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Uncle Tom’s Cabin

This is the story of one brave man, a
slave in the American South before the
" Civil War. As he is sold from one man
to the next, Tom shows an inner strength
which far surpasses that of the men who
own him. His plight, as well as those of
others like him, shed light on the horrors of slavery, while teaching about

the true meaning of freedom.

Harriet Beecher Stowe wrote Uncle Tom’s Cabin in 1851, before
the American Civil War. The book was meant to show just how wrong

it is for men and women to own one another.
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CHAPTER 1

The Slave Trader
O

A little over a hundred years ago people could still own? slaves in

some parts of America. This meant that white people could buy and
sell black people.
This happened in the South, where rich landowners® often used

. slaves to work their farms. Some men
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were kinder to their slaves than others.
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One such man was Mr. Shelby.
He did not like slavery', even though
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he owned nearly a hundred people.
He said he needed them to make
money off his farm.

One day Mr. Shelby was sitting
in his fine, big house, talking to a certain visitor about this. The visitor
was called Mr. Haley. He was not a very nice man. Mr. Shelby did not
like Mr. Haley because he was a slave trader. He bought and sold people
as if they were sacks of potatoes®

But Mr. Shelby had money problems. He thought he had no choice
but to do business® with the slave trader. “Tom is a good man,” Mr.
Shelby said. “He became a Christian® a few years ago. Ever since then
I’ ve trusted him with money, horses and the farm. He’s honest and
works hard.”

“Sure, sure he does,” Mr. Haley said. “And that just means I can
sell him for more. But there’s no way a slave can really become a
Christian. No, I think you want too much money for this Tom. Why
don’t you throw in’ a woman or child? Then you’d be sure to get the
money you need.”

Mr. Shelby did not like that idea. “No, I need them all to help run
this farm.”

Just then a little boy burst through the door. He had black hair, as
fine as silk. A pair of large dark eyes, full of fun, stared up at the two

()



men. The boy smiled at Mr. Shelby.

“Come here, boy. Show our visitor
all your tricks'.” The boy began to sing
and dance. When he had finished, the
two men threw pieces of orange at him
as if he were a dog.

The door opened again. In walked

the little boy’s mother, Eliza. Eliza’s skin
was almost white. All the same, she had
been born a slave?. Eliza was beautiful,
with eyes even larger than her son’s.
, She curtsied® to the men. “Sorry, sir,
' I hope Henry didn’t bother* you.” The
boy ran to her. She took his hand and
left the room. All the while she could
feel Mr. Haley staring at her.

“Ah, why don’t you sell her to me?”
Mr. Haley said. He rubbed his hands
together.

“She’s not for sale®,” Mr. Shelby
frowned®.

“Well, then I'll tell you what,
Shelby. Throw in her boy, together with
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your Tom and we’ll have a deal'.”
“Oh, but I couldn’t take him away from
his mother. Besides, my wife would never
agree.”
“Nonsense! His mother won’t even

know he’s gone. Hand him over when she’s gone for a visit
somewhere. These blacks don’t feel things like we do.”

Mr. Shelby didn’t like it. But he said, “Well, all right. I really
don’t have much choice.” He stood up, took some papers out of his
desk and signed® them.

Then Mr. Haley counted out® his money. “I’1l be by first thing in
the morning to pick them up,” he said.

Mr. Shelby watched him ride off*. He knew he was no better than
Haley. “Here I am, selling a good man and a boy barely older than a
baby. Who knows what terrible place farther south Haley will bring
them to,” he mumbled. He shook his head and went to find his wife.



CHAPTER 2

&

Two Families

O

Eliza stood trembling by the back
door. She had heard the two men talk 4§ @D T
about selling her son. She was sure she § (2" g#a#
had. She wondered how Mr. Shelby f§ & #&/ :
could ever do something so horrible’. | @ rrains—k Q

Eliza had belonged to Mrs. Shelby.
since she was a little girl. Mrs. Shelby had always taken good care of

her. She had seen Eliza grow from a darling little girl into a lovely

young woman.

Eliza was married to another slave, a man named George Harris.
George did not belong to Mr. Shelby, but to a small, selfish? man. His
owner had sent George out to work in a rope-making factory®. The
money George earned went to his master. For several years George
worked hard. Then George met and married Eliza. They had seen each
other often, despite living apart®. When Henry was born, both parents
were filled with joy.

George was so clever, he even invented® a machine. The owner of

the factory said the new machine would save him much time and




money. When George’s owner heard about the
invention, though, he went to the factory himself. |
He saw how happy George was. He did not like |
what he saw. “This slave’s coming home with me.
I’ 1l put him to work in the fields where he belongs.”
That had been the beginning of George’s unhappiness'. Lately?
George had hardly seen his wife and son at all. His days were filled
doing the dirtiest of jobs. He hated his owner more and more.




Now Eliza wished George was some-

where nearby. She shook like a leaf?, wonder- -rf‘
ing how she could ever save their son. ' il

Suddenly, Eliza felt someone put his hand =
on her shoulder. She turned quickly. A bright smile lit her face.
“George! You frightened me! Oh, I’m so glad you’re here. Come back
to my room. I must tell you something.”

Henry came running up to them as they entered the room. “Look
who’s here, Henry.”

But George said bitterly?, “I wish he’d never been born! And I
wish I'd never been born! Oh Eliza, it was the worst day in YOur life
when you met me!”

Eliza burst into tears. “George, how can you say such terrible things?
Haven 't these been the happiest years of our lives, up until lately, that
is?”

George took her into his strong arms and held her close. “Yes, my

Eliza. But lately I’ ve been thinking, what’s the use of living? I wish I

were dead!”



