“My master!

And who made him my master?
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I'm a man as much as he is.
I’'m a better man than he is.

1 know more about business than he does.

I am a better manager than he is.
1 can read and write

better than he can.

And I've learned it all myself,
and no thanks to him.”
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Joporue apyabs!
Mp! mpegaraeM BaM POMAH AMEPHKAHCKONH THCATEJb-

HUIIbI, TTOOOPHMIIEI OCBODOKIEHWA HerpoB OT pabcrTBa, l'ap-
puer bBuuep-Croy (1811-1896) nom HaszBanmeMm «XHKH-
Ha gagu Toma», KOTOPBIH B CBOE BpeMs BCKOJLIXHYJ BCIO
AMEpHKY M BBI3BAJ BOJHY COYYBCTBUS B JAPYIdX CTpaHaX.
IIucarenbHHUIIAa IIOIILJIA MO CTOIaM OTIa — M[acTopa, KOTO-
PBIH HEOJHOKPATHO CKpPBIBAJA Yy ceba OerybIXx Herpos. JIn-
TepaTypHLIM TBOpYecTBOM bBuuep-Croy 3aHuMajach BCIO
su3Hb. OHA Hanmucasa psag IOBecTell, B OCHOBHOM, AJfA Je-
Teif, HO CJIaBy NpPHHeC el pomaH «XHXKWHaA IAIM Toma»r.
On Owpln1 HamewyataH B 1852 rogy — B TOT mepuon, Korjga
boprba mnporuB paboBiazeHuda B AMepuKe CTOAJA B I1eH-
Tpe BHHMAHHSA ODIIIeCTBA M IIO3iKe IIPHBEJIA K I'DAXIAHCKON
Boiisie CeBepa nporuB pabosnagenndecroro IOra. C tex mop
IIPOIIJIO yiKe IIoJTopa CTOJIeTHs, a <« XH:KHHa aagn Toma»
skuBer. Jlogum pasHBIX I[OKOJEeHMI, 4YWTasd pPOMAaH, He MO-
I'yT OCTATBCA PaBHOAVIIHBIMH K CTpajaHUAM MYsKeCcTBeH-
HOTO Aamu Toma, ¢ OECHOKOWMCTBOM CHENSAT 34 NepUuIeTHA-
MU Tmobera cMmenoM JJM3bI, COYYBCTBYIOT OOphbe 3a cBODO-
ny H:xopna:xa XappHca, BOCXHMIIIAIOTCA H300peTaTesIbHOCTBIO
ropgoii Kaccn, HeHABUAAT KECTOKOro ILIaHTaropa Jlerpu.
Jlna Toro 4roOBl UTeHHEe 3TOM KHHUIM OBLIO AJis Bac He
TOJBKO HWHTEPECHBIM, HO ¥ IIOJE3HBIM, BHUMATEJIBHO W3-
yaiiTe pasbACHEHUA ITOHATHN, XapaKTepHBIX IJA TOH 3II0-
XU, [IOMEIlleHHbIe II0CJIe Kax oM riaasbl. Tam Ke IIpUBOJIHT-
¢ MepeBoj] peIKHX CJI0B M TPYAHBIX (pasd. ¥ Bac TaKKe
eCTh BO3MOJKHOCTE HAWTH 3HAUY€HHME MHOIMX HOBBIX CJOB B
cJOBapHKe, KOTOPBIH HaxXoOWTCA B KOHIE KHHI'H. YOpaimHe-
HUA [IOMOTI'YT BaM BBLIVUNTE HOBBLIE AHIVIMHCKHE CJOBA M BBI-
pasKeHUdA M HAVYUTHCH [IPABUJIBHO yHOoTpeO/dTh HX B peuH.
Hemaem ycmnexal



CHAPTER 1

Late in the afternoon of a chilly day in February,
two gentlemen were sitting alone over their wine, in
a dining-room, in the town of P—, in Kentucky. There
were no servants present, and the gentlemen seemed to
be discussing some important subject.

One of the men, strictly speaking, couldn’t be called
a gentleman. He was a short man, with coarse, common-
place features, and with that swaggering manner which
shows a low man who is trying to elbow his way up-

ward in the world. He was dressed in a vest of many
colours, and a blue neckerchief with yellow spots. His
hands were large and coarse, with many rings on his
fingers; and he wore a heavy gold watch-chain.

His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of
a gentleman. The two men were sitting in his house. As
we said before, they were in the middle of an important
conversation.

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

“ can’t do it that way — 1 positively can’t,
Mr. Shelby,” said the other man, holding up a glass of
wine between his eyes and the light.

“Why? The fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon fel-
low. He’s certainly worth that money,” said Mr. Shel-
by. “He is a good, honest fellow. He manages my
whole farm like a clock. I trust him with everything
I have, — money, house, horses. I let him come and go
round the country. Last winter I let him go to Cincin-
nati alone, to do business for me, and bring home five
hundred dollars. Tom comes back, sure enough. I knew
he would. Some fellows, they say, said to him — ‘Tom,
why don’t you run away to Canada?’ ‘Ah, Master trust-
ed me, and I couldn’t,” — they told me about it. I am
sorry to part with Tom, I must say. You should let
him cover the whole debt, Haley, if you had any con-
science.”

“Well, I’ve got just as much conscience as any man
in business can afford to keep — just a little,” said the
slave trader. “You know, I'm always ready to help my
friends. But this time you ask too much.”

The trader poured out some more brandy.

“Well, then, Haley, what do vou want?” said
Mr. Shelby, after a long period of silence.



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

“Hum! None that I don’t need myself. To tell the
truth, only hard necessity makes me sell at all. T don’t
like parting with any of my workers. That’s a fact.”

At that moment the door opened, and a small quad-
roon boy, four or five years old, entered the room. There
was something in his appearance remarkably beautiful.
His black hair, fine as silk, hung in curls about his round
face. A pair of large dark eyes, full of fire and softness,
looked out from under the rich, long lashes.

“Ah, come here, Jim Crow,” said Mr. Shelby.

The child came up, and the master patted the curly
head.

“Show this gentleman how you can dance and sing,”
said Mr. Shelby.

The boy began singing one of negro songs in a clear
voice, accompanying his singing with comic movements
of the hands, feet, and whole body, all in perfect time
to the music.

“Bravo!” said Haley, throwing him a piece of an or-
ange,

“Now, Jim, walk like old Uncle Cudjoe, when he has

*

the rheumatism,” said his master.

At once the child’s back humped up. He took his
master’s stick and began walking around the room, imi-
tating an old sick man.

Both gentlemen laughed.

“Bravol What a young one!” said Haley. “Tell you
what, give me the boy, and I'll settle the business.”

At this moment, the door was pushed gently open,
and a young quadroon woman, about twenty-five, entered
the room. It was clear that she was the boy’s mother.

She had the same beautiful dark eyes with long lashes,
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the same silky black hair. The dress set off to advan-
tage her fine body.

The slave trader looked at the young woman in admi-
ration.

“Well, Eliza?” asked her master, as she stopped.

“l was looking for Harry, sir,” she said.

“Well, take him away then,” said Mr. Shelby.

The woman left the room, carrying the child on her
arm.

“There’s a girl,” said the trader, turning to him in
admiration, “You might make a fortune on that one girl
in Orleans, any day.”

“l don’t want to make a fortune on her,” said
Mr. Shelby, dryly.

He opened a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his com-
panion’s opinion of it.

“Excellent, sir!” said the trader.

He turned and slapped his hand on Shelby’s shoul-
der, and said:

“Come, what will you take for the girl?”

“Mr. Haley, I can’t sell her,” said Shelby. “My wife
would not part with her for her weight in gold.”

“Ay, ay! Women always say such things. Just show
them how many watches, dresses, ear-rings yvou can buy
with that gold.”

“l say no, Haley, and I mean no,” said Shelby, decid-
edly.

“Well, will you let me have the boy, then?” asked
the trader.

“What on earth can you want with the child?” said
Shelby.

“Why, I've got a friend that’s going into this busi-
ness — wants to buy handsome boys to raise for the mar-
ket. He wants to sell them as waiters and doormen, and
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so on, to rich people, which can pay for handsome ones. It
sets off the place — a real handsome boy to open door, and
wait at table. This funny little devil is just the article!”

“I’d rather not sell him,” said Mr. Shelby, thought-
fully. “I hate to take the boy from his mother, sir.”

“0, yvou do? I understand, perfectly. It is unpleasant
getting on with women, sometimes. I always hate these
tears and screams. They are very unpleasant,” said Ha-
ley. “But, as I manage business, I generally avoid them,
sir. When a girl starts screaming like mad all the time,
it only damages the article. I knew a really pretty girl
one, in Orleans. The fellow who bought her didn’t want
her baby. I tell you, she squeezed her child in her arms,
and talked, and cried. Then they carried off the child,
and locked her. She just went mad, and died in a week.
Bad management — that’s what it is.”

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

“It’s strange,” said the slave trader, “but I never
could beat this into people’s heads. Now, there was Tom
Loker, my old partner, down in Natchez. He was a clev-
er fellow, only the very devil with niggers. It was on
principle, you see. It was his system, sir. I used to talk
to Tom. ‘Why, Tom,” 1 used to say, ‘when your girls
cry, what’s the use of shouting and whipping them? It’s
ridiculous, and it’s bad for your girls. Sometimes they
get ugly. Why can’t you speak to them kindly? It goes
better and it pays better,” T say. But Tom couldn’t do it,
and he spoiled so many for me, that T had to break off
with him, though he was a good fellow.”

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

“Yes. You see, when I can, I take care of the un-
pleasant parts, like selling children. Get the girl out of
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the way. When it’s done, and can’t be helped, they nat-
urally get used to it,” went on the trader. “You, Ken-
tucky people, spoil your niggers. You mean well, but it’s
not real kindness. Now, a nigger, you see, can be sold to
a man who won’t be kind to him. And life would come
much harder on him. I think, Mr. Shelby, that I treat
niggers just about as well as it’s right to treat them.”

“It’s a happy thing to be satisfied,” said Mr. Shelby.

“Well,” said Haley, after a while. “What do you
say?”

“I’ll think the matter over, and talk with my wife,”
said Mr. Shelby. “Come this evening, between six and
seven, and you’ll have my answer.”

¥

“Of courses,” said the slave trader.

He put on his coat and left.

Helpful Words & Notes

Kentucky — KeHTyKKM; camblii ceBepHBII u3 pabosja-
IeJILUeCKHX, IOMKHBIX IITATOB

strictly speaking — ctporo rosopsa

with that swaggering manner which shows a low man
who is trying to elbow his way wupward in the
world — ¢ Takoii pasBsA3HOW MaHepol MOBeASHUSA, KO-
TOpas BBIJaeT 4YeJIOBeKa W3 HH30B, CTapawIlerocs BO
yTo OBl TO HH CTaAJO IIPOJIe3Th B BBICIIHMEe KpPyru obiie-
cTBA

I trust him with everything I have — f mory mosepurs
eMy BCE, 4eM BJaJIero

You should let him cover the whole debt, Haley, if you
had any conscience. — Bam cilegoBajio B3ATh ero B
VILIATY BCEro Moero joJra, ecjin 0Obl y Bac OblJIa XOThb
KaIlJs COBECTH.



throw in with Tom — gars Bopmmauy K Tomy

quadroon — KBapTepoH; YeJIOBeK, POJAUBIIHICA Y MYJIAT-
KW U 0ejiorg; MMerIliuil 4Y4eTBePTh HEerpMTAHCKOH KPOBH

Jim Crow — JI»xum Kpoy; nmepcoHak monmyJspHOH mapo-
OTUWHON [eCeHKHW, KOTOPYH HCIOJHANH OeJible MYy3bLIKaH-
Tbl, 3arpUMHPOBAHHEIE II0J HErpoB; II03H#{€ B IOMHBIX
mrTaraxXx ObIJIM NPHHATHEL TAK Has3blBaeMbie 3aK0oHBI JIxKu-

mMa Kpoy — 3axKoHBI 0 pacoBOH cerperamun

all in perfect time to the music — umeannHO cobawgad
MY3bIKAJBHEIN PUTM

The dress set off to advantage her fine figure. — Ilna-
The BBLI'OJHO IOAUYEPKUBAJIO €e IPEeKpPacHyIio (PUrypy.

What on earth can you want with the child? — 3auem,
CKAKHWTe HA MIJIOCTb, BaM IIOHAJ00MJICA 3TOT pebeHOK?

It sets off the place — 910 ykpamaer gom

just the article — ToBap uTo Hamo

Orleans = New Orleans — Hosriii Opaean; ropog B ImITa-
Te Jlynsuana

Natchez — Harues; ropoa Ha pexe Muccumeumnu

on principle — w3 npmHDMIA

And life would come much harder on him. — IloTom

eMy OyIeT TOpasmo TaKeJee.

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) Where did the meeting of the two gentlemen take
place?

2) Who was Mr. Haley?

3) Why did he come to see Mr. Shelby?
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4) What was Shelby’s opinion about Tom?

5) Why did the slave trader ask Shelby to include
Harry in the agreement?

6) Why did Shelby refuse to sell Eliza?

7) Why did he ask the trader to come for an answer
in the evening?

2. Fill in the names.

1) was wearing a blue neckerchief with yel-

low spots and a heavy gold chain.

2) was a small quadroon boy with black
curls around his face.

3) was Haley’s ex-partner,

[L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the words from the box.

LR ey S

e

fortune conscience articles weight

1) Shelby knew that his wife wouldn’t part with

Eliza for her in gold.
2) The slave trader thought that whipping could
damage the

3) Haley was sure he could afford just a little
. in his business.

4) Haley thought that Shelby could make a
on Eliza.

2. Fill in prepositions if necessary.

1) “He manages _ my whole farm like a clock.”
2) “I let him come and go the country.”

11



3) “You, Kentucky people, spoil your nig-
gers.”

4) “I’ll think the matter and talk to my wife.”

Y Discussing the Text
1. Describe the conversation between Haley and Shelby.

2. Talk about Haley.

1) Describe his appearance. Prove that he didn’t
look a gentleman. Imagine Mr. Shelby and de-
scribe him.

2) Buying and selling slaves was Haley’s business.
Say how he tried to avoid unpleasant moments.
Haley didn’t like Loker’s system. Why? Was he
better than his ex-partner? Give your opinion.

CHAPTER 2

Mr. Shelby was an average kind of man, good-natured
and kindly. He was always kind to his slaves, but that
was only because it made him feel more comfortable to be
kind. He now was, however, in very great need of money.
He had speculated a lot and had fallen in debt to a coarse
slave trader named Haley. And this small piece of infor-
mation is the key to the conversation in the dining-room.

“How I'd like to kick this fellow down the steps,”
said Mr. Shelby to himself, as he saw the door closed.
“How can I sell Tom down south to one of those ter-
rible plantations? And now it must come. And Eliza’s
child, too! T know that I shall have some problems with
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wife about that. And, for that matter, about Tom, too.
So much for being in debt. Haley sees his advantage,
and means to push it.”

Now, it had so happened that, approaching the door,
Eliza had heard enough of the conversation to know that
a trader was making offers to her master for somebody.
She wanted to stop at the door to listen, but her mis-
tress called her, and she went away. Still she thought
she heard the trader make an offer for her boy. Could
she be mistaken?

“Eliza, girl, what’s wrong with you today?” asked
her mistress, when Eliza had upset the pitcher with wa-
ter and was abstractedly offering her mistress a long
nightgown instead of the silk dress she had ordered her
to bring from the wardrobe.

“0O, missis!” said Eliza, raising her eyes.

Then she burst into tears. “There was a trader talk-
ing with master. I heard him.”

“Well, silly child, perhaps there was.”

“0, missis, would master sell my Harry?”

And the poor girl threw herself into a chair, and
sobbed.

“Sell him! No, you foolish girl! You know your mas-
ter 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? Come, cheer up,
and help me with my dress. And don’t go listening at
doors anymore.”

“Well, but, missis, you would never agree to — to —”

“Nonsense, child! I would as soon have one of my own
children sold. But really, Eliza, you are getting 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.”

Eliza laughed at her own fears.
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Mrs. Shelby was a woman of high class, both in-
tellectually and morally. She was a kind-hearted, good
woman, who watched over her servants, and taught
them, and nursed them when they were sick. And they,
in their turn, always went to her with their joys and
troubles just like children to their mother.

Her husband respected her opinion, though he never
took any part in her efforts himself. So he felt sure, af-
ter his conversation with the trader, that his wife would
be very sorry if he sold Tom. He also knew that she
would feel even worse about letting a little child be sold
away from its mother.

Mrs. Shelby knew nothing about her husband’s prob-
lems. So she quite sincerely believed that Eliza’s suspi-
cions were wrong. In fact, she stopped thinking about
them at once. And as she had to prepare an evening vis-
it, that matter passed out of her thoughts.

Eliza had been brought up by her mistress, from
childhood, as her favorite. She was married to a bright
and talented young mulatto man named George Harris
from a neighbouring plantation.

This young man had been hired out by his master to
work in a bagging factory. He had invented a machine
for cleaning hemp, showing real mechanical genius. He
was a handsome person with pleasant manners, and was
a general favorite in the factory. Nevertheless, this young
man was in the eye of the law not a man, but a thing,
and his success meant nothing for his wvulgar and nar-

row-minded master. He learned about George’s invention -
and came to the factory to see that machine. Mr. Wil- -

son, the owner of the factory, received him with great en-
thusiasm. George showed his machine to the master. He
talked so fluently and looked so handsome, that his mas-
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ter felt jealous. Why should his slave be marching round
the country, inventing machines, and holding up his head
among gentlemen? He would soon put an end to it. He
would take him back, and put him to hoeing and digging.

Mr. Wilson and all the workers were amazed when
Mr. Harris suddenly said he was taking George home to
work on the farm.

“But, Mr. Harris,” protested the manufacturer, “isn’t
this rather sudden?”

“What if it is? Isn’t the man mine?”

“We are ready, sir, to increase his wages.”

“That’s not the matter, sir. I don’t need to hire any
of my workers out, unless I decide to do it.”

“But, sir, he’s very good at this business.”

“Perhaps he is. He was never much good at anything
that I ordered him to do.”

“But only think that he’s the inventor of this ma-
chine,” said one of the workers, rather unluckily.

“O yes! A machine to do less work, is it? I'm not
surprised at all that he’s invented it. Let a nigger alone
for that, any time. They are all such machines them-
selves, every one of them. No, he’ll go back!”

George said nothing, but he breathed short, and his
large dark eyes flashed like live coals. He felt a whole
volcano of bitter feelings inside. Before he did something
silly, the kindly manufacturer touched him on the arm,
and said, in a low voice.

“Don’t do it, George. Go with him. We’ll try to help
you.”

George’s master suspected something, though he
couldn’t hear what was said. He decided to keep the
power over the young man at any cost.

George went home with his master. The young man
said nothing that showed his deep disrespect to him,

15



but it was clear to everyone, who saw him then, that he
couldn’t become a thing.

It was during the happy period of work in the fac-
tory that George had seen and married his wife.
Mrs. Shelby approved of their marriage. They were even
married in her sitting-room. For a year or two Eliza of-
ten saw her husband, and there was nothing to interrupt
their happiness, except the loss of two babies. After the
birth of little Harry, her life became happy again. Eliza
was a happy woman up to the time that her husband
was taken to the plantation.

Helpful Words & Notes

He had speculated a lot and had fallen in debt to
a coarse slave trader named Haley. — On wmHoro
Urpaj Ha OMp)ke W 3ajo0Ji3kaj rpybomy paboroprosiy IO
pamuaun Xeuau.

down south — Ha or (B o0/XHBIX LITAaTax, PacIlOJIOMKeH-
HBIX [I0 HHMXHEMY TedeHHIO pekn Mwucecucunu, padbl
TPYAUJNCH HA XJIONKOBHIX MJAHTAIIMAX, W TaM YCJIOBUA
UX KMU3HM OBLINA YAKACHBIMU. )

for that matter — xonm Ha TO HMmOLLIO
So much for being in debt. Haley sees his advantage,
and means to push it. — Bor uT0o 3HauuT BJIE3TH B

noaru. XemJau 3HaeT, 4yTO A Yy Hero B pyKax, U XodeT
MeHS TTPHIKATh.

Mrs. Shelby was a woman of high class, both intellectu-
ally and morally. — Mwuccuc lllenbu Oblna KeHIIMHA
He3aypAaHas, HajleJeHHasds OOJIBIIIIM YMOM H CepjleM.

mulatto — mynar; desoBex, OZHUM M3 pPOAHUTEJIEH KOTOPO-
ro ObL1 Herp
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This young man had been hired out by his master to
work in a bagging factory. — Xosaun organ mosaomoro
yeJioBeKa Ha (abpuKy MeIlnKoB.

machine for cleaning hemp — wmammuna ana Tpenanus
KOHOILIHU

in the eye of the law — B rsnaszax sakona

put him to hoeing and digging — 3acraBuT ero B3sTH B
PYKHW MOTBII'Y W JIOTIATY

wages — gapmiara (padoumx)

he breathed short, and his large dark eyes flashed like
live coals — on TaAmKeno aulan, u ero OOJBLIIHE TEM-
HBIE TJIa3a CBEPKAJU, KAK pacKaJIeHHBIe VIVIN

at any cost — 06011 meHOI

Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) What made Shelby sell his slaves?

2) Who was the person Eliza asked for help? Why?

3) What did Mrs. Shelby think about Eliza’s suspi-
cions?

4) What kind of man was Eliza’s husband?

5) What happened to him?

6) What did Mr. Wilson promise to George?

2. Circle the correct answer.

1) Who raised Eliza?
a) Eliza’s natural mother
b) Uncle Tom
¢c) Mrs. Shelby
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2) Which character of the book is described as
a mulatto?
a) Harry
b) Mr. Wilson
¢) George Harris

3) Who approved of Eliza and George’s marriage?
a) Mr. Harris
b) Mrs. Shelby
¢) Mr. Shelby

[ Working with Voecabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

L efforts wages debt law offer J

1) Mr. Shelby decided to sell some of his slaves to
pay the to the slave trader.

2) George was in the eye of the not

a man, but a thing.

3) The owner of the factory promised to increase
George’s ;

4) Mr. Haley made an for little Harry.

5) Mr. Shelby respected his wife but he never took
any part in her

Choose the correct form of the verb.

1) Mr. Harris said George (invented/had invented)

a new machine because he was too lazy to work.

2) Mrs. Shelby was a kind-hearted, good woman who
(nursed/had nursed) her slaves when they were
sick.
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3) Mr. Harris suddenly said he (was taking/is tak-
ing) George home to work on the farm.

V4 Discussing the Text
1. Complete the sentences.

1) Shelby wanted to kick Haley down the steps be-
cause... .

2) Mrs. Shelby stopped thinking about Eliza’s suspi-
cions at once because... .

3) George’s master took him from the factory back
to the plantation because... .

2. Talk about George Harris.

Explain why he had to return to the fields. What
was his reaction to his master’s decision?

CHAPTER 3

Eliza stood in the verandah, when a hand was laid
on her shoulder. She turned, and a bright smile appeared
in her fine eyes.

“George, is it you? How you frightened me! I am so
glad you’ve come! Missis’s gone to spend the afternoon
with some of her friends. So come into my little room,
and we’ll have the time all to ourselves,” said Eliza.

They went into a neat little room opening on the ve-
randah, where she often sat sewing, waiting for a call of
her mistress.

“Why don’t you smile? Look at Harry — how he
grows.”
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The boy stood shyly looking at his father through
his long curls.

“Isn’t he beautiful?” said Eliza, kissing the boy.

“I wish he’d never been born!” said George, bitterly.
“I wish I had never been born myself.”

Surprised and frightened, Eliza sat down and burst
into tears.

“There now, Eliza, it’s too bad for me to make you
feel like this, poor girl!” said George. “It’s too bad. You
are the prettiest woman I ever saw, and the best one
I ever wish to see. But, oh, I wish I'd never seen you,
nor you mel!l”

“George! George! How can you say this? What hap-
pened?”

“My life is bitter, Eliza. My life is burning out of
me. I’'m a poor, miserable slave, Eliza. What’s the use of
our trying to do anything? What’s the use of living?”

“0, dear George, I know how you feel about los-
ing your place in the factory, and you have a hard mas-
ter. But please be patient, and perhaps something will
change.”

“Patient!” he said, interrupting her. “Haven’t 1 been
patient? Did I say a word when he came and took me
away, for no reason, from the place where everybody
was kind to me? I'd paid him truly every cent. They all
say I worked well.”

“Well, it is awful,” said Eliza. “But, after all, he is
your master, you know.”

“My master! And who made him my master? I'm a man

as much as he is. I'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 and write better than he can. And
I’ve learned it all myself, and no thanks to him. And now
what right has he to take me from things I can do, and
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do better than he can, and put me to do work that any
horse can do?”

“0, George! George! You frighten me! Why, I never
heard you talk like this. I’'m afraid you’ll do something
terrible. I understand your feelings, but please be care-
full”

“I have been careful, and I have been patient, but
it’s getting worse and worse. I can’t bear it any long-
er. He takes every chance he can get to insult and tor-
ment me. I thought I could do my work well, 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 me. He says
that though I don’t say anything, he sees I've got the
devil in me, and he wants to bring it out. One of these
days it will come out in a way that he won’t like, or I'm
wrong!”

“O dear! What shall we do?” said Eliza.

“It was only yesterday,” said George. “I was busy
loading stones into a cart. Young Master Tom stood
there, slashing his whip so near the horse that the crea-
ture was frightened. I asked him to stop, as politely as
I could. He just kept right on. I asked him again, and
then he turned to me, and began striking me. I held his
hand. He screamed and ran to his father, and told him
that I was fighting him. He said he’d teach me who was
my master. He tied me to a tree, and told young master
that he might whip me till he was tired. And he did do
it! I’ll make him remember it, some time!”

The eyes of the young man burned with an expres-
sion that frightened his young wife.

“Who made this man my master? That’s what I want
to know!” he said.

“Well,” said Eliza, sadly, “I always thought that
[ must obey my master and mistress.”

21



“There is some sense in it, for you. They have
brought you up like a child, and taught you, so that
you have a good education. But I have been kicked and
beaten and sworn at. I won’t bear it. No, I won’t!” he
said, clenching his hand.

Eliza was silent. She had never seen her husband so
angry.

“You don’t know everything. Master said that he’d
been a fool to let me marry you. He hates Mr. Shel-
by and his people, because they are proud, and hold
their heads up above him. Yesterday he told me that he
wouldn’t let me come here anymore. He said I should
take Mina for a wife and settle down in a cabin with
her, or he would sell me down river.”

“Why — but you were married to mel!l” 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. And all this may happen to our
poor child.”

“0, but master is so kind!”

“Yes, but who knows? He may die, and then he may
be sold to nobodyv knows who.”

The face of the trader came before Eliza’s eyes. She
turned pale and looked nervously at the boy, who was
playing in the verandah.

“No, no, it’s too much for him,” she thought. “No,
I won’t tell him. Besides, it isn’t true. Missis never de-
ceives us.”

“So, Eliza, my girl,” said the husband, sadly, “I’'m
going.”

“Going, George! Going where?”

“To Canada,” said George firmly. “When I'm there,
I’ll buy you. That’s all the hope we have. You have

22

a kind master. He won’t refuse to sell you. I’'ll buy you
and the boy.”

“And if they catch you?’

“They won’t catch me, Eliza. I'll die first! I’ll be
free, or I’ll die!”

“You won’t kill yourself!”

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

“0O, George, be careful! Don’t do anything bad to
yourself, or anvbody else!”

“I’ve made some preparations. There are people that
will help me. Well, now, good-bye,” said George, holding
Eliza’s hands, and looking into her eyes, without moving.

They stood silent. Then there were the last words of

the husband, and bitter sobs of the wife. At last George
left.

Helpful Words & Notes

I wish he’d never been born! — Jlyuime 651 emy OBLTO He
poOaAnUThHCA!

My life is burning out of me. — f morubaro.

no thanks to him — 6e3 ero yvuacrna

out of work hours — B cBoGOgHOEe Bpems

slashing his whip — menkas xayTOM

But I have been kicked and beaten and sworn at. — Ho
A 3HAJ TOJbKO IMHKH, II000M H pPYraHhb.

hold their heads up above him — me xenawr ¢ HUM
3HATHLCHA

take Mina for a wife and settle down in a cabin with

her — B3aTe B KeHbl MuHy u nepebparbca K Hell B
XHUHHAHY
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Activities

? Checking Comprehension
1. Say who:
1) came to see Eliza.
2) took every chance to insult and torment George.
3) complained to Mr. Harris about George.
4) decided to go to Canada.
2. Complete the sentences.
1) George ran away from his master because he
could no longer bear how... .
2) George asked young Master Tom to stop slashing
his whip because... .
8) Mr. Harris hated the Shelbys because... .
4) George was sure he could buy freedom for Eliza

and his son because...

] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the verbs from the box.

obey bear settle down

1)
2)

3)

George couldn’t the life under the cruel
owner.

Eliza always thought that she must her
master and mistress.

Mr. Harris ordered George to in Mina’s
cabin.

2. Fill in the prepositions out of, on, for, up.

1) Eliza’s room opened the verandah.
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2) George hoped to read and learn work
hours.
3) Eliza was brought like her master’s child.
4) George didn’t want to take another woman
a wife.

Discussing the Text

Talk about George’s decision to run away from his
master.

1) What made him do it? Say how Mr. Harris and
his son treated the young man. Why was his
master so cruel to him? Give your opinion.

2) George didn’t ask Eliza to join him.,

Eliza didn’t tell her husband about the slave trader

and her suspicions. Can you say why? Would you do
the same in her place?



CHAPTER 4

The cabin of Uncle Tom was a small wooden build-
ing, close to his master’s house. In front it had a neat
garden, where every summer flourished various flowers,
fruits and vegetables — the pride of Aunt Chloe’s heart.

The evening meal at “the house,” as slaves always
called their master’s home, was over, and Aunt Chloe,
head cook, returned to her cabin to prepare supper for
her husband Tom. Her plump, round black face under
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a bright checked turban was shining. She looked satisfied
and proud. Why should she not be proud? Aunt Chloe
was the best cook of the neighbourhood. She was certainly
a cook, in the very bone and centre of her soul.

In one corner of the cabin stood a bed, covered with
a white spread, and by the side of it was a big carpet.
In fact, that corner was the drawing-room of the cabin.
In the other corner there was a simpler bed, clearly de-
signed for use. The wall over the fireplace was decorated
with some pictures and a portrait of General Washing-
ton.

On a rough bench in the corner a couple of boys
with fat shining cheeks were watching the first steps of
their baby sister. At the table, in front of the fire, there
was Uncle Tom, Mr. Shelby’s best worker and the hero
of our story.

He was a large and strong man with smart and kind
eyes, with a nature as gentle and simple as a child’s. Yet
there was an air of dignity and self-respect about him.

He was slowly and carefully trying to write some let-
ters. Young Master George, a bright boy of thirteen, was
giving Uncle Tom a lesson in writing.

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

Uncle Tom looked in admiration, as his young teach-
er wrote many ¢’s and g’s. Then, taking the pencil in
his big, heavy fingers, he started writing again.

“How easy white folks do things!” said Aunt Chloe,
looking at young Master George with pride. “The way he
can write, now! And read, too! And then come out here in
the evenings and read his lessons to us. It’s so interesting!”

“But, Aunt Chloe, I'm getting so hungry,” said
George. “Isn’t that cake almost done?”
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“Tt’s almost done, Master George. It’s already love-
ly brown,” said Aunt Chloe. “Mose and Pete, get out of
the way! Get away, Polly, honey. Mummy’ll give her ba-
by something to eat. Now, Master George, take off the
books and set down now with my old man. T’'ll give you
the sausages, and full plates of pancakes.”

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

“So you did — so you did, honey,” said Aunt Chloe,
putting hot pancakes on his plate.

At the same time the slave trader and Mr. Shelby
were sitting together in the dining-room, at a table cov-
ered with papers.

Mr. Shelby was counting bundles of bills. As soon as
they were counted, he pushed them over to the trader,
who counted them too.

“All fair,” said the trader. “And now sign these pa-
pers.”

Mr. Shelby signed the papers and then pushed them
over with the money. Haley took a document from his
bag, looked over it a moment, and gave it to Mr. Shelby.

“Well, now, the sale’s done!” said the trader, get-
ting up.

“It’s donel!” said Mr. Shelby with a deep sigh. “It’s
done!”

“You don’t seem to feel much pleased with it,” said
the trader.

“Haley,” said Mr. Shelby, “I hope you’ll remember
that you promised you wouldn’t sell Tom, without know-
ing what sort of hands he’s going into.”

“You’ve just done it sir,” said the trader.

“I had to do it, yvou know well,” said Shelby coldly.
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‘Well, I may have to do it, too,” said the trader.
“I’ll try to get Tom a good place. As you know, I’m not
a cruel man.”

Mr. Shelby didn’t feel happy, but he could do noth-
ing about it. So he allowed the trader to leave in si-
lence, and smoked a cigar.

Mr. and Mrs. Shelby had gone to their bedroom. The
husband was sitting in an easy chair, looking over some
letters that had come in the afternoon. The wife was
standing before her mirror, brushing her hair.

Mrs. Shelby remembered her conversation with Eliza
in the morning. She turned to her husband, and said,
carelessly:

“By the way, Arthur, who was that fellow vyou
brought to dinner today?”

“Haley is his name,” said Mr. Shelby, turning him-
self rather uneasily in his chair.

“Haley! Who is he, and what may be his business
here?”

“Well, I did some business with, last time I was at
Natchez,” said Mr. Shelby.

“And he suddenly decided to come to our place and
have dinner with us?

“Why, I invited him. I wanted to discuss something
with him.”

“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. She said you were talking with
a trader, and that she heard him make an offer for her
boy. Silly little goosel”
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“She did, hey?” said Mr. Shelby, returning to his paper.

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

“T told Eliza,” said Mrs. Shelby, as she continued
brushing her hair, “that you never wanted to sell any of
our people — at least of all, to such a fellow.”

“Well, Emily,” said her husband, “I have always felt
and said that. But I have problems with my business and
I’ll have to sell some of the slaves.”

“To that man? Impossible! Mr. Shelby, you can’t be
serious.”

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

“What! Our Tom? That good, noble, faithful crea-
ture! He has 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
about 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 in-
dignation.

“Well, since you must know all, it is so. I have
agreed to sell Tom and Harry both.”

“But why, of all others, choose these?” said Mrs.
Shelby.

“Because they will bring the highest sum of money.
That’s why,” said her husband. “I’'m sorry about it, and
I respect your feelings too. But I tell you now, I can’t help
myself. I didn’t want to tell you this, Emily, but I had no
choice. Either they must go, or all must. If I don’t pay
my debt to Haley, he will take everything. I had to give
them up. Haley liked the child. He agreed to settle the
matter that way, and no other. 1 was in his power, and
had to do it.”
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Mrs. Shelby covered her face with her hands and
cried. Then she said, “O yes, yes! I haven’t any jewel-
ry. Can we sell my gold watch? It was expensive, when
it was bought. If I could only at least save Eliza’s child,
I would give anything I have.”

“I'm sorry, very sorry, Emily,” said Mr. Shelby. “It
will do no good. The fact is, Emily, the thing’s done.
The papers are already signed, and in Haley’s hands.
We must thank him it is no worse. Haley wants to take
them tomorrow. I'm going to get out my horse early,
and be off. I can’t see Tom, that’s a fact. You’d better
drive somewhere, and carry Eliza off. Let the thing be
done when she is away.”

“No, no,” said Mrs. Shelby. “I’ll go and see poor old
Tom! They must see that their mistress can feel with
them. As to Eliza, I can’t even think about it. What have
we done, that this cruel thing should happen to us?”

Helpful Words & Notes

head cook — rmaBuas nosapuxa

checked turban — kieruarsni TiopGaH

in the very bone and centre of her soul — o npusBanuio

clearly designed for use — aBHO npegHazHauveHHasa AIA
CHAa

General Washington — [[sxopmx Bammurrom (1732-

1799); rnaBHOKOMAHAVIOUIWIT aMepUKAHCKHUMM BOHCKA-
MH B BOllHe ¢ AHrime# 3a HesaBucumocThb (1775-1783).
[Tocne aToit Bo¥uel skopm:K BammsurroH crajn mepBbIM
npesugeHTomM CoeaunHeHHbrX IllTaToB AmMepuirmn.

Yet there was an air of dignity and self-respect about
him. — Ilpu sTom BO BceM ero o6auMKe OIYIAJOCH
0O/bLIOE YYBCTBO COOCTBEHHOI'0 JOCTOHHCTBA.
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the wrong side out — He B Ty CTOpPOHY
folks = people

I knew what was what too well for that — Ho s sHaro,
rme Jaydiie

bundles of bills — mauku geHer

easy chair — MArkKoe Kpeclio

in a tone between grief and indignation — B romoce Ko-

TOPO# CJBIIIAJACH I'OpeYh H HeroJoBaHUe

be off — yexars, y0exaTh

that their mistress can feel with them — uro ux xo3ai-
Ka MOXeT MM COCTPajaTh

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) What letter was Shelby’s son trying to teach Un-
cle Tom to write?

2) Why did the boy stay for supper in Uncle Tom’s
cabin?

3) What did Shelby ask Haley when the papers were
signed?

4) What did Shelby feel then?

5) How did he explain his wife his actions?

2. Say what:

1) Aunt Chloe cooked for supper.

2) Mrs. Shelby offered to sell to get the money to
pay the debt.

3) Mr. Shelby decided to do the following morning.
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LLJ Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1.

Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

jewelry sale cook matter

1)
2)
3)

4)

There was no other way for Mr. Shelby to settle

the with his debt.

Mrs. Shelby had no which she could
sell.

Aunt Chloe was the best of the neigh-
bourhood.

Shelby was not pleased with the of his
slaves.

Explain in your words who is:

a cook

a slave trader
a slave

a teacher

Discussing the Text

Talk about Uncle Tom and his family.

Describe Aunt Chloe and Uncle Tom. Describe their
house.

Talk about the conversation about Mr. and Mrs.
Shelby.

Why did Emily decide to see Uncle Tom off? Why
was it so hard for her husband? Give your ideas.
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CHAPTER 5

There was one listener to this conversation between
Mr. and Mrs. Shelby. When Mrs. Shelby had let Eliza
go, she went to a large closet near the masters’ bed-
room, pressed her ear close against the crack of the
door, and heard everything.

When the wvoices died into silence, Eliza rose and
went away. She looked pale, but she was no longer that
soft and timid creature she had been before that. She
moved quietly along the corridor, stopped for one mo-
ment at her mistress’ door, and then turned and went
into her own room.

It was a small, neat room on the same floor with her
mistress. There was a pleasant sunny window, where she
had often sat singing at her sewing. There was a shelf
with books, and various little things, the gifts of Christ-
mas holidays. There was her simple wardrobe. Here was,
in short, her home. On the whole, it was a happy home.
But there, on the bed, lay her sleeping boy, with his
long curls falling around his face, his rosy mouth half
open, and a smile over his whole face.

“Poor boy! Poor fellow!” said Eliza. “They have sold
you! But your mother will save you!”

She took a piece of paper and a pencil, and wrote:

“0, Missis! Dear Missis! Don’t think hard of me.
I heard all you and master said tonight., I am going to
try to save my boy. Please don’t blame me! God bless
you for all your kindness!”

Then Eliza went to the wardrobe and made up a lit-
tle package of clothes 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 favorite toys.
Then she put on her hat and shawl and woke her son.
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“Where are you going, mother?” said Harry, as she
sat on the bed, with his little coat and hat.

“Hush, Harry,” said his mother. “We mustn’t speak
loudly, or they will hear us. A bad man is coming to take
little Harry away from his mother, and carry him away
off in the dark. But mother won’t let him. She’s going to
run off with him, so the bad man can’t catch him.”

Eliza took the boy in her arms, opened a door in her
room which led into the verandah, and left.

In a few minutes she came up to the window of Un-
cle Tom’s cottage. She stopped and knocked lightly on
the window-pane.

“What’s that?” said Aunt Chloe, rising and pulling
up the curtain. “My God! It’s Lizzie! I'm going to open
the door.”

The door flew open, and the light of the candle,
which Tom was holding in his hand, fell on the fright-
ened face and dark, wild eyes of the young woman.

“What’s wrong, Lizzie? You look sick!”

“I’'m running away, Uncle Tom and Aunt Chloe. I'm
running away with my child. Master’s sold him!”

“Sold him?” repeated both, lifting up their hands in
horror.

“Yes!” said Eliza, firmly. “I heard Master tell Missis
that he had sold my Harry, and you, Uncle Tom, both,
to a trader. He is going off this morning on his horse,
and the man will come to take you.”

Tom had stood during this speech with his hands
raised like a man in a dream. Slowly, as its meaning
came over him, he sat down on his old chair.

“I can’t believe that!” said Aunt Chloe. “O! What has
he done, that Master should sell him?”

“He hasn’t done anything. It isn’t for that. Master
doesn’t want to sell, and Missis’s always good. She asked
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for us, but he told her it was no use. Master’s in this
man’s debt. If he doesn’t pay him, he will have to sell
the place and all the people, and move off.”

Eliza told Tom and Chloe about the conversation be-
tween Mr. and Mrs. Shelby.

“I’'m a bad girl to leave Missis, but, then, I can’t
help it. Who knows what’ll become of my boy, if I let
him be carried off.”

“Well, old man!” said Aunt Chloe. “Why don’t you
go, too? Will you wait to be taken down river, where
they kill negroes with hard work and no food? I'd rath-
er die than go there, any day! There’s time for you. Go
with Lizzie. Come, I'll get your things together.”

Tom slowly raised his head, and looked sadly but
quietly around, and said:

“No, no, I’'m not going. Let Eliza go. It’s her right!
But you heard what she said, Chloe! If I must be sold,
or all the people on the place, why, let me be sold.
I have never broken Master’s trust, and 1 never will. It’s
better for me alone to go, than to break up the place
and sell all. Master will take care of you, Chloe, and the
poor —”

He turned to the bed full of little heads, leaned over
the back of the chair, and covered his face with his large
hands. Great tears fell through his fingers on the floor.

“And now,” said Eliza, as she stood in the door,
“l saw my husband this afternoon. They have pushed
him to the very last standing place. He told me, today,
that he was going to run away. Try, if you can, to get
word to him. Tell him how I went, and why I went. Tell
him I'm going to try and find Canada. And please givé
my love to him.”

She turned away, stood with her back to them for
a moment, and then went away.
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Mr. and Mrs. Shelby, after their long discussion of
the night before, the next morning slept somewhat later
than usual.

“I wonder what keeps Eliza,” said Mrs. Shelby.

Mr. Shelby was sharpening his razor, when the door
opened, and a coloured boy entered, with his shaving-
water.

“Andy,” said his mistress, “go to Eliza’s door, and
tell her I have rung for her three times. Poor thing!”
she added, to herself, with a sigh.

Andy soon returned, with eyes very wide in astonish-
ment.

“0, Missis! Lizzie’s drawers are all open. And she’s
nowhere to be seen.”

Mr. Shelby and his wife realized what had happened.
He exclaimed, “Then she suspected it, and she’s off!”

“lI hope she is!” said Mrs. Shelby.

“Wife, you talk like a fool! Really, it will be pret-
ty awkward for me if she is. Haley saw that I hesitated
about selling this child, and he’ll think I let her do it,
to get him out of the way.”

And Mr. Shelby quickly left the room.

There was a great deal of running, and opening and
shutting of doors. Faces in all shades of colour appeared
in different places, for about a quarter of an hour. One
person only, who could say something about the missing
girl, was entirely silent. That was the head cook, Aunt
Chloe. Silently, she went on making out her breakfast
biscuits, as if she heard and saw nothing of the excite-
ment around her.

At last Haley appeared.

“l say now, Shelby, it seems that girl’s off with her
boy,” he said, as he entered the dining-room. “Is it true,

qir?”



“Andy, take Mr. Haley’s hat and whip. Take a seat,
sir,” said Shelby. “Yes, sir. I am sorry to say that the
young woman learned somehow about this business and
ran away in the night. I can understand your disappoint-
ment. I’ll give everv help you’ll need — horses, serv-
ants, etc. — to recover your property. So, in short, Ha-
ley,” he said suddenly more friendly, “the best way for
you is to eat some breakfast, and we will then see what

can be done.”

Helpful Words & Notes

in short — xopoue rosops

God bless you for all your kindness! — Jla Bosmarpamur
Bac Oor 3a Bamry gobporty!

as its meaning came over him — Korjga cmbica 3THUX
CJOB JOIIEJ OO HEero

to break up the place — pasopsares umeHue

They have pushed him to the very last standing
place. — Ouu goBesu ero A0 KPAHHOCTH.

to get word to him — mepegats emMy BecTOUKY

in all shades of colour — Bcex oTTEeHKOB

to recover your property — BepHYTH Bally COOCTBEHHOCTH

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) How did Eliza find out about the sale of her son
and Uncle Tom?
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2) How did that news change her?

3) What letter did Eliza leave to her mistress?
4) Where did she go after she left the house?
5) What was Uncle Tom’s decision?

6) When was Eliza’s absence discovered?

7) What did Shelby promise to Haley?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Eliza ran away with Harry taking with

her.
2) Mrs. Shelby was

Eliza’d run away.

when she learned that

—

thing about the missing girl, but she was silent.

3) was the only person who could say some-

) Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

package curtain trust property

1) Uncle Tom never broke his master’s
2) Eliza made up a little of clothes for her

boy.
3) Shelby promise to help Haley to recover his

4) Aunt Chloe pulled up the and saw Eli-

za’s frightened face.

2. Fill in the adjectives.

1) Eliza was no longer that creature she’d

been before.
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2) Eliza didn’t forget to put a couple of Harry’s
toys.

3) Uncle Tom was worried when he saw Eliza’s

eyes.

W Discussing the Text

1. Eliza overheard Mr. and Mrs. Shelby discussing plans
to sell Tom and Harry. Say what she did after that.

2. Uncle Tom refused to run away. Why did he do it?
What was Aunt Chloe’s advice?

3. Prove that Mrs. Shelby was glad to know that Eliza
had run away.

CHAPTER 6

The news about Tom’s fate and KEliza’s escape was
the topic everywhere. Nothing was done in the house or
in the field because of the discussions.

“Hello, Sam! Master wants you to catch Bill and Jer-
ry,” said Andy to Black Sam, as he was known because
he was blacker than anybody else on the place. “You and
I are going with Master Haley to look for Lizzie.”

“Good, now!” said Sam. “Tom’s down — well, it’s
time for some other nigger to be up. Why not me? Mas-
ter will see what Sam can do!”

“But, Sam,” said Andy, “you’d better think twice.
Missis doesn’t want her caught.”

And he told his friend what had happened in the

morning.
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“l know well enough how that’ll be. It’s always best
to stand Missis’ side of the fence, now I tell you,” he
added. “And Missis doesn’t want this Master Haley to
get Lizzie’s boy.”

“l see,” said Sam.

Sam soon brought Bill and Jerry to the house. He
looked at Haley’s horse with a smile,

There was a large beech beside the horse-post; the
small, sharp, triangular beech-nuts lay on the ground.
With one of these in his fingers, Sam approached Ha-
ley’s horse and quickly put it under the saddle.

“Good!” he said, rolling his eyes with an approving
smile.

At this moment Mrs. Shelby appeared on the balcony.

“Well, Sam,” she said. “You should go with Mr. Ha-
ley, to show him the road, and help him. Be careful of
the horses, Sam. Don’t ride them too fast.”

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

“Yes, Missis, I'll take care of the horses,” said Sam,
rolling up his eyes with meaning.

“Now, Andy,” said Sam, returning to the beech.
“You see, I wouldn’t be surprised if something happened
to that gentleman’s horse. You and I, let’s go and help
him.”

And Sam and Andy broke into laughter.

At this instant, Haley appeared on the wverandah.
After a few cups of very good coffee he came out smil-
ing and talking. Sam and Andy ran to the horses, to be
ready to “help Master.”

“Well, boys,” said Haley, “look alive now. We must
lose no time.”

“Right, Master!” said Sam, holding Haley’s horse,
while Andy was untying the other two horses.
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The moment Haley touched the saddle, his horse sud-
denly sprang and threw off his master on the soft, dry
ground. Then he galloped to the other end of the lawn,
followed by Bill and Jerry.

Sam and Andy ran and shouted. Dogs barked here and
there. Mike, Mose, Mandy, Fanny, and other children ran,
clapped hands, and shouted. Haley’s horse clearly liked
the scene. He allowed the men to approach him, and then
ran off into some other corner of the woods.

Haley ran up and down, and swore. Mr. Shelby tried
to shout directions from the balcony, and Mrs. Shelby
from her window laughed.

At last, about twelve o’clock, Sam appeared proudly,
on Jerry, with Haley’s horse by his side.

“He’s caught!” he exclaimed, triumphantly. “I caught
him!”

“You’ve lost me three hours, with your nonsense,”
said Haley in an angry voice. “Now let’s be off.”

Mrs. Shelby, who had overheard this conversation
from the wverandah, decided to do her part. She pressed
the trader to stay to dinner, saying that the cook would
bring it on the table immediately.

Eliza walked all night until daylight, with her son
asleep in her arms. She had often been, with her mis-
tress, to visit some of Mr. Shelby’s relatives, in the lit-
tle village of T—, not far from the Ohio River, and knew
the road well. To cross the Ohio River was her plan.

When horses and people began to move along the road,
she realized that her fast walk and excitement might bring
on her suspicion. She put the boy on the ground, and, ad-
justing her dress and hat, she walked slower.

After a while Eliza found a quiet place in the woods
and sat down behind a large rock which concealed them
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from the road. She gave her son breakfast out of her lit-
tle package, though she couldn’t eat anything herself.

At noon she stopped at a neat farmhouse, to have
rest, and buy some dinner for her child and herself.
An hour before sunset they entered the village of T—, by
the Ohio River. Eliza was tired, but still strong in heart.

It was now early spring. The river was swollen, but
great cakes of ice were still filling the whole river almost
to the Kentucky side. Eliza she saw at once that there was
no usual ferry. She went to a small hotel on the bank.

The hostess, who was busy, preparing supper, stopped,
with a fork in her hand, when she heard Eliza’s sweet voice.

“What is it?” she said.

“Isn’t there any ferry or boat, that takes people over
to B—, now?” she said.

“No, indeed!” said the woman. “The boats have stopped
running.”

The woman noticed Eliza’s look of disappointment,
and she asked, “Do you want to get over? Anybody sick?”

“I’ve got a child, that’s very dangerous,” said Eliza.
“I’ve walked a lot today, hoping to get to the ferry.”

“Well, now, that’s unlucky,” said the woman, with
sympathy. “There’s a man down here, that’s going over
tonight with some vegetables. He’ll be here to have sup-
per, so you’d better wait. Why don’t you take the boy
into this room?” said the woman.

She opened the door. Eliza saw a small bedroom with
a comfortable bed. She laid the tired boy on the bed,
and held his hands in hers till he was fast asleep.

Though Mrs. Shelby had promised that dinner would
be brought on table at once, Haley had to wait for it
almost two hours. Aunt Chloe prepared the food in
an unusually slow manner. Moreover, servants caused
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a number of accidents in the kitchen to stall the slave
trader even further.

In the meantime Mr. Shelby called Tom.

“Tom,” said his master, kindly, “I want you to know
that I’ll have to pay this gentleman a thousand dollars if
you are not here when he wants you. He’s going today
to look after his other business, and you can have the
day to yourself. Go anywhere you like, boy.”

“Thank you, Master,” said Tom.

“And don’t come to your master with any of your
nigger tricks. I'll take every cent out of him, if you
aren’t there,” said the trader.

“Master,” said Tom, and he stood very straight, “I was
just eight years old when old Missis put you into my arms,
and you weren’t a year old. ‘Tom,’” she said, ‘that’s your
young Master. Take good care of him.” And now I just ask
you, Master, have 1 ever broken word to you?”

The tears rose to Mr. Shelby’s eyes,

“My good boy,” said he, “I know you always tell the
truth. If I was able to help it, I would never sell you.”

“We’ll buy you back as soon as we have enough mo-
ney, Tom,” said Mrs. Shelby. “Sir,” she said to Haley,
“Please let me know who you sell him to.”

“Of course,” said the trader.

¥

Helpful Words & Notes

escape — mober
Tom’s down — well, it’s time for some other nigger to
be up. — Tom JaumMICA CBOET0 BBICOKOTO IOJOMKEHHS.

Y7o ke, nmopa caenarTh Kapbepy M JIPYroMy HErpy.
It’s always best to stand Missis’ side of the fence —
Bcerpa nyuliie nep:xaTh CTOPOHY XO3ANKH
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horse-post — KoHOBA3b

with a low voice, and strong emphasis — Tuxo, Ho
BBIPA3HUTEJBHO

with meaning — MHOIO3HAYUTEJLHO

look alive now — mnourepenuBaiTech

the Ohio River — pexka Oraiio, pa3sjgensiomad IIITATH
Kenrykkm u Oratio

bring on her suspicion — B030yAuUTE HOLO3PEHUHA

still strong in heart — Bcé elle moaHa pemILMOCTH

The river was swollen, but great cakes of ice were still
filling the whole river almost to the Kentucky
side. — Pera Bsayiack, HO OTPOMHEIE JIbAHUHBLI BCE ellle
I'POMO3JINUJINCE MO BCeH peKe IMOuTH [0 camoro Oepera
mrara KeHTYKKHA.

The boats have stopped running. — Jlogkmu yke He XOAAT.

to stall — sagmep:kaTth

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say who:

1) asked some of the slaves to get a horse for Haley.
2) ran around the lawn, clapped hands and shouted.
3) pressed the trader to stay to dinner.

4) stopped at a hotel on the bank of the Ohio River.

2. Complete the sentences.

1) The news about was the topic of discus-
sions everywhere.
2) Sam put a

horse.

under the saddle of Haley’s



3)
4)

Eliza hoped to take a to cross the river.
Haley had to wait for the dinner for

hours.

L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill

.

in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

ferry manner suspicion scene

1)
2)

3)

4)

2. Put

1)
2)
3)

4)

Haley’s horse clearly enjoyed the
Eliza was afraid that her fast walk could bring
on her

There was no usual by the river because
the ice still covered half the river.

Aunt Chloe prepared dinner in an usually slow

the verb in brackets into the correct form.

Andy told his friend what (to happen) in the
morning.

Haley’s horse (to throw off) his master and (to
gallop) to the other side of the lawn.

Eliza (to be) more than once in the village T—.
with her mistress, and she knew the road well.
The woman in the hotel (to prepare) supper when
she saw Eliza.

\ Discussing the Text

Talk about Eliza’s journey to the Ohio River.

Describe how the slaves took Mrs. Shelby’s side and

stalled Haley. Why did they do it? Give your opinion.
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CHAPTER 7

Finally Sam and Andy brought the horses up to the
posts, and Haley left accompanied by them. On the way
to the Ohio River another strange thing happened. Sam,
who knew every foot, made a mistake and led the group
several miles out of the way by the wrong road. Two
hours more were lost in getting back to highway.

As a result of all the delays, it was about half
an hour after Eliza had laid her child to sleep in the vil-
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lage hotel by the side of the river, before the men came
riding into the same place. Eliza was standing by the
window, when she saw Sam. Haley and Andy were two
yards behind.

Eliza’s room had a side door to the river. She caught
her child, and rushed outside. The trader saw her just
as she was running towards the bank. He threw him-
self from the horse, called loudly to Sam and Andy and
rushed after her. A few moments later she was at the
water’s edge. With one wild cry she jumped over the
current of water on a piece of ice. The huge green mass
of ice on which she landed creaked, but she stayed there
only a moment. She jumped to another cake of ice. Then
to another! And another again! Her shoes were gone.
Her stockings were cut away, and blood from her feet
marked every step. But she saw nothing, felt nothing,
till, as in a dream, she saw the Ohio side, and a man
helping her up the bank.

“You’re a brave girl!” said the man.

Eliza recognized the voice and face for a man who
had a farm not far from her old home.

“O, Mr. Symmes! Save me. Please hide me!” said
Eliza.

“Why, what’s this?” said the man. “Why, it’s Shel-
by’s girll”

“My child! This boy! He’d sold him! There is his Mas-
” she said, pointing to the Kentucky bank.

“I"d be glad to do something for you,” he said; “but
then there’s nowhere I could take you. The best I can
do is to tell you to go — there,” he said, pointing to
a large white house which stood by itself, off the main

ter,

street of the village. “Go there. They’re kind folks.
They’ll help you. They’re up to all that sort of thing.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Eliza.
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She walked firmly away with her son in her arms.
The man stood and looked after her.

“Shelby,” he thought, “perhaps you’ll say this isn’t
the best thing in the world to expect from a neighbour.
But what else can I do? If you meet one of my girls in
the same trouble, you can pay me back. I don’t like to
be a hunter for other folks.”

Haley couldn’t believe what he had seen. When Eliza
disappeared up the bank, he turned to Sam and Andy.

“The girl’s got seven devils in her, I believel” said
Haley. “She jumped like a wildcat!”

“Well, now,” said Sam, scratching his head. “I hope
Master’ll excuse us. Don’t think I can jump like that, no
way!” And he laughed.

