

	Stories from Uncle Tom's Cabin
	




The Chase



When  Eliza left Uncle Tom's cabin, she felt very sad and lonely. She knew she was leaving all
the friends she had ever had behind her.



At first Harry was frightened. Soon he grew sleepy. "Mother, I don't need to keep awake,
do I?" he said.



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



"But, mother, if I do get asleep, you won't let the bad man take me?"



"No!"



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



"Yes, sure."



Harry dropped his little weary head upon her shoulder, and was soon fast asleep.



Eliza walked on and on, never resting, all through the night. When the sun rose, she was
many miles away from her old home. Still she walked on, only stopping, in the middle of
the day, to buy a little dinner for herself and Harry at a farmhouse.



At last, when it was nearly dark, she arrived on the banks of the river Ohio. If she could
only get across that river, Eliza felt she would be safe.



She went to a little inn on the bank, where a kind-looking woman was busy cooking supper.



"Is there a boat that takes people across the river now?" she asked.



"No, indeed," replied the woman. "The boats stopped running. It isn't safe, there be too
many blocks of ice floating about."



Eliza looked so sad and disappointed when she heard this, that the good woman was sorry
for her. Harry too was so tired, that he began to cry.



"Here, take him into this room," said the woman, opening the door into a small bedroom.



Eliza laid her tired little boy upon the bed, and he soon fell fast asleep. But for her
there was no rest. She stood at the window, watching the river with its great floating
blocks of ice, wondering how she could cross it.



As she stood there she heard a shout. Looking up she saw Sam. She drew back just in time,
for Haley and Andy were riding only a yard or two behind him.



It was a dreadful moment for Eliza. Her room opened by a sides door to the river. She
seized her child and sprang down the steps towards it.



Haley caught sight of her as she disappeared down the bank. Throwing himself from his
horse, and calling loudly to Sam and Andy, he was after her in a moment.



In that terrible moment her feet scarcely seemed to touch the ground. The next, she was at
the water's edge.



On they came behind her. With one wild cry and flying leap, she Jumped right over the
water by the shore, on to the raft of ice beyond. It was a desperate leap. Haley, Sam, and
Andy cried out, and lifted up their hands in astonishment.



The great piece of ice pitched and creaked as her weight camp upon it. But she stayed
there not a moment. With wild cries she leaped to another and still another
stumbling—leaping—slipping—springing up again!



Her shoes were gone, her stockings cut from her feet by the sharp edges of the ice. Blood
marked every step. But she knew nothing, felt nothing, till dimly, as in a dream, she saw
the Ohio side, and a man helping her up the bank.



"Yer a brave gal, now, whoever ye are!" said the man.



"Oh, save me—do save me—do hide me," she cried.



"Why, what's the matter?" asked the man.



"My child! This boy—mas'r sold him. There's his new mas'r," she said, pointing to
the other shore. "Oh, save me."



"You're a right brave gal," said the man. "Go there," pointing to a big white house close
by. "They are kind folks; they'll help you."



"Oh, thank you, thank you," said Eliza, as she walked quickly away. The man stood and
looked after her wonderingly.



On the other side of the river Haley was standing perfectly amazed at the scene. When
Eliza disappeared over the bank he turned and looked at Sam and Andy, with terrible anger
in his eyes.



But Sam and Andy were glad, oh, so glad, that Eliza had escaped. They were so glad that
they laughed till the tears rolled down their cheeks.



"I'll make you laugh," said Haley, laying about their heads with his riding whip.



They ducked their heads, ran shouting up the bank, and were on their horses before he
could reach them.
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'YOU'RE A RIGHT BRAVE GAL,' SAID THE
MAN.


"Good evening, mas'r," said Sam. "I berry
much 'spect missis be anxious 'bout us. Mas'r Haley won't want us no longer." Then off
they went as fast as their horses could gallop.



It was late at night before they reached home again, but Mrs. Shelby was waiting for them.
As soon as she heard the horses galloping up she ran out to the balcony.



"Is that you, Sam?" she called. "Where are they?"



"Mas'r Haley's a-restin' at the tavern. He's drefful fatigued, missis."



"And Eliza, Sam?"



"Come up here, Sam," called Mr. Shelby, who had followed his wife, "and tell your mistress
what she wants to know."



So Sam went up and told the wonderful story of how Eliza had crossed the river on the
floating ice. Mr. and Mrs. Shelby found it hard to believe that such a thing was possible.



Mrs. Shelby was very, very glad that Eliza had escaped. She told Aunt Chloe to give Sam
and Andy a specially good supper. Then they went to bed, quite pleased with their day's
work.
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Aunt Dinah



Miss Ophelia  found that it was no easy matter to bring anything like order into the St. Clare
household. The slaves had been left to themselves so long, and had grown so untidy, that
they were not at all pleased with Miss Feely, as they called her, for trying to make them
be tidy. However, she had quite made up her mind that order there must be. She got up at
four o'clock in the morning, much to the surprise of the housemaids. All day long she was
busy dusting and tidying, till Mrs. St. Clare said it made her tired to see cousin Ophelia
so busy.



Things soon began to be more orderly, all except the kitchen; that seemed hopeless.



