of liv-
ing? I wish I was dead!”

“Oh, now, dear George, that is really wicked! I
know liow you feel about losing your place in the fac-
tory, and youhave a hard master; but pray be patient,
and perhaps something ” — |

“Patient!” said he, interrupting her; “haven’t I
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been patient? Did I say a word when he came and
took me away, for .no earthly reason, from the place
where everybody was kind tome? 1°d paid him truly
every cent of my earmngs, —and they all say I
worked well.”

“Well, it 7s dreadful,” said Eliza; “but, aftel all,
e is your master, you know.”

“My master! and who made him my master?
That ’s what I think of, — what right has he to me?
I’m a man as much as he is. I1’m a better man than
he is. - I know more about business than he does; I
am a better manager than he is; I can read better
than he can; I ean write a better hand, —and I ’ve
learned it all myself, and no thanks to him, —1I ’ve
learned it in spite of him; and now what right has he
to make a dray-horse of me? — to take me from things
I can do, and do better than he can, and put me to
work that any horse can do? He tries to do it; he
says he 11 bring me down and humble me, and he puts
me to just the hardest, meanest, and dirtiest work, on
purpose!”’

“Oh, George! George! you frighten me! Why, I
never heard you talk so; I’m afraid you’ll do some-
thing dreadful. I don’t wonder at your feelings at
all; but oh, do be careful — do, do— for my sake, —
for Harry’s!”

“I have been careful, and I have been p‘1t1ent but
it ’s growing worse and worse; flesh and blood can’t
bear it any longer; — every chance he can get to insult
and torment me, he takes. I thought I could do my
work well, and keep on quiet, and have some time to
read and learn out of work hours; but the more he sees
I can do, the more he loads on. He says that though
I don’t say anything, he sees I ’ve got the devil in me,
and he means to bring it out; and one of these days
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it will come out in a way that he won’t like, or I’m
mistaken! ”

“Oh, dear! what shall we do? ” said Eliza, mourn-
fully.

“It was only yesterday,” said George, “as I was
busy loading stones into a cart, that young Mas’r Tom
stood there, slashing his whip so near the horse that
the creature was frightened. I asked him to stop, as
pleasant as T could, — he just kept right on. I begged
him again, and then he turned on me, and began
striking me. I held his hand, and then le screamed
and kicked and ran to his father, and told him that I
was fighting him. He came in a rage, and said he ’d
teach me who was my master; and he tied me to a
tree, and cut switches for young master, and told him
that he might whip me till he was tired ; — and he did
do it! If I don’t make him remember it, some
time! ” and the brow of the young man grew dark, and
his eyes burned with an expression that made his young
wife tremble. “Who made this man my master?
That ’s what I want to know!” le said.

“Well,” said Eliza mournfully, “I always thought
that I must obey my master and mistress, or I could n’t
be a Christian.” |

“There is some sense in it, in your case; they have
brought you up like a child, fed you, clothed you, in-
dulged you, and taught you, so that you have a good
education; that is some reason why they should claim
you. DBut I have been kicked and cuffed and sworn
at, and at the best only let alone; and what do I owe?
I’ve paid for all my keeping a hundred times over.
I won’t bear it. No, I won’¢/” he said, clenching his
hand with a fierce frown.

Eliza trembled, and was silent. She had never
seen her husband in this mood before; and her gentle
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system of ethics seemed to bend like a reed in the
surges of such passions.

“You know poor little Carlo, that you gave me,”
added George; “the creature has been about all the
comfort that I’ve had. He has slept with me nights,
and followed me around days, and kind o’ looked at
me as if he understood how I felt. Well, the other
day I was just feeding him with a few old scraps I
- picked up by the kitchen door, and Mas’r came along,
and said I was feeding him up at his expense, and
that he could n’t afford to have every nigger keeping
" his dog, and ordered me to'tie a stone to his neck and
throw him in the pond.”

“QOh, George, you didn’t do it!” .

“Do it? not I! —but he did. Mas’r Tom pelted
the poor drowning creature with stones. Poor thing!
he looked at me so mournful, as if he wondered why I
didn’t save him. I had to take a flogging because
I wouldn’t do it myself. I don’t care. DMas’r will
find out that I'm one that whipping won’t tame.
My day will come yet, if he don’t look out.”

“What are you going to do? Oh, George, don’t
do anything wicked; if you only trust in God, and try
to do right, he’ll deliver you.”

“I an’t a Christian like you, Eliza; my heart’s
full of bitterness; I can’t trust in God. Why does
he let things he so?”

“Oh, George, we must have faith. MMistress says
that when all things go wrong to us, we must believe
that God is doing the very best.” -

“That ’s easy to say for people that are sitting on
their sofas and riding in. their carriages; but let “em
be where I am, I guess it would come some harder. I
wish I could be good; but my heart burns, and can’t
be reconciled, anyhow. You couldn’t, in my place,
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—you can’t now, if I tell you all I’ve got to say. -
You don’t know the whole yet.”

“IWhat can be coming now? ”

“Well, lately Mas’r has been saying that he was a
fool to let me marry off the place; that he hates Mur.
Shelby and all his tribe, because they are proud, and
hold. their heads up above him, and that I’ve got
proud notions from you; and he says he won’t let me
come here any more, and that I shall take a wife and
settle down on his place. At first he only scolded and
grumbled these things; but yesterday he told me that
I should take DMina for a wife, and settle down in a
cabin with her, or he would sell me down river.”

“Why — but you were married to me, by the min-
ister, as much as if you’d been a white man!” said
Eliza, simply. |

“Don’t you know a slave can’t be married? There
is no law in this country for that; I can’t hold you
for my wife if he chooses to part us. That’s why I
wish I’d never seen you, — why I wish I ’d never been
born; it would have been better for us both, —it
would have been better for this poor child if he had
never been born. All this may happen to him yet!”

“Oh, but master is so kind!”

“Yes, but who knows? —he may die, — and then
he may be sold to nobody knows who. What pleasure
is it that he is handsome, and smart, and bright 7 1 tell
you, Eliza, that a sword will pierce through your soul
for every good and pleasant thing your child is or has;
it will make him worth too much for you to keep!”

The words smote heavily on Eliza’s heart; the
vision of the trader came before her eyes, and, as if
some one had struck her a deadly blow, she turned
pale and gasped for breath. She looked nervously out
on the veranda, where the boy, tired of the grave con-
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- versation, had retired, and where he was riding tri-
umphantly up and down on Mr. Shelby’s walking-stick.
She would have spoken to tell. her husband her fears,
but checked herself.

“No, no, — he has enough to bear, poor fellow!”

she thought. “No, I won’t tell him; besides, it an’t
true. Missis never deceives us.”

“So, Eliza, my girl,” said the husband, mournfully,
“ bear up, now; and good-by, for I’m going.”

“Going, George! Going where?”

“To Canada,” said he, straightening himself wup;
“and when I’m there, 1’1l buy you; that’sall the
hope that’s left us. You have a kind master, that
won’t refuse to sell you. I°’ll buy you and the boy;
— God helping me, I willl”
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“ Oh, dreadful! if you should be taken? ”

“T won’t be taken, Eliza; I’1l die first! 1’11 be
free, or 1’1l die!” |

“You won’t kill yourself

“No need of that. They will kill me, fast enough;
they never will get me down the river alive!”

“Oh, George, for my sake, do be careful! Don’t
do anything wicked; don’t lay hands on yourself, or
anybody else. You are tempted too much-—too
“much; but don’t — go you must—but go carefully,
prudently; pray God to help you.”

