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Excerpt 1 
 
In the following passage, George is talking about his owner to his wife Eliza. They are both 
enslaved. 

"I have been careful, and I have been patient, 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 it 
will come out in a way that he won't like, or I'm mistaken!" 

"O dear! what shall we do?" said Eliza, mournfully. 
"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 I 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 he 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!" he said. 

"Well," said Eliza, mournfully, "I always thought that I must obey my master and mistress, or 
I couldn'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, indulged you, and taught you, so that you have a good education; that is some 
reason why they should claim you. But 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't!" 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 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 couldn'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." 

"O, George, you didn't do it!" 
"Do it? not I!—but he did. Mas'r and 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. Mas'r will find out that I'm one that 
whipping won't tame. My day will come yet, if he don't look out." 
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Excerpt 2 
 
Tom and Eliza have both long been enslaved by the Shelby family. Harry is Eliza’s son and 
thus also the property of the Shelby’s who are having the conversation below. 

"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! O, 

Mr. Shelby!—and you have promised him his freedom, too,—you and I have spoken to him a 
hundred times of it. Well, I can believe anything now,—I can believe now that you could sell 
little Harry, poor Eliza's only child!" said Mrs. Shelby, in a tone between grief and indignation. 

"Well, since you must know all, it is so. 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 doing what every one does every day." 

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

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

"The wretch!" said Mrs. Shelby, vehemently. 
"Well, I didn't listen to it, a moment,—out of regard to your feelings, I wouldn't;—so give me 

some credit." 
"My dear," said Mrs. Shelby, recollecting herself, "forgive me. I have been hasty. I was 

surprised, and entirely unprepared for this;—but surely you will allow me to intercede for these 
poor creatures. Tom is a noble-hearted, faithful fellow, if he is black. I do believe, Mr. Shelby, 
that if he were put to it, he would lay down his life for you." 

"I know it,—I dare say;—but what's the use of all this?—I can't help myself." 
"Why not make a pecuniary sacrifice? I'm willing to bear my part of the inconvenience. O, Mr. 

Shelby, I have tried—tried most faithfully, as a Christian woman should—to do my duty to these 
poor, simple, dependent creatures. I have cared for them, instructed them, watched over them, 
and know all their little cares and joys, for years; and how can I ever hold up my head again 
among them, if, for the sake of a little paltry gain, we sell such a faithful, excellent, confiding 
creature as poor Tom, and tear from him in a moment all we have taught him to love and value? 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 sacred, 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 believe me when she sees us turn round and sell her child?—sell 
him, perhaps, to certain ruin of body and soul!" 
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Excerpt 3 
 
Although Eliza has generally been well treated by her owners, the Shelby’s, she decides to 
flee with her son Harry when she learns that he is to be sold. 

It is impossible to conceive of a human creature more wholly desolate and forlorn than Eliza, 
when she turned her footsteps from Uncle Tom's cabin. 

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

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

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

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

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

"Mother, I don't need to keep awake, do I?" 
"No, my darling; sleep, if you want to." 
"But, mother, if I do get asleep, you won't let him get me?" 
"No! so may God help me!" said his mother, with a paler cheek, and a brighter light in her 

large dark eyes. 
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Excerpt 4  
 
After many years of working faithfully for the Shelby family, Tom, a very religious man, is 
sold to a slave trader and becomes the property of the cruel Simon Legree. 

"Get up, you beast!" said Legree, kicking him again. 
This was a difficult matter for one so bruised and faint; and, as Tom made efforts to do so, 

Legree laughed brutally. 
"What makes ye so spry, this morning, Tom? Cotched cold, may be, last night." 
Tom by this time had gained his feet, and was confronting his master with a steady, unmoved 

front. 
"The devil, you can!" said Legree, looking him over. "I believe you haven't got enough yet. 

Now, Tom, get right down on yer knees and beg my pardon, for yer shines last night." 
Tom did not move. 
"Down, you dog!" said Legree, striking him with his riding-whip. 
"Mas'r Legree," said Tom, "I can't do it. I did only what I thought was right. I shall do just so 

again, if ever the time comes. I never will do a cruel thing, come what may." 
"Yes, but ye don't know what may come, Master Tom. Ye think what you've got is something. 

I tell you 'tan't anything,—nothing 't all. How would ye like to be tied to a tree, and have a slow 
fire lit up around ye;—wouldn't that be pleasant,—eh, Tom?" 