The cook was called Aunt Dinah. She cooked well, but was a dreadfully untidy old woman.



"What is this drawer for?" asked Miss Ophelia, the first morning she went into the
kitchen.



"It's handy for most anything, missis," said Aunt Dinah.



So it seemed. Miss Ophelia tumbled the drawer out. There she found a nutmeg-grater and two
or three nutmegs, a hymn-book, two handkerchiefs, some wool and knitting, a paper of
tobacco and a pipe, a few biscuits, one or two china saucers with some pomade in them, one
or two old shoes, a piece of flannel wrapping up some small white onions, several
table-napkins, some coarse towels, some string and darning needles, and several broken
papers of sweet herbs, which were spilling all over the drawer.



"Where do you keep your nutmegs, Dinah?" asked Miss Ophelia.



"Most anywhere, missis. There's some in that cracked teacup up there, and there's some
over in that cupboard."



"Here are some in the grater," said Miss Ophelia, holding them up.



"Laws, yes. I put 'em there this mornin'. I likes to keep my things handy."



"What is this?" said Miss Ophelia, holding up a saucer with pomade.



"It's my hair-grease. I put it there to have it handy."



"Do you use your mistress's best saucers for that?"



"Law! It was cause I was driv and in such
a hurry. I was going to change it this very day."



"Here are two table-napkins."



"Them table-napkins I put there to get 'em washed out some day."



"Don't you have some place here, on purpose for things to be washed?"



"Well, Mas'r St. Clare got dat chest, he said, for dat. But I likes to mix up biscuit, and
have my things on it some days. Then it an't handy a-liftin' up the lid."



"Why don't you mix your biscuits on the pastry table?"



"Law, missis, it gets so full of dishes, and one thing and another, der an't no room."



But you should wash your dishes, and clear them away.



"Wash my dishes!" said Dinah, growing very angry. "What does ladies know 'bout work, I
want to know? When would mas'r ever get his dinner if I was to spend all my time awashin'
and a-puttin' away dishes?"



"Well, here are these onions," said Miss Ophelia patiently.



"Laws, yes!" said Dinah, "that is where I put 'em, now. I couldn't 'member. Them's
particular onions I was a-savin' for dis very stew. I'd forgot dey was in that old
flannel."



Miss Ophelia next lifted up the papers of sweet herbs.



"I wish missis wouldn't touch dem things. I likes to keep my things handy," said Dinah.



"But you don't want holes in the papers."



"Them's handy for sifting them out."



"But you see, it spills all over the drawer."



"Laws, yes! If missis will go a-tumblin' things all up so, it will," said Dinah, coming
uneasily to the drawers. "I missis only will go upstairs till my clearin'-up time comes,
I'll have everything right. But I can't do nothin' when ladies is round."



"I'm going through the kitchen, and going to put everything in order once, Dinah. Then I
expect you to keep it so."



"Oh, now, Miss Feely, dat an't no way for ladies to do. I never did see ladies doing no
such thing. I don't see no kind of need of it." And Dinah stalked about indignantly, while
Miss Ophelia tidied up. "I has things as straight as anybody when my clearin'-up time
comes," she grumbled. "But I don't want ladies round, a-hinderin', and gettin' my things
all where I can't find 'ern."



Miss Ophelia soon saw that Dinah was indeed hopeless. One day in despair she spoke to Mr.
St. Clare about it.



"Oh, you must let Dinah go her own way," said he. "She is a splendid cook, but if we saw
how she did it, I expect we should never eat any more. You can't make her any better, so
just leave her alone. She is too old to mend her ways."



So Aunt Dinah was left alone to rule the kitchen as she liked.




Eva and Topsy



Two  or three years passed. Uncle Tom was still with Mr. St. Clare, far away from his home. He
was not really unhappy. But always in his heart was the aching longing to see his dear
ones again.



Now he began to have a new sorrow. He loved his little mistress Eva very tenderly, and she
was ill.



He saw that she was growing white and thin. She no longer ran and played in the garden for
hours together as she used to do. She was always tired now.



Miss Ophelia noticed it too, and tried to make Mr. St. Clare see it. But he would not. He
loved his little Eva so much, that he did not want to believe that anything could be the
matter with her.



Mrs. St. Clare never thought any one, except herself, could be ill. So Eva grew daily
thinner and weaker, and Uncle Tom and Aunt Ophelia more and more sad and anxious.



But at last she became so unwell, that even Mr. St. Clare had to own that something was
wrong, and the doctor was sent for.



In a week or two she was very much better. Once more she ran about playing and laughing,
and her father was delighted. Only Miss Ophelia and the doctor sighed and shook their
heads. And little Eva herself knew; but she was not troubled. She knew she was going to
God.



"Papa," she said one day, "there are some things I want to say to you. I want to say them
now, while I am able."



She seated herself on his knee, and laid her head on his shoulder.



"It is all no use, papa, to keep it to myself any longer. The time is coming when I am
going to leave you. I am going, never to come back," and Eva sobbed.



"Eva, darling, don't say such things; you are better, you know."



"No, papa, I am not any better. I know it quite well, and I am going soon."