“Well, then, Eliza, hear my plan. DMas’r took it
into his head to send me right by here, with a note to
Mr. Symmes, that lives a mile past. I Dbelieve he
expected I should come here to tell you what I have.
It would please him if he thought it would aggravate
‘Shelby’s folks’,” as he calls ’em. I’m going home
quite resigned, you understand, asif all wasover. I’ve
got some preparations made, — and there are those
that will help me; and, in the course of a week or so,
I shall be among the missing, some day. TPray for
me, Eliza; perhaps the good Lord will hear you.”

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

“Well, now, good-by,” said George, holding Eliza’s
hands, and gazing into her eyes, without moving. They
stood silent; then there were last words, and sobs, and
bitter weeping, — such parting as those may make
whose hope to meet again is as the spider’s web, —
and the husband and wife were parted.

12




LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY 29

CHAPTER 1V
AN EVENING IN UNCLE TOM’S CABIN

THE cabin of Uncle Tom was a small log building
close adjoining to “the house,” as the negro par excel-
lence designates his master’s dwelling., In front-it had
a neat garden-patclh, where, every summer, strawber-
ries, raspberries, and a variety of fruits and vegetables
flourished under careful tending. The whole front of
it was covered by a large scarlet bignonia and a native
multiflora rose, which, entwisting and interlacing, left
scarce a vestige of the rough logs to be seen. Here,
also, in summer, various brilliant annuals, such as
marigolds, petunias, four-o’clocks, found an indulgent
corner in which to unfold their splendors, and were
the delight and pride of Aunt Chloe’s heart. |

Let us enter the dwelling. The evening meal at
the house is over, and Aunt Chloe, who presided over
its preparation as head cook, has left to inferior offi-
cers in the kitchen the business of clearing away and
washing dishes, and come out into her own snug terri-
tories, to “get her ole man’s supper ”’; therefore, doubt
" not that it is she you see by the fire, presiding with
anxious interest over certain frizzling items in a stew-
pan, and anon with grave consideration lifting the
cover of a bake-kettle, from whence steam forth indu-
bitable intimations of ‘“something good.” A round,
black, shining face is hers, so glossy as to suggest the
idea that she might have been washed over with white
of eggs, like one of her own tea rusks. Her whole
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plump countenance beams with satisfaction and content-
ment from under her well-starched checked turban,
bearing on it, however, if we must confess it, a little
of that tinge of self-consciousness which becomes the
first cook of the mneighborhood, as Aunt Chloe was
universally held and acknowledged to be.

A cook she certainly was, in the very bone and cen-
tre of her soul. Not a chicken or turkey or duck in
the barnyard but looked grave when they saw her
approaching, and seemed evidently to be reflecting on
their latter end; and certain 1t was that she was
always meditating on trussing, stuffing, and roasting,:
to a degree that was calculated to inspire terror in any
reflecting fowl living. Her corn-cake, in all its varie-
ties of hoe-cake, dodgers, muffins, and other species
“too numerous to mention, was a sublime mystery to all
less practised compounders; and she would shake her
fat sides with honest pride and merriment, as she would
narrate the fruitless efforts that one and another of her
compeers had made to attain to her elevation.

The arrival of company at the house, the arranging
of dinners and suppers ‘“in style,” awoke all the
energies of her soul; and no sight was more welcome
to her than a pile of traveling trunks launched on the
veranda, for then she foresaw fresh efforts and fresh
triumphs.

Just at present, however, Aunt Chloe is looking into
the bake-pan ; in which congenial operation we shall
leave her till we finish our picture of the cottage.

In one corner of it stood a bed, covered neatly with
a snowy spread; and by the side of it was a piece of
carpeting, of some considerable size. On this piece
of carpeting Aunt Chloe took her stand, as being
decidedly in the upper walks of life; and it and the
bed by which it lay, and the whole corner, in fact,
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were treated with distinguished consideration, and
made, so far as possible, sacred from the marauding
1nroads and desecrations of little folks. In fact, that
corner was the drawing-room of the establishment. In
the other corner was a bed of much humbler preten-
sions, and evidently designed for wse. The wall over
the fireplace was adorned with some very brilliant
scriptural prints, and a portrait of General Washing-
ton, drawn and colored in a manner which would cer-
tainly have astonished that hero, if ever he had hap-
pened to meet with its like.

On a rough bench in the corner, a couple of woolly-
headed boys, with glistening black eyes and fat shining
cheeks, were busy in superintending the first walking
operations of the baby, which, as is usually the case,
consisted in getting up onits feet, balancing a moment,
and then tumbling down, — each successive failure
being violently cheered, as something decidedly clever.
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A table, somewhat rheumatic in its limbs, was
drawn out in front of the fire, and covered with a
cloth, displaying cups and saucers of a decidedly bril-
liant pattern, with other symptoms of an approaching
‘meal. At this table was seated Uncle Tom, Mr.
Shelby’s best hand, who, as he is to be the hero of our
story, we must daguerreotype for our readers. He
was a large, broad-chested, powerfully made man, of
a full glossy Dblack, and a face whose truly African
features were characterized by an expression of grave
and steady good sense, united with much kindiiness
and benevolence. There was something about his
whole air self-respecting and dignified, yet united with
a confiding and humble simplicity.

He was very busily intent at this moment on a slate
lying before him, on which he was carefully and slowly
endeavoring to accomplish a copy of some letters, in
which operation he was overlooked by young DMas’r
George, a smart, bright boy of thirteen, who appeared
fully to realize the dignity of his position as in-
structor.

“Not that way, Uncle Tom, — not that way,” said
he, briskly, as Uncle Tom laboriously brought up the
tail of his g the wrong side out; “that makes a ¢, you
see.”

“La sakes, now, does it?” said Uncle Tom, look-
ing with a respectful, admiring air, as his young
teacher, flourishingly scrawled ¢’s and ¢’s innumerable
for his edification; and then, taking the pencil in his
big, heavy fingers, he patiently recommenced.

“How easy white folks al’us does things! ” said Aunt
Chloe, pausing while she was greasing a griddle with
a scrap of bacon on her fork, and regarding young
Master George with pride. “The way he can write,
now! and read, too! and then to come out here even-
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ings and read his lessons to us, — it ’s mighty inter-
estin’ 1 ” )

“But, Aunt Chloe, I’m getting mighty hungry,”
said George. ‘“Isn’t that cake in the skillet almost
done? ”

“Mose done, Mas’r George,” said Aunt Chloe, lift-
ing the lid and peeping in, — “browning beautiful, —
a real lovely brown. Ah! let me alone for dat. DMMis-
sis let Sally try to make some cake, t’ other day, jes’
to larn her, she said.. ‘Oh, go way Missis,’ says I;
‘it really hurts my feelin’s, now, to see good vittles
spiled dat ar way! Cake ris all to one side, —mno
shape at all; no more than my shoe; —go way!’”

And with this final expression of contempt for
Sally’s greenness, Aunt Chloe whipped the cover off
the bake-kettle, and disclosed to view a meatly baked
pound-cake, of which no eity confectioner need to have
been ashamed. This being evidently the central point
of the entertainment, Aunt Chloe began now to bustle
about earnestly in the supper department.

“Here you, Mose and Pete! get out de way, you
niggers! Get away, Polly, honey, — mammy ’ll give
her baby somefin, by and by. Now, Mas’r George,
you jest take off dem books, and set down now with my
old man, and I°’ll take up de sausages, and have de
first griddle full of cakes on your plates in less dan no
time.”

“They wanted me to come to supper in the house,”
satd George;. “but I knew what was what too well for
that, Aunt Chloe.”