"Mas'r," said Tom, "I know ye can do dreadful things; but,"—he stretched himself upward and 
clasped his hands,—"but, after ye've killed the body, there an't no more ye can do. And O, there's 
all ETERNITY to come, after that!" 

ETERNITY,—the word thrilled through the black man's soul with light and power, as he 
spoke; it thrilled through the sinner's soul, too, like the bite of a scorpion. Legree gnashed on him 
with his teeth, but rage kept him silent; and Tom, like a man disenthralled, spoke, in a clear and 
cheerful voice, 

"Mas'r Legree, as ye bought me, I'll be a true and faithful servant to ye. I'll give ye all the work 
of my hands, all my time, all my strength; but my soul I won't give up to mortal man. I will hold 
on to the Lord, and put his commands before all,—die or live; you may be sure on 't. Mas'r 
Legree, I ain't a grain afeard to die. I'd as soon die as not. Ye may whip me, starve me, burn 
me,—it'll only send me sooner where I want to go." 

"I'll make ye give out, though, 'fore I've done!" said Legree, in a rage. 
"I shall have help," said Tom; "you'll never do it." 
"Who the devil's going to help you?" said Legree, scornfully. 
"The Lord Almighty," said Tom. 
"D—n you!" said Legree, as with one blow of his fist he felled Tom to the earth. 
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Excerpt 5 
 
Tom, a very religious man, and Cassy are both the property of the cruel Simon Legree. 

Tom's basket was weighed and approved; and he looked, with an anxious glance, for the 
success of the woman he had befriended. 

Tottering with weakness, she came forward, and delivered her basket. It was of full weight, as 
Legree well perceived; but, affecting anger, he said, "What, you lazy beast! short again! stand 
aside, you'll catch it, pretty soon!" 

The woman gave a groan of utter despair, and sat down on a board. The person who had been 
called Misse Cassy now came forward, and, with a haughty, negligent air, delivered her basket. 
As she delivered it, Legree looked in her eyes with a sneering yet inquiring glance. 

She fixed her black eyes steadily on him, her lips moved slightly, and she said something in 
French. What it was, no one knew; but Legree's face became perfectly demoniacal in its 
expression, as she spoke; he half raised his hand, as if to strike,—a gesture which she regarded 
with fierce disdain, as she turned and walked away. 

"And now," said Legree, "come here, you Tom. You see, I telled ye I didn't buy ye jest for the 
common work; I mean to promote ye, and make a driver of ye; and tonight ye may jest as well 
begin to get yer hand in. Now, ye jest take this yer gal and flog her; ye've seen enough on't to 
know how." 

"I beg Mas'r's pardon," said Tom; "hopes Mas'r won't set me at that. It's what I an't used to,—
never did,—and can't do, no way possible." 

"Ye'll larn a pretty smart chance of things ye never did know, before I've done with ye!" said 
Legree, taking up a cowhide, and striking Tom a heavy blow cross the cheek, and following up 
the infliction by a shower of blows. 

"There!" he said, as he stopped to rest; "now, will ye tell me ye can't do it?" 
"Yes, Mas'r," said Tom, putting up his hand, to wipe the blood, that trickled down his face. 

"I'm willin' to work, night and day, and work while there's life and breath in me; but this yer 
thing I can't feel it right to do;—and, Mas'r, I never shall do it,—never!" 

Tom had a remarkably smooth, soft voice, and a habitually respectful manner, that had given 
Legree an idea that he would be cowardly, and easily subdued. When he spoke these last words, 
a thrill of amazement went through every one; the poor woman clasped her hands, and said, "O 
Lord!" and every one involuntarily looked at each other and drew in their breath, as if to prepare 
for the storm that was about to burst. 

Legree looked stupefied and confounded; but at last burst forth,—"What! ye blasted black 
beast! tell me ye don't think it right to do what I tell ye! What have any of you cussed cattle to do 
with thinking what's right? I'll put a stop to it! Why, what do ye think ye are? May be ye think 
ye'r a gentleman master, Tom, to be a telling your master what's right, and what ain't! So you 
pretend it's wrong to flog the gal!" 

"I think so, Mas'r," said Tom; "the poor crittur's sick and feeble; 't would be downright cruel, 
and it's what I never will do, nor begin to. Mas'r, if you mean to kill me, kill me; but, as to my 
raising my hand agin any one here, I never shall,—I'll die first!" 
 
 