"And I want to go," she went on, "only I don't want to leave you—it almost breaks my
heart."



"Don't, Eva, don't talk so. What makes you so sad?"



"I feel sad for our poor people. I wish, papa,
they were all free. Isn't there any way to have all slaves made free?"



"That is a difficult question, dearest. There is no doubt that this way is a very bad one.
A great many people think so. I do myself. I wish there was not a slave in the land. But
then, I don't know what is to be done about it."



"Papa, you are such a good man, and so noble and kind. Couldn't you go all round and try
and persuade people to do right about this? When I am dead, papa, then you will think of
me, and do it for my sake."



"When you are dead, Eva! Oh, child, don't talk to me so."



"Promise me at least, father, that Tom shall have his freedom, as soon as I am gone."



"Yes, dear, I will do anything you wish. Only don't talk so."



Miss Ophelia and Eva had been to church together. Miss Ophelia had gone to her room to
take off her bonnet, while Eva talked to her father.



Suddenly Mr. St. Clare and his little girl heard a great noise coming from Miss Ophelia's
room. A minute later she appeared, dragging Topsy behind her.



"Come out here," she was saying. "I will tell your master."



"What is the matter now?" asked Mr. St. Clare.



"The matter is that I cannot be plagued with this child any longer," said Miss Ophelia.
"It is past all bearing. Here, I locked her up, and gave her a hymn to learn. What does
she do, but spy out where I put my key. She has gone to my wardrobe, taken a
bonnet-trimming, and cut it all to pieces to make dolls' jackets! I never saw anything
like it in my life."



"I don't know what to do," she went on; "I have taught and taught. I have talked till I'm
tired. I've whipped her. I've punished her in every way I can think of, and still she is
as naughty as she was at first."



"Come here, Tops, you monkey," said Mr. St. Clare.



Topsy came, her hard, round eyes glittering and blinking, half in fear, half in mischief.



"What makes you behave so?" said Mr. St. Clare, who could not help being amused at her
funny expression.



"Spects it's my wicked heart; Miss Feely says so."



"Don't you see how much Miss Ophelia has done for you? She says she has done everything
she can think of."



"Lor', yes, mas'r! Old missis used to say so,
too. She whipped me a heap harder, and used to pull my hair and knock my head agin the
door. But it didn't do me no good. I 'spect if they is to pull every hair out o' my head
it wouldn't do no good neither. I's so wicked, Laws! I's nothin' but a nigger noways."



"I shall have to give her up," said Miss Ophelia. "I can't have that trouble any longer."



Eva had stood silent, listening. Now she took Topsy by the hand, and led her into little
room close by.



"What makes you so naughty, Topsy?" she said, with tears in her eyes. "Why don't you try
to be good? Don't you love anybody, Topsy?"



"Dunno nothin' 'bout love. I love candy, that's all."



"But you love your father and mother?"



"Never had none, ye know. I telled ye that, Miss Eva."



"Oh, I forgot," said Eva sadly. "But hadn't you any brother, or sister, or aunt,
or—"



"No, none on 'em. Never had nothin' nor nobody."



"But, Topsy, if you would only try to be good you might—"



"Couldn't never be nothin' but a nigger, if I was ever so good," said Topsy. "If I could
be skinned and come white, I'd try then!"



"But people can love you, if you are black, Topsy. Miss Ophelia would love you if you were
good."
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'OH, MISS EVA, MISS EVA,' CRIED THE POOR
LITTLE BLACK GIRL.


Topsy laughed scornfully.



"Don't you think so?" said Eva.



"No. She can't bear me, 'cause I'm a nigger. She'd as soon have a toad touch her. There
can't nobody love niggers, and niggers can't do nothin'. I don't care," and Topsy began
whistling to show that she didn't.



"Oh, Topsy! I love you," said Eva, laying her little, thin hand on Topsy's shoulder. "I
love you, because you haven't had any mother, or father, or friends; because you have been
a poor, ill-used child. I love you, and I want you to be good. It makes me sorry to have
you so naughty. I wish you would try to be good for my sake, because I'm going to die
soon. I shan't be here very long."



Topsy's round, bright eyes grew suddenly dim with tears. She did believe at last that it
was possible for some one to love her. She laid her head down between her knees and wept
and sobbed.



"Poor Topsy," said Eva gently.



"Oh, Miss Eva, dear Miss Eva," cried the poor little black child, "I will try, I will try.
I never did care nothin' about it before."





George and Eliza Find Freedom



Tom Loker  lay tossing and tumbling in his clean, comfortable bed at the Quaker farmhouse. A pretty,
old Quaker lady, with white hair and a kind face, was nursing him. Torn Loker did not like
being ill and having to lie in bed. He threw the clothes about, grumbling and using
naughty words all the time.



"I must ask thee, Thomas Loker, not to use such language," said the nice old lady, as she
smoothed his sheets, and made his bed comfortable again for him.



"Well, I won't, granny, if I can help it," he replied; "but it is enough to make a fellow
swear, it is so awfully hot." He gave another great lunge, and made the sheets and
blankets all untidy again.



"I suppose that fellow George and the girl Eliza are here," he said, in a sulky voice,
after a few minutes' silence.