“You laugh!” said the trader.

“I can’t help it now, Master,” said Sam. “She jumps;
ice cracks! How she goes!” And Sam and Andy laughed
till the tears rolled down their cheeks.

L

“I’ll make you cry!” said the trader, laying about
their heads with his whip. Both ran shouting up the
bank, and were on their horses before he was up.

Haley slowly returned to the little hotel, to think
what was to be done. Suddenly he heard the loud voice
of a man at the door. He hurried to the window.

“Isn’t it Tom Loker!” he said.

Haley opened the door. Standing by the bar, in the
corner of the room, was a giant, powerful man. He was
dressed in a coat of buffalo-skin, made with the hair
outward, which gave him a fierce appearance. He was
accompanied by a travelling companion, a short man
with a sharp, long nose and thin black hair.

“Well, now, luck’s come to me. Loker, how are yvou?”
said Haley, coming forward, and extending his hand to
Lhe big man.
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“The devil!” was the answer. “What brought you
here, Haley?”

His companion looked shrewdly at the trader, as
a cat sometimes looks at a moving dry leaf.

*

“I say, Tom, I'll need your help,” said Haley. “You’'ve
got a friend here? Partner, perhaps?”

“Yes, I have. Here, Marks! Here’s that fellow that
I was in with in Natchez.”

“Glad to meet you,” said Marks, and put out a long,
thin hand. “Mr. Haley, I believe?”

“Yes,” said Haley. “And now, gentlemen, as we’ve
met so happily, 1 think I can have a small celebration.
So, now,” he said to the man at the bar, “get us hot wa-
ter, and sugar, and cigars, and plenty of good rum, and
we’ll have a blow-out.”

The three men sat down round a table, beside the
burning fire. Haley told Loker and Marks about his
troubles. Loker listened to him attentively. Marks, who
was making punch to his own taste, occasionally looked
up almost into Haley’s face. He clearly enjoyed the end
of the story.

“It’s neatly done,” he said, laughing.

“These children can give a lot of trouble,” said Ha-
ley, sadly.

“If we could get a breed of girls that didn’t care for
their yvoung ones,” said Marks, “I think it would be the
greatest modern improvement.”

“Now, Mr. Haley, what is it? You want us to catch
your girl?”

“The girl’s not mine. She’s Shelby’s. It’s only the
boy —”

“This girl, Mr. Haley, how is she?” interrupted him
Marks. “What is she?”

“Welll White and pretty, well brought up,” said Haley.
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“Look here, now, Loker,” said Marks, his sharp eyes,
nose and mouth, all alive. “We catch them. The boy, of
course, goes to Mr. Haley. We take the girl to Orleans
and sell her. Isn’t it beautiful?”

Tom Loker, who was a man of slow thoughts and
movements, thought the idea over and brought his heavy
fist down on the table.

“It’ll do!” he said. “You give me fifty dollars now.
If we get the job, and it pays, I'll hand it back. If we
don’t, it’s for our trouble. That’s fair, isn’t it, Marks?”

“Certainly, certainly,” said Marks. “Tom’ll have the
boy for you, and anywhere you say, won’t you, Tom?”

“If T find the young one, I'll bring him on to Cincin-
nati, and leave him at Granny Belcher’s,” said Loker.
“Now, Mr. Haley, did you see this girl when she landed?”

“Yes, as clearly I see you.”

“And a man helped her get up the bank?” asked Loker.

“Yes, I did.”

“Most likely,” said Marks, “she’s hiding somewhere.
Tom, what do you say?”

“We must cross the river tonight, no mistake,” said
Tom.

“But there’s no boat about,” said Marks. “The ice is
running awfully, Tom. Isn’t it dangerous?”

“I don’t know about that, only it’s got to be done,”
said Tom, firmly. “If you want to stay here for a day or
two, the girl will be carried on the underground line up
to Sandusky or so, before you start.”

“0, no, I'm not afraid,” said Marks, “only there’s no
boat.”

“I heard the woman say that a man was going to
cross the river this evening. We must go with him,”
said Tom.

“l hope you’ve got good dogs,’

?

said Haley.

ol



“First rate,” said Marks. “But what’s the use? You
have nothing of her things to smell on.”

“Yes, I have,” said Haley, triumphantly. “Here’s her
shawl she left on the bed. She left her hat, too.”

“That’s good,” said Loker. “Give them to me.”

Haley brought the slave hunters Eliza’s things, hand-
ed over the fifty dollars to Tom and returned to his
room.

Helpful Words & Notes

at the water’s edge — y camoil Bojbl

Her stockings were cut away, and blood from her feet
marked every step. — Ee uynxm OplIM paszopBadbl, H
uclHapanaHHble CTYIHWU OCTABJAJHA KPOBABBIA cJel Ha
JBIY.

They’re up to all that sort of thing. — WUm ne Bmepsoii.

made with the hair outward — mexom HaApVKY

travelling companion — coyTHUK

we’ll have a blow-out — MBI yeTpouM nuUpyIIKY

who was making punch to his own taste — xoropsii ge-
JIaJ IIYHII II0 COOCTBEHHOMY PelernTy

It’s neatly done — Ymcro caenano

breed — mopoga

The ice is running awfully — Jlegoxon odeHb CHILHBIM

the girl will be carried on the underground line up to
Sandusky — jAeBUYOHKY IepenpasBsT II0 IIOANOJBHON I0-
pore no Canpgacku (Ilocne nmpumusTua 3axoHa, oGA3bLIBAB-
11ero HaceJeHWe CeBEePHBIX IITATOB BbIJABATH OEIJIbIX
paboB MX BJIAAENBIIAM, OerJielbl CTAJNIA IIPOOUPATHCH B
Kanagy mo Tak HasbIBaeMoOH II0AIIOJILHON Aopore, TO
eCTh CKpBIBAfACh B JIOMax y JI0jfel, KOTOphkle, B Hapy-
IIeHUue 3aKoHAa, Nepenpasadam OerJemoB ¢ OJHOIH «cTaH-

5 P

nuu» (stand) Ha aApyryo mo camoil rpamunsr; Cammga-

CKM — TropojJ Ha o3epe IpH, OKHBIH Oeper KoOTOpPOIo
npunagne:xut CIITA, a cesepubiii — Kanage.)
Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) When did Haley reach the wvillage by the Ohio
River?

2) How did Eliza cross the river?

3) Who was the man who helped up the bank?

4) Where did Haley return after Eliza’s escape?

5) Whom did he meet at the hotel?

6) What did Haley ask the slave hunters to do for
him?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Haley lost two more hours because... .

2) Eliza went to the large white house because... .

3) Haley brought the slave hunters Eliza’s things
and... .

LL] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Use the synonyms from the text.

1) Eliza jumped from one piece of ice to another,

2) Loker’s travelling partner was a short man with
a sharp long nose and thin black hair.

3) Haley asked for hot water, rum and sugar to
make hot drink.
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4) The slave hunters hoped to reach the other side
of the river by boat.

2. Put the verb in brackets into the correct form.

1) Eliza recognized the voice and face of the man
who (to have) a farm not far from her old home.

2) Eliza (to stand) by the window, when she saw
Sam.

3) Haley couldn’t believe that Eliza (to land) on the
opposite bank of the river.

% Discussing the Text

1. Describe how Eliza managed to get to the Ohio side
of the river.

2. Talk about the slave hunters.

1) Say what Haley told about Tom Loker before.

2) Describe Tom Loker and his partner Marks. They
agreed to find Eliza and her son. What was the
agreement?

CHAPTER 8

The light of the cheerful fire shone on the carpet of
a comfortable drawing-room, and glittered on the sides of
the teacups and teapot, as Senator Bird was drawing off
his boots. He had just arrived home from the Senate.

“I’m tired to death. A cup of your good hot tea, and
a little comfort at home, is what I want,” he said to his
wife. “It’s a tiresome business, the life of a legislator!”
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“Well,” said Mrs. Bird after the tea, “what’s new in
the Senate?”

It was a very unusual thing for gentle little Mrs.
Bird to be interested in what was going on in the Sen-
ate. She wisely thought that she had enough of other
things to worry about. Mr. Bird opened his eyes in sur-
prise.

“Well, is it true that a law has been passed forbid-
ding people to give meat and drink to those poor col-
oured folks that come along? I heard they were talking
about such a law. I hope, my dear, no such law has been
passed.”

“Yes, a law has been passed forbidding people to help
the slaves that come over from Kentucky, my dear. Our
friends in Kentucky are worried about how active these
Abolitionists have become. It seems necessary, that our
state should do something about it.”

Mrs. Bird, usually a sweet, timid little woman, rose
quickly, with very red cheeks, and walked up to her hus-
band, and said, in a determined tone:

“Now, John, I want to know this. Do you think such
a law as that is right?”

“You won't shoot me, Mary, if I say I do!”

“You didn’t vote for it, John?”

“Yes, Mary.”

“You should be ashamed, John! Poor, homeless crea-
tures! It’s a shameful law, and I'll break it, the first
time 1 get a chance. And I hope I'll have a chance. How
can’t a woman give a warm supper and a bed to poor
creatures who starve, just because they are slaves!”

“Mary, just listen to me. Your feelings are all quite
right, dear, and interesting, and I love you for them.
But, then, dear, there are great public interests in-
volved, and we must put aside our feelings.”
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“0, nonsense, John! I put it to you, John, would you
turn away a poor, cold, hungry creature from your door,
because he was a runaway?”

Our senator was a kind, noble-hearted man. He could
never turn away anybody who was in trouble. And his
wife knew it.

At this critical moment Cudjoe, their old black serv-
ant, put his head in at the door, and asked Mrs. Bird to
come into the kitchen. After a while his wife’s voice was
heard at the door, saying “John! John! Please come here.”

The senator went into the kitchen, and saw there
a young woman, laying on two chairs. Her clothes were
torn and frozen, one shoe gone, and her feet covered in
blood. Old Cudjoe had got the boy on his knee, trying to
pull off his shoes and stockings.

“The heat made her faint,” said the cook.

Suddenly the woman opened her eyes and said:

“0, madam! Please protect us! Don’t let them get my
Harry!”

“Nobody will hurt you here, poor woman,” said
Mrs. Bird, firmly. “You are safe. Don’t be afraid. We
are friends here. Tell me where you came from, and
what you want.”

The woman — it was, of course, Eliza — told Mr.
and Mrs. Bird about her escape.

She didn’t cry. She had gone to a place where tears
are dry, but everyone around her was showing signs of
sympathy. Even the senator turned his back, looked out
of the window, and seemed particularly busy clearing his
throat and wiping his spectacles.

“And where do you want to go, my poor woman?”
said Mrs. Bird.

“To Canada, if I only knew where that was. Is it
very far off, this Canada?”

“Much further than wyou think, poor child!” said
Mrs. Bird. “But we will try to think what can be done
for you.”

Mrs. Bird and her husband returned to the drawing-
room. After a while Mr. Bird said:

“She’ll have to get away from here, this very night.
[f it was only the woman, she could lie quiet till it was
over. But that little chap can’t be kept still. He’ll pop
his head out of some window or door. And think what
it would mean for me, too, to be caught with them both
here, just now! No, they’ll have to go tonight.”

“Tonight! How is it possible? Where to?”

“Well, T know pretty well where to,” said the sena-
tor, beginning to put on his boots. “You see, my old cli-
ent, Van Trompe, has come over from Kentucky, and set
all his slaves free. He has bought a place back in the
woods, where nobody goes. She’d be safe there. But the
thing is, nobody can drive a carriage there tonight, but
me. I know exactly where to cross the creek and what
turns to take. I’ll take her there.”

“Your heart is better than your head, John,” said
the wife, laying her little white hand on his.

At midnight Eliza appeared at the door with her
child in her arms. Mr. Bird hurried her into the car-
riage, and his wife gave her some clothes for Har-
ry and herself. Eliza fixed her large, dark eyes on
Mrs. Bird’s face. Her lips moved. She tried once or
twice, but there was no sound. Then she fell back in
the seat, and covered her face. The door was shut, and
the carriage drove on.

It was late in the night when the carriage arrived at
the door of a large farmhouse. John Van Trompe opened
the door. He was a great, tall man with sandy hair and
2 beard. He had a red flannel hunting-shirt on.
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John Van Trompe was once quite a considerable
land-owner and slave-owner in the State of Kentucky.
One day, his great and honest heart could bear slav-
ery no longer. So he went over into Ohio, and bought
a big piece of good, rich land. Then he freed all his peo-
ple — men, women, and children, and sent them to set-
tle down. After that honest John bought a farm in the
woods for his own family.

“Are you the man that will protect a poor woman
and child from slave hunters?” said the senator.

“I rather think I am,” said John.

“I thought so,”

“If anybody comes,” said John, “I'm ready for him.
And I’ve got seven sons. And they’ll be ready for him.”

Eliza came into the kitchen, with her child lying in
a heavy sleep on her arm. The man held the candle to

sald the senator.

her face, and opened the door of a small bedroom. The
senator, in a few words, explained Eliza’s history.

“O! Now!” said the good man. “Poor creature! Hunt-
ed down like a deer. Hunted down just for having natu-
ral feelings and doing what any mother can’t help doing!
I hate these things,” said John.

“It’s for her,” said the senator, and put into John’s
hand a ten-dollar bill.

“OK,” said John.

They shook hands, and the senator drove away.

Helpful Words & Notes

the Senate — cemar (B CIIIA kKpome o0iero aas Bceil
CTpaHbl ceHaTa, B BamIMHITOHe, eCcTh TaKiKe OTAe/IbHBIE
ceHaThl B Kakjaom 1urare. Mucrep Bepa Obin ujieHoM
ceHara mrara Oraiio.)

o8

[t’s a tiresome business, the life of a legislator! — He-
Jierka JKHU3Hb Y 3aKoHojaTeei!

Abolitionists — aboaHIMOHUCTHI; YUACTHHMKH JIBUHMKEeHMS
3a O0CcBODOMIeHHe HerpoB OT pabcTBa, BO3HHUKINEro B
XIX BeKe B CeBepPHBIX IIITATAX

I’ll break it — { ero mapymy

there are great public interests involved — 3aTponyTh
BasKHeHIIIne o0IlecTBeHHbIe HMHTepechl

put aside — npenebperarb, IOCTYIHTHCHA

runaway — Oeruelg

She had gone to a place where tears are dry — Cheanr y
Hee HMCCHEKJIH

set all his slaves free — ocBobomgui Bcex cBoumx padoB

Hunted down like a deer. — Ha Hee oxoraTcsa, Kak Ha
OJIeHA.

Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Say true or false. Correct the false statements.

1) Mr. Bird had just arrived home from the Senate.

2) Mrs. Bird was an active woman with a loud voice.

3) The Ohio Senate passed a law forbidding citizens
to help runaway slaves.

4) John Van Trompe was a machinist well known in
Ohio,

5) The senator gave Van Trompe a hundred-dollar bill.

2. Fill in the names.

1) was never usually interested in what

was going on in the Senate.
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2) was a kind, noble-hearted man, ready to
help anyone who was in trouble.
3) had the boy on his knee, trying to pull

off his shoes and stockings.
4) had seven sons.

[J Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

creek deer heat runaway

1) Mrs. Bird was ready to help any from
Kentucky.

2) The in the house made Eliza faint.

3) Mr. Bird was the only one who knew where to
cross the

4) Eliza was hunted like a

2. Fill in the prepositions in, at, down, off.

1) Senator Bird drew his boots and asked for
a cup of tea.
2) The Birds couldn’t turn away anybody who was
trouble.
3) Late at night the carriage arrived the door
of John Van Trompe’s house.
4) Van Trompe set his slaves free and asked them to

settle in Ohio.

% Discussing the Text

1. Talk about the Birds.

1) Describe Mr. Bird and his wife. Prove that they
were kind and brave people.
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2) The Ohio Senate passed a law against helping
runaway slaves. Why was it passed? Why did
Senator Bird vote for it? Give your opinion.

2. Tell the story of Mr. Van Trompe. Why did he hide
Eliza and her son?

CHAPTER 9

The February morning looked gray through the win-
dow of Uncle Tom’s cabin. The little table stood before
the fire, covered with an ironing-cloth. A coarse but
clean shirt or two, fresh from the iron, hung on the
back of a chair by the fire, and Aunt Chloe had another
before her on the table. She ironed Tom’s clothes, every
now and then raising her hand to her face to wipe off
the tears that were running down her cheeks.

Tom sat by. Neither of them spoke. It was yet ear-
ly, and the children lay all asleep together in their little
bed.

Tom got up and walked silently to look at his chil-
dren.

“It’s the last time,” he said.

Aunt Chloe did not answer, only continued to iron
the shirt, which was already as smooth as hands could
make it. Finally she set her iron and sat down to the ta-
ble, crying.

“Missis says she’ll try to bring you back, in a year
or two. But nobody never comes up that goes down
there! They kill them at plantations!”

“Awful things happen sometimes, Chloe,” said Tom,
“but there’s one thing I can thank God for. It’s me that’s
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sold and going down, and not you and the children. Here
you’re safe. What happens to me — who knows?”

Tom spoke with a bitter choking in his throat, but
he tried to be brave and strong.

“It isn’t right that you should be taken for Master’s
debts!” said Aunt Chloe. “Perhaps Master can’t help him-
self now, but I feel it’s wrong. You have always been
faithful to him. You have taken care of his business
more than of vour own wife and children! And then he
sells you, to get out of that troublel”

“Chloe! If you love me, please talk like that, when
perhaps it’s just the last time we’ll ever have togeth-
er!” said Tom. “And I’ll tell you, Chloe, it goes against
me to hear one word against Master. He can’t think
so much about poor Tom. Masters are used to having
all the things done for them, and naturally they don’t
think so much about them. Master has always treated
me very well. I’'m sure there’s nothing he can do than
sell me.”

“Well, anyway, something’s wrong about it some-
where,” said Aunt Chloe, who was a stubborn woman.
“But there’s no use talking. I'll get you a good break-
fast, because nobody knows when you’ll get another.”

In half an hour a kick pushed open the door of Un-
cle Tom’s cabin. Haley stood there in a very bad mood.

“Come,” he said, “are you ready?”

Tom rose up, to follow his new master, and raised
up the heavy box with clothes on his shoulder. His wife
took the baby in her arms to go with him to the wagon.
The children, still crying, followed them.

Mrs. Shelby walked up to the trader, and talked with
him for a few moments. In the meantime Tom’s family
came up to the wagon. A crowd of all the old and young
workers gathered around it too, to say good-bye to their
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old friend. Tom was loved and respected by all the place,
and there was much honest sympathy and grief about
him, particularly among the women.

Mr. Shelby at this time was not at home. He had
gone on a short business trip, hoping that all would be
over before he returned.

“Get in!” said Haley to Tom.

Tom got in, and Haley, drawing out from under the
wagon seat a heavy pair of shackles, made them fast
around each ankle.

The whole crowd felt indignation about it, and Mrs.
Shelby spoke from the verandah:

“Mr. Haley, I'm sure that it’s unnecessary.”

“I don’t know, madam. I've lost five hundred dollars
from this your place, and I can’t afford to run more
risks.”

“I’'m sorry,” said Tom, “that Master George is away.”
George had gone to spend two or three days with a friend.
“Please give my love to Master George,” said Tom.

Haley whipped up the horse, and Tom was carried
away. After a mile Haley suddenly stopped at the door
of a blacksmith’s shop. He took with him a pair of
handcuffs and went into the shop.

“These are a little too small for him. I need you to
fix them,” said Haley to the blacksmith, pointing out to
Tom.

“It’s Shelby’s Tom. He hasn’t sold him?” said the
blacksmith.

“Yes, he has,” said Haley.

“Well, vou don’t need these,” said the man. “He’s
the most faithful, best creature —”

“Yes, yes,” said Haley; “but your good fellows are
just the creatures who want to run away. They’ve got
legs, and they’ll use them, no mistake.”

63



“Well,” said the smith, taking his tools, “the planta-
tions down there, stranger, isn’t a good place for a Ken-
tucky nigger. They die there fast, don’t they?”

“Well, with the climate and one thing and another,
they die quite fast,” said Haley.

“It’s a pity such a nice, quiet, good fellow as Tom
should go down there to die on one of those sugar plan-
tations.”

“Well, T'll get him in some good old family, and
then, he’ll have a good life.”

“But he leaves his wife and children up here?”

“Yes. But he’ll get another one. There’re many wom-
en everywhere,” said the slave trader.

Tom was sitting outside the shop while this conver-
sation was going on. Suddenly he heard the sound of
a horse’s hoofs behind him. George Shelby jumped into
the wagon, and threw his arms round his neck.

“It’s a shame! They shouldn’t do it!” he cried.

“O! Master Georgel!” said Tom. “I couldn’t go without
seeing you! But you mustn’t talk so loudly. It won’t help
me, if he gets angry.”

“They never sent for me, nor let me know a word
about anything. Look here, Uncle Tom,” said George,
turning his back to the shop, and speaking in a mysteri-
ous tone, “I’ve brought you my dollar!”

“O! T couldn’t think of taking it, Master George!”
said Tom, quite moved.

“But you shall take it!” said George. “Look here.
I made a hole in it, and put a string through, so you
could hang it round your neck.”

He tied his dollar round Tom’s neck.

“Keep it out of sight, and remember, every time you
see it, that I’'ll come and bring vou back.”
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Haley came to the door, with the handcuffs in his
hands.

“Look here, now, Mister,” said George, as he got out,
“T shall let father and mother know how you treat Uncle
Toml!”

“You’re welcome,” said the trader.

“I think you should be ashamed to spend all your
life buying men and women, and chaining them, like cat-
tle!” said George.

“So long as your folks want to buy men and women,
I’'m as good as they are,” said Haley.

“I’ll never do it,” said George. “Well, good-bye, Un-
cle Tom.”

“Good-bye, Master George,” said Tom, looking ad-
miringly at him. “Kentucky hasn’t got many people like

b

youl”

George went away. Tom looked after him, till he dis-
appeared. Then he put up his hand to the dollar, and
held it close to his heart.

Helpful Words & Notes

ironing-cloth — Tkane Ada raakku Oenbs

every now and then — Bpemsa or BpeMeHH

But nobody never comes up that goes down there! —
Tor, Koro 3adupaloT Ha IOr, HUKOTJa He Bo3Bpamjaercs!

with a bitter choking in his throat — u ronoc y Hero
oOpbIBaJCA
shackles — rawmpaam!
to run more risks — euie 0oJbllle PpHUCKOBATH
blacksmith’s shop — kysnuia
Keep it out of sight — Hocu ero Tmak, urobbl HUKTO He
3aMeTHJI
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Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1.

2.

Say who:

1) ironed Uncle Tom’s clothes and made him a good
breakfast.

2) arrived at the Shelby’s place in a very bad mood.

3) came to say good-bye to Uncle Tom.

4) gave Uncle Tom a dollar to wear on his neck.

5) fixed Tom’s handcuffs,

Complete the sentences.

1) Uncle Tom didn’t blame Mr. Shelby for selling
him to Haley because... .

2) All the slaves came to say good-bye to Uncle Tom
because... .

3) Haley put shackles and handcuffs on Tom be-
cause... .

L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

i B

Write the words in the plural form.

a wife, a box, an ankle, a throat, a baby

Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

grief Dblacksmith trip kick

1) Mr. Shelby went on a short business .
2) A pushed open the door of Uncle Tom’s
cabin,
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3) There was much honest sympathy and
about Tom.

4) Haley went into the
handcuffs.

’s shop to fix the

Discussing the Text

Talk about the day when Haley took Uncle Tom
away. Prove that it was a sad day for Tom, his wife
and other slaves.

Imagine that you’re George Shelby. Describe your
meeting with Uncle Tom at the blacksmith’s shop.



CHAPTER 10

It was late in the afternoon when a traveller entered
the door of a small country hotel, in the village of N—,
in Kentucky. There he found great, tall Kentuckians,
dressed in hunting-shirts, with rifles, hunting-dogs, and
little negroes.

The man was a short, thick-set old man, carefully
dressed, with a round, friendly face. He looked round
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the room, found a chair in the warmest corner, and sat
down.

“Would you like some?” said a long-legged gentle-
man, sitting close to fire-place. And he handed the old
man a piece of his tobaecco.

“No, thank vou. It doesn’t agree with me,” said the
little man.

“What’s that?” said the old gentleman, looking at
a group around a large advertisement.

“Nigger advertised!” said one of the men.

Mr. Wilson, for that was the old gentleman’s name,
rose, and read as follows:

“Ran away, my mulatto boy, George. Six feet in
height, a very light mulatto, brown curly hair; is very in-
telligent, can read and write; will probably try to pass for
a white man; has deep scars on his back and shoulders.
I will give four hundred dollars for him alive, and the
same sum for satisfactory proof that he has been killed.”

The old gentleman read this advertisement from be-
ginning to end in a low voice, as if he were studying it.

The long-legged man walked up to the advertisement
and spat on it.

“I’d do the same to the writer of that that paper, if
he were here,” he said, and sat down again. “Any man
that has a boy like that, and can’t find any better way
of treating him, deserves to lose him. Such papers as
these are a shame to Kentucky.”

“Well, that’s a fact,” said Mr. Wilson.

“I’'ve got negroes myself, sir,” said the long man.
“And I just tell them ‘Boys, run when you want to! I'll
never come to look after you!” That’s the way I keep
mine. I let them know they are free to run any time.
That’s why they stay. More than that, I’ve got free pa-
pers for all of them, in case I get killed, and they know
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it. And I tell you, stranger, there isn’t a fellow in our
parts who gets more out of his niggers than I do. Treat
them like dogs, and you’ll have dogs’ work and dogs’ ac-
tions. Treat them like men, and you’ll have men’s work.”

And the man spat at the fireplace.

At that moment the conversation was interrupted by
the arrival of a well-dressed gentleman with a coloured
servant. He was very tall, with a handsome dark, Span-
ish face. Expressive black eyes, straight thin nose and
fine body impressed other guests as something uncom-
mon. He nodded to the men and, with his hat in his
hand, walked up to the bar, and gave in his name as
Henry Butler, Oaklands, Shelby County. Then he came
up to the advertisement, and read it over.

“Jim,” he said to his servant, “seems to me we met
a boy something like this, up at Bernan’s, didn’t we?”

“Yes, Master,” said Jim, “only I am not sure about
the scars.”

“Well, 1 didn’t look, of course,” said the stranger
with a careless yawn. Then he asked for a room and sat
on a chair waiting.

Mr. Wilson continued to look at the stranger. He
seemed familiar, but he could not place him. Every few
moments, when the man moved, or smiled, he fixed his
eyes on him, and then suddenly withdrew them, as the
bright, dark eyes met his. At last the stranger walked
up to him,

“Mr. Wilson, I think,” he said, “I’'m sorry, I didn’t
come up to you before. I see you remember me.”

“Ye — yes — yes, sir,” said Mr. Wilson.

Just then a negro boy entered, and said that Mas-
ter’s room was ready.

“Mr. Wilson,” said the gentleman, “I should like to
speak to you, in my room, if you please.”
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Mr. Wilson followed him, walking as if in a dream.
They entered a large room, where a new-made fire was
crackling. The young man locked the door, put the key
in his pocket, and looked at Mr. Wilson.

“Georgel!” said Mr. Wilson.

“Yes, George,” said the young man, with a smile.
“You see I don’t answer to the advertisement at all.”

George had inherited from his white father a set of
fine European features. A slight change in the colour
of his skin and hair had transformed the mulatto into
the Spanish-looking man. He had nice manners, and he
found no difficulty in playing the part of a gentleman
travelling with his servant.

“Well, George, I see that you’re running away —
leaving your lawful master,” said Mr. Wilson, who was
the owner of the factory where George had worked. “But
you're running an awful risk. If you’re caught, it will
be worse with you than ever. They’ll half kill you, and
sell you down south.”

“Mr. Wilson, I know all this,” said George. “I do run
a risk, but —” he opened his coat, and showed two guns
and a knife. “There!” he said. “I’'m ready for them! I’ll
never go down south. Nol”

“George, this is bad. You’re going to break the laws
of your country!”

“My country! Mr. Wilson, you have a country, but
what country have I, or anyone like me? What laws are
there for us? I had a father — one of your Kentucky
gentlemen. He didn’t think enough of me to keep me
from being sold with his dogs and horses, when he died.
My six brothers and sisters were sold before my mother’s
eyes, one by one, all to different masters. And I was the
yvoungest. My mother came to see my master and asked
him to buy her with me. And he kicked her away with
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his heavy boot. My oldest sister was a good girl, and as
pretty as my mother. She was sent to the market in Orle-
ans. And that’s the last I know of her. I grew up — long
vears and years — no father, no mother, no sister, not
a living soul that cared for me more than a dog. Noth-
ing but whipping, scolding, starving. I never heard a kind
word spoken to me till I came to work in your factory.
Mr. Wilson, you treated me well. I learned to read and
write, and to try to make something of myself. I am so
grateful to you for it. Then, sir, I found my wife — you
know how beautiful she is. When I married her, I was so
happy. But now what? Now comes my master, takes me
right away from my work, and my friends, my wife and
child. And why? Because, he says, I forgot who I was;
he says, to teach me that I am only a nigger! And these
your laws give him power to do. Do you call these the
laws of my country? Sir, I haven’t any country now. But
I'm going to have one. When I get to Canada, where the
laws will protect me, that will be my country. And I will
obey its laws, Mr. Wilson. But if any man tries to stop
me, let him take care. I'll fight for my freedom to the
last breath I breathe.”

