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CHAPTER 1

Late in the afternoon of a chilly day in February
two men were sitting alone over their wine,! in a well-
furnished room, in the town of P-, in Kentucky.2 One
of them was Mr. Shelby,® a Kentucky slaveowne/r,‘ and
the otner, a siavetraderﬁ Haley® by name.

“That is the way ! should like to arrange the mat-
ter?,”” said Mr. Shelby.

“1 can’t make trade that way — I positively can’t,
Mr. Shelby,” said the other.

*“Why, Haley, Tom is an uncommon fellow; he is
certainly worth that sum.® He manages my whole farm
and is honest and capable.”

“Well,” replied Haley, “I'll take your Tom if you
add a boy to him.?”

“Hum! 1 think 1 haven’t got any; to tell the truth,
it’s only hard necessity that makes me sell at all.20 If I
had any possibility not to sell...1”

Here the door opened, and a small quadroon!? boy,
between four and five years of age, entered the room.

“Hulloa,  Jim- Crow!’’1¥ said Mr. Shelby, whistling,
and throwing a bunch of raisins®* towards him, ‘‘pick that
up, now!”’

The child caught the prize,!® while his master laughed.

“Come here, Jim Crow,”’ said he. The child came
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up and the master patted the curly head,® and chucked
him under the chin.1? l

“Now, Jim, show this gentleman how you can dance
and sing.”” The boy began to sing one of the most popular
Negro songs, in a rich and clear voice.

“Bravo!”’18 said Haley, throwing him a quarter of
an orange.

“Now, Jim, walk like old uncle Cudjoe!® when he
has the rheumatism,20’’ said the Master.

The boy began hobbling about the room, his master’s
stick in his hand, in imitation of2! an old man.

“Hurrah! bravo! what a boy!’’22 said Haley. ‘‘Shelby,
I like that chap. If you add him, the business is done’’.2s

““I would rather not sell him,’’2¢ said Mr. Shelby,
showing the boy that he was allowed to go away,28 ‘‘the
fact is, sir, I'm a humane man,2 and I hate to take the
boy from his mother,2” sir. But I’ll think the matter over.
Come this evening, between six and seven, and you’ll
have my answer.”’

“Well,”” said Haley, “I'll come just in time. But
you must know, sir, that I'm in a hurry?® and can’t wait
any longer.”” The trader got up from his seat, bowed and
went out of the room.

* * *

In the state of Kentucky the system of slavery?? is

less cruel than in many other states. The agricultural

work is of a quiet and gradual nature,?® not requiring those
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periodic seasons of hurry and pressured! that are common
in the more southern districts. This makes the task of
the Negro a more healthful and reasonable one.32 The
well-known hardheartedness of slaveowners is rarely met
with here.

Whoever visits some estates in Kentucky might dream
the old legend of the friendly relations between masters
and slaves.%

But over and above the scene there is a dark shadows*
— the shadow of law which considers the slaves, all these
human beings with beating hearts and living affections,3?
only as so many things belonging to a master.

‘Mr. Shelby was a good-natured man, rather kind to
his Negroes. But he had speculated’® largely and un-
successfully, and his notes3? had come into the hands of
Haley, the slavetrader. Afraid of the worst,3® he had to
accept Haley’s proposal to pay his debts?? by giving him
two of his slaves: Uncle Tom, an elderly Negro, highly
esteemed by all the people of the estate, and little Harry,*
the son of a young quadroon woman named Eliza.#! This
small piece of information4? is the key to the events related
in this book.#

* * * -

The Cabin#t of Uncle Tom was a small log building,
close adjoining to ¢‘the house,’”” as the Negro usually calls
his master’s dwelling.#¢ In front it had a little garden

where, every summer, strawberries, raspberries, and a
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variety off® fruits and vegetables flourished under careful
tending.’f7

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 other servants the
business of®! clearing away and washing dishes, and has
come into her own snug territories®2 to cook her old
man’s® supper. She has a round, black, shining face so
glossy as if it has been washed over with the white of
eggs,5 like one of her own tea rusks.’® Her whole coun-
tenance® beams with satisfaction from under her well-
starched turban.5? On it, however, is to be seen some kind
of selfconsciousness®® which is natural for the first cook
of the neighbourhood, as Aunt Chloe was universally
acknowledged to be.5¢

A cook she certainly was, in the very bone and centre
of her soul.6® Her corn-cake,®! in all its varieties, was a
great mystery to all less practised cooks.82 No one of
them was able to compete with her.

Just at present, Aunt Chloe is looking into the pan;s
in this operation we shall leave her till we finish our
picture of the cottage.6¢

In one corner of it stood a bed, covered neatly with
a snowy blanket; and by the side of it was a carpet of
some considerable size.8® The carpet and the bed by which
it lay, and the whole corner, in fact, were treated with

much consideration.®® In fact, that corner was the

6



drawing-room of the dwelling. In the other corner was a
much humbler bed, evidently designed for use. The wall
over the fireplace was adorned with some very brilliant
scriptural prints,®” and a portraits® of General Washington.5?