"Yes, they are," said the old lady.



"They had better get away across the lake," said Tom Loker, "the quicker the better."



"Very likely they will do so," said the old lady, calmly going on with her knitting.



"But, listen," said Tom Loker, getting excited, "there are people who are watching the
boats for us. I don't care if I tell now. I hope they will get away, just to spite the
others for going and leaving me as they did—the mean puppies, the—"



"Thomas Loker!" said the old lady.



"I tell you, granny, if you bottle a fellow up too tight he'll split," said Tom Loker.
"But about Eliza—tell them to dress her up some way so as to alter her. We have sent
a description of what she looks like to the town where the boats start from. She will be
caught yet if she doesn't dress up differently."



"I thank thee, Thomas Loker," replied the old lady with her usual calmness. "We will
attend to that. Thank thee." Then she went to tell George and Eliza what Tom Loker had
said.



They were indeed very grateful to him, and very glad that they had not left him, as his
own friends had done, to die by the roadside.



So next day Eliza cut off all her beautiful black hair, and dressed herself like a boy.



"Don't I make a pretty young fellow?" she said to George, laughing and blushing at the
same time.



"You always will be pretty," said George gravely, "do what you will."



"What makes you so sober?" asked Eliza, kneeling on one knee, and laying her hand on his.
"We are within twenty-four hours of Canada, they say. Only a day and a night on the lake,
and then—oh, then!"



"O Eliza," said George, holding her fast, "that is just it. To be so near liberty, to be
almost in sight of it—and then if we lost it. O Eliza, I should die."



"Don't fear," said Eliza hopefully. "The good Lord would not have brought us so far if He
didn't mean to save us. I seem to feel Him with us, George."



So George kissed his wife and took heart again. Then the kind old lady brought Harry in
dressed as a little girl. And a very pretty girl he made too. They called him "Harriet,"
as it was so like Harry it was easy to remember.



Harry did not know his mamma, dressed as she was, and clung to the kind lady, feeling
rather afraid of the strange young man. That was just as well, as he was too young to
understand
what this dressing-up and pretending meant, and he might have spoiled it all by calling
the nice-looking young man "Mamma." So the kind lady was going with them, pretending to be
the little girl's aunt.



When everything was ready they got into a cab, and drove to the wharf. The two young men,
as they seemed to be, got out, Eliza helping the kind lady and little girl, while George
saw to the luggage.



As he was standing at the office, taking the tickets, George overheard two men talking by
his side.



"I've watched every one that came on board," said one, "and I know they are not on this
boat."



"You would scarcely know the woman from a white one," said the other. "The man is very
fair too. He has an H burned into the palm of his hand."



The hand with which George was taking the tickets and change trembled a little, but he
turned calmly round, looked straight at the speaker, and then walked slowly away to where
Eliza was waiting for him.



It was a terribly anxious time, but at last the bell rang, the boat began to move, and
George and Eliza drew long sighs of relief as
they saw the shore getting farther and farther away.



It was a lovely day. The blue waves of Lake Erie danced, rippling and sparkling, in the
sunlight. Hour after hour the boat steamed on. Night came; and in the morning, clear and
beautiful before them, rose the shores of Canada.



George and his wife stood arm in arm as the boat came near the little town, where they
were going to land. His breath came thick and short; a mist gathered before his eyes; he
silently pressed the little hand that lay trembling on his arm.



The bell rang—the boat stopped.



Scarcely seeing what he did, George looked out his luggage, and gathered his little party.



They were landed on the shore, and stood still till the boat had started again.



Then with tears of joy, the husband and wife, with their wondering little boy in their
arms, knelt down and lifted up their hearts to God. They were free.




George Fights for Freedom



The  day after George and Eliza met each other once more at the end of so many sad months of
parting, was a very happy one in the Quaker house.



The two had much to say to each other. George had to tell how he had escaped from his
cruel master, and how he had followed Eliza all the way and at last found her. Then there
were plans to make for going on towards Canada. It was arranged that they should start
that night at ten o'clock. "The pursuers are hard after thee, we must not delay," said
Simeon.



Rachel was happy and busy, packing up food and clothes for them to take on the journey.



Late in the afternoon, another Quaker called Phineas came with the dreadful news that the
wicked men, whom Haley had sent to catch Eliza, were only a few miles away.



So George and Eliza decided to start as soon as it was dark. A little while after supper a
large covered waggon drew up before the door. They got in, and the waggon drove off.



On and on, all through the dark night they drove. About three o'clock, George heard the
click of a horse's hoof coming behind them.



"That's Simeon," said Phineas, who was driving, as he pulled up the horses to listen.
"Halloa, there, Simeon," he shouted, "what news? Are they coming?"



"Yes, right on behind, eight or ten of them."



"Oh! what shall we do?" groaned Eliza.



But Phineas knew the road well. He lashed the horses till they flew along, the waggon
rattling and jumping over the hard road behind them.



On they went till they came to a place where the rocks rose straight up form the road like
a wall. It seemed impossible for any one to climb up there. But Phineas knew a way.



He stopped the horses. "Here, Simeon," he said, "take the waggon, and drive on as fast as
thou canst, and bring back help. Now follow me," he said to the others, "quick, for your
lives. Run now, if you ever did run."