This speech was too much for the kind old man.

“George, go ahead,” he suddenly said, “but be care-
ful, my boy.”

He took out a roll of bills from his pocket and of-
fered them to George.

“Take it. Money is a great help everywhere,” he said.

“I will, sir, only if I may pay it back in the future,”
said George, taking up the money.

“And this black fellow, — who is he?”

“A good man, who went to Canada more than a year
ago. He heard, after he got there, his master had whipped
his poor old mother. And he has come all the way back to
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get her away. After he takes his mother, we’re going to
Ohio, to put me among friends that helped him.”

“Dangerous, very dangerous!” said the old man.

George smiled.

“Jim and I leave early tomorrow morning,” he said.
“By tomorrow night I hope to sleep safe in Ohio. I’ll
travel by daylight, stop at the best hotels. So, good-bye,
sir. If you hear that I’'m caught, you may know that I'm
dead!”

George stood up and put out his hand, proudly, like
a prince. The friendly little old man shook it. Then he
took his umbrella, and left the room.

Helpful Words & Notes

thick-set — KopeHacThIl

tobacco — 30. :xeBaTelJbHEIH Tabak

It doesn’t agree with me — Mue 3T0 BpegHO

Nigger advertised! — Herpa passickuBaioT!

to pass for a white man — BbImaTh ceba 3a Genoro

in case I get killed — ma Totr cayuaii, ecniu meHsa yObioT

there isn’t a fellow in our parts who gets more out of
his niggers than I do — HM y Koro Apyroro B HalIMUX
Kpasgx Herpsl He paboTaiT TaK, KaK y MeHA

he could not place him — o0H He MOr BCOOMHHUTL, Tje
MOTI' €I'0 BCTPETHTH

I don’t answer to the advertisement at all — s coscem

He TIMIOX0X Ha 4YeJlOBeKa, I[Ip0o HKOTOoporo TrOoBOPHUTCH B

o0'BABIAEHNH

a set of fine European features — ToHKUe eBpomelcKue
yepThl JHIA

you're running an awful risk — TEI DmoaBepraeimb CBOIO

JHH3IHD chamHUﬁ OIMacHoOCTH
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He didn’t think enough of me to keep me from being
sold with his dogs and horses, when he died. — O=n
He IOTPYAWUJICA PacCIOPAAUTBCSA, YTOOLI IOCJEe ero cMmep-
TU MeHA He IMPOoJaju BMecTe ¢ cobaKaMH M JIOIIAAbMH.

roll of bills — mauxka ngener

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) Where did Mr. Wilson meet George?

2) What kind of people did he see in the hotel?

3) What did the long-legged man think about the
advertisement?

4) Why did it take Mr. Wilson so long to recognize
George?

5) Why was Mr. Wilson worried about George?

6) What did George say about Jim?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) George Harris had with him
2) In the hotel George used the name
3) Mr. Wilson gave George

[} Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Find in the text the English for:

BbIZABATE cebsa 3a 0eJoro; IpoYyuTaTh OT HadYakga A0
KOHIA; B HAIIMX KpadxX; ybegHTelIbHBIE JOKA3aTeJbLCTBA.
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2. Choose the right modal verb.

1) “(Would/Could) you like some tobacco?” asked
the long-legged gentleman.

2) The stranger looked familiar, but Mr. Wailson
still (can’t /couldn’t) place him.

3) “I’ll take the money, sir, only if I (must/may)

pay it back in the future,” said George.

Y% Discussing the Text

1. Talk about the meeting between Mr. Wilson and
George. Say:

1) when and where they met.
2) what the topic of their conversation was.

2. Mr. Wilson didn’t approve of George’s escape first.
What made him change his mind?

CHAPTER 11

On the way to the Ohio River Haley bought three
more negroes. With his four slaves chained together,
Haley boarded a boat for Louisiana. One day, when the
boat made a stop at a small town in Kentucky, Haley
went up into the place on a little matter of business.

Tom had come up to the side of the boat, and stood
watching the river. After a while he saw the trad-
er with a coloured woman, who was carrying a child in
her arms. The woman was dressed quite respectably and
looked cheerful. She followed Haley on board and found
a seat on the lower deck.

75



The trader came up to her, and began saying some-
thing to her. Tom soon noticed that the woman was wor-
ried by what she heard.

“I don’t believe it. I won’t believe it!” he heard her say.

“If you won’t believe it, look here!” said Haley,
drawing out a paper. “This is your bill of sale, and
there’s your master’s name. I paid good money for it,
too, I can tell you!”

“I don’t believe Master’s sold me. It can’t be true!”
cried the woman.

“You can ask any of these men here that can read.
Here!” he said, to a man who was passing by. “Read
this please, will you? This girl doesn’t believe me, when
I tell her what it is.”

“Why, it’s a bill of sale, signed by John Fosdick,”
said the man, “for the girl Lucy and her child. It’s just
what I see.”

The woman’s wild screams attracted a crowd around
her, and the trader explained to them the reason of her
behaviour.

“He told me that T was going down to Louisville,
to work as a cook in the same hotel where my husband
works,” said the woman. “That’s what Master told me.
I can’t believe he lied to me.”

“But he has sold you. There’s no doubt about it,”
said the trader.

“Then it’s no use talking,” said the woman, suddenly
growing quite calm. She clasped her child tighter in her
arms and turned her back round.

“She’s going to take it easy, after all!” said the
trader.

The woman looked calm, as the boat went on. On-
ly one tear after another slowly fell on the face of her
child, a boy of ten months.
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“That’s a fine young fellow!” said a man, sudden-
ly stopping close to him, with his hands in his pockets.
Then he whistled, and walked on. Then he came up to
Haley, who was smoking on top of a pile of boxes.

“You’ve got a good girl round there, stranger,” he
said to Haley. “Taking her down south?”

“Yes. They told me she was a good cook. And they
can use her for that, or set her at the cotton-picking.
She’s got the right fingers for that. I looked at them,”
said Haley, and smoked on.

“They won’t want the young one on the plantation,”
said the man.

“I shall sell him, first chance I find,” said Haley,
lighting another cigar.

“And if yvou sell him now?” asked the man.

“T don’t know about that,” said Haley.

“Well, stranger, what will you take for him?”

“Well, now,” said Haley, “He’s a pretty smart young
one, fat, strong, and healthy. In a year or two, he’d
bring two hundred. I won’t take a cent less than fifty
for him now.”

“Q, stranger! That’s ridiculous,” said the man. “I’ll
give thirty for him, but not a cent more.”

“Now, I'll tell you what I will do,” said Haley, spit-
ting. “I say forty-five. And that’s the most I will do.”

“Well, agreed!” said the man, after a while.

“Done!” said Haley. “Where do you land?”

“At Louisville,” said the man.

“Louisville,” said Haley. “We get there in the evening.
The boy will be asleep. You can get him off quiet-
ly, with no screaming. I like to do everything quietly.
| hate all these screams.”

The man handed the trader the money, and Haley
ligchted a new cigar.
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It was a calm evening when the boat stopped at Lou-
isville. When the woman heard the name of the place,
she laid the child down on her cloak among the boxes.
Then she ran to the side of the boat, hoping to see her
husband on the bank of the river. The crowd pressed in
between her and the child.

“Now’s your time,” said Haley, taking the sleeping
child up, and handing him to the stranger. “Don’t wake
him.” The man took the boy carefully, and was soon lost
in the crowd that went up the wharf.

After a while the woman returned to her old seat.
The trader was still there, but the child was gone!

“Why, why, — where?” she began, in surprise.

“Lucy,” said the trader, “your child’s gone. You see,
you couldn’t take him down south. And I had a chance
to sell him to a first-rate family, that’ll raise him better
than you can.”

The woman sat down. Her eyes looked straightfor-
ward, but she saw nothing.

Haley got up, and the woman turned away, and bur-
ied her head in her cloak.

“Takes it hard,” he said, “but quiet. She’ll be OK.”

Tom had seen everything from first to last. He came
up to the woman and tried to say something; but she on-
ly groaned.

At midnight, Tom suddenly woke up. Something black
rushed to the side of the boat, and he heard a splash in
the water. No one else saw or heard anything. He raised
his head, — the woman’s place was vacant!

The trader came to see his slaves in the morning.

“Where is the girl?” he asked Tom.

“I heard a great splash, and then I clearly woke up,
and the girl was gone. That’s all I know about it.”

Haley was neither shocked nor amazed. He was used
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to many things that you are not used to. He sat down,
with his little book, and put down the missing woman
under the head of ‘losses!’

Helpful Words & Notes

Louisiana — JlyuauaHa; IITAT B HUXKHEM TeUYEHUH DeKH
Muccucunu

Haley went up into the place on a little matter of busi-
ness — Xellnu ornpasBmics B T'OPOJ, I'le y Hero OBLIO
HeDONbIIIOE AeNbile

bill of sale — wrymuasa

Louisville — JIyucsuni; ropon Ha pexe Orailo, ognH 13

OCHOBHBIX IIeHTPOB paboroprosim Ao I'pakgaHCKONU BOU-
Hel (1861-1865)

She’s going to take it easy, after all! — Kaercsa, oboiu-
nercs!

set her at the cotton-picking — ornpaBuTh ee cobuparh

XJIOTIOK
put down the missing woman under the head of ‘loss-

es’ — BHeC NPOMABIIVIO KeHIMUHY B rpady «yOBITKH»

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) How many more negroes did Haley buy on the
way to the Ohio River?

2) Who was Lucy?

3) What happened when the slave trader told her
that her master had sold her to him?

79



4) Whom did Haley sell Lucy’s little son?

5) What happened to Lucy?

6) What did Tom tell Haley about her disappear-
ance?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Haley and his four negroes boarded a
for Louisiana.

2) Lucy was going to work as
hotel as her husband.

3) Haley received for Lucy’s baby dollars.

4) The man left the boat with the boy in

in the same

[Ld Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Put the verb in brackets into the correct form.

1) The slave trader brought a coloured woman, who
(to carry) a child in her arms.

2) A man came up to Haley, who (to smoke) on top
of a pile of boxes.

3) Lucy (to lay) the child on her cloak.

4) A sudden splash (to wake) Tom.

2. Fill in the gaps with the adverbs from the box.

overboard straightforward respectably easy

1) The young woman was dressed quite
2) Haley hoped Lucy would take it
3) Lucy jumped

after her son had been

taken from her.
4) Her eyes looked

, but she saw nothing.
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% Discussing the Text

Tell Lucy’s story. What do you think about it?

CHAPTER 12

We go now to a small house of Rachel and Simeon
Halliday in a Quaker village in Ohio, where our fine old
friend Eliza was living with little Harry. One afternoon
Eliza and Rachel were sitting in the kitchen when the
door opened, and Simeon came in. He was a tall, straight,
muscular man in a dark coat and a broad-brimmed hat.

“Any news, father?” said Rachel. She was an old
woman with a round and rosy face and clear, honest,
loving brown eyes. You only needed to look straight into
them, to feel that you saw to the bottom of a good and
true heart.

“Peter Stebbins told me that they should be here to-
night, with — friends,” said Simeon, with meaning, as he
was washing his hands at a neat sink in a little back porch.

“Indeed!” said Rachel, looking at Eliza.

“Mother!” called said Simeon.

“What do you want, father?” said Rachel, as she
went into the porch too.

“This girl’s husband is in the village, and will be here
tonight,” said Simeon. “Yesterday Peter was at the other
stand, and he brought an old woman and two men. One
of them said his name was George Harris. From what he
told about himself, he’s Eliza’s husband. He is a bright,
nice fellow, too. Shall we tell her now?” said Simeon.

“Now! This very minute,” said Rachel with a happy
smile.
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The old woman returned to the kitchen, came up to
Eliza and said, gently:

“I have news to tell you, my daughter.”

The blood flushed in Eliza’s pale face. She rose, with
nervous anxiety, and looked towards her boy.

“No, no,” said Rachel. “It’s good news, Eliza. Your hus-
band is among friends, who will bring him here tonight.”

“Tonight!” Eliza repeated. “Tonight!”

She sat down, weak and pale. The words lost all
meaning to her.

When Eliza opened her eyes, she found herself on
the bed, with a blanket over her. It was evening. A can-
dle was burning on the table, her husband was standing
beside her...

The following afternoon Simeon Halliday brought
to the house a Quaker brother, whom he introduced
as Phineas Fletcher. Phineas was tall, red-haired, with
a shrewd look in his eyes.

“Our friend Phineas will take you to the next stand.
And he knows something important, George,” said Simeon.

“Yes,” said the man. “Last night I stopped at a lit-
tle hotel, back on the road. Well, I was tired and, af-
ter my supper I lay down on some bags in the corner, to
wait till my bed was ready. But I fell asleep. I slept for
an hour or two. When I woke up, I found that there were
some men in the room, sitting round a table, drinking
and talking. I found that they were talking about you.
I heard their plans. They wanted to send the young man
back to Kentucky, to his master. Then two of them were
going to take the wife to New Orleans and sell her for
sixteen or eighteen hundred dollars. And the child, they
said, was going to a trader, who had bought him. They
also were going to send the boy, Jim, and his mother,
back to their masters in Kentucky. They said that they
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knew two policemen, in a town ahead, who would go
with them to get the people. They know quite well the
road we are going to take tonight. So now, what’s to be
done?”

“l know what I shall do,” said George. He came into
the little room, and began examining his guns. “If you
lend me your wagon and give directions, I'll drive alone.”

“Ah, well, friend,” said Phineas, “you can do all the
fighting, but you’ll still need a driver. I know a thing
or two about the road, that you don’t.”

“I will attack no man,” said George. “All I ask is to
be let alone. I’ve had a sister sold in that New

Orleans market. I know what they are sold for. Am
I going to stand by and see them take my wife and sell
her, when I have a pair of strong arms to defend her?
No! I’ll fight to the last breath, before they take my
wife and son.”

“Well,” said Phineas. “I came here two or three
hours ahead of them if they started at the time they
planned. It isn’t safe to start till dark, but in two hours
I think we may go. I am going out now to warn Jim
and the old woman, and to see about the horse.” And he

closed the door.

“He will do the best that can be done for you,
George,” said Simeon.

A little while after supper, a large covered wag-
on drew up before the door. The night was clear. Phin-
eas jumped down from his seat to help his passengers.
George walked out of the door, with his child on one
arm and his wife on the other. Rachel and Simeon came
out after them to say good-bye. When the travellers took
their seats, the wagon drove off on the frozen road.

There was no opportunity for conversation, because

of the noise of the wheels. The child soon fell asleep.
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The poor, frightened old woman at last forgot her fears.
Even Eliza’s eyes began closing.

About three o’clock George and Phineas heard the
noise of galloping horsemen behind. Phineas lashed the
horses to a run. The wagon jumped, almost flew, over
the frozen ground. Then Phineas made a sudden turn,
and the wagon brought them near steep rocks. It was
a place well known to Phineas.

“Now for it!” said he, suddenly jumping from his
seat to the ground. “Out, every one, and up into these
rocks with me! Run!” And he ran, with little Harry
in his arms. Others followed him. As they reached the
rocks, they saw a narrow path leading up among them.
“Come up!” said Phineas.

The horsemen approached the wagon, and, shouting, got
off their horses, ready to follow the slaves, who had already
reached the top of the rock. The group consisted of Tom
Loker and Marks, two policemen, and some their friends.

“Let them get us, if they can,” said Phineas. “Who-
ever comes here has to walk between those two rocks, do
you see, boys? Why don’t we tell them, that they’ll be
shot if they do?”

George appeared on the top of the rock, and, speak-
ing in a ecalm, clear voice, said,

“Gentlemen, who are vou, down there, and what do
you want?”

“We want runaway slaves,” said Tom Loker. “George
Harris, and Eliza Harris, and their son, and Jim Selden,
and his mother. We’ve got the officers, here, and we’re
going to have them. Aren’t yvou George Harris, that be-
longs to Mr. Harris, of Kentucky?”

“I am George Harris. Mr. Harris, of Kentucky, did
call me his property. But now I'm a free man. As my
wife and my child. Jim and his mother are here too.
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You can come up, if you like. But we have guns, and
said George.

¥

we’re going to defend ourselves,’

There was something in his determination that made
an impression almost on all the men below. Marks was
the only one who remained untouched. And, right after
George’s words, he fired at him.

“You see you get just as much for him dead as alive
in Kentucky,” he said.

George jumped back. The bullet had passed close to
his hair. Eliza shrieked.
“It’s nothing, Eliza,” said George, quickly.

“I’'m going right up,” said Tom Loker. “lI was never
afraid of niggers, and I am not going to be now. Who
goes after?” he said, going up the rocks. One of the po-
licemen followed him.

George heard the words. He took his gun, and when
Tom was close enough to him, he fired.

Loker fell down among the trees, bushes, stones. But
his clothes caught in the branches of a large tree, and
that saved the man’s life.

“I say, fellows,” said Marks, “go round and pick up
Tom, there, while I go back for help.”

Soon he was seen galloping away.

“Look at that dog! Leaving us like that!” said one of
the men.

“Well, we must pick up that fellow,’

They found Loker and, holding him up under each
shoulder, they got him as far as the horses.

George looked over the rocks, and saw them trying
to lift the heavy man into the saddle. After two or three
attempts, he fell heavily to the ground.

“They’re leaving him, I think,” said Phineas.

It was true. After some discussion, all the men got
on their horses and rode away.

*

said another.
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“Well, we must go down to the wagon,” said Phineas.

“Do something for that poor man,” said Eliza, as
they approached Loker.

“Well,” said Phineas. “Here, let’s have a look at him.”

He came up to the wounded man.

“Marks,” said Tom, weakly, “is that you, Marks?”

“No,” said Phineas. “Marks doesn’t care for you. He’s
off, long ago.”

Phineas stopped the bleeding using his own handker-
chief as a bandage.

“We’ll take you to a house where they’ll help you,”
he said.

Tom groaned, and shut his eyes.

“What will you do with this poor fellow?” said George.

“O, we’ll take him to Amariah’s house. There’s old
Grandma Stephens there. Dorcas, they call her. She’s
an amazing nurse,” said Phineas. “Well, now. It’s time
to go. We should be there in an hour.”

Helpful Words & Notes

Quaker — xBakep; mocJiefoBaTeNb NPOTECTAHTCKOTO PeJIH-

’MO3HOT'0 TE€4Y€HHA, IIPOIIOBEAVIOIIEero HeHAacHuJIve Hu bJ1a-
roTBOpHTENIBHOCTDH

broad-brimmed hat — mupokononas minana

stand — «craHIMA»; KUIBLE IS OTALIXA U YVKPBITHA, KO-
TOpOe MpeJoCTaBIANN OersbIM pabaM JIOAH, KOTODBIE
UM COYYBCTBOBAJIH

you can do all the fighting — moaparsca TeI cmoe s

Phineas lashed the horses to a run. — ®uneac crermyx
JonIaziem.

the wagon brought them near steep rocks — odypron
IIPUBE3 UX K KPYTHIM CKaJaM
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You see you get just as much for him dead as alive in
Kentucky — B KeHTyKKHM MepTBBI CTOMT HE MEHBIIIE,
yeM JHUBOM

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) Where did Eliza and Harry stay in Ohio?

2) When did George Harris arrive?

3) Why did the runaways have to leave as soon as
possible?

4) Why did Marks fire at George?

5) What happened to Loker? What saved his life?

6) Who stopped the bleeding?

2. Circle the correect answer.

1) What family protected Eliza and Harry in a Qua-
ker village in Ohio?
a) the Rachels
b) the Hallidays
¢) the Birds
2) Who was the Quaker who drove George’s family
to the next stand?
a) Phineas Fletcher
b) Tom Loker
¢) Fletcher Phineas
3) Where did Fletcher take the wounded Loker?
a) to his own house
b) to his grandmother’s place
c) to Dorcas’s house
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LL] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

1)
2)
3)
4)

9)

blood nurse bleeding bullet bandage

Fletcher stopped the and carried Loker
to the wagon.

He decided to use a scarf as a .
Dorcas was a who could take care of Loker.

Eliza’s feet were covered in , but she
didn’t notice it.
The didn’t touch George.

Put the verb in brackets into the correct form.

1)

2)

3)

4)

Eliza and Rachel (to sit) in the kitchen when the
door opened.

Little Harry, they said, was going to a trader,
who (to buy) him.

After supper, a large covered wagon (to draw up)
before the door.

Marks said he (to go) back for help.

Discussing the Text

Talk about the Quakers who helped Eliza and George.

Imagine that you’re Phineas Fletcher.

Describe that night as you remember it.

Give your opinion.

Marks and other people from their group left Tom
Loker without help and rode away. Why did they do
it? Was it a surprise to Loker?
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CHAPTER 13

The boat with the slaves sailed down the Ohio Riv-
or and out into the broad and muddy Mississippi. Ha-
ley soon saw that Tom could be trusted. At first he had
watched him through the day, and never allowed him to
sleep at night without shackles. But then, impressed by
the man’s quiet character and patience, the trader took
off his handcuffs and chains, and let him go about free-

ly over the boat.
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Among the passengers on the steamer there was
a young rich gentleman from New Orleans, Augustine
St. Clare. He had with him a five-year-old daughter, and
a lady who took care of the girl,

Tom could hardly keep his eyes off this sweet little
girl, as she flitted about the deck. She was one of those
busy creatures, which never stay in one place. Charm-
ing little face with a dreamy expression, long golden-
brown hair, violet blue eyes — all marked her out from
other children, and made every one turn and look after
her. She was always dressed in white, and seemed to fly
everywhere, with a half smile on her mouth, and singing
to herself. Whenever Tom saw her golden head and deep
blue eyes, he half believed that he saw one of the angels.

The girl often walked round the place where Haley’s
slaves sat in their chains. Several times she appeared
suddenly among them, with her hands full of ecandy,
nuts, and oranges, which she gave to them.

Tom could cut pretty little baskets out of cherry-
stones, could make funny figures on nuts and whistles of
all sizes and sorts. One by one he offered the girl these
little things. Soon they got on really friendly terms.

“What is little missy’s name?” he asked at last.

“Evangeline St. Clare,” said the little one, “but pa-
pa and everybody else call me Eva. Now, what’s your
name?”

“My name’s Tom. In Kentucky the little children
used to call me Uncle Tom.”

“Then I'll call you Uncle Tom, because, vou see, I like
you,” said Eva. “So, Uncle Tom, where are you going?”

“I don’t know, Miss Eva.”

“Don’t know?” said Eva.

“No, 1 am going to be sold to somebody. I don’t
know who.”
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“My papa can buy you,” said Eva, quickly. “And if
he buys vou, you will have good times. I'll ask him, this
very day.”

“Thank you, my little lady,” said Tom.

The boat stopped to take in wood, and Eva, hearing
her father’s voice, ran away. Tom rose up, and went to

1"

help the crew.

Eva and her father were standing together by the
railing, looking at the bank. Suddenly the boat moved,
and the little girl lost her balance and fell over the side
of the boat into the water. Her father started to jump
after her, but someone held him back. There was no
need of his help, because his daughter was already out
of danger.

Tom was right under her on the lower deck, as Eva
fell. He jumped after her, caught her in his arms and
swam with her to the boat.

The following day was the last day of the trip. The
steamer was getting near New Orleans. The passengers
were gathering their things, and the crew were busy
cleaning the boat.

Tom was sitting on the lower deck, anxiously, from
time to time, turning his eyes towards a group on the
other side of the boat. There stood Evangeline, a little
paler than the day before, her father and Haley.

“Well, now, my good fellow, how much do you
want?” asked St. Clare.

“Well,” said Haley, “if I say thirteen hundred dol-
lars for that fellow, it would be a very modest price.
Just look at him — tall and strong as a horse. And he’s
smart. That fellow managed his master’s whole farm. He
has an extraordinary talent for business.”

“Bad, bad!” said the young man, with a mocking
smile. “Your smart fellows are always running away and
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stealing horses. I think you’ll have to take off a couple
of hundred for his smartness.”

“Papa, do buy him! It’s no matter what you pay,”
whispered Ewva, softly, putting her arm around her fa-
ther’s neck. “You have enough money, I know. I want
him.”

“What for, honey? Are you going to use him as
a rocking-horse, or what?”

“I want to make him happy.”

“An original reason, certainly.”

“There, count your money, old boy!” said St. Clare.
And he gave the trader the roll of bills.

“All right,” said Haley. He filled out a bill of sale,
which, in a few moments, he handed to the man.

“Come, Eva,” said St. Clare.

Then, Eva and her father walked over to Tom. He
put the tips of his fingers under Tom’s chin and said
with a kindly smile, “Look up, Tom. How do you like
your new master?”

Tom looked up quickly into the young handsome face
beside him. He felt the tears start in his eyes, and just
nodded.

Augustine St. Clare was the son of a rich planter in
Louisiana. His father and his uncle had come from Can-
ada. One of the brothers settled on a farm in Vermont,
and the other became a planter in Louisiana and married
a lady whose family had emigrated from France. Augus-
tine gave to his child his mother’s name, as he hoped
that she would inherit her pure character.

After college the young man fell in love with a beau-
tiful woman from one of the northern states. But they
couldn’t be together, and, with his heart broken, he
married a popular southern belle, Marie. She was a self-
ish young woman with no heart, who fancied all the
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time that she was ill. As a result Marie St. Clare spent
a lot of time in her room, and their little daughter was
left to the care of servants. Augustine had taken Eva
with him on a tour to Vermont, and had persuaded his
cousin, Miss Ophelia St. Clare, to return with him to
Louisiana to look after his little daughter.

Miss Ophelia was forty-five years old, tall, thin and
energetic. She had a clear, strong, active mind, and,
though she was never much of a talker, her words
were always direct and to the purpose. To her the word
‘ought’ was law, and nothing could keep her from doing
her duty.

Though Miss Ophelia she was so different from easy,
unpunctual, unpractical, skeptical Augustine St. Clare,
she always loved him. Then she liked the lovely little
girl. And when he asked her to go with him to New Or-
leans, she agreed.

Helpful Words & Notes

candy — KoH}eTH

Soon they got on really friendly terms. — Bcxope onu
[I0-HACTOSAINEMY IOAPYHUAINUCE.

to take in wood — uTo0BI 3amacTucCh APOBAMM

with a mocking smile — ¢ HacMeruBoil ynbIOKOM

to take off a couple of hundred for his smartness —
CKOCTHTH IIapy COTEeH 3a ero yMm

rocking-horse — wurpymedHaa JepeBAHHasg JomagKa-
KauaJaKa

Vermont — Bepmonr; mrar Ha ceBepo-BocToke CIIA

belle — Kpacasuia

who fancied all the time that she was ill — xoropasa Bce
BpeMA Haxoguaa y ce0s BooOpaskaemble 00Je3HU
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though she was never much of a talker, her words were
always direct and to the purpose — xora cnoB oHa

INONYCTYy He TPAaTHUT, HO YK €eCJH T'OBOPUT, TO NPAMO H
II0 CYILECTBY

Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1)
2)
3)
4)
2)
6)

Where did Uncle Tom meet Eva?

How did they make friends?

When did Tom save Eva?

How did Eva’s father thank him?

Why did Eva ask her father to buy Tom?
What kind of person was Ophelia St. Clare?

2. Complete the sentences.

1)

2)
3)
4)

Haley took off Tom’s shackles and handcuffs be-
cause... .

Eva attracted everyone’s attention because... .
St. Clare bought Tom because... .

Miss Ophelia decided to come to New Orleans be-
cause... .

L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Explain in your own words who is:

]

a passenger
planter
a talker
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Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

balance crew patience candy

1)
2)
3)

4)

Eva often came to visit the slaves and brought
for them and fruit.
Haley liked Tom’s
him.

Eva lost her
the boat into the water.

Before the end of the trip the

the steamer.

and began to trust

and fell over the side of

cleaned

Discussing the Text

Talk about Uncle Tom and Eva. Describe:

1)
2)
3)
4)

how they met on the boat;

how they made friends;

how Tom saved Eva when she fell into the river;
how her father bought Tom to take him with his

family to New Orleans.

Prove that Eva was an unusual girl with unusual
ideas.