“So you did, —so you did, honey,” said Aunt
Clhloe, heaping the smoking batter-cakes on his plate;
- “you know’d your old aunty ’d keep the best for you.
Obh, let youn alone for dat! Goway!” and, with that,
aunty gave George a nudge with her finger, designed



34 UNCLE TOMS CABIN; OR

to be immensely facetious, and turned again to her
griddle with great briskness.

“Now for the cake,” said Mas’r George, when the
activity of the griddle department had somewhat sub-
sided; and, with that, the youngster flourished a large
knife over the article in question.

“La bless you, Mas’r George!” said Aunt Chloe,
with earnestness, catching his arm, “you wouldn’t be
for cuttin’ it wid dat ar great heavy knife! Smash
all down, — spile all de pretty rise of it. Here, I’ve
got a thin old knife, I keeps sharp a purpose. Dar
now, see! comes apart light as a feather! Now eat
away, — you won’t get anything to beat dat ar.”

“Tom Lincon says,” said George, speaking with
his mouth full, “that their Jinny is a better cook than
you.”

“Dem Lincons an’t much ’count, no way!” said
Aunt Chloe, contemptuously; “I mean, set alongside
our folks. They ’s ’spectable folks enough in a kinder
plain way; but, as to gettin’ up anything in style,
they don’t begin to have a notion on’t. Set Mas’r
Lincon, now, alongside Mas’r Shelby! Good Lor!
and Missis Lincon, — can she kinder sweep it into a
room like my missis, — so kinder splendid, yer know!
Oh, go way! don’t tell me nothin’ of dem Lincons!”
—and Aunt Chloe tossed her head as one who hoped
she did know something of the world.

“Well, though, I’ve hLeard you say,” said George,
“that Jinny was a pretty fair cook.”

\‘So I did,” said Aunt Chloe, — “I may say dat.
Good, plain, common cookin’ Jinny ’1l do; —make a
good pone o’ bread,— bile her taters fur, — her corn-
cakes isn’t extra, not extra mnow, Jinny’s corn-cakes
isn’t, but then they’s far, —but, Lor, come to de
higher branches, and what can she do? Why, she
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makes pies, — sartin she does; but what kinder crust?
Can she make your real flecky paste, as melts in your
mouth, and lies all up like a puff? Now, I went over
thar when Miss Mary was gwine to be married, and
Jinny she jest showed me de weddin’ pies. Jinny and
I is good friends, ye know. Inever said nothin’; but
go long, Mas’r George! Why, I shouldn’t sleep a
wink for a week, if I had a batch of pies like dem ar.
Why, .dey «war n’t no ’count ’t all.”

“T suppose Jinny thought they were ever so nice,”
said George.

“Thought so! —did n’t she? Thar she was, show-
ing ’em as innocent, —ye see, it’s jest here, Jinny
don’t know. Lor, the family an’t nothing! She
can’t be spected to know! ’T an’t no fault o’ hern.
Ah, Mas’r George, you doesn’t know half your privi-
leges in yer family and Dbringin’ up!” Here Aunt
Chloe sighed, and rolled up her eyes with emotion.

“I’m sure, Aunt Chloe, I understand all my pie
and pudding privileges,” said George. ‘“Ask Tom
Lincon if I don’t crow over him, every time I meet
him.” | :

Aunt Chloe sat back in her chair, and indulged in a-
‘hearty guffaw of laughter, at this witticism of young
Mas’r’s, lauzhing till the tears rolled down her black,
shining cheeks, and varying the exercise with playfully
slapping and poking Mas’r Georgey, and telling him
to go way, and that he was a case, — that he was fit
to kill her, and that he sartin would kill her, one of
these days; and, between each of these sanguinary
predictions, going-off into a laugh, each longer and
stronger than the other, till George really began to
think that he was a very dangerously witty fellow, and
that it became him to be careful how he talked “as
funny as he could.”
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“And so ye telled Tom, did ye? Oh, Lor! what
young uns will be up ter! Ye crowed over Tom?
Oh, Lor! Mas’r George, if ye wouldn’t make a
hornbug laugh!”

“Yes,” said George, “I says to him, ‘Tom, you
ought to see some of Aunt Chloe’s pies; they ’re the
right sort,’ says I.”

“Pity now, Tom couldn’t,” said Aunt Chloe, on
whose benevolent heart the idea of Tom’s:benighted
condition seemed to make a strong impression. “Ye
oughter just ask him here to dinner, some o’ these
times, DMas’r George,” she added; “it would look
quite pretty of ye. Ye know, Mas’r George, ye
oughtenter feel *bove nobody, on ’count yer privileges,
’cause all our privileges is gi’n to us; we ought al’ays
to ’member that,” said Aunt Chloe, looking quite se-
rious.

“Well, I mean to ask Tom here, some day next
week,” said George; “and you do your prettiest, Aunt
Chloe, and we’ll make him stare. Won’t we make
him eat so he won’t get over it for a fortnight? ”

“Yes, yes, — sartin,” said Aunt Chloe, delighted;
“you’ll see. Lor! to think of some of our dinners!
Yer mind dat ar great chicken-pie I made when we
guv de dinner to General Kmnox? I and DMissis,
we come pretty near quarreling about dat ar crust.
What does get into ladies sometimes, I don’t know;
but, sometimes, when a body has de heaviest kind o’
’sponsibility on ’em, as ye may say, and is all kinder
‘seris’ and taken up, dey takes dat ar time to be hang-
in’ round and kinder interferin’! Now, Missis, she
wanted me to do dis way, and she wanted me to do
dat way; and, finally, I got kinder sarcy, and, says I,
‘Now, DMissis, do jist look at dem beautiful white
hands o’ yourn, with long fingers, and all a sparkling
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with rings, like my white lilies when de dew ’s on ’em;
and look at my great black stumpin’ hands. Now,
don’t ye think dat de Lord must have meant me to
make de pie-crust, and you to stay in de parlor?’?
Dar! I was jist so sarcy, Mas’r George.”

“And what did mother say? ” said George.

“Say ? — why, she kinder larfed inher eyes, — dem
great handsome. eyes o’ hern; and, says she, “Well,
Aunt Chloe, I think you are about in the right on ’t,’
says she; and she went off in de parlor. She oughter
cracked me over de head for bein’ so sarecy; but dar’s
whar ’tis, —I ecan’t do mnothin’ with ladies in de
kitchen! ” |

“Well, you made out well with that dinner, —1I
remember everybody said so,” said George.

"“Didn’t I?7 And wan’t I behind de dinin’-réom
door dat bery day? and didn’t I see de General pass
his plate three times for some more dat bery pie? —
and, says he, ‘You must have an uncommon cook,
Mrs. Shelby.” Lor! I was fit to split myself.”

“ And de Gineral, he knows what cookin’ is,” said
Aunt Chloe, drawing herself up with-an air. “Bery
nice man, de Gineral! He comes of one of de bery
fustest families in Old
Virginny! He knows
what’s what, now, as
well as T do, — de Gin-
eral. Ye see, there’s
pints in all pies, Mas’r
George; but ’t an’t every-
body knows what they

-

is, or orter be. But the Gineral, he knows; I knew
by his ’'marks he made. Yes, he knows what de

pints is!”

By this time, Master George had arrived at that
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pass to which even a boy can come (under uncommon
circumstances), when he really could not eat another
morsel, and, therefore, he was at leisure to notice the
pile of woolly heads and glistening eyes which were
regarding their operations hungrily from the opposite
corner.

- “Here, you Mose, Pete,” he said, breaking off
liberal bits, and throwing it at them; “you want
some, don’t you? Come, Aunt Chloe, bake them
some cakes.”