Quicker than we can say it, they were following him up a tiny narrow path to the top
of the rocks, and Simeon was galloping the horses with the empty waggon along the road.



"We are pretty safe here," said Phineas, when they had reached the top. "Only one person
can come up that path at a time. If any one tries it, shoot him."



The men who were chasing them had now arrived at the foot of the rocks. They were led by a
big man called Tom Loker, and another mean-looking little man, whom Haley had sent.



After some hunting about, they found the path, and, headed by Tom Loker, began to climb
up.



"Come up if you like," George called out, "but if you do we will shoot you."



For answer, the little man took aim at George, and fired.



Eliza screamed, but the shot did not hurt him. It passed close to his hair, nearly touched
her cheek, and struck a tree behind.



Tom Loker came on. George waited until he was near enough, then he fired. The shot hit him
in the side. But, though wounded, he would not go back. With a yell like that of a mad
bull he came leaping on, and sprang right in among them.



Quakers are not allowed to use guns and pistols, so Phineas had been standing back while
George shot. Now he sprang forward. As Tom Loker landed in the middle of them, he gave him
a great push, saying, "Friend, thee isn't wanted here."



Down fell Tom Loker, down, down the steep side of the rock. He crashed and crackled among
trees, bushes, logs, loose stones, till he lay bruised and groaning far below. The fall
might have killed him, had it not been broken by his clothes catching on the branches of a
large tree.



Cruel people are, very often, cowardly too. When the men saw their leader first wounded,
and then thrown down, they all ran away. Mounting their horses, they rode off as fast as
they could, leaving Tom Loker lying on the ground wounded and groaning with pain.



As soon as Phineas and the others saw that the wicked men had really ridden away, they
climbed down, meaning to walk along the road till they met Simeon.



They had just reached the bottom, when they saw him coming back with the waggon and two
other men.



"Now we are safe," cried Phineas joyfully. "Well, do stop then," said Eliza, "and do
something for that poor man. He is groaning dreadfully."



"It would be no more than Christian," said George. "Let us take him with us."



They lifted the wounded man gently, as if he had been a friend instead of a cruel enemy,
and laid him in the waggon. Then they all set out once more.



A drive of about an hour brought them to a neat farm-house. There the tired travellers
were kindly received and given a good breakfast.



Tom Loker was put into a comfortable bed, far cleaner and softer than any he had ever
slept in before. George and Eliza walked about the garden hand-in-hand, feeling happy
together, and almost safe. They were so near Canada now.
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Master George and Uncle Tom



Haley  and Tom had rattled along the dusty road for about a mile, when Haley pulled up at a
blacksmith's shop. He got out to have something done to a pair of handcuffs, leaving Tom
in the cart.



Tom was sitting there, very mournfully, when suddenly he heard the quick, short click of a
horse's hoof behind him. Almost before he knew what was happening, George Shelby sprang
into the cart. He threw his arms round Tom's neck, sobbing and scolding.



"I declare it's real mean. I don't care what they say, any of them. It's a nasty, mean
shame. If I were a man, they shouldn't do it—they should not!'



"Oh, Mas'r George, this does me good," said Tom. "I couldn't bear to go off without seein'
ye. It does me real good, ye can't tell."



Here Tom made a movement with his feet and George's eyes fell on the chains.



"What a shame," he cried. "I'll knock that old fellow down, I will."



"No, you won't, Mas'r George; and you must not talk so loud. It won't help me any, to
anger him."



"Well, I won't then, for your sake. But only to think of it—isn't it a shame? They
never sent for me, nor sent me any word. If it hadn't been for Tom Lincoln, I shouldn't
have heard of it. I tell you, I blew them up well, all of them, at home."



"That wasn't right, I'm feared, Mas'r George."



"Can't help it. I say it's a shame. Look here, Uncle Tom," said he, turning his back to
the shop, and speaking in a mysterious tone, "I've brought you my dollar."



"Oh, I couldn't think of takin' it, Mas'r George, noways in the world," said Tom.



"But you shall take it," said George. "Look here, I told Aunt Chloe I'd do it. She advised
me just to make a hole in it, and put a string through. You can hang it round your neck,
and keep it out of sight, else this mean scamp will take it away. I tell you, Tom, I want
to blow him up. It would do me good."



"No, don't, Mas'r George, for it won't do me any good."



"Well, I won't for your sake," said George,
busily tying his dollar round Tom's neck. "There, now button your coat tight over it, and
keep it safe. Remember every time you see it, that I'm coming after you some day, to bring
you back. Aunt Chloe and I have been talking about it. I told her not to fear. I'll see to
it. I'll tease father's life out, if he doesn't see to it."



"Oh, Mas'r George, ye mustn't talk so 'bout your father."



"Dear me, Uncle Tom, I don't mean anything bad."



"And now, Mas'r George," said Tom, "ye must be a good boy. 'Member how many hearts is set
on ye. Always keep close to your mother. Don't be getting into any o' them foolish ways
boys has of getting too big to mind their mothers. Tell ye what, Mas'r George, the Lord
gives a good many things twice over, but he don't give ye a mother but once. Ye'll never
see such another woman, Mas'r George—not if ye live to be a hundred years old. So,
now, you hold on to her, and grow up, and be a comfort to her, there's my own good
boy—you will now—won't ye?"