On a rough bench in the corner, a couple of woolly-
headed boys,? with glistening black eyes and fat shining
cheeks, were busy watching the first” walking operations |
of the baby,” which, as is usually the case,”™ repeated
getting up on its feet, balancing a moment, and then
tumbling down. Its successive failures? were violently
cheered, as something decidedly clever.

A table, somewhat rheumatic in its limbs, was drawn
out in front of the fire, and covered with a cloth, dis-
playing brilliant cups and saucers on it. At the table was
seated Uncle Tom, Mr. Shelby’s best hand,™ whom, as he
is to be the hero of our story,” we must describe to our
readers. He was a large, broad-chested, powerfully-made
man, of a full glossy black,” and a face whose truly
African features were characterized by an expression of
grave and steady good sense, united with much kindliness
and benevolence.”® There was something about his whole

air self-respecting and dignified, yet united with trustful
and humble simplicity.?

At this moment he was looking attentively on a slate?
lying before him, and was carefully and slowly copying
some letters. In this operation he was being instructed
by young Master George,’ Mr. Shelby’s son, a smart,
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bright boy of thirteen, who appeared fully to realize the
dignity of his position as teacher.

«Not that way,® Uncle Tom, —not that way,” said
he briskly, as Uncle Tom brought up the tail of his g the
wrong side out,®! ‘‘that makes a ¢,% you see.”’

“Now, does it?’’83 said Uncle Tom, looking with a
respectful admiring air, as his young teacher easily scrawled
¢’s-and g’s on the slate, and then, taking the pencil in
his big, heavy fingers, he patiently recommenced.

*“They wanted me to come to supper in the house,’’8

said George; ““but I know what is better, and I prefer to
stay here, Aunt Chloe.”

“That’s true, that’s true, honey’,% said Aunt Chloe,
heaping the smoking cakes on his plate; ‘“you knew your
aunty would keep the best for you.’’8

“Now for the cake,’’8” said Master George and, with
that,%® he cut a piece of it with a large knife.

George and Tom moved to a comfortable seat in the
chimney-corner, while Aunt Chloe, after baking a pile of
cakes, took her baby on her lap, and began alternately
filling its mouth and her own,® and distributing to the
two elder children, who preferred to eat their cakes under

the table, at the same time tickling each other and pulling
the baby’s toes.

* * *
While this scene was passing in Uncle Tom'’s cabin,

one quite otherwise® passed in the house of the master.
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The Negro-trader and Mr. Shelby were seated together
in the dining-room, 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 too.

«All right,” said the trader; ‘‘and now you must
sign these papers.’’®

Mr. Shelby drew the bills of sale® towards him, and
signed them, like a man that hurrieé over some disagree-
able 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 hastily.

“Well, now the thing’s done!’’9" said the trader,
getting up.

“It’s done!”” said Mr. Shelby, in a musing tone; and,
fetching a long breath,® he repeated, ‘‘it’s done!”

CHAPTER II

Mr. and Mrs. Shelby had retired to their apartment
for the night. He was sitting in a large arm-chair, looking
over some letters that had coﬁxe in the afternoon mail,
and she was standing before her mirror, brushing her hair.

“By the by! Arthur,”’2 said Mrs. Shelby, “who was
that fellow that you invited to our dinner-table3 to-day?”’

“Haley is his name,’”’ said Sheiby, turning himself
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rather uneasily in his. chair, with his eyes fixed on a
letter.

‘Haley! What is he, and what may be his business
here, " pray?’’4

“Why, I invited him; I had some accounts with him,’’3
said Shelby.

‘“Is he a Negro-trader?’’ said Mrs. Shelby, noticing a
certain embarrassment in her husband’s manner.

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

“Nothing, — only Eliza came in here, after dinner, in
a great worry, crying, and said you were talking with a
trader, and that she heard him make an offer for her
boy!"’'7 ’

‘‘She did, hey?”’® said Mr. Shelby, who was looking
attentively at his paper without noticing that he was
holding it bottom upwards.®

“It will have to come out,” thought he, ““as well now
as ever.’’10

“I told Eliza,” said Mrs. Shelby, as she continued
brushing her hair, ‘that she was a little fool, and that
you never had anything to do with that sort of persons.!!
Of course, 1 kr.lew you never meant to sell any of our
people, — least of all, to such a fellow.’’12

“Well, Emily,”’!8 said her husband, “‘so I have always
felt and said; but the fact is, that I cannot get on with-
out.’# 1 shall have to sell some of my hands.’’16
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““To that creature! Impossible! Mr. Shelby, you cannot
be serious.’’16

“I'm sorry to say that I am,”17 said Mr. Shelby.
“I’ve agreed to sell Tom.”’