And George and Tom moved to a comfortable seat
in the chimney-corner, while Aunt Chloe, after bak-
ing a goodly pile of cakes, took her baby on her lap,
and began alternately filling its mouth and her own,
and distributing to Mose and Pete, who seemed rather
to prefer eating theirs as they rolled about on the
floor under the table, tickling each other, and occa-
sionally pulling the baby’s toes.

“QOh, go long, will ye?” said the mother, giving
now and then a kick, in akind of general way, under
the table, when the mnovement became too obstreperous.
“Can’t ye be decent when white folks comes to see
ye? Stop dat ar, now, will ye? DBetter mind yer-
selves, or I ’ll take ye down a button-lhole lower, when
Mas’r George 1s gone! ”

What meaning was couched under this terrible
threat, it is difficult to say; but certain it 1s that its
awful indistinctness seemed to produce-very little im-
pression on the young sinners addressed.

“La, now!” said Uncle Tom, “they are so full of
tickle all the while, they can’t behave theirselves.”

Here the boys emerged from under the table, and,
with hands and faces well plastered with molasses,
began a vigorous kissing of the baby.

“Get along wid ye!” said the mother, pushing
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away their woolly heads. “Ye’ll all stick together,
and never get clar, if ye do dat fashion. Go long to
de spring and wash yerselves! ” she said, seconding her
exhortations by a slap, which resounded very formi-
dably, but which seemed only to knock out so much
more laugh from the young ones, as they tumbled pre-
cipitately over each other out of doors, where they
fairly sereamed with merriment.

“Did ye ever see such aggravating young uns? ” said
Aunt Chlee, rather complacently, as, producing an old
towel, kept for such emergencies, she poured a little
water out of the cracked teapot on it, and began rub-
bing off the molasses from the baby’s face and hands;
and, having polished her till she shone, she set her
down in Tom’s lap, while she busied herself in clear-
ing away supper. The baby employed the intervals
in pulling Tom’s nose, seratching his face, and burying
her fat hands in his woolly hair, which' last operation
seemed to afford her special content.

“An’t she a peart young un?” said Tom, holding
her from him to take a full-length view; then, getting
up, he set her on his broad shoulder and began caper-
ing and dancing with her, while Mas’r George snapped
at her with his pocket-handkerchief, and Mose and
Pete, now returned again, roared after her like bears,
till Aunt Chloe declared that they “fairly took her
head off ” with their noise. As, according to her own
statement, this surgical operation was a matter of daily
occurrence in the eabin, the declaration no whit abated
the merriment, till every one had roared and tumbled
and danced themselves down to a state of composure.

“Well, now, I hopes you’re done,” said Aunt
Chloe, who had been busy in pulling out a rude box of
a trundle-bed; “and now, you Mose and you Pete, get
into thar; for we’s goin’ to have the meetin’.”
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“Oh, mother, we don’t wanter. We wants to sit
up to meetin’, — meetin’s is so curis. We likes ’em.”

“La, Aunt Chloe, shove it under, and let ’em sit
up,” said Mas’r George, decisively, giving a push to
the rude machine. '

Aunt Chloe, having thus saved appearances, seemed’
highly delighted to push the thing under, saying, as
she did so, “Well, mebbe ’t will do ’em some good.”

The house now resolved itself into a committee of
the whole, to consider the accommodations and arrange-
ments for the meeting.

““What we ’s to do for cheers, now, I declar I don’t
know,” said Aunt Chloe. As the meeting had been
held at Uncle Tom’s, weekly, for an indefinite length
of time, without any more “cheers,” there seemed
some encouragement to hope that a way would be dis-
covered at present.

“0Old Uncle Peter sung both de legs out of dat old-
est cheer, last week,” suggested Mose.

“You golong! I’ll boun’ you pulled ’em out; some
o’ your shines,” said Aunt Chloe.

“Well, it ’1l stand, if it only keeps jam up agin de
wall! ” said Mose. _

“Den Uncle Peter mus’ n’t sit in if, cause he al’ays
hitches when he gets a singing. He hitched pretty
nigh across de room, t’ other night,” said Pete.

“Good Lor! get him in it, then,” said Mose, ‘“‘and
den he’d begin, ‘Come saints and sinners, hear me
tell,” and den down he’d go,” — and Mose imitated
precisely the nasal tones of the old man, tumbling on
the floor, to illustrate the supposed ecatastrople.

“Come now, be decent, can’t ye? ” said Aunt Chloe;
“an’t yer shamed?” '

Mas’r George, however, joined the offender in the
laugh, and declared decidedly that DMose was a “bus-
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ter.” So the maternal admonition seemed rather to

fail of effect.

“Well, ole man,” said Aunt Chloe, “you’ll have
to tote in them ar bar’ls.”

“Mother’s bar’ls i1s like dat ar widder’s, Mas’r
George was reading ’bout, in de good book, —dey
never fails,” said Mose, aside to Pete..

“I’m sure one on ’em caved In last week,” said
Pete, “and let ’em all down in de middle of de sing-
in’; dat ar was failin’, warn’t 1t?”

During this aside between Mose and Pete two empty
casks had been rolled into the cabin, and being secured
from rolling, by stones on each side, boards were laid
across them, which arrangement, together with the
turning down of certain tubs and pails, and the dis-
posing of the rickety chairs, at last completed the prep-
aration.

“Mas’r George is such a beautiful reader, now, I
know he’ll stay to read for us,” said Aunt Chloe;
“’pears like ’t will be so much more interestin’.”

George very readily consented, for your boy is al-
ways ready for anything that makes him of importance.

The room was soon filled with a motley assemblage,
from the old gray-headed patriarch of eighty, to the
young girl and lad of fifteen. A little harmless gossip
ensued on various themes, such as where old Aunt Sally
got her new red head-kerchief, and how “Missis was a
going to give Lizzy that spotted muslin gown, when
she ’d got her new berage made up”; and how Mas’r
Shelby was thinking of buying a new sorrel colt, that
was going to prove an addition to the glories of the
place. A few of the worshipers belonged to families
hard by, who had got permission to attend, and who
brought in various choice scraps of information, about
the sayings and doings at the house aud on the place,
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which circulated as freely as the same sort of small
change does in higher circles.

After a while the singing commenced, to the evident
delight of all present. Not even all the disadvantages
of nasal intonation could prevent the effect of the nat-
urally fine voices, in airs at once wild and spirited.
The words were sometimes the well-known and com-
mon hymns sung in the churches about, and sometimes
of a wilder, more indefinite character, picked up at
camp-meetings.

The chorus of one of them, which ran as follows,
was sung with great energy and unction: —

** Die on the field of battle,
Die on the field of battle,
Glory in my soul.”

-

Another special favorite had oft repeated the
words, — |
** Ol, I’m going to glory, — won’t you come along with me ?

Don’t you see the angels beck’ning, and a calling me away ?
Don’t you sce the golden eity and the everlasting day ?

There were others, which made incessant mention of
“Jordan’s banks,” and “Canaan’s fields,” and the
“New Jerusalem;” for the negro mind, impassioned
and imaginative, always attaches itself to hymns and
expressions of a vivid and pictorial nature; and, as
they sung, some laughed, and some cried, and some
clapped hands, or shook hands rejoicingly with each
other, as if they had fairly gained the other side of the
river.