"Yes, I will, uncle Tom," said George seriously.



"And be careful of yer speaking, Mas'r
George. Young boys, when they comes to your age, is wilful sometimes—it's natural
they should be. But real gentlemen such as I hopes you'll be, never lets fall words that
isn't 'spectful to their parents. Ye an't offended, Mas'r George?"



"No, indeed, Uncle Tom, you always give me good advice."



"I'se older, you know," said Tom, stroking George's curly head with his large strong hand,
but speaking in a voice as tender as a mother's.



"Oh, Mas'r George, you has everything—learning, reading, writing—and you'll
grow up to be a great, learned, good man. All the people on the place, and your father and
mother, 'll be proud of ye. Be a good mas'r like your father, and be a Christian like your
mother, Mas'r George."



"I'll be real good, Uncle Tom, I tell you," said George. "And don't you be discouraged.
I'll have you back yet. As I told Aunt Chloe this morning, I'll build your house over
again. You shall have a room for a parlour, with a carpet on it, when I'm a man. Oh,
you'll have good times yet."



Haley now came to the shop door with the handcuffs in his hand.



"Look here, now, mister," said George, looking at him very grandly, "I shall let father
and mother know how you treat Uncle Tom."



"You're welcome," replied he.



"I should think you'd be ashamed to spend all your life buying men and women, and chaining
them like cattle! I should think you'd feel mean," said George.



"So long as you grand folks wants to buy men and women, I'm as good as they," said Haley.
"It isn't any meaner to sell them than to buy them."



"I'll never do either, when I'm a man," said George. "I'm ashamed this day. Good-bye,
Uncle Tom," he added, "don't get down-hearted."



"Good-bye, Mas'r George," said Tom. "God Almighty bless you."



Away George went, and Tom looked after him until the clatter of his horse's heels died
away. It was the last sound or sight of his home. But over his heart there seemed to be a
warm spot where George had placed that precious dollar. Tom put up his hand and held it
close to his heart.



Haley came to the cart, threw the handcuffs in, and jumping up on to the seat, drove off
again.



All day long, they drove over the rough country roads. Late in the evening they arrived at
a town called Washington. Haley went to a comfortable inn for the night, but poor Tom was
sent to prison with handcuffs on his wrists, and heavy chains on his ankles. This was not
because he had done anything wicked, but only that he happened to be a black man and a
slave.





Eva's Last Good-Bye



It  soon became quite plain to everybody that Eva was very ill indeed. She never ran about and
played now, but spent most of the day lying on the sofa in her own pretty room.



Every one loved her, and tried to do things for her. Even naughty little Topsy used to
bring her flowers, and try to be good for her sake.



Uncle Tom was a great deal in Eva's room. She used to get very restless, and then she
liked to be carried about. He was so big and strong that he could do it very easily. He
would walk about with her under the orange-trees in the garden, or sitting down on some of
their old seats, would sing their favourite hymns.



He loved to do it, and could not bear to be long away from his little mistress. He gave up
sleeping in his bed, and lay all night on the mat outside her door.



One day Eva made her aunt cut off a lot of
her beautiful hair. Then she called all the slaves together, said good-bye to them, and
gave them each a curl of her hair as a keepsake. They all cried very much, and said they
would never forget her, and would try to be good for her sake.



A few nights later Miss Ophelia came quickly to Tom, as he lay on the mat outside Eva's
door. "Go, Tom," she said, "go as fast as you can for the doctor."



Tom ran. But in the morning little Eva lay on her bed, cold and white, with closed eyes
and folded hands.



She had gone to God.



Mr. St. Clare was very, very unhappy for a long time after Eva died. He had loved her so
much, that now his life seemed quite empty without her.



He did not forget his promise to her about Tom. He went to his lawyer, and told him to
begin writing out the papers that would make Tom free. It took some time to make a slave
free.



"Well, Tom," said Mr. St. Clare the day after he had spoken to his lawyer, "I'm going to
make a free man of you. So have your trunk packed, and get ready to set out for home."



Joy shone in Uncle Tom's face. "Bless the Lord," he said, raising his hands to heaven.



Mr. St. Clare felt rather hurt. He did not like Tom to be so glad to leave him.



"You haven't had such a very bad time here that you need be in such rapture, Tom," he
said.



"No, no, mas'r! tan't that. It's bein' a e man! That's what I'm joyin' for."



"Why, Tom, don't you think that you are really better off as you are?"



"No, indeed, Mas'r St , Clare," said Tom, very decidedly; "no, indeed."



"But, Tom, you couldn't possibly have earned by your work such clothes and such nice,
comfortable rooms and good food as I have given you."



"I knows all that, Mas'r St. Clare. Mas'r has been too good. But, mas'r, I'd rather have
poor clothes, poor house, poor everything, and have 'em mine, than have the best, and have
'em any man's else. I had so, mas'r. I thinks it's nature, mas'r."