“What! our Tom?—that good, faithful creature who
had been your'faithful servant from a boy!#® Oh, Mr.
Shelby! — and you have promised him his freedom, too, —
you and I have spoken to him a hundred times of it.
Well, I can believe anything now,—1I can even believe
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 everything, it is so. I
have agreed to sell Tom and Harry both; and I don’t
know why I am to be looked upon as a monster,2® I have
done what every one does every day.”’

“But why, of all others, choose these?’’2! said Mrs.
Shelby. ““Why sell them, of all the slaves of the estate,
if you must sell at all?’’22

“Because they will bring the highest sum?2 — that’s
why. I could choose another, if you say so. The fellow
proposed me to sell Eliza, if that would suit you any
better,’’2¢ said Mr. Shelby.

““The wretch!”’25 said Mrs. Shelby indignantly.

“Well, T didn’t listen to it, a moment,—2érespecting
your feelings, I wouldn’t.’’27

“My dear,” said Mrs. Shelby, recollecting herself,

“forgive me. 1 was surprised, and entirely unprepared for
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this; — but surely you will allow me to defend these poor
creatures. Tom is a noble-hearted faithful fellow, though
he is black. I do believe,2® Mr. Shelby, that if it were
necessary, he would lay down his life for you.’’2?

“] know it, —1I dare say; —but what’s the use of all
this? —1T can’t help myself.’’30

“Why not give away our money?3! Oh, Mr. Shelby,
I have tried — tried most faithfully, to do my duty to
these poor, simple, dependent creatures. I have cared for
them, watched over them,32 and known all their little
cares and joys, for years; and what will they think of me,
if we sell such a faithful, excellent creature as poor Tom.
I have taught them the duties of the family, of parent
and child, and hushand and wife,? and how can I openly
acknowledge that we care for no tie, no duty, no relation,
— for nothing, except money??* I have talked with Eliza
about her boy —her duty to him as a mother, to watch
over him, and to teach him moral principles?® from his
very childhood; and now what can I say, if you tear him
away, and sell him, to such a brute, just to save money?
I have told her that one soul is worth more than all the
money in the world;%¢ and how will she believe me when
she sees us sell her child — sell him, perhaps, to bring
him to death!”

“I’'m sorry you feel so about it, Emily,” said Mr.
Shelby; ‘‘and I respect your feelings, too, though I don’t
share them to their full extent,37 but I tell you now
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solemnly, it’s of no use3® —1 can’t help myself. 1 didn’t
mean to tell you this, Emily; but, in plain words,3? there
is no choice between selling these two and selling every-
thing.4? Either they must go, or everything must. 1 have
to pay my debts, at any rate.#! I've tried to get money
everywhere I could, but just the price of these two lacked
to make up the balance,? and I had to give them up.%
Haley agreed to settle the matter that way, and no other.#
I was in his power, and had to do it. You don’t want
to sell Tom and Harry, and what would you say if it were
nacessary to sell all our slaves?”’

Mrs. Shelby was deeply impressed by these words.
Finally, turning to her toilet,*® she rested her face in her
hands, and uttered a groan.

«Oh, slavery!—a bitter, bitter, most accursed thing! —
a curse to the master and a curse to the slave!46 1 was a
fool to think I could make anything good out of such a
thing as slavery is. It is a sin to hold a slave under laws*
like ours, — I always felt it was,—1I always thought so;
but 1 thought — I thought, by kindness, and care, and
instruction, I could make the condition of mine*® better
than freedom —fool that I was!’’4?

“Why, wife, you are getting to be an abolitionist,
quite.’’51

«“Abolitionist! if they knew all T know about slavery,
they might talk!®2 We don’t need them to tell us; you
know I never thought that slavery was right — never
wanted to have my own slaves.”



* ® *

There ‘was one listener to this conversation whom Mr.
and Mrs. Shelby little suspected.53

When Mrs. Shelby had dismissed Eliza for the night,
the Negro woman had hidden herself in the adjoining
room and, with her ear pressed close against the crack
of the door, had not lost a word of the conversation.

When they finished speaking, she rose and stole away.
Pale, shivering, with figid features and compressed lips,
she was not the same soft and timid creature she had
been before. She looked entirely altered. Ncw Eliza
paused one moment at her mistress’s door and then turned
and glided into her own room. There, on the bed, lay
her sleeping boy,5* his rosy mouth half open, his little
fat hands thrown out over the bed-clothes, and a smile
spread like a sunbeam over his whole face.

“Poor boy! poor fellow!”” said Eliza; ‘‘they have sold
you! but your mother will save you yet!”’

No tear dropped over that pillow: in such sufferings
as these, the heart has no tears to give.

She went to a drawer and made up a little package of
_clothing for her boy, which she tied with a handkerchief
firmly round her waist: she did not forget to put in the
little package one or two of his favourite toys. It was some
trouble to arouse ‘the little sleeper,5 but after some effort,3 ﬂ
he sat up, and was playing with a gaily painted parrot,
while his mother was putting on her bonnet and shawl.
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