CHAPTER 14

The carriage stopped in front of an old mansion,
built in that strange mixture of Spanish and French
style, that was still seen in some parts of New Orle-
ans. In the middle of the courtyard, a fountain threw
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high its clear water, which fell in a marble basin, full
of gold and silver fish. Around the fountain ran a walk,
surrounded by plants of the tropics and flowers. On the
whole, the place was splendid and romantic.

As the carriage drove in, Eva seemed like a bird
ready to get away from a cage.

“0, isn’t it beautiful, lovely!” she said to Miss Ophe-
lia. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

“It’s a pretty place,” said Miss Ophelia; “though it
looks rather old to me.”

St. Clare smiled. He turned to Tom, who was looking
round in admiration, and said:

“Tom, my boy, this seems to suit you.”

“Yes, Master, it looks about the right thing,” said
Tom.

Eva flew like a bird to a little bedroom, opening on
the verandah. A tall, dark-eyed woman half rose from
a couch.

“Mammal” said Eva, throwing herself on her neck.

“That will do, child. Don’t, you make my head ache,”
said the mother, after she had kissed her.

St. Clare came in, with his cousin. Marie curiously
lifted her large eyes on Miss Ophelia. A crowd of serv-
ants were now seen at the door, and among them a mid-
dle-aged mulatto woman.

“0, there’s Mammy!” said Eva.

She flew across the room, threw herself into her
arms, and kissed her more than once. This woman did
not tell her that she made her head ache. She hugged
her, and laughed, and cried. Then Eva flew from her to
another, shaking hands and kissing.

“Welll” said Miss Ophelia, “you southern people can
do something that I couldn’t.”

“What?” said St. Clare.
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“Well, I want to be kind to everybody, but kissing —”
“Niggers,” said St. Clare. “That you’re not up to?”
“Yes, that’s it. How can she?”

St. Clare laughed. “Here, you all — Mammy, Jimmy,
Polly, Sukey — glad to see Master?” he said, as he went
shaking hands from one to another.

Miss Ophelia took charge of the house in a few days
after their arrival. Marie St. Clare had been a terrible
housekeeper. Things were bad enough even before she
decided that she had several different diseases, and be-
gan spending most of her time on her couch with a nov-
el and smelling-salts. At the time of Miss Ophelia’s ar-
rival, everything had gone from bad to worse.

Miss Ophelia was up at four o’clock, ready for work.
The practical lady looked over store-rooms, cupboards, cel-
lars, and closets. Then she went to the kitchen, opened all
the drawers and set things in order with her own hands.
But the day after the kitchen looked again as if it had
been arranged by a hurricane blowing through it.

Almost all the servants agreed that Miss Ophelia was
‘curious.” Some of them even thought that she was no
lady. Ladies never keep working as she did, they said.
Even Marie said that it was absolutely tiring to see
Cousin Ophelia always so busy.

Augustine St. Clare made Tom the head coachman.
He was kept well dressed, because Marie St. Clare said
that she could not have any smell of the horses about
him when he came near her. In his good suit, with his
serious, kind black face, he looked very respectable.

A day or two after the return home, St. Clare sent
Tom on some errands. He was surprised to see how
quickly and how well his new servant did them. Then
he gave him more and more tasks, and finally Tom was
asked to provide the family with everything they needed.
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Tom and Eva had become close friends. The girl
asked her father that he might be her special servant,
in her walks or rides. Tom had orders to let everything
else go, and take Miss Eva whenever she wanted him.
And these orders were very pleasant to him.

After a while Tom felt so homesick, that he de-
cided to write a letter home. He got a sheet of paper
from Eva and sat at the table, trying to remember
Master George’s instructions. It was not easy. He had
forgotten the forms of some of the letters. Those he
did remember, he did not know exactly which to use.
While he was working, and breathing very hard, Eva
flew into his room, like a bird, and looked over his
shoulder.

“0, Uncle Tom! What funny things you are making,
there!”

“I'm trying to write to my poor old woman, Miss
Eva, and my little children,” said Tom, sadly. “But I’'m
afraid I can’t do it.”

“I'm so sorry, Tom, I can’t help you! Last year
I could write all the letters, but I'm afraid I’ve forgot-
ten.”

Eva put her golden head close to his, and the two
began a discussion over every word.

“Look, Uncle Tom, it really begins to look beauti-
ful,” said Eva. “How happy your wife will be, and the
poor little children! O, it’s a shame you ever had to go
away from them! I'll ask papa to let you go back, some
time.”

“Missis said that she would send down money for
me, as soon as they could get it,” said Tom. “Young
Master George said he’d come for me. He gave me this

dollar as a sign.” And Tom showed the girl the silver
dollar.
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“0, he’ll certainly erae, then!” said Eva. “I'm so
glad!”

“I say, Tom!” said & it Clare, coming into the room.
“What’s here?”

“0, it’s Tom’s letter }.’m helping him to write it,”
said Eva; “isn’t it nice?” ’

“T think, Tom, you' 'dbetter get me to write your
letter for you,” said St.C lare. “I’ll do it, when I come
home from my ride.”

The letter for Tomw =as written that evening, and
taken to the post-office.

One August morningT; 'om received the answer from
George Shelby.

The boy wrote that uAnt Chloe had gone to work for
a baker in Louisville, wethre she got four dollars a week
for her wonderful cakes\. Irs. Shelby put all of the mo-
ney into the bank to bu Tyfom back. Mose and Pete were
well, and baby Polly wsve already running around the
house, under the care c tf;he Shelby family. The rest of
this letter gave a list f o: George’s school subjects, and
also told the names o ff ‘our new horses, which were
bought since Tom had let.2f

Tom thought that i'w sas the most wonderful letter.
He was never tired of iolcking at it, and he even spoke
to Eva about getting ; ilframed and hung up in his

room.

Helpful ¥ YVords & Notes

built in that strange iimxture of Spanish and French
style — BBICTPOEHHA )N B TOM CTPAHHOM IIOJNYyHCIIaH-
ckom, moaydpanmyscewma ctuine (B paitome Hosoro Op-
jleaHa Ha TPOTSIKEHHM IMHEeCKOJBKUX CTOJIeTHM COMepHH-
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YaJaW MCHAHIBI U (PPaHIly3bl, YTO NOBIAMUAJNO HA XapakK-
TEep ropoACKOM apXUTEKTYP.I.)

marble basin — mpamopsasbIil Bacceiin

this seems to suit you — rebe s10, MoxOKE, MO AYIIE

That you’re not up to? — Ha sto Bac e xBaTUT?

Marie St. Clare had been a terrible housekeeper. — Ma-
pu Cen-Knep coBceM He 3aHMMAaJach MOMAIIHWAM XO3#Hi-
CTBOM.

smelling salts — HioxaTenbHas coxp; HMOPOMIKM ¢ a¢hup-
HBIMH MacjaMH, KOTOpPble WCIOJIb30BAIHCE IJSI CHATHA
rOJIOBHOUW OOJIM M NpeayIperxaeHuda 06MOpOKOB

as if it had been arranged by a hurricane blowing
through it — xax 6ygro mo Heii mponeccs yparan

St. Clare sent Tom on some errands — Cen-Kaep pman
ToMmy HeCKOJIBKO moOpydeHUi

to let everything else go — orio:xure Bce npyrue mena

Tom felt so homesick — Tom Tak szackyuan mo gomy

about getting it framed and hung up in his room —
O TOM, 4TODBI BCTABUTHL €r0 B PAMKY U [IOBECUTHL HA CTEHY

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) What kind of place was the St. Clares’ house in
New Orleans?

2) What did Miss Ophelia think about Eva’s kissing
the slaves?

3) Why did St. Clare need his cousin’s help with the
house?

4) What did the slaves think about Miss Ophelia?
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5) Why did Tom decide to write a letter home?
6) What kind of answer did Tom receive?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) The courtyard of St. Clares’ mansion had

a B with gold and silver fish.

2) Marie St. Clare spent most of her time on
a with a novel and smelling salts.

3) Mr. St. Clare made Tom the head

4) __ wrote the letter for Tom.

[J Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

housekeeper verandah cage baker

1) Eva seemed like a bird ready to get away from
a _ 0000

2) Marie St. Clare was a terrible

3) Aunt Chloe went to work for a | to make
money and buy Tom back.

4) Marie’s bedroom opened on the

2. Fill in the prepositions over, as, in, on.

1) Eva threw herself _ her mother’s neck.

2) Miss Ophelia set things __ order with her own
hands.

3) Ewva looked Uncle Tom’s shoulder.

4) George Shelby gave Tom a silver dollar
a sign that he would come for him some day.
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% Discussing the Text
1. Describe Tom’s life in New Orleans.

2. Prove that Eva saw no differences between black
and white people.

CHAPTER 15

We see our friend Tom again two years later. The
St. Clare family had gone for the summer to their vil-
la on Lake Pontchartrain. The villa was a cottage with
light bamboo verandahs, surrounded by beautiful gar-
dens. The drawing-room opened on to a large garden,
where winding paths ran down to the banks of the lake.

It was one of those golden sunsets which make the

water another sky. Tom and Eva were seated on a bench
near the lake.
“Tom,” said Eva, “I’m going to die soon.”

The faithful old heart felt a sudden thrust. Tom
couldn’t say a word. He thought how often he had no-
ticed, that Eva’s little hands had grown thinner, and
how, when she ran or played in the garden, as she once
could for hours, she became soon very tired.

At that moment Tom and Eva heard the voice of
Miss Ophelia.

“Eva — Eval You mustn’t be out there! It’s getting
cool!”

Eva and Tom hurried back to the house.

Miss Ophelia had long been worried about Eva. She
tried to talk to St. Clare about her fears, but he refused
to hear her suggestions.
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“You needn’t worry, Cousin!” he said. “Don’t you
see that the child is only growing? Children always lose
strength when they grow fast.”

“But she has that cough!”

“0! Nonsense! She has caught a little cold, perhaps,”
said St. Clare. “Take care of the child, keep her from
the night air. Don’t let her play too hard, and she’ll do
well enough.”

So he said, but he became nervous. He watched Eva,
spent more time with her than before, and took her
more often to ride with him.

Marie St. Clare paid even less attention to her
child’s health, because she was too busy studying two
or three new diseases which she believed she herself
had. Marie was sure that nobody around her could be
as sick as herself. It was nothing but laziness, she
said.

About this time, St. Clare’s brother Alfred, with
his eldest son spent a day or two with the family at
the lake. Henrique was a noble, dark-eyed boy of
twelve.

The two cousins began going for long rides together.
Eva had a little white pony, Henrique had brought his
own horse, a small black Arabian.

One morning when the children were ready to go for
their ride, Henrique saw some dust on his horse.

«“What's this, Dodo, you little lazy dog? You haven’t
rubbed my horse down this morning!” he said to his
servant, a little mulatto boy of about thirteen.

“Yes, Master,” said Dodo. “He rubbed him, but he
just —”

“Shut your mouth!” said Henrique, violently raising
his whip.

“Master Henrique!” he began.
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Henrique struck him across the face with his whip.
Then he seized one of his arms, forced him on to his
knees, and beat him till he was out of breath.

“Now will you learn not to answer back when I speak
to you? Take the horse back, and clean him properly. I’ll
teach you your placel”

“Young Master,” said Tom, “he was going to say,
that the horse rolled on the ground when he was bring-
ing him up from the stable. That’s the way he got that
dirt on him.”

“You hold your tongue till you’re asked to speak!”
said Henrique.

He turned and walked to speak to Eva, who was
standing on the verandah.

“Dear Cousin, I'm sorry this stupid fellow has kept
you waiting,” he said. “Let’s sit down here, on this seat
till they come. What’s the matter, Cousin?”

“How could you be so cruel to poor Dodo?” asked
Eva.

“Cruell” said the boy, surprised. “What do you mean,
dear Eva?”

“I don’t want you to call me dear Eva, when you do
such things,” said Eva.

“Dear Cousin, you don’t know Dodo. He’s so lazy.
And I can’t believe a word he says. The only way is
to put him down at once, not let him open his mouth.
That’s the way papa does.”

“But Uncle Tom said it was an accident, and he nev-
er tells what isn’t true.”

“He’s an uncommon old nigger, then!” said Henrique.
“Dodo will lie as fast as he can speak.”

“He’s frightened. And you beat him.”

“A whipping does him good. O, well, I won’t beat
him again before you, if you don’t like it.”
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Dodo soon appeared, with the horses.

“Well, Dodo, you’ve done pretty well, this time,”
said his young master. “Come, now, and hold Miss Eva’s
horse while I put her on to the saddle.”

Dodo came and stood by Eva’s pony. His face was
sad. His eyes looked as if he had been crying.

Henrique helped his cousin into the saddle, and,
gathering the reins, placed them in her hands. But Eva
bent to the other side of the horse, where Dodo was
standing, and said, “That’s a good boy, Dodo. Thank
you!”

Dodo looked up in amazement into the sweet young
face. The blood rushed to his cheeks, and the tears to
his eyes.

“Here, Dodo,” said his master and handed the boy
a coin. “Go get some candy, Dodo.”

And Henrique rode off after Eva. Dodo stood looking
after the two children. One had given him money. And
the other had given him what he wanted more — a kind
word.

The two brothers St. Clare were seated in the veran-
dah, playing chess, when Augustine said, “There come
the children.” And he hurried down to take his daughter
Eva off her horse.

“Eva darling! You’re not much tired?” he said, as
he clasped her in his arms. Eva’s short, hard breathing
alarmed her father. “How could you ride so fast, dear?
You know it’s bad for you.”

“I felt so well, papa, and liked it so much, I for-
got.”

St. Clare carried her in his arms into the drawing-
room, and laid her on the sofa. Henrique sat down by
the sofa, and took Eva’s hand.
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Helpful Words & Notes

It was one of those golden sunsets which make the wa-
ter another sky. — 3To GBI OAMH M3 Tex 30JIOTHCTBIX
3aKaTOB, KOTOPbIE OTPAMAOTCA B BOJEe, HEOTJIHYHMMON
oT Heba.

The faithful old heart felt a sudden thrust. — Cepaue
BEPHOT'O CTAaporo CJHVIU CHKaJoCh.

Arabian — apabckuii KoHB
to put him down — ocazurs ero
A whipping does him good. — JInmusaa mopka emMy TONb-

KO Ha TO0Jb3Y,

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say itrue or false. Correct the false statements.

1) The St. Clare family went for the summer to Ma-
rie’s home.

2) Eva was seriously ill, and she felt worse and
worse.

3) Eva’s parents were worried about her health.

4) Mr. St. Clare’s father came with a visit.

5) Henrique whipped his slave because he had al-
lowed his horse to get dirty.
6) Eva gave Dodo a coin for candy.

2. Fill in the names.

1) brought his own horse, a small black
Arabian.
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2) tried to explain to Henrique what had

really happened with the horse.
3) carried Eva to the house in her arms.

(O Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

cold health disease cough

1) Miss Ophelia was worried about Eva’s

2) The girl had a bad , and she became
tired very soon.

3) Eva’s father thought she had caught a :

4) Marie paid little attention to her daughter’s

2. Fill in the prepositions by, for, in, with.

1) Eva and her cousin began going long rides
together.

2) Henrique struck him across the face _____ his
whip.

3) Dodo looked up amazement in Eva’s face.

4) Henrique sat down the sofa, and took
Eva’s hand.

¥ Discussing the Text

1. Describe the incident with Dodo. Say:

1) why Henrique whipped the boy.
2) who defended him.
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3) the whole story changed the young master and
his slave,

Give your opinion.

Henrique didn’t believe Dodo when he tried to give
an explanation. Can you say why? Can you think of
another character of this book who was sure that the
slaves were just lazy?

CHAPTER 16

Soon Alfred St. Clare and his son went back home.
Eva’s health began to get worse very fast, and the
doctor was finally called. Marie suddenly took a new

turn.
“] knew it,” she said. “I always felt that my only

child would die before my eyes.”
“My dear Marie, don’t talk like that!” said St. Clare.
“You don’t have mother’s feelings, St. Clare!” said
Marie. “If you don’t feel when your only child is so
sick, 1 do. It’s too much for me.”
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“It’s true,” said St. Clare, “that Eva’s situation is
critical. But the doctor says there is still hope.”

In a week or two, Eva’s health even improved. She
played and laughed again. Her happy father said that
she soon would be all right. Miss Ophelia and the doe-
tor alone knew that it was not true. There was one oth-
er heart, too, that felt the same, and that was the little
heart of Eva.

One afternoon the girl came up the verandah steps to
her father and sat beside him.

“Papa,” said Eva, firmly, “I want to say something
to you. I want to say it now, before I get weaker.”

“O, now, my dear little Eva!” said St. Clare, try-
ing to speak cheerfully. “You mustn’t have such sad
thoughts. See here, I’ve bought a statuette for you!”

“No, papa,” said Eva, putting it gently away, “don’t
deceive yourself! I am not any better, I know it perfectly
well. And I want you to do something for me.”

“Yes, dear, I will do anything in the world. Any-
thing you could ask me to.”

“Papa, isn’t there some way to have all the slaves
made free?”

“That’s a difficult question, dear. There’s no doubt
that this way is a very bad one. Many people think so.
I myself wish that there were not a slave in our coun-
try. But, then, I don’t know what can be done about it!”

“Papa, you are such a good man, and so noble, and
kind. And people always listen to you. Couldn’t you go
around and ask people to set the slaves free? When I am
dead, papa, then you will think about me, and try to do
this.”

“When you are dead, Eva,” said St. Clare, with emo-
tion. “My dear little Eva! Oh, don’t talk like that. I tell
you I can’t let you go, Eva.”
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“Papa, I know how much you love me. And, oh,
I love you so much. But these poor creatures love their
children as much as you love me. Do something for
them! Poor Mammy loves her children. And Tom loves
his little children, too. Still he had to leave them. If
anything happens to you, what would become of them?
There are very few men like you, papa. Uncle Alfred
isn’t like you, and mamma isn’t,” said Eva sadly. “And
promise me, dear father, that you will make Tom free,
so he can go back to his children.”

“I promise, darling,” said St. Clare.

Eva died one early morning, in the end of summer.
Then there was a funeral, and carriages drove up to the
door, and strangers came, and there were white flowers
everywhere in the house. St. Clare stood beside the little
orave — he could not realize that it was his Eva there.

In a few days the St. Clare family left the house
and garden, with its little grave, and returned to New
Orleans. St. Clare walked the streets, and he smiled,
and talked to people, and read the newspapers. Who
could see that he used all these smiles to hide his deep
grief?

“Mr. St. Clare is a strange man,” said Marie to Miss
Ophelia, in a complaining tone. “I used to think, if there
was anything in the world he did love, it was our dear
little Eva. But he seems to be forgetting her very easily.
[ can’t ever get him to talk about her. I really thought
he would show more feeling!”

“Still waters run deepest, they say,” said Miss Ophelia.

“0, I don’t believe in such things. If people have
feeling, they show it.”

“Missis, Master St. Clare is getting thin. He eats
nothing,” said Mammy. “I know he doesn’t forget Miss
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Eva. Nobody could. Dear little girl!” she added, wiping
her eyes.

While this conversation was taking place in the draw-
ing-room, another was going on in St. Clare’s library.

“Tom,” said St. Clare, “I’'m going to make you a free
man. So pack your things and get ready to go back to
Kentucky.”

The sudden light of joy shone in Tom’s face.

“Thank you so much, sir,” he whispered.

St. Clare didn’t like it that Tom should be so ready
to leave him.

“You haven’t had very bad times here, that you need
be so happy, Tom,” he said drily.

“No, no, Master! It isn’t that! It’s being a free man!
That’s what I’m so happy about.”

“Why, Tom, you know, you can’t possibly earn, by
your work, such clothes and such living as I have given
you.”

“I know all that, Master St. Clare. You’ve been very
good to me, Master, but I"d rather have poor clothes,
poor house, poor everything, and have them mine, than
have the best, and have them any man’s else. I think
it’s nature.”

“I suppose so, Tom, and you’ll be going off and leav-
ing me, in a month or so,” said St. Claire.

“Not while Master’s in trouble,” said Tom. “I’ll stay
with Master as long as he wants me.”

“Not while I'm in trouble, Tom?” said St. Clare,
looking sadly out of the window. “And you really mean
to stay till my trouble is over? Ah, Tom, you silly boy!
I won’t keep you till that day. Go home to your wife
and children, and give my love to everyone.”

St. Clare got up and walked thoughtfully up and
down the library. He seemed to forget everything in his
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own thoughts. Tom had to tell him twice that the tea
bell had rung, before he could get his attention.

St. Clare was absent and thoughtful, all tea-time. Af-
ter tea, he and Marie and Miss Ophelia came into the
drawing-room.

Marie lay down on the sofa, under a silk mosqui-
to curtain, and was soon asleep. Miss Ophelia took her
knitting. St. Clare sat down to the piano, and began
playing a soft and melancholy tune.

“Dear little Eva, poor child!” said St. Clare, stop-
ping, thoughtfully. “She had set her simple soul on
a good work for me.”

It was the first time since Eva’s death that he had
ever said as many words to his cousin. And he was
speaking with very strong feeling.

“We should do something to change this bad system
that lies at the foundation of all our society,” he added.
“You see, I am braver than I was, because I have lost
everything. And a person who has nothing to lose can
afford all risks.”

“And what are you going to do?” said Miss Ophelia.

“My duty, I hope, to the poor and miserable,” said
St. Clare. “I'm going to begin with my own servants,
for whom I have yet done nothing. And, perhaps, some
day, I could do something to save my country from
slavery.”

“Do you think it possible that a nation ever will vol-
untarily set the negroes free?” asked Miss Ophelia.

“I don’t know,” said St. Clare. “Perhaps, among us
may be found generous souls, who do not estimate hon-
our and justice by dollars and cents.”

Miss Ophelia did not reply. There was a pause of
some moments. St. Clare walked up and down the room
for some minutes more, and then said:
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“I’ll go down street, a few moments, and hear the
news.”

He took his hat, and went out. Tom followed him to
the gate, and asked if he should go with him.

“No, my boy,” said St. Clare. “I'll be back in
an hour.”

Helpful Words & Notes

Marie suddenly took a new turn. — Mapu BApyr cmeHu-
Jla TAKTHKY.

isn’t there some way to have all the slaves made free —
HeJIb3A JIU OTHYCTUTH BCeX paboB Ha BOJIIO

this way is a very bad one — To0, uro npoucxoaur ceii-
YAC — JTO O4UYEHb IIJIOXO

Still waters run deepest — B Tuxom omyTe uepTu BOmATCH

I think it’s nature. — § aymalo, Takosa mpupoga uyesioBera.

She had set her simple soul on a good work for me. —
Ee mpocrad ayuia BbIBeJla MEHsS HA NPAaBUJIBHBIA IIVTh.

Perhaps, among us may be found generous souls, who
do not estimate honour and justice by dollars and
cents. — BosMoHO, cpefm Hac Halayrcs OaaropoiHble
JIOAU, KOTOPble HE CYHTAIT BO3MOMHBIM OIleHHBATH
4ecTh M CIPaABEAJHBOCTb B AOJLIapax M IEeHTaX.

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) What did Eva ask his father before her death?
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2) Why did Marie think that her husband was
a strange man?

3) What did St. Clare tell Tom?

4) Why was Tom so happy when his master prom-
ised him freedom?

5) What decision did St. Clare make that evening?

2. Put the sentences in the right order.

1) St. Clare decided to do something to save the
country from slavery.

2) Eva asked her father to free Tom.

3) The St. Clare family left the house and garden,
with its little grave, and returned to New Orleans.

4) Eva’s health began to get worse very fast, and
the doctor was finally called.

5) Marie suddenly took a new turn.

(L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the adjectives from the box.

free melancholy deep critical

1) Eva’s situation was , but her family still
tried to hope for the best.

2) St. Clare used his smiles to hide his grief.

3) Eva’s father promised to set Tom g

4) He sat down to the piano, and played a soft and

tune.

2. Report the sentences in indirect speech.

1) “You don’t have mother’s feelings, St. Clare!”
said Marie.



2) “Papa, don’t deceive yourself,” said Eva.

3) “You'’ve been very good to me, Master,” said
Tom.

4) “And what are you going to do?” said Miss Oph-
elia.

Y% Discussing the Text

1. Talk about the promises St. Clare made to his

daughter before her death. How could he fulfill
them? Give your ideas.

2. “Still waters run deepest,” said Miss Ophelia about
her cousin. Can you explain what she meant?

CHAPTER 17

Tom sat down in the verandah. It was a beautiful
moonlight evening. Tom thought of his home, and that
he should soon be a free man, and he could return to
it. He thought how he should work to buy his wife and
children. Then he thought of his noble young master,
and then his thoughts passed on to the beautiful Eva.
And, so thinking, he fell asleep, and dreamed he saw
her coming towards him, just as she used to come, with
flowers in her hair, her cheeks bright, and her eyes
happy.

Suddenly Tom heard a loud knocking, and a sound
of many voices at the gate. He hurried to open it. Sev-
eral men came in, bringing a body. The light of the
lamp fell on the face. Tom gave a wild cry of amaze-
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ment and despair, as the men approached the open door
of the drawing-room, where Miss Ophelia still sat knit-
ting.

St. Clare had gone into a café, to look over
an evening paper. As he was reading, two gentlemen,
whom he slightly knew, quarreled. St. Clare and one or
two others tried to separate them, and St. Clare was fa-
tally wounded with a knife in the struggle.

The house was full of ecries, shrieks and screams
of Marie St. Clare and servants. Tom and Miss Ophe-
lia alone seemed to have any presence of mind. At Miss
Ophelia’s direction, St. Clare was taken to the drawing-
room. The doctor arrived, and made his examination. It
was clear, from the expression of his face, that there
was no hope. He dressed the wound, and then looked at
the frightened servants, who had gathered by the doors
and windows of the verandah.

“Now,” said the doctor, “we must turn all these crea-
tures out. He should be kept quiet.”

St. Clare opened his eyes, and looked at the negro
servants, whom Miss Ophelia and the doctor were trying
to get from the verandah.

“Poor creatures!” said St. Clare, and an expression of
bitter self-reproach passed over his face. After a while,
he laid his hand on Tom’s, who was standing beside him,
and said, “Tom! Poor fellow!”

“What, Master?” asked Tom.

“I am dying!” said St. Clare, pressing his hand.

A few moments later he was gone.

When the negro servants knew that their kind mas-
ter was dead, their sobs and groans and shrieks of de-
spair filled every room and gallery of the house. They
had all loved him. And they knew that they had lost
a kind friend.
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Marie, at the time her husband breathed his last,
was passing from one fainting fit to another. Miss
Ophelia, with her strength and self-control, had re-
mained with her cousin to the last, doing everything of
the little that could be done.

The funeral was over, with prayers, and sad fa-
ces. Then the cool, muddy waves of every-day life rolled
back. “What is to be done next?” was the question in
everybody’s eyes.

Miss Ophelia began to think about going back to her
northern home. Marie St. Clare spent most of her time
with the dressmakers. The servants felt she had no feel-
ing for them. They knew that, after their master’s
death, there would be no screen between them and ty-
rannical mistress in whose hands they were left.

It was about a fortnight after the funeral, that Miss
Ophelia heard a gentle knock at her door. She opened it
and saw Rosa, the pretty young quadroon. Her hair was
in disorder, and her eyes red with crying.

“0, Miss Ophelia,” she said, falling on her knees, and
catching the skirt of her dress, “Please go to Miss Marie
for me! She’s going to send me out to be whipped! Look
there!” And she handed to Miss Ophelia a piece of paper.

It was an order, written in Marie’s hand, to the mas-
ter of a whipping-house to give the girl fifteen lashes.

“You know, Miss Ophelia, I was trying on Miss
Marie’s dress, and she slapped my face. I spoke out before
I thought. She said that she’d bring me down, once and
for all. She wrote this, and said that I should carry it.”

Miss Ophelia looked at the paper in her hand.

“You see, Miss Ophelia,” said Rosa, “I don’t mind
the whipping so much from Miss Marie or you. But
to be sent to a man! And such a terrible man! Such
a shame, Miss Ophelial”
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Miss Ophelia knew that women and young girls were
sent to whipping-houses. She had known it before, but
she had never realized how awful it was for them. She
crushed the paper firmly in her hand, and said to Rosa:

“Sit down, child, while I go to your mistress.”

She found Marie sitting up in her easy chair, with
Mammy standing by her, brushing her hair.

“How are you today?” said Miss Ophelia.

A deep sigh, and a closing of the eyes, was the only
answer, for a moment. Then Marie said:

“O, I don’t know, Cousin. I think I'm as well as
I ever shall be!” and Marie wiped her eyes with a hand-
kerchief.

“T need to speak with you about poor Rosa,” said
Miss Ophelia, with a short, dry cough.