"I suppose so, Tom. You will be going off and leaving me, in a month or two," he said,
rather discontentedly. "Though why you shouldn't, I don't know," he added, in a gayer
voice.



"Not while mas'r is in trouble," said Tom.



"I'll stay with mas'r as long as he wants me—so as I can be of any use."



"Not while I am in trouble, Tom?" said Mr. St. Clare, looking sadly out of the window.
"And when will my trouble be over?" Then half-smiling he turned from the window, and laid
his hand on Tom's shoulder. "Ah, Tom, you soft, silly boy," he said. "I won't keep you. Go
home to your wife and children, and give them all my love."



"Cousin," said Miss Ophelia, coming into the room, "I want to speak to you about Topsy."



"What has she been doing now?"



"Nothing; she is a much better girl than she used to be. But I want to ask you, whose is
she—yours or mine?"



"Why, yours, of course; I gave her to you," said Mr. St. Clare.



"But not by law. There is no use my trying to make this child a Christian, unless I can be
quite sure that she will not be sold as a slave again. If you are really willing I should
have her, I want you to give me a paper saying she is mine."



"But you think it is wicked to keep slaves. Now you want to have one of your own. Oh!
shocking, cousin," said Mr. St. Clare, who loved to tease.



"Nonsense! I only want to have her, so that I can set her free."



"Very well," said Mr. St. Clare, "I will write the paper for you." Then he sat down and
began to read.



"But I want it done now," said Miss Ophelia. "Why are you in such a hurry?"



"Because now is the only time there ever is to do a thing in," said Miss Ophelia. "I want
to make sure of it. You may die or lose all your money. Then Topsy would be taken away and
sold, in spite of anything I could say"



Mr. St. Clare hated being made to do things when he didn't want to. However, after teasing
his cousin a little more, he wrote out the paper, and Topsy belonged to Miss Ophelia. That
evening Mr. St. Clare went out into the town for a walk.



Tom saw him go, and asked if he should come too. "No, my boy," said Mr. St. Clare, "I
shall be back in an hour."



Tom sat down on the verandah to wait till his master came home. While he waited, he fell
asleep.



Presently he was awakened by loud knocking, and the sound of voices at the gate.



He ran to open it.



Several men were there carrying a load. It
was Mr. St. Clare. He had been hurt in an accident, and was dying.



Very gently they laid him on a sofa. Nothing could be done.



In a short time he had gone to join his little Eva.





Eliza Runs away with Little Harry



Mr. Shelby  was very unhappy because of what he had done. He knew his wife would be very unhappy too,
and he did not know how to tell her.



He had to do it that night, however, before she went to bed.



Mrs. Shelby could hardly believe it. "Oh, you do not mean this" she said. "You must not
sell our good Tom and dear little Harry. Do anything rather than that. It is a wicked,
wicked thing to do."



"There is nothing else I can do," said Mr. Shelby. "I have sold everything I can think of,
and at any rate now that Haley has set his heart on having Tom and Harry he would not take
anything or anybody instead."



Mrs. Shelby cried very much about it, but at last, though she was very, very unhappy, she
fell asleep.



But some one whom Mr. and Mrs. Shelby never thought of was listening to this talk.



Eliza was sitting in the next room. The door was not quite closed, so she could not help
hearing what was said. As she listened she grew pale and cold and a terrible look of pain
came into her face.



Eliza had had three dear little children, but two of them had died when they were tiny
babies. She loved and cared for Harry all the more because she had lost the others. Now he
was to be taken from her, and sold to cruel men, and she would never see him again. She
felt she could not bear it.



Eliza's husband was called George, and was a slave too. He did not belong to Mr. Shelby,
but to another man, who had a farm quite near. George and Eliza could not live together as
a husband and wife generally do. Indeed, they hardly ever saw each other. George's master
was a cruel man, and would not let him come to see his wife. He was so cruel, and beat
George so dreadfully, that the poor slave made up his mind to run away. He had come that
very day to tell Eliza what he meant to do.



As soon as Mr. and Mrs. Shelby stopped talking, Eliza crept away to her own room, where
little Harry was sleeping. There he lay
with his pretty curls round his face. His rosy mouth was half open, his fat little hands
thrown out over the bed-clothes, and a smile like a sunbeam upon his face.



"My baby, my sweet-one," said Eliza, "they have sold you. But mother will save you yet!"



She did not cry. She was too sad and sorrowful for that. Taking a piece of paper and a
pencil, she wrote quickly.



"Oh, missis! dear missis! don't think me ungrateful—don't think hard of me, anyway!
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!"



Eliza was going to run away.



She gathered a few of Harry's clothes into a bundle, put on her hat and jacket, and went
to wake him.



Poor Harry was rather frightened at being waked in the middle of the night, and at seeing
his mother bending over him, with her hat and jacket on.



"What is the matter, mother?" he said, beginning to cry.



"Hush," she said, "Harry mustn't cry or speak aloud, 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."



Harry stopped crying at once, and was good and quiet as a little mouse, while his mother
dressed him. When he was ready, she lifted him in her arms, and crept softly out of the
house.



It was a beautiful, clear, starlight night, but very cold, for it was wintertime. Eliza
ran quickly to Uncle Tom's cottage, and tapped on the window.