Various exhortations, or relations of experience, fol-
lowed, and intermingled with the singing. One old
gray - headed woman, long past work, but much re-
vered as a sort of chronicle of the past, rose, and lean-
ing on her staff, said, —
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“Well chil’en! Well, I’m mighty glad to hear
ye all and see ye all once more, ’cause I don’t know
when I’ll be gone to glory; but I’ve done got ready,
chil’en; ’pears like I°d
got my little bundle all
tied up, and my bonnet
on, jest a waitin’ for the
stage to come along to
take me home; sometimes,
in the mnight, I think I
hear the wheels a rattlin’,
and I’m lookin’ out all
the time; now, you jest
be ready too, for I tell ye
all, clul’en,” she said,
striking her staff hard on
the floor, “dat ar glory is
a mighty thing! It’s a mighty thing, chil’en, — you
don’no nothing about it, — it ’s wonderful.” And the
old creature sat down, with streaming tears, as wholly
overcome, while the whole circle struck up, —

** O Canaan, bright Canaan,
I’m bound for the land of Canaan.”

Mas’r George, by request, read the last chapters of
Revelation, often interrupted by such exclamations as
“The sakes now!”  “Only hear that!” “Jest think
on 't!” “Is all that a comin’ sure enough? ” ’

George, who was a bright boy, and well trained in
religious things by his mother, finding himself an
object of general admiration, threw in expositions of
his own, from time to time, with a commendable
seriousness and gravity, for which he was admired by
the young and blessed by the old; and it was agreed,
on all hands, that “a minister could n’t lay it oftf better
than he did ”; that “ ’t was reely ’mazin’!”
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Uncle Tom was a sort of patriarch in religious mat-
ters, in the neighborhood. Having, naturally, an or-
ganization in which the morale was strongly predom-
inant, together with a greater breadth and cultivation
of mind than obtained among his companions, he was
looked up to with great respect, as a sort of minister
among them; and the simple, hearty, sincere style of
his exhortations might have edified even better educated
persons. But it was in prayer that he especially
excelled. Nothing could exceed the touching simpli-
city, the childlike earnestness of his prayer, enriched
with the language of Scripture, which seemed so
entirely to have wrought itself into his being, as to
have become a part of himself, and to drop from his
lips unconsciously; in the language of a pious old
negro, he “prayed right up.” And so much did his
prayer always work on the devotional feelings of lis
audiences, that there seemed often a danger that it
would be lost altogether in the abundance of the
responses which broke out everywhere around him.

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

The trader and Mr. Shelby were seated together in
‘the dining-room aforenamed, at a table covered with
papers and writing utensils. ’

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

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

Mr. Shelby hastily drew the bills of sale towards him,
and signed them, like a man that hurries over some
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disagreeable business, and then pushed them over with
the money. Haley produced, from a well-worn valise,
a parchment, which, after looking over it a moment, he
handed. to Mr. Shelby, who took it with a gesture of
- suppressed eagerness.

“Wal, now, the thing’s done!/” said the trader,
getting up. |

“It’s done!” said Mr. Shelby, in a musing tone;
and, fetching a long breath, he repeated, *“1¢ ’s done!”

“Yer don’t seem to feel much pleased w 1t11 it, *pears
to me,”” said the trader.

“Haley,” said Mr. Shelby, “I hope you ’11 remem-
ber that you promised, on your honor, you wouldn’t
sell Tom, without knowing what sort of hands he ’s
going into.”

“Why, you ’ve just done it, sir,” said the tlader. |

“Circumstances, you well know, oblzge(l me,” said
Shelby, haughtily. |

“Wal, you know, they may ’blige me, too,” said the
trader. “Howsomever, I°’ll do the very best I can
in gettin’ Tom a good berth; as to my treatin’ on him
bad, you need n’t be a grain afeard. If there’s any-
thing that I thank the Lord for, it is that I ’m never
noways cruel.”

After the expositions w vhich the trader had previously
given of his humane principles, Mr. Shelby did not
feel particularly reassured by these declarations; but,
as they were the best comfort the case admitted of,
he allowed the trader to depart in silence, 'md betook
liimself to a solitary cigar.

»
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1

CHAPTER V -

SHOWING THE FEELINGS OF LIVING PROPERTY ON
CHANGING OWNERS

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 after-
noon matl, 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 attend-
ance that night, and ordered her to bed. The employ-
ment, naturally enough, suggested her conversation
with the girl in the morning; and, turning to her hus-
band, 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 T transacted some business
with, last time I 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; I had some accounts with
him,” said Shelby.

“Is he a negro-trader? ” said Mrs. Shelby, noticing
a certain embarrassment in her husband’s manner.
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“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 hor boy, — the ridiculous little .goose! ”

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

“Tt will have to come out,” said he, mentally;
well now as ever.” :

“T 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, — least of all,
to such a fellow.”

“Well, Emily,” said

her husband, “so I have
“always felt and said; but
the fact is that my busmess 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.” :

“I’m sorry -to say that I am,” said Mr. Shelby.
“I’ve agreed to sell Tom.”

“What! our Tom ? — that good, faithful creature‘
—been your faithful servant from a boy! Oh, Mr.
Shelby ! — and you have promised him his freedom, too,
-—you and T have spoken to him a hundred times of

“as‘
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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. I have
agreed to sell Tom and Harry both; and I don’t know
why I am to be rated, as if I were a monster, for do-
ing what every one does every day.”

“But why, of all others, choose these? ” said Mus.
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, veliemently.

“Well, I didn’t listen to it, a moment, — out of
regard to your feelings, I wouldn’t; —so give me
some credit.” R

“My dear,” said Mrs. Shelly, recollecting herself,
“forgiveme; 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-hecarted, 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? —1I can’t help myself.”

“IWhy not make a pecuniary sacrifice? I’m will-
ing to bear my part of the inconvenience. Oh, Mr.
Shelby, I have tried — tried most faithfully, as a
Christian woman should —to do my duty to these
poor, simple, dependent creatures. I have cared for
them, instructed them, watched over them, and known
.all their little cares and joys, for years; and how can
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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? I have taught them the duties of the
family, of parent and child, and husband and wife ; and
how can I bear to have this open acknowledgment that
we care for no tie, no duty, no relation, however sa-
cred, compared with money? I 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 I say,
if you tear him away, and sell him, soul and body, to
a profane, unprincipled man, just to save a little
money? I have told her that one soul is worth more
than all the money in the world; and how will she be-
lieve 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 lelp myself. I 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 «l/ must. Haley has come
into possession of a mortgage, which, if I don’t clear
off with him directly, will take everything before it.
I’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 themup. Haley
fancied the child; he agreed to settle the matter that
way and no other. I was inhis power, and Zad to do
it. If you feel so to have them sold, would it be any
better to have all sold?”
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Mrs. Shelby stood like one stricken. Ifinally, turn-
ing 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! I wasa 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, — I always thought so when I was a girl, —1
thought so still more after I joined the church; but I
thought I could gild it over, — I thought, by kind-
ness, and care, and instruction, I could make the con-
dition of mine better than freedom, — fool that I was!”

“Why, wife, you are getting to be an abolitionist,
quite.”

““Abolitionist! if they knew all I know about slav-
ery 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; I never wish
to hear Mr. B. in our church again. DMinisters 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.”

“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. DBut we don’t quite
fancy, when women and ministers come out broad and
square, and go beyond us in matters of either modesty
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or morals, that ’s a fact. But now, my dear, I trust you
see the necessity of the thing, and you see that I have
done the very best that circumstances would allow.”

- “Ol, yes, yes!” said Mrs. Shelby, hurriedly and
abstractedly fingering her gold watch, — “I have n’t
any jewelry of any amount,” she added, thoughtfully;
“but would not this watch do something ? — it was an
expensive oue 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 to-mor-
row. I ’m going to get out my horse bright and early,
and be off. I can’t see Tom, that’s a fact; and you
had better arrange a drive somewhere, and carry Eliza
oft. Let the thing be done when she is out of sight.”

“No, no,” said Mrs. Shelby; “I’ll be in no sense
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“accomplice or help in this cruel business. 1’1l 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 Loxd 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 Mbrs. 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 ereature 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 ler 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. DBut 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 bedclothes, and a smile
spread like a sunbeam over his whole face.



LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY 53

1R
»

“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, —1it drops only
blood, bleeding itself away in silence. She took a
piece of paper and a pencil, and wrote hastily, —

“Oh, Missis! dear Missis! don’t think me ungrate-
ful, — don’t think hard of me, any way, — I heard all
you and master said to-night. I 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 packaze of clothing for
her boy, which she tied with a handkerchief firmly
round her waist; and, so fond is a mother’s remem-
brance, that, even in the terrors of that hour, she did
not forget to put in the little package one or two of
his favorite toys, reserving a gayly painted parrot to
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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 le, 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 un-
usual was the matter. .

- “Hush, Harry,” she said; “mustn’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 veranda, she
glided noiselessly out.

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

Old Bruno, a great Newfoundland, who slept at the
end of the poreh, 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 revolv-
ing much, in his simple dog’s head, what such an indis-
creet midnight promenade might mean. Some dim
ideas of imprudence or impropriety in the measure
seemed to embarrass him considerably; for he often
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stopped, as Eliza glided forward, and looked wistfully,
first at her and then at the ‘house, and then, as if reas-
sured by reflection, he pattered 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 Unecle 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 Lizy! Get on your clothes, old
man, quick!—there’s old DBruno, too, a pawin’
round; what on airth! I’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! —1I’m skeered to look at ye,
Lizy! Are ye tuck sick, or what ’s come over ye?”

“I’m running away, — Unecle 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 to-day.” '
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Tom had stood, during the speech, with his 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, 1t don’t seem as if it was true! What has he
done, that Mas’r should sell Ziim 2”

“He has n’t done anything, — it isn’t for that.
Master don’t want to sell; and DMissis, — she ’s always
good. I heard ler plead and beg for us; but he told
her ’t was no use; that he was in this man’s debt,
“and that this man had got” the power over him; and
that if he did n’t pay him off clear, it would end in
his having to sell the place and all the people, and
move off. Yes, I 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 I let
him be carried off, who knows what ’1l become of it?
It must be right; but, if i1t an’t right, the Lord for-
give me, for I can’t help doing it!”

“Well, old man!” said Aunt Clloe, “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 Lizy, — 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, —
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“No, no, —1I an’t going. Let Eliza go, —it’s
her right! T would n’t be the one to say no, — ’t an’t
in natur for her to stay; but you heard what she said!
If T 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. T 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 lit-
tle 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 I 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 twrned away, and stood with
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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 must n’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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CHAPTER VI
DISCOVERY

Mr. and Mus. Shelby,
after their protracted
discussion of the night
before, did not readily
sink to repose, and, in
consequence, slept some-
what later than usual the
ensuing morning.

- I wonder what keeps
Eliza,” said DMrs. Shel-
by, after giving her bell
repeated pulls, to no
purpose.

Mr. Shelby was stand-
ing before his dressing-
glass, sharpening his ra-
zor; and just then the
door opened, and a col-
ored boy entered, with
his shaving-water.

“Andy,” said his mis-
tress, “step to Eliza’s door, and tell her I have rung
for her three times. Poor -thing!” she added to her-
self, with a sigh. |

Andy soon returned, with eyes very wide in aston-
ishment. |

“Lor, Missis! Lizy’s drawers is all open, and her
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things all lying every which way; and I believe she ’s
just done clared out!”

The truth flashed upon Mr. Shelby and his wife at
the same moment. He exclaimed, —

““Then she suspected it, and she’s oft!”

“The Lord be thanked!” said Mrs. Shelby. = “I
trust she is.” |

“Wife, you talk like a fool! Really, it will be -
something pretty awkward for me, if she is. Haley
saw that I hesitated about selling this child, and he’ll
think I connived at it, to get him out of the way. It
touches my honor!” And Mr. Shelby left the room
hastily,

There was great running and ejaculating, and open-
ing and shutting of doors, and appearance of faces in -
all shades of color in different places, for about a quar-
ter of an hour. One person only, who might have
shed somelight on the matter, was entirely silent, and
that was the head cook, Aunt Chloe. Silently, and
with a heavy cloud settled down over her once joyous
face, she proceeded making out her breakfast biscuits,-
as if she heard and saw nothing of the ‘excitement
around her. | |

Very soon, about a dozen young imps were roosting,
like so many crows, on the veranda railings, eaclh one
determined to be the first one to apprise the strange
Mas’r of his ill Iuck. ,

“He ’1l be rael mad, I 1l be bound,” said Andy.

“TWon’t he swar!” said little black Jake. .

“Yes, for he does swar,” said woolly-headed Mandy.
“I hearn him yesterday, at dinner. T learn all about
it then, ’cause I got into the closet where Missis keeps
the great jugs, and I hearn every word.” And
Mandy, who had never in her life thought of the mean-
ing of a word she had heard, more than a black cat,



LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY 61

now took airs of superior wisdom, and strutted about,
forgetting to state that, though actually coiled wup
among the jugs at the time specified, she had been
fast asleep all the time.

When, at last, Haley appeared, booted and spurred,
he was saluted with the bad tidings on every hand.
The young imps on the veranda were not disappointed
-in their hope of hearing him “swar,” which he did
with a fluency and fervency which delighted them all
amazingly, as they ducked and dodged hither and
thither, to be out of the reach of his riding-whip; and,
all whooping off together, they tumbled, in a pile of
immeasurable giggle, on the withered turf under the
veranda, where they kicked up their heels and shouted
- to their full satisfaction. |

“If I had the little devils! ” muttered Haley, be-
tween his teeth.

“But you han’t got ’em, though said Andy,
with a triumphant flourish, and making a string of
indescribable miouths at the unfortunate trader’s back, -
when he was fairly beyond hearing.

“I say now, Shelby, this yer ’s a most extro’rnary
business! ” said Haley, as he abruptly entered the par-
lor. ‘It seems that gal’s off, with her young un.”

“Mr. Haley, Ms. Shelby is present,” said Mr,
Shelby. |

“I beg pardon ma’am,” said Haley, bowing slightly,
with a still lowering brow; “but still I say, as I said
before, this yer ’s a'sing’lar report. Is it true, sir? ”

4Sir,” said Mr. Shelby, “if you wish to communi-
cate with me, you must observe something of the deco-
rum of a gentleman. Andy, take Mr. Haley’s hat
and riding-whip. Take a seat, sir. Yes, sir; I re-
gret to say that the young woman, excited by over-
hearing, or having reported to her, something of this

!”
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business, has taken her child in the night, and made
oft.” : | |
“I did expect fair dealing in this matter, I confess,”
said Haley.

“Well, sir,” said Mr. Shelby, turning sharply
round upon him, “what am I to understand by that
remark? If any man calls my honor in question, I
have but one answer for him.”

The trader cowered at this, and in a somewhat lower
tone said that “it was plaguy hard on a fellow, that
had made a fair bargain, to be gulled that way.”

“Mr. Haley,” said Mr. Shelby, “if I did not
think you had some cause for disappointment, I should
not have borne from you the rude and unceremonious
style of your entrance into my parlor this morning. I
say thus much, however, since appearances call for it,
that I shall allow of no insinuations cast upon me, as
if I were at all partner to any unfairness in this mat-
ter. Moreover, I shall feel bound to give you every
assistance, in the use of horses, servants, ete., in the
recovery of your property. So, inshort, Haley,” said
he, suddenly dropping from the tone of dignified cool-
ness to his ordinary one of easy frankness, “the best
way for you is to keep good-natured and eat some
breakfast, and we will then see what is to be done.”