Marie’s eves were open wide enough now, and she
answered, sharply,

“Well, what about her?”

“She is very sorry for her fault.”

“She is, is she? I'm tired of that child’s bad beha-
viour. Now I’ll bring her down. I’ll make her lie in the
dust!”

“But couldn’t you punish her some other way? Some
way that would be less shameful?”

“That’s just what I want. She’s forgotten who she is.
I’ll give her one lesson that will bring her down!”

“But that’s so cruel!” said Miss Ophelia, with energy.

“I’d like to know what cruel is! I wrote orders for
only fifteen lashes. I’'m sure there’s no cruelty there.
[t might seem so to anybody with your feeling. But all
these creatures get used to it. It’s the only way they can
be kept in order. Let them all know that I'll send every-
one out to be whipped, one after another, if they forget
themselves!” said Marie, looking around her decidedly.
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Miss Ophelia sat for a moment, as if she had swal-
lowed some explosive mixture, and were ready to burst.
Then she gathered herself up, and walked out of the room.

It was hard to go back and tell Rosa that she could
do nothing for her. Shortly after that, one of the man-
servants came to say that her mistress had ordered him
to take Rosa with him to the whipping-house.

Helpful Words & Notes

presence of mind — npucyrcrBue mayxa

dressed the wound — mnepesBsasan pany

Marie, at the time her husband breathed his last, was
passing from ome fainting fit to another. — Korza

My Mapu ymupan, v Hee oJWH OOMOPOK CMeHAJICH
OPYTHM.

there would be no screen between them and tyrannical
mistress — HHUKaKad CHJIa HEe 3al[UTHT HUX OT Ieclo-
TUYHOU XO3AUKH

whipping-house — crnenuansHOe 3aBefieHHe IS [IOPKM paboB

She said that she’d bring me down, once and for all. —
Ona ckasajsia, 4TO TPHUCTPYHUT MeHs pa3 M HaBceria.

as if she had swallowed some explosive mixture, and
were ready to burst — xax Oyaro oHa mOporaoTmia
KAKYIO-TO B3PHIBOOIACHYI0O CMeCh, M €e BOT-BOT paso-
pBET HaA YacTu

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say who:

1) dreamed about Eva.
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2) dressed St. Clare’s wound.

3) was passing from one fainting fit to another.
4) began to think about going back to the north.
5) ordered to give Rosa fifteen lashes of the whip.

2. Answer the questions.

1) What happened to Augustine St. Clare in the cafe?

2) How did the family and servants take St. Clare’s
death?

3) Who remained with him to the last?

4) Why were the slaves so worried about their fu-
ture after their master’s death?

5) What happened to Rosa after the funeral?

[} Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the adjectives from the box.

sudden frightened muddy bitter

1) An expression of _ self-reproach passed
over St. Clare’s face.
2) After the funeral the cool,

ery-day life rolled back.

waves of ev-

3) St. Clare’s death was very _ , and he had
no time to free Tom.
4) The __ servants gathered by the doors and

windows of the verandah.

2. Fill in prepositions if necessary.

1) St. Clare was wounded _____ a knife in the
struggle.
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2) Rosa was trying Marie’s dress, when she

slapped her face.

3) Rosa’s hair was disorder, and her eyes
were red crying.

4) Ophelia gathered herself and walked out of
the room.

¥ Discussing the Text

1. Prove that Mr. St. Clare’s death was a shock to his
family and slaves.

2. Describe the conversation between Marie and Ophe-
lia about Rosa’s punishment.

Why did Rosa ask Miss Ophelia for help? Why
couldn’t she help her? Give your ideas.

CHAPTER 18

A few days after, Tom was standing by the balco-
nies, when one of the servants, Adolph, came up to him.

“Do you know, Tom, that we are all going to be
sold?” said Adolph.

“Where did you hear that?” said Tom.

“l hid myself behind the curtains when Missis was
talking with the lawyer. She’s going to send us all off to
auction, Tom. All except Mammy and Jane. She’s going to
sell the house, too, and go back to her father’s plantation.”

Tom turned away with a heavy heart. Freedom had
been so near. He had dreamed how he would return to
his wife and the children.
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He went to Miss Ophelia, who had always treated
him with respectful kindness.

“Miss Ophelia,” he said. “Master St. Clare promised
me my freedom. He told me that he had begun to take
it out for me. Perhaps, if you could speak about it to
Missis, she would agree to go on with it, because it was
Master St. Clare’s wish.”

“I’ll speak for you, Tom, and do my best,” said Miss
Ophelia. “But, if it depends on Mrs. St. Clare, I can’t
hope much for you. Nevertheless, I'll try.”

Miss Ophelia gathered herself up, and, taking her
knitting, went to Marie’s room. She wanted to be as nice
as possible, and talk about Tom with all the diplomatic
skill which she had.

She found Marie on a sofa, surrounded by pillows.
One of the servants, Jane, who had been out shopping,
was putting before her pieces of thin black fabric.

“That will do,” said Marie, taking one of them.
“What do you think, Cousin?”

“You can judge about it better than I,” said Miss
Ophelia.

“The fact is,” said Marie, “that I have no dresses
that I can wear. I am going off next week. So I must
decide on something.”

“Are you going so soon?”

“Yes. St. Clare’s brother has written. He and the
lawyer think that I should put the servants and furni-
ture up at auction, and leave the place with our lawyer.”

“There’s one thing I wanted to speak to you about,”
said Miss Ophelia. “Augustine promised Tom his free-
dom, and began to prepare the papers. I hope you will
use your influence to have it done.”

“Indeed, I shall do no such thing!” said Marie, sharp-
ly. “Tom is one of the most valuable servants. I can’t
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let him go. Besides, why does he want freedom? He’s
a great deal better off as he is.”

“But he wants it, and his master promised it,” said
Miss Ophelia.

“I’'m sure he wants it,” said Marie. “They all want
it. They always want something what they haven’t got.
Now, I'm against setting him free, in any case. Keep
a negro under the care of a master, and he does well
enough, and is respectable. But if you set them free,
and they get lazy, and won’t work, and start drinking.
I’ve seen it hundreds of times.”

“But Tom is so steady and hard-working.”

“0, you needn’t tell me! I’ve seen a hundred like him.
He’ll do very well, as long as he’s taken care of. That’s all.”

“But, then,” said Miss Ophelia, “when you set him
up for sale, he can get a bad master.”

“0, that’s all nonsense!” said Marie. “It is one time
in a hundred that a good fellow gets a bad master. Most
masters are good. I've lived and grown up here, in the
South, and I've never seen a master that didn’t treat his
servants well.”

“Well,” said Miss Ophelia, energetically, “I know it
was one of the last wishes of your husband that Tom
should have his freedom. It was one of the promises that
he made to dear little Eva. I don’t think you would like
to break that promise.”

Marie began sobbing.

“Everybody goes against me!” she said. “How can you
be so unkind? It’s so hard to lose my only daughter and
a husband. And you seem to have so little feeling for
me. You keep talking about them so carelessly, when you
know how bad it is for mel!”

And Marie sobbed, and told Mammy to open the win-
dow, and to bring her the smelling-salts. Miss Ophelia
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returned to her room. She saw, at once, that it would
do no good to say anything more. But she did the next
best thing she could for Tom — she wrote a letter to
Mrs. Shelby, asking her to buy him, if possible.

The next day, Tom and Adolph, and some other
St. Clare servants, were sent to a slave warehouse, to
the trader, who was going to sell them at auction. The
warehouse was divided into two long rooms, one for
men, the other for women. They entered a long room,
full of many other men, of all ages and sizes. The trad-
er, Mr. Skeggs, told the slaves to be good boys and go
to sleep, and left the warehouse.

The women’s room was full of girls and women,
sleeping on the floor. In a corner, sitting apart from
the rest, were two women. One of them was a respecta-
bly dressed mulatto woman. She was forty or fifty years
old, with soft eyes and a pleasant face. By her side was
a young girl of fifteen — her daughter. She was a quad-
roon, as may be seen from her fairer skin, though she
had her mother’s soft, dark eyes, with longer lashes, and
brown curly hair.

Mother and daughter, called Susan and Emmeline,
used to live in the house of a kind lady of New Orle-
ans. She had carefully trained them, and taught them
to read and write. And their life had been as happy as
was possible. But the only son of the lady lost a large
amount of money, and the creditors decided to sell these
two women and a lot of plantation slaves to get back the
money.

Both were crying, but each quietly, that the other
may not hear.

“Mother, just lay vour head on my lap, and see if
vou can’t sleep a little,” said the girl, trying to appear
calm.
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“I can’t sleep, Em. It’s the last night we may be to-
gether!”

“0, mother, don’t say so! Perhaps we shall get sold
together. Who knows?”

“I'm so afraid of losing you that I don’t see any-
thing but the danger,” said the woman.

“Why, mother, the man said we would sell well.”

Susan remembered the man’s looks and words. She
remembered how he had looked at Emmeline’s white lit-
tle hands, and her curly hair.

“I want you to brush your hair all back straight, to-
morrow,” she said.

“What for, mother? I don’t look so well, that way.”

“Yes, but you’ll sell better, if you look more respect-
able.”

“Well, mother, then I will.”

“And, Emmeline, if we shouldn’t ever see each oth-
er again, after tomorrow, always remember how you’ve
been brought up, and all Missis has told you.”

The poor woman knew that any man, however cru-
el and brutal, if he only had money to pay for her,
could become owner of her daughter, body and soul. She
thought about that, as she held her pretty daughter in
her arms.

Early in the morning Mr. Skeggs came in the ware-
house, with his cigar in his mouth, for a last review be-
fore the auction.

“How’s this?” he said, stepping in front of Susan
and Emmeline. “Where are your curls, girl?”

The girl looked at her mother, who answered:

“l was telling her, last night, to put up her hair
smooth and neat. It looks more respectable.”

“Nonsense!” said the man, turning to the girl. “You
go right along, and make those curls again! And you go
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and help her,” he added, to the mother. “These curls may
make a hundred dollars difference in the sale of her.”

Helpful Words & Notes

he had begun to take it out for me — oH y:Ke Hauax
odopMIeHnie dymar

fabric — TKaHBL, MaTepHal

decide on something — uto-To BBEIOpATH

He’s a great deal better off as he is. — Emy Tax ropas-

00 JIy4llle >XHBEeTCH.

when you set him up for sale — Korga BBl BBICTABHTE
ero Ha IMPOoJaKy

she did the next best thing she could for Tom — omna
cnemana gas Toma, 4TO MOIVIa

slave warehouse — meBoJbHUUHIT Gapax

the man said we were would sell well — Tor uenosek
CKa3aj, 4TO Hac NpPOoAaAyT B XOpPOIIHe PYKH

These curls may make a hundred dollars difference in
the sale of her. — HM3-3a 5THX KyApdAIleK 38 Hee MOXK-
HO OyJeT BBIPYYHTH HA CTO A0JJIapoB OoJble.

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say true or false. Correct the false statements.

1) Miss Ophelia told Tom that Marie was going to
sell almost all the slaves.

2) Marie asked her servant to buy pieces of black
fabric for her dresses.
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3) Ophelia decided to buy Tom herself,

4) Tom and other slaves from St. Clare’s home were
sent straight to the action.

5) Emmeline was a pretty quadroon girl with brown
curly hair.

Complete the sentences.

1) Miss Ophelia needed all her patience and diplomat-
ic skill in conversations with Marie because... .

2) Marie refused to set Tom free because... .

3) The trader ordered Emmeline to make the curls
again because... .

[l Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

|_ auction warehouse review influence

1) Miss Ophelia had no on Marie St. Clare.
2) The _ was divided into two parts — one
for men, the other for women.

3) The lawyer recommended to put the slaves and
furniture up at

4) The trader came to the slave warehouse for a last

Choose the correct form of the verbs.

1) “If it (depend/depends) on Marie St. Clare, I can’t
hope much for you,” said Ophelia.

2) The slaves were sent to the trader who (was/had
been) going to sell them at auction.
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3) “It’s the last night we (must/may) be together!”
said Susan.

4) Susan remembered how the man (looked/had
looked) at Emmeline.

Discussing the Text

Describe the conversation between Ophelia and
Marie about Tom.

What arguments did Ophelia use? Why were they
useless?

Talk about Susan and her daughter.

Why did Susan ask her daughter Emmeline to brush
her hair straight back? Why didn’t her trick work?



CHAPTER 19

The slave market was a big beautiful house with
a splendid dome and a fine marble floor. Here and there
were placed small platforms for the slaves, so that they
could be more easily seen by those who wished to buy
them. One of the platforms was surrounded by a group,
waiting for the moment of sale. Among them were the
St. Clare servants — Tom, Adolph, and others. And
there were, too, Susan and Emmeline.

Tom stood examining the faces around him, tryving
to find one whom he would wish to call master. He saw
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a lot of men, every variety of commonplace men, who
pick up their fellow-men as one picks up chips, putting
them into the fire or a basket with the same face. But
he saw no St. Clare.

A little before the sale, a short, broad, muscular
man elbowed his way through the crowd. He came up
to the group and began to examine the slaves. From the
moment that Tom saw him, he immediately felt horror
that increased as he came near. He was a strong man
with a round head, large, light-gray eyes, with sandy
eyebrows, and sun-burned hair. His hands were very
large, hairy, sun-burned, and very dirty.

The man seized Tom by the jaw, and pulled open
his mouth to see his teeth. Then he made him show his
muscles, turned him round, made him jump.

“Where are you from?” he asked.

“From Kentucky, Master,” said Tom.

“What did you do?”

“I took care of Master’s farm,” said Tom.

“Likely story!” said the man, as he passed on. He
stood for a moment before Adolph, and then walked on.
Then he stopped again before Susan and Emmeline. He
put out his heavy, dirty hand to the girl. He felt her
arms, looked at her teeth, and then pushed her back
against her mother.

The girl was frightened, and began to cry.

“Stop that!” said the salesman. “The sale is going to
begin.” And the sale began.

Adolph and the other St. Clare servants went to var-
ious buyers.

“Now, up with you, boy!” said the salesman to Tom.

Tom stepped on the platform, gave a few anxious
looks round. And almost in a moment Tom was sold. He

was pushed from the platform. The short, round-headed
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man seized him by the shoulder, pushed him to one side,
saying, “Stand there, you!”

Tom hardly realized anything. But the sale still went
on. The hammer went down again. Susan was sold! She
went down from the platform, stopped, looked back at
her daughter. Then she looked with agony in the face of
the respectable middle-aged man who had bought her.

“0, Master, please buy my daughter!”

“I'd like to, but I'm afraid I can’t afford it!” said
the gentleman, looking, with sympathy, as the young
girl stepped on the platform. “I’ll do what I can,” said
the kind gentleman.

But he could do nothing, because the bids were too
high. The hammer fell — and the round-headed man got
the girl too. Tom, Emmeline and two other men now had
a new master — Mr. Legree, owner of a cotton planta-
tion on the Red river.

The girl went off, crying. The kind gentleman was
sorry for her mother. But, then, the thing happens eve-
ry day, he said, it can’t be helped. And he walked off,
taking Susan with him, in anotherdirection.

Mr. Simon Legree bought slaves at one place and an-
other, in New Orleans, to the number of eight. Then he
chained them, in couples of two and two, and brought
them to the steamer called Pirate, which was ready for
a trip up the Red river.

When the boat was off, he came up to Tom, who was
wearing his best suit and shining boots, and said:

“Stand up.”

Tom stood up.

“Take off those clothes!”

Legree turned to Tom’s box and took from it a pair
of old pants and a coat, which Tom had put on to work
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in the stable. Then he took handcuffs off Tom’s hands,
and, pointing to a spot among the boxes, said:

“You go there, and put these on.”

Tom obeyed, and in a few moments returned.

“Take off your boots,” said Mr. Legree.

Tom did it.

“There,” said Mr. Legree, throwing him a pair of
old, coarse shoes, such as were common among the
slaves, “put these on.”

Then Mr. Legree put the handcuffs on again and be-
gan examining the pockets of Tom’s clothes. He drew
out a silk handkerchief, and put it into his own pocket.
Then he drew out several little things — gifts from Eva,
and threw them over his shoulder into the river. Then
he took Tom’s box and sold all the things to sailors.

“Now, Tom, you have no extra baggage, you see. Take
good care of the clothes. It’ll be long enough before you
get more. One suit has to do for one year, on my place.”

Legree walked up to the place where Emmeline was
sitting, chained to another woman.

“Well, my dear,” he said, taking her chin, “keep up
your spirits.”

The look of horror, which the girl gave him, did not
escape his eyed. He frowned fiercely.

“None of that, girl! You’ve got to keep a pleas-
ant face, when I speak to you. Do you hear? I say, all
of you,” he said to his slaves, showing his great, heavy
fist, “do you see this fist? Well, I tell you this fist has
got as hard as iron knocking down niggers. Do what
I tell you, quickly, the moment 1 speak. That’s the way
to keep in with me. Always remember that!”

Simon turned, and went to the bar of the boat.

“That’s the way I begin with my niggers,” he said to
a man, who had stood by him during his speech. “It’s my
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system to begin strong. Just let them know what to ex-
pect.”

“Indeed!” said the stranger, looking upon him with
the curiosity of a naturalist studying a butterfly.

“Yes, indeed. I'm none of your gentlemen planters.
I don’t go for saving niggers. Use up, and buy more.
That’s my way,” said Simon, drinking from his glass.

“And how long do they generally last?” said the
stranger.

“Well, don’t know. Strong fellows last six or seven
years. Weak ones — two or three. I used to keep them
comfortable, and give them clothes and blankets, and
what not. It was no use. I lost money on them. Now,
you see, when one nigger’s dead, I buy another. I find it
comes cheaper and easier, every way.”

Helpful Words & Notes

every variety of commonplace men, who pick up their
fellow-men as one picks up chips, putting them into
the fire or a basket — mnHuuemM He npmmeuarTenbHBIX
JIOJeill BCeX BHMJIOB, JJA KOTOPbIX OJMMKHWHN BCce PaBHO
4TO LlenKa: moHamoburca — Opocaid ee B OroHb, He IIO-
Hago0uTCA — OCTABJAN B KOp3WHE.

Likely story! — Bpu 6Gousbiue!

the bids were too high — craBku 6bLIM CIAMIIKOM BBICOKH

the Red river — pexa Pen-Pusep

One suit has to do for one year, on my place. — f BEI-
nam ofesKay pas B Iroj.

keep up your spirits — me rpycrn

this fist has got as hard as iron knocking down nig-
gers — OJTOT KVyJaK TaKOM JKeJe3Hbill, IIOTOMY UTO #
00 UM HErpoB
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That’s the way to keep in with me. — Toapxko Tak co
MHOHW MOJKHO JIAIUTh.
It’s my system to begin strong. — § cumrarw, 4ro HX
HYMKHO Cpa3y TMPHUOYTHYTh.
I don’t go for saving niggers. — §l He craparock Oepeubn
HEerpoB.
Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) Where did the auction take place?
2) What did Legree do before the auction?
3) Who bought Susan and Emmeline?
4) Where did Legree take the slaves?
5) What did Legree do with Tom’s things?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Susan’s new owner couldn’t buy Emmeline be-
cause... .

2) Legree’s system with the slaves was... .

3) Legree stopped saving slaves because... .

[} Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the words from the box.

[ gifts dome bids way

1) The slave market was a big house with a splendid
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2) A man elbowed his
to see the slaves.

through the crowd

3) for Emmeline were very high.
4) Legree threw into the river the from
Eva.

2. Find in the text the English for:

BBRITOPEBIIINE HA COJHIE BOJIOCHI, CXBATUTH 34 UYEJIIOCTb;
BJAAJENEIl XJIOMKOBOH IJaHTAllMKM;, JUIIHUA Oara.

Y Discussing the Text

1. Talk about the auction.

Describe the slave market and the buyers. Say what
happened to the slaves.

2. Talk about the way Legree treated his slaves.

CHAPTER 20

Legree’s plantation had once belonged to a gentle-
man, who had taken a good care of his grounds. After
his death it had been bought by Legree, who used it, as
he did everything else, only to make money.

What once was a large garden was now all grown
over with weeds. What was once a smooth lawn before
the house, was now covered with grass. Here and there,
on the ground, in all directions, there were broken buck-
ets and boxes, cobs of corn, straw.

The large house was built in a manner common at the
South, with white columns and wide verandahs on both
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floors. But the place looked uncomfortable. Some windows
were broken, some were stopped up with boards.

“Here, you, Sambo,” said Legree to one of his over-
seers, “take these boys down to the village.”

The village was a part of the plantation, far off
from the house. Tom’s heart sunk when he saw the cab-
ins. He had imagined himself a cottage, rude, indeed,
but one which he might make neat and quiet. A place to
be alone after work. He looked into some of the cabins.
There were only walls, with no furniture, except a heap
of dirty straw over the floor.

“Which of these will be mine?” he asked Sambo.

“I don’t know. You can turn in here, I think,” said
Sambo. “There’s a pretty big crowd of niggers in each of.
them, now. I don’t know what to do with more.”

It was late in the evening when the slaves came back
from the cotton fields. Men and women, in dirty clothes,
were too tired to look pleasantly on newcomers. They
had to grind their own corn for supper yet.

“There, you,” said the other of Legree’s overseers,
Quimbo, throwing down a small bag of corn. “Take care
of it. You’ll get no more this week.”

Tom was hungry with his day’s journey, but he
waited till a late hour, to get a place at the hand-mills.
And then he ground corn for two very tired women, put
more wood into the fire, where many had baked cakes
before them, and then began to prepare his own supper.
Help was new there, small as it was. An expression of
kindness came over the hard face of the women. They
made his cake for him. When they left, Tom sat alone,
by the fire, then he went to his cabin, and he stretched
himself in the straw and fell asleep.

Tom quickly saw what was to be hoped or feared in
his new way of life. He had always been good at every-
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thing he did. So he decided to work hard in the fields to
avoid trouble. But he still hoped that that some way of
escape might yet be opened to him.

Legree noticed what a good worker Tom was. Yet he
felt a secret dislike to him. He didn’t like Tom’s kind-
ness and sympathy for his fellow-sufferers. He had
bought Tom to make him the manager of the plantation.
But Tom, in his opinion, was not hard enough for that.
So he decided to change him.

One morning Tom noticed, with surprise, a new-
comer. It was a quadroon woman of about forty, tall
and slender, with delicate hands and feet, and dressed
in a neat dress. Her proud face, once seen, could nev-
er be forgotten. Her high forehead, straight nose, fine
mouth, and large black eyes showed that she had once
been beautiful. But her face had deep wrinkles, and her
cheeks were thin, and there was a hopeless expression in
her eyes.

Tom did not know who that woman was. But the
other slaves knew that she was Legree’s mistress.

“He! he! hel” said one. “You’ll know how good it is!”

“We’ll see Cassy work, like the rest of us!” said an-
other.

Cassy paid no attention to these words, but walked
on, with angry scorn, as if she heard nothing. Tom saw
the same expression on her face, when she picked cotton.

That day Tom was working near Lucy, the mulatto
woman who had been bought at the same auction with
him. She had never been strong, and had grown weaker
very fast under the hard life of the plantation. Tom si-
lently came up to her and put some of the cotton from
his own basket to hers.

“O, don’t, don’t!” said the woman, looking surprised.
“It’ll get you into trouble.”
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Just then Sambo came up and said:

“What is this, Lucy?”

He kicked the woman with his heavy shoe and then
struck Tom across the face with his whip.

Tom said nothing and went on picking the cotton.

Later Tom came up to Lucy again, and put all his
cotton into her basket.

“0, you mustn’t! You don’t know what they’ll do to
you!” she said.

“I can stand it,” said Tom, “better than you.” And
he was at his place again.

Suddenly, the strange woman, who had come near
enough to hear Tom’s last words, looked at him for
a second. Then she took some cotton from her basket
and put it into his.

“You know nothing about this place,” she said. “It’s
hard enough to take care of your own skin!”

The woman suddenly turned to her work. Before the
day was over, her basket was filled, and she had several
times put cotton into Tom’s.

In the evening the slaves, with their baskets on
their heads, went to the warehouse to weigh the cotton.
Legree was there, talking with Sambo and Quimbo. He
already knew that Tom had helped Lucy.

“Hey-dey! He’ll have to get a breaking in, won’t he,
boys?” said Legree.

Both negroes laughed.

Tom’s basket was weighed and approved, and he
anxiously looked at Lucy. She came up to Legree and
put her basket on the scales. It was of full weight. But
Legree said:

“What, you lazy nigger! Short again! Stand there.
You'll catch it!”

The woman in despair sat down on a board.
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“Come here, you Tom,” said Legree. “You know that
I didn’t buy you just for the common work. I want to make
you my overseer. You can start tonight. Now take this girl
and whip her. You’ve seen enough of it to know how.”

“I'm sorry, Master,” said Tom. “It’s what I'm not
used to. I never did, and can’t do.”

“You can’t?” said Legree, taking his belt, and strik-
ing Tom across his face and then across his shoulders.

“There! Now, will you tell me vou can’t do it?”

“Yes, Master,” said Tom, putting up his hand, to wipe
the blood on his face. “I'm ready to work, night and day,
and work while there’s life in me. But this thing I can’t
feel it right to do, Master. I’ll never do it!”

When Tom said these words, all the slaves looked at
each other and drew in their breath, as if to prepare for
a storm. Legree for some moments couldn’t say a word.
At last he found his voice:

“What! You tell me you don’t think it right to do
what I tell you! What do you think you are? Why, per-
haps you think you’re a gentleman master, Tom, to be
a telling your master what’s right, and what isn’t!”

“Yes, Master,” said Tom, “I think the poor woman is
sick, and it would be cruel to whip her. It’s what I will
never do. If you want to kill me, kill me, but I’ll die
first than raise my hand against anyone here!”

Tom spoke in a soft voice, but with firmness that
could not be mistaken.

“Well, here’s a gentleman, at last!” said Legree in
anger. And he kicked Tom with his heavy boot. “Didn’t
I pay twelve hundred dollars for you? Aren’t you mine,
body and soul? Tell me!”

“No! My soul isn’t yours, Master! You haven’t bought
it. You can’t buy it! You can’t hurt it!” exclaimed Tom.

“I can’t!” laughed Legree. “We’ll see, we’ll see! Here,
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Sambo, Quimbo, give this dog such a breaking in as he
won’t get over, this month!”

The poor woman screamed, when the two gigantic ne-
groes dragged Tom from the place.

Helpful Words & Notes

cobs of corn — KyKypy3Hbie MOYATKH

some were stopped up with boards HEKOTOpble ObIIK
3a0MTHI JOCKaAMM

Tom’s heart sunk — Ceppane y Toma cikanocs

Help was new there, small as it was. — llomomis, naxxe

caMas CKpoMHasdA, ObLia 3ech B JUKOBUHKY.
what was to be hoped or feared in his new way of

life — Ha uTo MOM¥HO OBLIO HaJeATHLCA WM Yero cljieJoBa-
JIO OoIlacaThCs HA HOBOM MeECTe

for his fellow-sufferers — K cBowM TOBapulllaM II0 Hecda-
CTBIO

He’ll have to get a breaking in — IIpugerca ero o6pasy-
MHTD

Short again! — Omnars zexopec!

You’ll catch it! — 3910 Tebe mapom He mpoujaer!

drew in their breath — zaranim nnixanue

give this dog such a breaking in as he won’'t get over,
this month — BchIllbTEe HTOMY IICY, UYTOOBI OH MecHlI]

ouyXarbcd He CMOT

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say who:

1) took the newcomers to the village.
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2) baked a cake for Tom.
3) put cotton in Lucy’s basket.

4) kicked Tom with a heavy boot.

2. Put the sentences in the right order.

1) Lucy screamed when the two gigantic negroes
dragged Tom from the place.

2) In the evening the slaves went to the warehouse
to weigh the cotton.

3) Tom ground corn for two very tired women, and
then began to prepare his own supper.

4) Cassy put some of the cotton from his own bas-
ket to Tom’s.

[l] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

straw wrinkles cotton scales

1) Cassy’s face had deep
were thin.

, and her cheeks

2) It was hard to pick all day long.
3) The ground in cabins was covered with

4) Lucy put down his basket on the

2. Fill in the prepositions against, into, under, in.

1) All the slaves in horror drew their
breath.

2) Lucy grew weak very fast
of the plantation.

the hard life
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3) Cassy was afraid that Tom’s help would get him
trouble.
4) Tom refused to raise his hand anyone.

% Discussing the Text

1. Describe Tom’s first day on Legree’s plantation.

What kind of place was it? Was it what he had ex-
pected?

2. Talk about Legree’s attitude (ormomenne) towards
Tom.

Why did he dislike him? Why did he order to beat
Tom?

CHAPTER 21

It was late at night, and Tom lay alone, groaning, in
an old shed. Suddenly somebody entered the shed, behind
him, and the light of a lantern flashed on his eyes.