Aunt Chloe was not asleep, so she jumped up at once, and opened the door. She was very
much astonished to see Eliza standing there with Harry in her arms. Uncle Tom followed her
to the door, and was very much astonished too.



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



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



"Yes, sold him," said Eliza. "I heard master tell missis that he had sold my Harry, and
you,
Uncle Tom. The man is coming to take you away to-morrow."



At first Tom could hardly believe what he heard. Then he sank down, and buried his face in
his hands.



"The good Lord have pity on us!" said Aunt Chloe. "What has Tom done that master should
sell him?"



"He hasn't done anything—it isn't for that. Master don't want to sell; but he owes
this man money. If he doesn't pay him it will end in his having to sell the house and all
the slaves. Master said he was sorry. But missis she talked like an angel. I'm a wicked
girl to leave her so, but I can't help it. It must be right; but if it an't right, the
good Lord will forgive me, for I can't help doing it."



"Tom," said Aunt Chloe, "why don't you go too? There's time."



Torn slowly raised his head and looked sorrowfully at her.



"No, no," he said. "Let Eliza go. It is right that she should try to save her boy. Mas'r
has always trusted me, and I can't leave him like that. It is better for me to go alone
than for the whole place to be sold. Mas'r isn't to blame, Chloe. He will take care of you
and the poor—"



[image: [Illustration]]


HE SANK DOWN AND BURIED HIS FACE IN HIS
HANDS.


Tom could say no more. Big man though he was, he burst into tears, at the thought of
leaving his wife and dear little children, never to see them any more.



"Aunt Chloe," said Eliza, in a minute or two, "I must go. I saw my husband to-day. He told
me he meant to run away soon, because his master is so cruel to him. Try to send him a
message from me. Tell him I have run away to save our boy. Tell him to come after me if he
can. Good-bye, good-bye. God bless you!"



Then Eliza went out again into the dark night with her little boy in her arms, and Aunt
Chloe shut the door softly behind her.




Uncle Tom's New Home



Uncle Tom soon settled down in his new home. He was as happy as he could be, so far away from his
wife and dear little children. He had a kind master.



Mrs. St. Clare, however, was not nearly so nice as her husband. She was cruel, and would
often have beaten her poor slaves, but Mr. St. Clare would not allow it.



She always pretended that she was very ill, and spent most of her time lying on a sofa, or
driving about in her comfortable carriage.



The poor slave woman who waited on Mrs. St. Clare had a very hard time. She was kept
running about all day, and sometimes all night too. Then, if she dared to look sleepy next
day, her mistress told her not to be sulky and lazy. Mrs. St. Clare did not seem to
understand that a slave could be tired sometimes, just like other people.



Mrs. St. Clare said she really was too ill to look after the house, so everything was left
to
the slaves. Soon things began to be very uncomfortable, and even good-natured Mr. St.
Clare could stand it no longer.



He went to his cousin, Miss Ophelia St. Clare, and begged her to come and keep house for
him, and to look after Eva. It was on the journey back with her that the accident to Eva
happened, which ended in his buying Tom.



Miss Ophelia was a very prim and precise person, not at all like the St. Clares. In her
home people did not have slaves. Though her cousin had a great many, and was kind to them,
she could not help seeing that it was a very wicked thing to buy and sell men and women as
if they were cattle. She was very, very sorry for the poor slaves, and would have liked to
free them all. Yet she did not love them. She could not bear even to have them near her,
nor to touch them, just because they were black.



It made her quite ill to see Eva kissing and hugging the black slave women when she came
home.



"Well, I couldn't do that," she said.



"Why not?" said Mr. St. Clare, who was looking on.



"Well, I want to be kind to every one. I wouldn't have anybody hurt. But, as to kissing
Niggers—" she gave a little shudder. "How can she?"



Presently a gay laugh sounded from the court. Mr. St. Clare stepped out to see what was
happening.



"What is it?" said Miss Ophelia, following him.



There sat Tom on a little mossy seat in the court. Every one of his buttonholes was stuck
full of flowers. Eva, laughing gaily, was hanging a wreath of roses round his neck. Then,
still laughing, she perched on his knee like a little sparrow.



"Oh, Tom, you look so funny!"



Tom had a sober smile on his face. He seemed in his own quiet way to be enjoying the fun
quite as much as his little mistress. When he lifted his eyes and saw his master he looked
as if he were afraid he might be scolded. But Mr. St. Clare only smiled.



"How can you let her do that?" said Miss Ophelia.



"Why not?" said Mr. St. Clare.



"Why? I don't know. It seems dreadful to me."
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EVA, LAUGHING GAILY, WAS HANGING A WREATH
OF ROSES ROUND HIS NECK.


"You would think it was quite right and natural if you saw Eva playing with a large dog,
even if he was black. But a fellow-creature
that can think, and reason, and feel, and is immortal, you shudder at. I know how you
north-country people feel about it. You loathe the blacks as you would a toad or a snake.
Yet you pity them, and are angry because they are often ill-treated."



"Well, cousin," said Miss Ophelia thoughtfully, "I daresay you are right. I suppose I must
try to get over my feeling."