Mrs. Shelby now rose, and said her engagements
would prevent her being at the breakfast-table that
morning; and, deputing a very respectable mulatto
woman to attend to the gentlemen’s coffee at the side-
board, she left the room.

“Old lady don’t like your humble servant, over and
above,” said IHaley, with an uneasy effort to be very
familiar. :

“I am not accustomed to hear my wife spoken of
with such freedom,” said Mr. Shelby, dryly.
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“Beg pardon; of course, only a joke, you know,”
said Haley, forcing a laugh.

“Some jokes are less agreeable than others,” re-
joined Shelby.

“Devilish free, now I’ve signed those papers, cuss
-him!” muttered Haley to himself; “quite grand, since
yesterday!” |

Never did fall of any prime minister at court occa-
sion wider surges of sensation than the report of Tom’s
fate among his compeers on the place. It was the
. topie in every mouth, everywhere; and nothing was
done in the house or in the field, but to discuss its
probable results. KEliza’s flight — an unprecedented
event on the place—was also a great accessory in
stimulating the general excitement.

Black Sam, as he was commonly called, from his
being about three shades
blacker than any other
son of ebony on the place,
was revolving the matter
profoundly in all its phases
and bearings, with a com-
prehensiveness of vision
and a strict lookout to
his own personal well-
being, . that would have
done credit to any white
patriot in Washington.

“It’s an ill wind dat
blows nowhar, — dat ar a
fact,” said Sam, senten-
tiously, giving an addi-
tional hoist to his pantaloons, and adroitly substituting
a long nail in place of a missing suspender-button, with
which effort of mechanical genius he seemed highly
delighted. '
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“Yes, it ’s an ill wind blows nowhar,” lie repeated.
“Now, dar, Tom’s down, —wal, course der’s room
for some nigger to be up, —and why not dis nig-
ger? —dat’s de idee. Tom, a ridin’ round de
country, — boots blacked, — pass in his pocket, — all
grand as Cuffee, — who but he? Now, why should n’t
Sam ? — dat ’s what I want to know.”

“Halloo, Sam, — oh Sam! DMas’r wants you to
cotch Bill and Jerry,” said Andy, cutting short Sam’s
soliloquy.

“Hi! what’s afoot now, young un?”

“Why, you don’t know, I s’pose, that Lizy’s cut
stick, and clared out, with her young un?”

“You teach your granny!” said Sam, with infinite
contempt; “knowed it a heap sight sooner than you
did-; this nigger an’t so green, now!”. |

“Well, anyhow, Mas’r wants Bill and Jerry geared
right up; and you and I’s to go'with Mas’r Haley,
to look arter her.” |

“Good, now! dat’s de time o’ day!” said Sam.
“It’s Sam dat ’s called for in dese yer times. He’s
de nigger. See if I don’t cotch her, now; Mas’r’ll
see what Sam can do!”

“Ah! but, Sam,” said Andy, “you’d better think
twice; for Missis don’t want her cotched, and she’ll
be in yer wool.”

“Hil! ” said Sam, opening his eyes. “How you
know dat!”

‘““Heard her say so, my own self, dis blessed morn-
in’, when I bring in Mas’r’s shaving-water. She sent
me to see why Lizy didn’t come to dress her; and
when I telled her she was off, she jest ris up, and ses
she, ‘The Lord be praised’; and Mas’r, he seemed
rael mad, and ses he, ‘Wife, you talk like a fool.’
But Lor! she ’11 bring him to! I knows well enough
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how that ’1l be, — it ’s allers best to stand DMissis’ side
the fence, now I tell yer.”

- Black Sam, upon this, seratched his woolly pate,
which, if it did not contain very profound wisdom, still
contained a great deal of a particular species much in
demand among politicians of all complexions and coun-
tries, and vulgarly denominated “knowing which side
the bread is buttered ”; so, stopping with grave consid-
eration, he again gave a hitch to his pantaloons, which
was his regularly organized method of assisting his
- mental perplexities. _

“Der an’t no sayin’ — never — ’bout no kind o’
thing in dis yer world,” he said, at last.

Sam spoke like a philosopher, emphasizing ¢his, —
as if he had had a large experience in different sorts of
worlds, and therefore had come to his conclusions ad-
visedly. .

“Now, sartin I’d a said that Missis would a
scoured the varsal world after Lizy,” added Sam,
thoughtfully.

“So she would,” said Andy; “but can’t ye see
through a ladder, ye black nigger? Missisdon’t want
dis yer Mas’r Haley to get Lizy’s boy; dat’s de go!”

“Hi!” said Sam, with an indescribable intonation,
known only to those who have heard it among the ne-
groes.

“And I’ll tell. yer more’n all,” said Andy; “I
spect you ’d better be making tracks for dem hosses,
— mighty sudden, too, — for I hearn Missis ’quirin’
arter yer, — so you ’ve stood foolin’ long enough.”

Sam, upon this, began to bestir himself in real ear-
nest, and after a while appeared, bearing down glori-
ously towards the house, with Bill and Jerry in a full
canter, and adroitly throwing himself off before they
had any idea of stopping, e brought them up along-
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side of the horse-post like a tornado. Haley’s horse,
which was a skittish young colt, winced, and bounced,
and pulled hard at his halter. |

“Ho, ho!” said Sam, ‘“skeery, ar ye?” and his
black visage lighted up with a curious, mischievous
gleam. “I’ll fix ye now!” said he. |

There was a large beech-tree overshadowing the
place, and the small, sharp, triangular beechnuts lay
scattered thickly on the ground. With one of these
in his fingers, Sam approached the colt, stroked and
patted, and seemed apparently busy in soothing his
agitation. On pretense of adjusting the saddle, he
adroitly slipped under it the sharp little nut, in such
a manner that the least weight brought upon the sad-
dle would annoy the nervous sensibilities of the ani-
mal, without leaving any perceptible graze or wound.

“Dar!” he said, rolling his eyes with an approving
grin; “me fix ’em!”

At this moment Mrs. Shelby appeared on the bal-
cony, beckoning to him. Sam approached with as
good a determination to pay court as did ever suitor
after a vacant place at St. James’s or Washington.

“Why have you been loitering so, Sam? 1 sent
Andy to tell you to hurry.”

“Lord bless you, Missis!” said Sam, “horses won’t
be cotched all in a minnit; they’d done clared out
way down to the south pasture, and the Lord knows
whar!”

“Sam, how often must I tell you not to say ‘Lord
bless you,’ and ‘The Lord knows,” and such things?
1t ’s wicked.” |

“Oh, Lord bless my soul! I done forgot, Missis!
I won’t say nothing of de sort no more.”

“Why, Sam, you just have said it again.”

“Did I? Oh, Lord! I mean, —TI didn’t go fur
to say it.” |
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“You must be careful, Sam.”

“Just let me get my breath, Missis, and I’1l start
fair. I’ll be berry careful.”

“Well, Sam, you are to go with Mr. Haley, to
show him the road, and help him. DBe careful of the
horses, Sam; you know Jerry was a little lame last
week; don’t ride them too fast.”

Mrs. Shelby spoke the last words with a low voice,
and strong emphasis.

“Let dis child alone for dat!” said Sam, rolling up
his eyes with a volume of meaning. “Lord knows!
Hi! Did n’t say dat!” said he, suddenly catching
 his breath, with a ludicrous flourish of apprehension,
which made his mistress laugh, spite of herself,
“Yes, Missis, 1’1l look out for de hosses!”

“Now, Andy,” said Sam, returning to his stand
under the beech-tree, “you see I wouldn’t be ’t all
surprised if dat ar gen’lman’s crittur should gib a fling,
by and by, when he comes to -be a gettin’ up. You
know, Andy, critturs will do such things”; and there-
with Sam poked Andy in the side, in a highly sugges-
tive manner.