“Who’s there? O, please give me some water!”

Cassy set down her lantern, and poured some water
from a bottle. Then she raised his head, and gave him
water to drink.

“Drink all you want,” she said. “I knew how it would
be. It isn’t the first time I’ve been out in the night, car-
rying water to somebody like you.”

“Thank you, Missis,” said Tom after his third cup of
water.

“Don’t call me Missis! I'm a slave, like you,” said
Cassy.
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She raised his head on a heap of cotton, using it as
a pillow, and then washed his wounds.

“Now,” she said, “That’s the best I can do for vou.”

Tom thanked her. Cassy sat down on the floor, and
looked before her.

“It’s no use, my poor fellow!” she said, at last, “it’s
no use. You were a brave fellow. You had the right on
your side. But any struggle is out of the question here.
You are in the devil’s hands. He is the strongest, and
you must give up!”

“How can I give up?” groaned Tom.

“You see,” said Cassy, “you don’t know anything about
this place. I do. I've been here five years, under this
man’s foot. Here you are, on a plantation, ten miles
from any other, in the swamps. There’s no law here.
There’s nothing this man can’t do. I can tell you what
I’ve seen here. Did I want to live with him? And vyet,
I’ve lived with him, these five years, and hated every
moment of my life, night and day! And now, he’s got
a new one — a young thing, only fifteen. I hate him!”

Tom closed his eyes; all was darkness and horror.

“And what are these dogs you don’t want to hurt?
Every one of them would turn against you, the first
time they got a chance. All of them are cruel to each
other as they can be.”

“Poor people!” said Tom. “What made them ecruel?
And if I give up, I'll get used to it, and become just
like them! No, no, Missis! I've lost everything: wife, and
children, and home, and a kind Master. And I can’t be-
come cruel.”

“You see me now,” said Cassy. “You see what I am!
Well, I was brought up like a white girl, in a rich fami-
ly, and learned music, French, and what not. When I was
fourteen, my father died from cholera, very suddenly. My
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mother was a slave woman, and my father had always
wanted to set me free, but he hadn’t done it. Nobody ev-
er expects that a strong, healthy man is going to die.

“My father’s wife took her children, and went up to
her father’s plantation. There was a young lawyer who
was going to sell the house. He came every day, and
spoke very politely to me. He brought with him, one
day, a handsome young man, Henry. I’ll never forget
that evening. I walked with Henry in the garden. I was
lonely and sad, and he was so kind to me. He told me
that he had seen me before, and that he had loved me,
and that he would be my friend and protector. He didn’t
tell me that he had paid two thousand dollars for me.

“How I loved Henry! How I still love him! He was so
handsome, so noble! He put me into a beautiful house,
with servants, horses, and carriages, and furniture, and
dresses. He gave me everything that money could buy.
I wanted only one thing — I wanted him to marry me.
But he said it would be impossible.

“We had two beautiful children. The first was a boy,
and we called him Henry. He had his father’s beautiful
eyes, and he had all his talent, too. Little Elise, he said,
looked like me. He used to tell me that I was the most
beautiful woman in Louisiana. He was so proud of me
and the children. O, those were happy days! I thought
I was as happy as anyone could be. But then came bad
times. He had a cousin, Butler Simmons, who was his
best friend. He introduced him to another lady and I saw
soon that his heart was gone from me. They started to
play cards. Once Butler offered to buy me and my chil-
dren, to clear off his gambling debts, so he could marry
that lady. And Henry sold us. He told me, one day, that
he had business in the country, and should be gone two
or three weeks. He spoke kinder than usual, and said he
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should come back. But it didn’t deceive me. I knew that
the time had come. 1 was just like one turned into stone.
He kissed me and kissed the children, and went out.

“Then came Butler. He told me that he had bought
me and my children and showed me the papers. I told
him I’'d die sooner than live with him. ‘Just as you
please,” he said; ‘but, if you don’t behave well, T’'ll sell
both the children, where you shall never see them again.’

“I gave up: my hands were tied. He had my children.
O, what a life it was! To live with a man I hated. But-
ler was harsh to children. Elise was a timid little thing,
but Henry was high-spirited, like his father. Butler was
always quarrelling with him. I tried to make my son re-
spect him, but it did no good. He sold both children,
went away, and left me at this house to be sold.

“One day, a gentleman came, Captain Stuart. He
bought me, and promised to do all he could to find and
buy back my children. But he found out that my Henry
had been sold to a planter up on the Pearl river. Then
he found where my daughter was. And old woman was
keeping her. He offered a lot of money, but she refused
to sell her.

“Captain Stuart was very kind to me. He had
a splendid plantation, and took me to it. A year after
I had a son born. O, that child! How I loved it! The lit-
tle thing looked just like my poor Henry! But I had
made up my mind. Yes, I had. I would never again let
a child live to grow up! I took the little fellow in my
arms, when he was two weeks old, and kissed him, and
cried over him. Then I gave him some medicine, and
held him, while he slept to death. How I cried over it!
Everyone thought that I'd made a mistake. But I am
still glad I did this thing. I am not sorry, to this day.
What better than death could I give him, poor child!
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“After a while, the cholera came, and Captain Stuart
died. Everybody died who wanted to live, and I'm lived!
Then I was sold, and passed from hand to hand, till Simon
Legree bought me, and brought me here. And here I am!”

Cassy stopped.

“Now, I’'m a lost soul,” she said, after a pause. “But
I know what to do with this devil. I’ll send him where
he belongs, one of these nights!”

A wild, long laugh ran through the room. In a few
moments, she was calm again.

“Can I do anything more for you, my poor fellow?”
she said, coming up to Tom. “Do you want some more
water?”

Tom drank the water, and looked at her, as if he want-
ed to say something.

“Don’t talk, my poor fellow. Try to sleep, if you can,”
said Cassy.

She put water beside Tom, and left the shed.

Helpful Words & Notes

You had the right on your side. — IIpaBga ma TBOen
CTOpPOHE.

that money could buy — 4To MOXHO KYIUTH 3a JeHbLI'H

his heart was gone from me — a g1da Hero OoJbIle HU-
yero He 3HaUy

to clear off his gambling debts — uT00B pacmiaTuTbCsH
[0 KAPTOUYHBIM JIOJITAM

I was just like one turned into stone. — Jl cmoBHO OKa-
MeHeJa.

passed from hand to hand — wu crama nepexoauTs OT
OJHOTO XO03SiMHA K APYIroMy

lost soul — mpomamuii yenoBeK
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Activities 3) Cassy passed from hand hand.
4) A wild, long laugh ran the room.

? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions. 4 Discussing the Text

1) Who came to Tom in the night?

1. Tell Cassy’s story.
2) What did Cassy do for Tom?

3) What did Cassy tell Tom about her family and What do you think about it?
children?
4) Who was Captain Stuart? 2. What do you think?

9) What did Cassy do to her third child? Tom refused to be cruel to his fellow-sufferers.

Why? Did Cassy approve of his decision? Why?
2. Full in the names.

1) paid two thousand dollars for Cassy.

2) offered to buy Cassy and her children
to clear gambling debts.

3) had a splendid plantation.

L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Find in the text the English for:

e Ho n060e conpoTuBieHNe 371eCh HUCKJIIUYEHO.

o Tow moman B pyKH AbABOJA.

o FKampaeiii n3 HuUX npenact TebA npH IepBOH e
BO3MOMXHOCTH.

e ¥ MeHsa ObLIM CBA3AHBI PYKH.

2. Fill in the prepositions through, from, to, on.

1) The light of a lantern flashed Tom’s
eyes.
2) Captain Stuart died cholera.
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CHAPTER 22

It was between one and two o’clock at night. Cassy
was returning from the shed, when she heard the sounds
of wild shrieking, and singing, from the sitting-room of
the house.

She came up on the verandah steps, and looked in.
Legree and both overseers, drunk, were singing, shout-
ing, and upsetting chairs.

Cassy looked at them. There was scorn and anger in
her black eyes. She turned hurriedly away, and, passing
round to a back door, opened it.

Emmeline was sitting, pale with fear, in the furthest
corner of the room. As Cassy came in, the girl ran up to
her and caught her arm.

“0O Cassy, I’'m so glad you’ve come! Do you hear that
terrible noise downstairs?”

“Yes,” said Cassy, dryly. “I’ve heard it often enough
before.”

“0 Cassy! Couldn’t we get away from this place? Into
the swamp among the snakes — anywhere! Couldn’t we
get somewhere away from here?”

“Nowhere,’

“Did you ever try?”

said Cassy.

“I’ve seen enough of trying and what comes of it,”
said Cassy.

“I’d rather live in the swamps than here. I'm not
afraid of snakes!” said Emmeline, eagerly.

“You couldn’t stay in the swamps,” said Cassy.
“You’d be tracked by the dogs, and brought back, and
then —”

“What would he do?” said the girl, looking, with in-
terest, into her face.

“What wouldn’t he do, you’d better ask,” said Cassy.

“0, Cassy, do tell me what I shall do!” said Emme-
line.

“What I’ve done. Do the best you can. Do what you
must.”

“He wanted to make me drink some of his brandy,”
said Emmeline. “And I hate it.”

“You’d better drink,” said Cassy. “I hated it, too.
And now I can’t live without it. Drink brandy. Drink all
you can, and it’ll make things easier.”
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Simon Legree woke up in the morning in a bad
mood. He poured himself a glass of brandy, and drank
half of it. At that moment Cassy entered the sitting-
room.

“Simon, I've one piece of advice to give you,” she
said.

“I don’t need your advice.”

“My advice is,” said Cassy, steadily, as she began clean-
ing up the room, “that you let Tom alone.”

“What business is it of yours?”

“What? I don’t know what it should be. If you want
to pay twelve hundred for a fellow, and lose him right
up in the press of the season, it’s not my business. I’ve
done what I could for him.”

“You have?”

“Yes. I’'ve saved you some thousands of dollars, at
different times, by taking care of your workers. And
that’s all the thanks I get. Do you want to lose your bet
on the cotton crop?”

Legree’s ambition was to beat other planters by
having the heaviest crop of the season. And he had
several bets on that season in town. Cassy, with wom-
an’s tact, touched the only string that would be made
to vibrate.

“Well, I'll leave him alone now,” said Legree; “but
he should apologize.”

“He won’t do that,” said Cassy.

“Won’t, eh?”

“No, he won’t,” said Cassy.

“I’d like to know why,” said Legree.

“Because he’s done right, and he knows it, and won’t
say he’s done wrong.”

“Who cares what he knows? The nigger shall say
what I need, or —”
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“Or you’ll lose your bet on the cotton crop, by keep-
ing him out of the field.”

“But he will give up. Of course, he will. Don’t I
know what niggers are?”

“He won’t, Simon. You don’t know this kind. You
may kill him, but he won’t beg your pardon.”

“We’ll see. Where is he?” said Legree, going out.

“In the old shed,” said Cassy.

“Well, my boy,” said Legree, coming into the shed.
“How do you like it?”

Tom answered nothing.

“Get up!” said Legree, kicking him.

It was difficult for Tom to get up. As he made ef-
forts to do it, Legree laughed.

“What makes you so slow, this morning, Tom? Per-
haps, you caught a cold last night.”

Tom by this time had stood up, and was looking at
his master.

“The devil, you can!” said Legree, looking him over.
“l believe vou haven’t got enough yet. Now, Tom, get
right down on your knees and beg my pardon, for what
you did last night.”

Tom did not move.

“Down, you dog!” said Legree, striking him with his
whip.

“Master Legree,” said Tom, “I can’t do it. I did only
what I thought was right. 1 shall do it again, if I have
to. I’ll never do a cruel thing, come what may.”

“Yes, but you don’t know what may come, Master
Tom. You think what you’ve got is something. I tell
yvou’ve got nothing. Nothing at all. How would you like
to be tied to a tree, and have a slow fire lit up around
yvou? Wouldn’t that be pleasant, eh, Tom?”
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“Master,” said Tom in a clear voice, “You bought me.
I’ll be a true and faithful servant to you. I'll give you
all the work of my hands, all my time, all my strength.
But I won’t give up my soul to you. Master Legree,
I know you can do very bad things to me. You may
whip me, burn me. I’'m not afraid to die.”

“You dog!” said Legree, and with one blow of his fist
he knocked Tom down.

A cold soft hand fell on Legree’s shoulder at this
moment. He turned and saw Cassy.

“Will you be a fool?” said Cassy, in French. “Let
him go! Let me take care of him. He’ll be in the field
again soon.”

Legree turned away.

“Well, have it your own way,” he said to Cassy.

“You!” he said to Tom. “I won’t deal with you now,
because the business is pressing, and I need all my
workers. But I never forget anything. Sometime you’ll
pay me for this!”

Legree turned, and went out.
> said Cassy, looking darkly after him.
“My poor fellow, how are you?”

“The lion’s shut his mouth, this time,” said Tom.

“Yes, this time, to be sure,” said Cassy. “But now
he’ll hate you. He’ll follow you day in, day out, hanging
like a dog on your throat, sucking your blood, drop by
drop. I know the man.”

“There you go,’

Helpful Words & Notes

wild shrieking — awrmne xKpuru

right up in the press of the season — B camoe ropsuee
BpeMs
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to lose your bet — upourpare napu
Legree’s ambition was to beat other planters by having
the heaviest crop of the season. — Jlerpm crpemmuics

060WTH APYIUX TLIAHTATOPOB, coOpaB OoJibIe BCEro

XJIOIKA.
Cassy, with woman’s tact, touched the only string that
would be made to vibrate. — Kbsccn ¢ yHCTO HEHCKOU

XUTPOCTBID 3aTPOHYJA B HeM eJUHCTBEHHYIO YYyBCTBU-
TeJIbHYIO CTPYHKY.

he won’t beg your pardon — oH He Oyger HpPOCUTH TIPO-
MeHUA

I won’t deal with you now, because the business is
pressing — Celiyac MHe HeKorja ¢ TODOH BO3UTHCHA

come what may — uyem OBl MHe 3TO HU 00EpHYJIOCH

day in, day out — u3 gHA B JeHb

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say true or false. Correct the false statements.

1) Cassy heard the screams and singing from Emme-
line’s room.

2) Simon Legree woke up in the morning in an ex-
cellent mood.

3) Cassy suggested that Legree should leave Tom
alone.

4) Legree came to the shed to apologize to Tom for
his cruelty.

2. Say why:
1) Legree agreed to leave Tom alone.
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2) Legree needed all his workers in the field.
3) Cassy spoke to Legree in French.

L] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the words from the box.

L bet crop pardon advice

1) Legree wanted to have the biggest of
cotton.

2) Cassy offered Legree a piece of :

3) All the planters hoped to win a on that
season.

4) Tom refused to beg his master’s

2. Report the sentences in indirect speech.

1) “Couldn’t we get somewhere away from here?”
asked Emmeline.

2) “What makes you so slow, this morning, Tom?”
asked Legree.

3) “He’ll follow you day in, day out, sucking vyour
blood, drop by drop,” said Cassy to Tom.

Y% Discussing the Text

1. Describe how Cassy managed to make Legree leave
Tom alone.

2. Talk about relations between Cassy and Emmeline.
Did Cassy hate or support the girl?
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CHAPTER 23

Now we must leave Tom in the hands of Legree, and
return to the story of George and his wife Eliza, whom
we left in a friends’ farmhouse in Ohio.

Tom Loker was left in the house of Aunt Dorcas,
groaning in a clean Quaker bed.

“That fellow and the girl are here, 1 suppose,” he
said the next day.

“Yes, they are,” said Aunt Dorcas.

“They’d better be off up to the lake,” said Tom.
“The quicker the better.”

“Probably they will do it,” said the old woman, knit-
ting.

“We’ve got people in Sandusky, who watch the boats
for us,” said Tom. “I don’t care if I tell, now. I hope
they will get away, just to spite that dog Marks!”

“Thomas!” said Aunt Dorcas.

“Well, I won’t, granny,” said Tom. “But about the
girl — tell them to dress her up some way. Her descrip-
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tion’s out in Sandusky.”

“We’ll think about that,” said Aunt Dorcas.

At this place we leave Tom Loker, and we may say,
that he spent three weeks in the Quaker house. He rose
from his bed a somewhat sadder and wiser man. Instead
of slave-catching, he went to live in one of the new vil-
lages, and he made himself quite a name as a hunter.

As Tom had informed them that Marks’s people
would be looking for the group of runaway slaves in
Sandusky, it was decided to divide them. Jim left with
his old mother. And a night or two after, George and
Eliza, with their child, were taken to Sandusky. They
stayed with a friendly family and began to prepare for
the passage on Lake Erie.
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It was early morning when Eliza put on men’s clothes
and came up to the mirror.

“Now for it,” she said, and shook down her long
black curly hair. “I say, George, it’s almost a pity, isn’t
1t?” she said, and held some of it in her hand. “Pity it’s
all got to come off.”

George smiled sadly at his wife, and made no an-
swer.

Eliza turned to the mirror, and the scissors glittered
as one long lock after another was cut from her head.

“There, now, that’ll do,” she said, taking a hairbrush.
“Am I not a pretty voung fellow?” she said.

She turned around to her husband, and laughed.

“You will always be pretty, do what you want,” said
George.

“Why are you so sad?” said Eliza, laying her hand
on his, “We’ll be in Canada in twenty-four hours, they
say. Only a day and a night on the lake, and then —
oh, then! —”

“0O, Eliza!” said George, coming up to her. “Will
these years and years of unhappiness come to an end?
Shall we be free?”

“I am sure of it, George,” said Eliza, looking at him.

There were tears of hope on her long, dark lashes.
> said George. “Well, indeed,” he
added, looking admiringly at her, “you are a pretty lit-
tle fellow. Put on your hat. A little to one side. I never
saw you look quite so pretty. But, it’s almost time for
the carriage.”

The door opened, and a respectable middle-aged wom-
an entered, leading little Harry, dressed in girl’s clothes.

“What a pretty girl he makes,” said Eliza, turn-
ing him round. “We’ll call him Harriet, you see. Isn’t it
a nice name?”

“I believe you, Eliza,’
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The child stood looking, silently, at his mother in
her new and strange clothes.

“Does Harry know mamma?” said Eliza, stretching
her hands towards him.

The child kept beside the woman.

“Come Eliza, why do you do this? You know that he
should be kept away from you?”

“I know it’s silly,” said Eliza. “But come — where
are my gloves? Oh, my hands are lost in them.”

“I ask you to keep them on,” said George. “Your lit-
tle hands might bring us all out. Now, Mrs. Smyth, be
our aunty, please.”

Mrs. Smyth, a respectable woman from the village in
Canada, where they were going, had agreed to appear as
the aunt of little Harry. She had spent the last two days
with the boy, and they were good friends now.

The carriage drove to the wharf. The two young
men, as they appeared, boarded the boat. Eliza gallantly
gave her arm to Mrs. Smyth. George brought on board
their bags.

George was standing at the captain’s office, when he
overheard two men talking by his side.

“I’ve watched everyone that came on board,” said one
of them, “and I know they’re not on this boat.”

It was the voice of the clerk of the boat. The oth-
er man was our old friend Marks. He had come to San-
dusky himself to catch the runaway slaves.

“You wouldn’t know the woman from a white one,”
gsaid Marks. “The man is a very light mulatto.”

The hand with which George was taking the tickets
and change trembled a little. But he turned around, and
walked slowly to another part of the boat, where Eliza
stood waiting for him. Mrs. Smyth, with little Harry,
went to the ladies’ cabin.
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The bell rang, and Marks walked down to the shore.

It was a superb day. The blue waves of Lake Erie
danced, sparkling, in the sunlight. A fresh breeze blew
from the shore, and the boat flew right on. At last, she
approached the small town of Ambherstberg, in Canada.
The bell rang, and the boat stopped.

The little company landed on the shore, and Mrs,
Smyth took George’s family to the pastor who was ready
to help them.

It was the first day of freedom for George and Eliza.
They were happy to speak, breathe, and move, free of
danger. They didn’t have a roof that they could ecall
their own. They had spent their money, to the last dol-

lar. Yet they were so happy they couldn’t sleep that
night.

Helpful Words & Notes

just to spite that dog Marks — maszio aromy mcy Mapkcy

to dress her up some way — uTo6bl ojennu ee Kak-HUOYAD
MO-IPYyroMy

he made himself quite a name as a hunter — om mpo-
CIABHUJICA KaK OXOTHHK

Lake Erie — osepo 9pu; onno us Benukux oszep, oMEBIBa-
woiiee depera CIIIA n Kaxaznw!

Pity it’s all got to come off. — JKanr co Bcem arum pac-
CTABATECH,

bring us all out — Bcex mac BbIZaATH

the clerk of the boat — xopabGensnbIil coy:xanmii

You wouldn’t know the woman from a white one — Dty

JKEHIUHY IIOYTH He OTJUYUINL 0T 0eion
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Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) Where did wounded Tom Loker stay?

2) What advice did he give to George Harris and
his family?

3) Who was Mrs. Smyth?

4) Where in Canada did George and Eliza land?

5) Who agreed to help them?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Loker said that Marks’ people would look for the
runaways slaves in Sandusky because... .

2) Eliza cut her hair because... .

3) Mrs. Smyth pretended to be Harry’s aunt be-
cause... .

[[] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Use the synonyms from the text.

1) Tom Loker wanted to annoy his ex-friend Marks.

2) George and Eliza began to prepare for the jour-
ney on Lake Erie.

3) Eliza turned to the looking-glass with the scissors
in her hand.

2. Fill in the prepositions out, of, on, as.

1) Loker made himself a name a hunter.
2) Eliza put men’s clothes and cut her hair.

3) Eliza’s small hands could bring them all
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4) George and Eliza were happy to be at last free
danger.

% Discussing the Text

1. Talk about Loker. Prove that the life with the
Quakers changed him.

2. Eliza and George finally reached freedom. Describe
the voyage to Canada and their preparations for it.

CHAPTER 24

Legree sent Tom back to the fields long before his
wounds were healed. And then came day after day of
pain and tiredness. Legree sent to pick cotton all his
workers even on Sunday. Why shouldn’t he? He would
make more cotton, and win his bet. If some of his ne-
groes died, he could buy better ones.

Tom came home from the fields so exhausted, that
his head swam. He could only lie down in his cabin,
with the others, sad and unhappy. Sometimes he saw
Cassy and Emmeline, but couldn’t talk to them. In fact,
there was no time for him to talk to anybody.

He thought of Miss Ophelia’s letter to his Kentucky
friends, and hoped that somebody would come to buy
him back. But nobody came.

Tom’s kindness and sympathy for the other slaves
began to change them. The strange, silent, patient man
was ready to help anyone and share what little he had
with anyone who needed it. He gave his old blanket to
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some sick woman, put his cotton in the baskets of weak-
er people in the field, and never asked anyone for help.
It continued week after week, and month after month,
and, at last, Tom began to have a strange power over
them. Even the half-crazy Cassy was calmed by his sim-
ple influences.

One night, after everyone in Tom’s cabin were asleep,
he suddenly woke up and saw her face at the hole be-
tween the logs, which was used as a window. She made
a silent gesture for him to come out.

Tom came outside. It was between one and two
o’clock at night. Tom noticed, as the light of the moon
fell upon Cassy’s large, black eyes, that there was a wild
expression in them.

“Come here, Tom,” she said, laying her small hand on
his wrist, and drawing him forward with a force as if the
hand were of steel. “Come here. I’ve news for you.”

“What, Missis Cassy?” said Tom, anxiously.

“Tom, wouldn’t you like your freedom?”
said Tom.

H

“T shall have it, Missis, sometime,’

“But you may have it tonight,” said Cassy, with
a flash of sudden energy. “Come on.”

Tom hesitated.

“Come!” she said, in a whisper, looking at him with
her black eyes. “He’s asleep. I put something into his
brandy. But come, the back door is unlocked. There’s
an axe there, I put it there. His room door is open. I'll
show you the way. I can’t do it myself. My arms are so
weak.”

“Not for ten thousand worlds, Missis!” said Tom
firmly.

He stopped and held her back.

“But think about all these poor people,” said Cassy.
“We may set them all free, and go somewhere in the
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swamps, and find an island, and live there. Any life is
better than this.”

“No!” said Tom, firmly. “No! Good never comes from
bad things.”

“Then I shall do it,” said Cassy, turning.

“0, Missis Cassy!” said Tom, “Don’t sell your soul to
the devil, that way! Nothing but evil will come from it.
We must wait.”

“Wait!” said Cassy. “Haven’t 1 waited? What has he
made me suffer? What has he made hundreds of poor
creatures suffer? His time’s come, and I’'ll have his
heart’s blood!”

“No, no, no! You mustn’t do that!” said Tom, hold-
ing her small hands. “Missis Cassy,” he added in a hesi-
tating tone, “if you only could get away from here — if
it was possible — I'd advise you and Emmeline to do it.”

“Would you try it with us, Tom?”

“No,” said Tom. “There was time when I would do
it. But I have to stay among these poor souls. I know
I am the only one who can help them. It’s different with
you. It’s more than you can bear. You’d better go, if
you can.”

“Every beast and bird can find a home somewhere,”
said Cassy. “Even the snakes and the alligators have
their places to lie down and be quiet. But there’s no
place for us. Down in the darkest swamps, their dogs
will find us. Everybody and everything is against us.
Where shall we go?”

Tom stood silent. At last he said:

“I think you should try it. I hope you’ll do it.”

Cassy had often thought, for hours, about all possi-
ble or probable plans of escape. All of them were hope-
less. But at this moment she had a simple idea.

“I'll try it, Tom,” she said, suddenly.
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Helpful Words & Notes

long before his wounds were healed — xorza ero pasbl
elle He 3arKHIIH

his head swam — y Hero BC€ 1JIbLIO Ilepe]| Ia3aMu

Even the half-crazy Cassy was calmed by his simple in-
fluences. — Jasxe moaynmomermanuas Kaccu ycrnorawBa-
Jach B €ro MPHUCYTCTBHUH.

Not for ten thousand worlds, Missis! — Hwu 3a uto Ha
cBere!

Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Say true or false. Correct the false statements.

1) Legree sent Tom back to the fields as soon as his
wounds were healed.

2) Tom often talked to Cassy and Emmeline.

3) Cassy asked Tom to help her kill Legree.

4) Tom advised Cassy to try to escape.

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Legree sent his slaves to the field on Sunday be-
cause... .

2) Cassy came to see Tom one night because... .

3) Tom refused to kill Legree because... .

4) Tom couldn’t run away with the women because... .

[ Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the adjectives from the box.

silent half-crazy exhausted probable
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1)

2)

3)

4)

Even the Cassy was much calmer in
Tom’s presence.

Tom came home from the field so that
he could only lie down in his cabin.

Cassy made a gesture for Tom to come
out of the cabin.

Cassy spent much time thinking about all possible
or plans of escape.

Fill in the prepositions for, from, over, of.

1)

2)

3)

4)

Tom began to have a strange power other

slaves.

Cassy drew Tom forward with a force as if the

hand were steel.

Tom helped everyone and never asked anyone
help.

Nothing but evil will come it.

Discussing the Text

Describe the conversation between Cassy and Tom.
What arguments did they use to express their opinions?

What do you think?

“Good never comes from bad things,” said Tom. Do
you agree with that? Can you give any examples to
support your point of view?

CHAPTER 25

The attic of Legree’s house, like most other attics,
was large and dusty. The family that had lived in the
house before him had brought a great deal of splendid
furniture. Some of it they had taken away with them,
and some remained in rooms, or kept in this place. One
or two big packing-boxes, in which this furniture was
brought, stood against the sides of the attic. There was
a small window there, which let in, through its dusty
glass, some light on the tall chairs and dusty tables.
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For some reason the negroes on the plantation were
sure that the place was haunted. A few years before,
Legree had sent there a negro woman for punishment.
No one knew what happened there. But it was known
that the body of the poor creature was one day taken
down from there, and buried. And after that the negroes
began to whisper to each other dark stories about the
cries and groans of despair, and the sounds of violent
blows.

Legree was a superstitious man himself. He over-
heard something of these stories about ghosts and got
very angry. He said that the next one that told stories
about that attic would spend a week there. As a result,
everyone in the house avoided the attic.

Then a sudden thought came to Cassy. Tom’s words
made her see how she could use Legree’s fear of ghosts
to run away.

Cassy’s room was directly under the attic. One day
she suddenly asked the servants to move the furniture
of her room to some other place.

“Hallo! Cass!” said Legree, when he returned from
a ride. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing. Only I choose to have another room,” said

Cassy.
“And what for?” said Legree.
“I choose to,”
“What for?”
“I"d like to get some sleep, now and then.”
“Sleep! Why can’t you sleep?”
“I could tell, if you want to hear,” said Cassy, dryly.
“Speak out!” said Legree.
“O! Nothing! I'm sure it wouldn’t disturb you! Only
groans, and people rolling round on the floor, half the
night, from twelve to morning!”

said Cassy.
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“People in the attic!” said Legree with a laugh, but
uneasily, “Who are they, Cassy?”