“Hi!” said Andy, with an air of instant apprecia-
tion. | '

“Yes, you see, Andy, Missis wants to make time,
—dat ar’s clar to der most or’nary ’bserver. I jis
make a little for her. Now, you see, get all dese yer
hosses loose, caperin’ permiscus round dis yer lot and
down to de wood dar, and I spec Mas’r won’t be off
in a hurry.”

" Andy grinned.

“Yer see,” said Sam, “yer see, Andy, if any such
thing should happen as that Mas’r Haley’s horse
should begin to act contrary, and cut up, you and I
jist lets go of our’n to help him, and we’ll help him,
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—Oh yes!” And Sam and Andy laid their heads
back on their shoulders, and broke into a low, immod-
erate laugh, snapping their fingers and flourishing
their heels with exquisite delight.

At this instant, Haley appeared on the veranda.
Somewhat mollified by certain cups of very good coffee,
he came out smiling and talking, in tolerably restored
humor. Sam and Andy, clawing for certain frag-
mentary palm-leaves, which they were in the habit of
considering as hats, flew to the horse-posts, to be ready
to “help Mas’r.”

Sam’s palm-leaf had been ingeniously disentangled
from all pretensions to braid, as respectsits brim; and
the slivers starting apart, and standing upright, gave
it a blazing air of freedom and defiance, quite equal to
that of any Iejee chief; while the whole brim of
Andy’s being departed bodily, he rapped the crown on
his head with a dexterous thump, and looked about
well pleased, as if to say, “Who says I haven’t got a
hat!”

“Well, boys,” said Haley, “look alive now; we must
lose no time.” -

“Not a bit of him, Mas’r!” said Sam, putting Ha-
ley’s rein in his hand, and holding his stirrup, while
Andy was untying the other two horses. |

The instant Haley touched the saddle, the mettle-
some creature bounded from the earth with a sudden
spring, that threw his master sprawling, some feet off,
on the soft, dry turf. Sam, with frantic ejaculations,
made a dive at the reins, but only succeeded in brush-
ing the blazing palm-leaf aforenamed into the horse’s
eyes, which by no means tended to allay the confusion
of his nerves. So, with great vehemence, he over-
turned Sam, and giving two or three contemptuous
snorts, flourished his heels vigorously in the air, and
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was soon prancing away towards the lower end of the
lawn, followed by Bill and Jerry, whom Andy had not
failed to let loose, according to contract, speeding
them off with various direful ejaculations. And now
ensued a miscellaneous scene of confusion. Sam and
Andy ran and shouted, — dogs barked here and there,

and Mike, Mose, Mandy, Fanny, and all the smaller
specimens on the place, both male and female, raced,
clapped hands, whooped, and shouted, with outrageous
officiousness and untiring zeal.

Haley’s horse, which was a white one, and very
fleet and spirited, appeared to enter into the spirit of
the scene with great gusto; and having for his cours-
ing ground a lawn of nearly a half a mile in extent,
gently sloping down on every side into indefinite wood- .
land, he appeared to take infinite delight in seeing
how near he could allow his pursuers to approach him,
and then, when within hand’s breadth, whisk off with
a start and a snort, like a mischievous beast as he
was, and career far down into some alley of the wood-
lot. Nothing was further from Sam’s mind than to
have any one of the troop taken until such season as




70 UNCLE TOMS CABIN; OR

should seem to him most befitting, — and the exertions
that he made were certainly most heroic. Like the
sword of Ceur de Lion, which always blazed in the
front and thickest of the battle, Sam’s palm-leaf was
to be seen everywhere when there was the least danger
that a horse could be caught; — there he would béar
down full tilt, shouting, “Now for it! cotch him!
cotch him!” in a way that would set everything to
indiscriminate rout in a moment.

Haley ran up and down, and cursed and swore and
stamped miscellaneously. Mr. Shelby in vain tried
to shout directions from the balecony, and Mrs. Shelby
from her chamber window alternately laughed and
wonglered, — not without some inkling of what lay at
the bottom of all this confusion.

At last, about twelve o’clock, Sam appeared trium-
phant, mounted on Jerry, with Haley’s horse by his
side, reeking with sweat, but with flashing eyes and
dilated mnostrils, showing that the spirit of freedom
had not yet entirely subsided.

“He’s cotched!” he exclaimed triumphantly. “If
’t had ’t been for me, they might a bust theirselves,
all on ’em; but I cotched him!?”

“You!” growled Haley, in no amiable mood. “If
it hadn’t been for you, this mnever would have hap-
pened.”

“TLord bless us, Mas’r,” said Sam, in a tone of the
deepest concern, “and me that has been racin’ and
chasin’ till the sweat jest pours off me!”

“Well, well! ” said Haley, “you’ve lost me near
three hours, with your cursed nonsense. Now let’s
be off, and have no more fooling.”

“Why, Mas’r,” said Sam, in a deprecating tone, “I
believe you mean to kill us all clar, horses and all.
Here we are all jest ready to drop down, and the crit-
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turs all in a reek of sweat. Why, Mas’r won’t think
of startin’ on now till after dinner. Mas’r’s hoss
wants rubben’ down; see how he splashed hisself; and
- Jerry limps too; don’t think Missis would be willin’
to have us start dis yer way, no how. Lord bless you,
Mas’r, we can ketch up, if we do stop. Lizy never
was no great of a walker.” -

Mrs. Shelby, who, greatly to her amusement, had
overheard this conversation from the veranda, now
resolved to do her part. She came forward, and, cour-
teously expressing her concern for Haley’s accident,
pressed him to stay to dinner, saying that the cook
should bring it on the table immediately.

Thus, all things considered, Haley, with rather an
equivocal grace, proceeded to the parlor, while Sam,
rolling his eyes after him with unutterable meaning,
proceeded gravely with the horses to the stable-yard.

“Did yer see him, Andy? did yer see him? ” said
Sam, when he had got fairly beyond the shelter of the
barn; and fastened the horse to a post.  “Oh, Lor, if
it warn’t as good as a meetin’, now, to see him a dan-
cin’ and kickin’ and swarin’ at us. Didn’t I hear
him? Swar away, ole fellow (says I tomyself); will
yer have yer hoss now, or wait till you cotch him?
(says I.) Lor, Andy, I think I can see him now.”
And Sam and Andy leaned up against the barn, and
laughed to their hearts’ content. |

“Yer oughter seen how mad he looked when I
brought the hoss up. TLord, he ’d a killed me, if he
durs’ to; and there I was a standin’ as innercent and
as humble.”

“Lor, I seed you,’
hoss, Sam!”

“Rather spects I am,” said Sam; “did yer see Mis-

sis up stars at the winder? I seed her laughin’.”

> said Andy; “an’t you an old
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“I’m sure, I was racin’ so, I did n’t see nothing,”
said Andy.

“Well, yer see,” said Sam, proceeding gravely to
wash down Haley’s pony, “I ’se ’quired what ye may
call a habit o’ bobservation, Andy. 1It’s a very ’por-
tant habit, Andy, and I ’commend yer to be cultivatin’
it, now yer young. Hist up that hind foot, Andy.
Yer see, Andy, it ’s bobservation makes all de differ-
ence in niggers. Didn’t I see which way the wind
blew dis yer mornin’? Didn’t I see what Missis
wanted, though she never let on? Dat ar ’s bobserva-
tion, Andy. I spects it’s what you may call a fac-
ulty. Faculties is different in different peoples, bat
cultivation of em goes a great way.” |

“T guess if T hadn’t helped your bobservation dis
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