Cassy raised her sharp, black eyes, and looked in the
face of Legree, with an expression that went through his
bones.

“Who are they, Simon?” she said. “If you sleep in
that room, you’ll know all about it. Perhaps you’d better
try it!” And she left the room, and then she immediately
shut and locked the door.

Legree threatened to break down the door, but
thought better of it, and walked uneasily into the sit-
ting-room. Cassy realized that it had been a good begin-
ning, and she should continue what she had begun.

In the attic she found a hole in the wall, and put
there the neck of an old bottle. When there was a strong
wind, it made the sounds that to superstitious ears might
easily seem screams of horror and despair.

A night or two after this, Legree and Cassy were sit-
ting in the old sitting-room, by the side of the fire. It
was a stormy, windy night. Legree saw on the table an old
book, which Cassy had been reading, the first part of the
evening. He took it up, and began to turn it over. It was
one of those collections of stories of bloody murders and
legends about ghosts. He read the book for some time,
turning page after page, and then he threw it down.

“You don’t believe in ghosts, do you, Cass?” he said.

Cassy sat looking at him in the shadow of the cor-
ner. There was that strange light in her eyes that Legree
didn’t like.

“Rats and the wind make these noises,” said Legree.

“Can rats walk downstairs, and open a door when
yvou've locked it and set a chair against it?” said Cassy.
“And walk, walk, walk right up to your bed, and put
out their hand like this?”

”
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Cassy kept looking at Legree when she spoke. As
she stopped talking, she put her cold hand on his. He
sprung back.

“Woman! What do you mean? Nobody did?”

“O, no, of course not. Did 1 say they did?” said Cas-
sy, with a chilly smile.

“But have you really seen? Come, Cass, what is it,
now, speak out!”

“You may sleep there, yourself,” said Cassy, “if you
want to know. Eh! What was that?”

A heavy old clock that stood in the corner of the
room slowly struck twelve.

“Twelve o’clock. Well, now we’ll see,” she said, open-
ing the door into the corridor, and standing as if listen-
ing. “What’s that?” she said, raising her finger.

“It’s only the wind,” said Legree.

A wild scream came from the attic. Legree’s knees
knocked together. His face became very white with fear.

“You’d better get your gun!” said Cassy, with a smile
that froze Legree’s blood. “I’d like to have you go up

now.”

“I won't go!” said Legree.

“Why not? There is no such thing as ghosts, vou
know! Come!” said Cassy, laughing wildly, as she was
leaving the room.

“I think you are the devil!” said Legree. “Come back,
Cass!”

But Cassy laughed. He heard her open the doors that
led to the attic. Legree heard wild screams again and,
terrified, ran into the sitting-room. In a few moments,
Cassy came there. She was pale, calm, and cold, and
with that same light in her eyes.

“I only went up and shut the doors,” she explained.
“What’s the matter with that attic, Simon?”

170

“None of your business!” said Legree.

“0, it isn’t? Well,” said Cassy, “at any rate, I'm glad
I don’t sleep under it.”

That was the game that Cassy played with Legree to
keep him away from the attic. After that, she often
went there at night when everybody else was asleep. She
brought there, a little at a time, a lot of candles, food,
some books, and a greater part of her own and Emmeline’s
clothes. The women now only had to wait for an opportu-
nity to run away.

Helpful Words & Notes

the place was haunted — tam BoaATcA NpuUBHIEHUA

superstitious — cyeBepHbIi

thought better of it — nepeayman

I’d like to have you go up now. — Ilpomry Teb6sa, nmogHu-
MHCH HaBepX.

at any rate — BO BCAKOM cJiayuae

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) What things were kept in the attic?

2) Why did Legree avoid the attic and hate stories
about ghosts?

3) What did Cassy do to cause screams of horror
coming from the attic?

4) How did she manage to keep Legree away from
the attic?
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2. Say why:

1) the slaves were sure that the attic was haunted.

2) Cassy decided to use Legree’s fear of ghosts in
her plan.

3) Cassy needed to keep Legree away from the attic.

L1} Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Use the synonyms from the text.

1) The negroes began to say in a low voice stories
about ghosts.

2) Legree threatened to break down the door, but
changed his mind.

3) Once Legree returned from a journey made on
a horse.

4) Legree heard wild screams again and, in horror,
ran into the sitting-room.

2. Choose the correct form of the verb.

1) Cassy made Legree believe that the ghosts (haunt/
haunted) the attic.

2) Cassy said that she (heard/had heard) people roll-
ing round on the floor half the night.

3) Legree saw on the table an old book, which Cassy
(was reading/had been reading), the first part of
the evening.

% Discussing the Text

1. The first part of Cassy’s plan was to keep Legree
from the attic. Explain why and how she did it.
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2. Give your opinion.

Who is a superstitious person? Do you know anyone
who is superstitious?

CHAPTER 26

It was near evening. Legree was away on a ride to
some other farm. Cassy and Emmeline made two small
bundles.

“There, these will be large enough,” said Cassy. “Now
put on your hat, and let’s go. It’s the right time.”

“Why, they can see us yet,” said Emmeline.

“That’s exactly my plan,” said Cassy, coolly. “Don’t
you know that they must try to catch, at any rate? We
will go out of the back door, and run to the swamp.
Sambo or Quimbo will see us. They will go after. We
will get into the swamp. There, they’ll be afraid to fol-
low us. They’ll go back, and give the alarm, and take
out the dogs, and so on. In the meantime, you and 1 will
go to the creek, that runs back of the house. We walk
through the water and get back to the back door. The
dogs can’t track us there, because water does not hold
a scent. Everyone will run out of the house to look after
us, and then we’ll get in at the back door, and up in-
to the attic. I’ve made us a nice bed in one of the great
boxes. We must stay in that attic for a good while.
I tell you, he will raise heaven and earth after us. He’ll
use some of those old overseers on the other plantations,
and have a great hunt. They’ll go over every inch of
ground in that swamp. So let him hunt.”

“Cassy, how well you’ve planned it!” said Emmeline.
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“Come,” said Cassy, reaching her hand to Emmeline.

The two women left the house, and ran to the swamp.
As Cassy expected, when they were already near the
swamp, they heard a voice ordering to them to stop. It
was not Sambo, however, but Legree himself. Emmeline
seized Cassy’s arm, and said, “0O, Cassy, I'm going to
faint!”

“If you do, I'll kill you!” said Cassy, showing the girl
a small knife.

It helped. Emmeline didn’t faint, and ran, with Cassy,
into a deep and dark part of swamp. It was perfectly hope-
less for Legree to think of following them, without help.

“Well,” said he. “They’ve got themselves into a trap
now! Sambo! Quimbo!” called Legree. He came up to the
village, when the men and women were just returning
from work. “There’re two runaways in the swamps. I'll
give five dollars to any nigger who catches them. Get
the dogs!”

Some of the men immediately ran one way, and some
another. Some were getting the dogs.

“Master, shall we shoot at them, if can’t catch them?”
said Sambo, to whom his master brought out a rifle.

“You may shoot at Cass, if you like, but not the
girl,” said Legree. “And now, boys, be quick. Five dol-
lars for anyone who gets them. And a glass of brandy to
every one of you, anyhow.”

The whole crowd ran down to the swamp, followed
by every servant in the house. The house was empty,
when Cassy and Emmeline got in at the back door. Look-
ing from the sitting-room windows, Cassy and Emmeline
could see the men near the swamp.

“See there!” said Emmeline, pointing to Cassy. “The
hunt’s begun! Look at those lights! Listen! The dogs!
Don’t you hear? Let’s hide ourselves. Quick!”
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“There’s no need to hurry,” said Cassy, coolly. “They
are all there. We’ll go upstairs. Meanwhile,” said she, tak-
ing a key from the pocket of a coat that Legree had thrown
down on the floor, “meanwhile I'll take something.”

She unlocked the desk, took from it a roll of bills.

“0, don’t do that!” said Emmeline.

“Don’t!” said Cassy. “Why not? We’ll need the mon-
ey to pay our way to the free states. Money will do any-
thing, girl.”

And she put the money in her pocket.

“It would be stealing,” said Emmeline, in a sad whisper.

“Stealing!” said Cassy, with a laugh. “Every one of
these bills is stolen from poor creatures who work and
die for him. Let him talk about stealing! Now, let’s go
to the attic. You may be sure they won’t come there.
But if they do, I’'ll play ghost for them.”

Around midnight the hunters came back.

“Simon has to give up, for this night,” said Cas-
sy. “Look, how muddy his horse is. The dogs, too, look
tired. Ah, my good sir, you’ll have to try the hunt
again and again. The game isn’t over.”

The second hunt began the next morning, with the

*

help of some men and dogs from the nearby planta-
tions. Cassy and Emmeline saw the men and dogs leave
early. Then they waited, feeling quite calm and safe,
till they saw the hunters come back, tired and very an-
ory.

“Now, Quimbo,” said Legree, as he entered the sit-
ting-room, “you just go and bring that Tom here, right
away! The old dog is at the bottom of this matter. I'll
have it out of him!”

The escape of Cassy and Emmeline irritated Legree
to the last degree. And his anger fell on the defense-
less head of Tom. When he told the slaves about the
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runaways, there was a sudden happy light in Tom’s eye.
Legree saw that Tom hadn’t joined the hunt.

“Ay, ay!” said Quimbo, and seized Tom by the shoul-
der. “You’ll catch it, now! Tell you, you’ll get it, and no
mistake! See how you’ll look, now, helping Master’s nig-
gers to run away! See what you’ll get!”

Tom knew about the plan of the escape, and the at-
tic. And he knew the cruel character of the man who
was his master now, and his power. But he hoped he
would be strong enough to meet death, rather than be-
tray the helpless women.

“Well, Tom!” said Legree, walking up, and seizing
him by the collar of his coat, and speaking through
his teeth. “Do you know I’ve made up my mind to kill
you?”

“It’s very likely, Master,” said Tom, calmly.

“I’ll have to do it, Tom, unless you tell me what
you know about these girls!” said Legree, with a terrible
calmness.

Tom stood silent.

“Do you hear?” said Legree. “Speak out!”

“I have nothing to tell you, Master,” said Tom, slow-
ly and firmly.

“Do you tell me, you don’t know?” said Legree.

Tom was silent.

“Speak!” shouted Legree, striking him. “Do you know
anything?” |

“I know, Master, but I can’t tell anything.”

Legree took Tom by the arm, and, approaching his
face almost to his, said, in a terrible voice, “Listen,
Tom! You think, because I’ve let you off before, I don’t
mean what I say. But, this time, I’ve made up my mind.
You’ve always stood it out against me. Now, you’ll tell
me what you know, or I kill you! One or the other. I’ll
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count every drop of blood there is in you, and take
them, one by one, till you give up!”

Tom didn’t say a word. Legree looked at Tom, and
there was silence. But it was only for a moment. Then
Legree, struck his victim a heavy blow, and Tom fell to
the ground.

“He’s still alive,” said Sambo.

The two overseers, who had only carried out their
master’s cruel orders, had been moved, in spite of them-
selves, by Tom’s courage and patience. When Legree
went away, they took him to the old cotton shed. They
washed his wounds. They made a bed for him, of some
cotton. One of them went to the house and brought some
brandy, and poured it down Tom’s throat.

“0, Tom!” said Quimbo. “We’ve been so cruel to you!”

“I forgive you, with all my heart!” said Tom, in
a weak voice.

Helpful Words & Notes

water does not hold a secent — B Bojge He coxpaHAIOTCA
3anaxu

he will raise heaven and earth after us — ou nepesep-
HeT BCE BepxX AHOM, YTOObl HAcC HAUTH

hunt — 30. obnagsa

to pay our way to the free states — urobbl mobparscs 10

CBOOOJIHBIX IIITATOB

The old dog is at the bottom of this matter. I'll have it
out of him! — 3ror crapeiii mec Bo BcéM BuHOBaT. $1
M3 Hero BCEé BBITAHY!

You've always stood it out against me. — Twl Bcerga
IieJl MHe HAIepeKop.

177



Activities

? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1)

2)
3)

4)
5)

Why did Cassy choose that evening to make an es-
cape?

Who ordered Cassy and Emmeline to stop?

What did Legree promise to the slaves for catch-
ing the women?

Why did Legree’s anger fall on Tom’s head?

Why did the overseers feel sorry for Tom?

2, Put the sentences in the right order.

1)
2)
3)

4)

The second hunt began the next morning.

Cassy and Emmeline made two small bundles.

The two women left the house, and ran to the
swamp.

Cassy unlocked the desk and took from it a roll
of bills.

L) Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

trap degree ghost swamp

1)

2)

Cassy and Emmeline ran to the and
then returned to the house.

Legree was sure that the runaways had got them-
selves in a
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3) Cassy was ready to play a for everyone

who would approach the attic.
4) The escape irritated Legree to the last

Choose the correct form of the verb.

1) Cassy knew Legree (would/will) raise heaven and
earth after them.

2) Legree and his men (went/were going) over every
inch of the ground in the swamp.

3) Legree came up to the village, when the slaves
(were returning/returned) from work.

4) The slave-owner saw that Tom (didn’t join/hadn’t
joined) the hunt.

Discussing the Text

Talk about the second part of Cassy’s plan. Did
things go as it was planned?

Describe the conversation between Legree and Tom.

Prove that Tom’s courage and patience made a strong
impression even on overseers.

CHAPTER 27

Two days after, a young man drove a light wagon up

to Legree’s house. It was George Shelby. To show how

he came to be there, we must go back in our story.

The letter of Miss Ophelia to Mrs. Shelby had, by ac-

cident, was kept, for a month or two, at some post-of-
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fice, before it reached the family. And, of course, before
it was received, Tom was already among the swamps of
the Red river.

Mrs. Shelby read the letter, and was worried about
Tom. But there was nothing she could do then. She
spent all her time at the bedside of her husband, who
lay sick with fever. Master George Shelby was no long-
er a boy, but a tall young man. He helped his mother to
manage the estate.

Miss Ophelia sent them the name of the lawyer who
did business for the St. Clares. But the sudden death
of Mr. Shelby, a few days after, made his wife and son
very busy, for a season. Mrs. Shelby and George had to
examine accounts, sell property and settle debts.

In the meantime, they received a letter from St.
Clare’s lawyer. He said that Tom had been sold at a pub-
lic auction, and he knew nothing where he was.

About six months after that, Mrs. Shelby asked her
son to do some business down the river. George went to
New Orleans, hoping to find any information about his
old friend and bring him back. After some more months,
by accident, George met a man, in New Orleans, who
had that information. And with his money in his pocket,
our hero took a steamboat for the Red river.

He saw the owner of the plantation in front of the
house. Legree received the stranger with a kind of
coarse hospitality.

“I understand,” said the young man, “that you bought,
in New Orleans, a man, called Tom. He used to be on
my father’s place, and I came to see if I couldn’t buy
him back.”

Legree’s said, passionately: “Yes, 1 bought such a fel-
low. The most rebellious dog! Because of him two of my
best girls have run away. He said he had helped them.

180

[ asked him to tell me where they were. He said he knew,
but he wouldn’t tell me. And he stood to it, though
I gave him the worst whipping I ever gave nigger yet.
They say he’s trying to die, but I don’t believe him.”

“Where is he?” asked George. “Let me see him.”

The cheeks of the young man were red, but he said
nothing more.

“He’s in that old shed,” said a boy, who stood hold-
ing George’s horse.

Legree kicked the boy, and swore at him. George, with-
out saying another word, turned and went to the shed.

Tom had been lying there for two days, not suffer-
ing, because every mnerve of suffering was destroyed. He
lay, for the most part, very quietly. Other slaves visited
him in the darkness of the night, to give him only the
cup of cold water.

When George entered the shed, he felt his heart sick.

“Is it possible, is it possible?” he said, coming up to
Tom. “Uncle Tom, my poor, poor old friend! Look up!
Here’s Master George. Your own little Master George.
Don’t you know me?”

“Master George!” said Tom, opening his eyes, and speak-
ing in a weak voice. “Master George!”

He smiled, then tears ran down the cheeks.

“It’s all I wanted! They didn’t forget me!”

“I’ve come to buy you, and take you home,” said
(George.

“0, Master George, you're too late. I'm dying,” said
Tom, grasping his hand. “O, Master George! Please, don’t
tell Chloe, how you found me. And oh, the poor children,
and the baby. I was so worried about them! And give my
love to Master, and dear good Missis, and everybody therel”

Legree came up to the door of the shed, looked in
and turned away.
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“The devill” said George, very angry. “It’s a pleas-
ure to think that he will pay him for this, some of these
days!”

“0O, don’t! You mustn’t!” said Tom, “he’s a poor mis-
erable creature!”

At this moment Tom’s eyes closed forever, and with
a smile, he died.

George steps at the door and turned: Legree was
standing behind him. The young man felt an impulse to
get away from him, with as few words as possible.

“You have got all you ever can of him. What shall
I pay you for the body? I will take it away, and bury
it,” he said, firmly, pointing to the dead man.

“I don’t sell dead niggers,” said Legree. “You can bury
him where and when you like.”

“Boys,” said George to two or three negroes, who
were looking at the body, “help me carry him to my
wagon. And get me a spade.”

One of them ran for a spade. The other two helped
George to carry Tom’s body to the wagon.

George neither spoke to nor looked at Legree, who
followed them to where the wagon stood at the door.

Tom’s body was put in the wagon, on George’s cloak.
Then George turned to Legree, and said:

“lI haven’t said to you what I think of this murder.
This is not the time and place. But, sir, I will go to the
court, and say everything.”

“Do!” said Legree, snapping his fingers. “How are you
going to prove it? Come, now!”

George saw, at once, that the man was right. There
was not a single white person on the place. And in all
southern courts, the words of coloured people are nothing.

“After all, what a fuss, for a dead nigger!” said Legree.

It was more that George can bear. He turned, and, with
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one blow, knocked Legree on his face. Then he got into
the wagon and drove away.

Legree rose, and brushed the dust from his clothes.
He stood, silently, looking at the wagon, until he could
no longer see it.

George asked the negroes to make a grave for Tom in
a dry, sandy spot among the trees, far from the plantation.

“Shall we take off the cloak, Master?” said the men,
when the grave was ready.

“No, no, bury it with him! It’s all I can give you,
now, poor Tom, and you must have it.”

They laid him in the grave.

“You may go, boys,” said George, when it was over.
He gave each of the negroes a coin.

“If young Master could please buy us —

k]

said one of

them.
“Hard times here, Master!” said the other. “Please,

Master, buy us!”

“I can’t! T can’t!” said George, with difficulty. “It’s
impossible!”

The poor fellows looked sad, and walked off in si-
lence.

“But I promise to do what one man can to drive out
slavery from my land!” said George, standing by the

grave of his poor friend.

Helpful Words & Notes

at the bedside — y mocrenn

The most rebellious dog! — OrbsaBiaeHHbIN OYHTOBIIUK!

I gave him the worst whipping I ever gave nigger
yet — § ero BmImopon Tak, Kak He IIOPOJ e€Ille HHU

OJHOTO Herpa
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every nerve of suffering was destroyed — wucrasasus
NPUTYIUIN Y HEro BCAKYID YYBCTBHTENBHOCTL

he felt his heart sick — cepame vy Hero cixxanochs

The young man felt an impulse to get away from him,
with as few words as possible. — Monogoii yesoBek
IOYYBCTBOBAJI MeJaHWe IIOKOHYUTHL C HHUM, He Tpars
JIUIDHUX CJIOB.

And in all southern courts, the words of coloured peo-
ple are nothing. — B Bcex 10KHBIX mTaTax ¢ Iokasa-
HUAMU HErpPOB B CyJaX He CUMTAIOTCH.

what a fuss, for a dead nigger — cronpko myma wus-za
OAHOTO MEepTBOI0 Herpa

to drive out slavery — wmsarmars paberso

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Say who:

1) spent all her time at the bedside of her husband.
2) helped his mother to manage the estate.

3) found Tom near death.

4) asked George Shelby to buy them.

2. Answer the questions.

1) When did George Shelby begin looking for Tom?

2) What helped George to find his old friend?

3) What did Tom say to the young man before his
death?

4) Where did George bury Tom?

0) What promise did he make on Tom’s grave?
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[l] Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Find in the text the English for:

CIAYy4YalHO; PACIIATHTBCA C JoJramu; rpybosaroe rocre-
IIPUUMCTBO; HE TOBOPA HHU CJIOBA.

2. Fill in the prepositions off, with, for, on.

1) Mrs. Shelby stayed at the bedside of her hus-

band, who lay sick fever,
2) One of the slaves ran a spade.
3) George knocked Legree his face.
4) The negroes walked ______ in silence.

% Discussing the Text
1. Describe the meeting between Tom and George Shelby.

2. Give your opinion.

George knocked Legree down on the ground. Why
didn’t Legree say or do anything about it?



CHAPTER 28

About this time, the servants on Legree’s place start-
ed to talk about strange ghosts in the house. They whis-
pered that tall figures in a white sheet walked at night
around the house, and in the morning. And the doors
were all found shut and locked as ever.

Legree overheard this whispering. He drank more
brandy than usual, and swore louder than ever in the
daytime. But he had bad dreams. The night after Tom’s
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body had been carried away, he rode to the next town
and drank a lot of brandy. He got home late and tired.
He locked his door, and took out the key. Then he set
a chair against the door. He set a night-lamp at the
head of his bed and put his guns there, and went to
sleep.

Well, he slept, because he was tired. Suddenly he
heard screams and groans. And, with it all, he knew he
was asleep, and he tried to wake up. He was sure some-
thing was coming into his room. He knew the door was
opening, but he could not move his hand or foot. At
last he turned. The door was open, and he saw a hand
putting out his light.

It was a cloudy moonlight, and there he saw it! Some-
thing white, coming in! The ghost came up to his bed.
A cold hand touched his, and a voice said, three times, in
a whisper, “Come! come! come!” And, while he lay, terri-
fied, the thing was gone. He got out of bed, and pulled
at the door. It was shut and locked. And the man fainted.

After this, Legree became a harder drinker than ev-
er before. There were rumors around the country, soon
after that he was sick and dying, and at his bed he saw
a white tall figure, saying, “Come! Come! Come!”

In the night when Legree saw that ghost, two white
figures left the house and went towards the road.

It was near sunrise when Cassy and Emmeline sat
down under a tree to have some rest. Cassy was dressed
in black like a Creole lady. She had a small black hat on
her head. Emmeline was disguised as her maid.

Cassy was brought up in a rich family, and her lan-
guage and movements were all in agreement with this
idea. And she had still enough of nice dresses and jewels.

Cassy and Emmeline arrived in town and found
a small hotel. The first person they saw, after their ar-
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rival, was George Shelby. He was staying in the same
hotel, waiting for the next boat.

Cassy had seen the young man from the attic. From
the conversations she had overheard among the negroes,
as she walked about the house, wearing a white sheet,
she knew who he was to Tom.

Cassy’s looks and manners, and money, helped to
avoid any suspicions in the hotel. People are never in-
terested in those who pay well. Cassy knew that, and she
had provided herself with money.

In the evening, a boat came along, and George Shel-
by helped Cassy to get aboard, with the politeness which
comes naturally to every Kentuckian.

Cassy stayed in her cabin during the whole time they
were on Red river, saying that she was ill. Her young
pretty maid took care of her.

When they arrived at the Mississippi river, Cassy,
Emmeline and George safely boarded the steamer Cincin-
nati.

Cassy’s health was much better now. She came to the
table and walked on the deck.

From the moment that George first saw her face, he
couldn’t keep himself from looking at her. Where had he
seen that face before? Or, if not that face, then where
had he seen one very much like it? Cassy noticed that
he was watching her. As she met his eyes turned so of-
ten toward hers, she felt worried. She began to think
that he had suspected something. Finally she decided she
could trust the young man, and she told him her their
story. George said that he would do all in his power to
help anyone get away from Legree’s plantation.

The next cabin to Cassy’s was occupied by a French
lady, Madame de Thoux. She was accompanied by a pret-
ty little daughter of twelve.
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This lady knew, from her conversations with George,
that he was from Kentucky. George’s chair was often placed
at her cabin door. Cassy could hear their conversations.

Madame de Thoux said she had lived in Kentucky
once. George discovered, to his surprise, that she remem-
bered people and things he knew.

“Do you know anything,” said Madame de Thoux to
him, one day, “about a man, of the name Harris?”

“There is an old fellow, of that name. He lives not
far from my father’s place,” said George.

“He is a large slave-owner, 1 think,” said Madame de
Thoux, with a manner which seemed to betray more in-
terest than she wanted to show.

“He is,” said George, surprised at her manner.

“Did vou ever know about his mulatto boy, called
George?”

“0, certainly, George Harris. I know him well. He mar-
ried my mother’s servant. But he’s escaped, to Canada.”

“He has?” said Madame de Thoux, quickly. “Thank
God!”

George looked surprised, but said nothing.

Madame de Thoux leaned her head on her hand, and
burst into tears.

“He is my brother,” she said.

“Madame!” said George.

“Yes,” said Madame de Thoux, proudly, wiping her
tears, “Mr. Shelby, George Harris is my brother!”

George pushed back his chair and looked at Madame
de Thoux.

“I was sold to the South when he was a boy,
she. “I was bought by a good and generous man. He
took me with him to the West Indies, set me free, and
married me. He recently died. I was going up to Ken-
tucky, to see if I could find and buy my brother.”

13

said
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“He said he had a sister Emily, who was sold to the
South,” said George.

“Yes, indeed! I am the one,” saild Madame de Thoux.
“Tell me about him.”

“He’s a fine young man,’

¥

said George, “I know, you
see, because he married in our family.”

“What sort of a girl?” said Madame de Thoux.

“She’s beautiful, intelligent, kind,” said George. “My
mother had brought her up, and trained her as carefully,
almost, as a daughter. She can read and write, and she
is a beautiful singer.”

“Was she born in vyour house?” said Madame de
Thoux.

“No. Father bought her once, in one of his trips to
New Orleans, and brought her as a present to mother.
She was about eight or nine years old, then. Father nev-
er told mother what he had given for her. But, the oth-
er day, we found among his old papers the bill of sale.
He paid a lot of money for her. I think, it was because
of her extraordinary beauty.”

George sat with his back to Cassy, and didn’t see the
expression of her face, as he was giving these details. She
came up to him and touched his arm. Her face was white.

“Do you know the names of the people who sold her
to him?” she said.

“The man’s name was Simmons, I think. Yes, that
was the name on the bill of sale.”

“0O, my God!” said Cassy, and fell on the floor of the
cabin, fainting.

George and Madame de Thoux didn’t know why Cas-
sy had fainted. But they tried to help her.

Poor Cassy! When she came to, she turned her face
to the wall, and cried like a child. She felt sure, in that
hour, that she had found her daughter.
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Helpful Words & Notes

Legree became a harder drinker than ever before — lJle-
rpu 3anuia 0es3 yaepKy

Creole lady — xpeoska (Kpeosibl — IOTOMKH [EepPBbIX IT€-
pecenenneB u3 Mcnauuu, [lopryranum u ®Ppanuunu, 3a-
CeJIUBIIMX KOJOHWUHA oTuX cTpad B CeBepHoil u IOmHOU

Amepuxe.)
her language and movements were all in agreement
with this idea — 3Hanme (QpaHIY3CKOro A3LIKA U yMe-

HHE XOpOII0 AeP:KAThCA I[MO3BOJWJINA €M JIeTKO BiHUTBCHA
B HOBYIO POJb

with the politeness which comes naturally to every Ken-
tuckian — ¢ raJagTHOCTBIO, CBOWMCTBEHHOH KayKIOMy
ypoKeHIY KeHTYKKHI

he married in our family — oH B3aJ KeHy U3 Hallero joma

Activities
? Checking Comprehension

1. Answer the questions.

1) What was Cassy’s last trick?

2) What happened to Legree after that?

3) How were the runaway slaves disguised?
4y Who was Madame de Thoux?

5) What did Cassy learn about her daughter?

2. Complete the sentences.

1) Legree became a hard drinker than ever before

because... .
2) Cassy and Emmeline avoided suspicions because... .
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3) Cassy decided to tell George Shelby the truth be-
cause... .

L1 Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Use the synonyms from the text,.

1) Cassy, Emmeline and George safely got on the
steamer Cincinnati.

2) Finally Cassy decided she could believe the young
man.

3) Mr. Shelby brought Cassy’s daughter home as
a gift for his wife.

2. Fill in the prepositions if necessary.

1) Legree got out of bed, and pulled the door.
2) Emmeline was disguised
3) “He married

George.

Cassy’s maid.
my mother’s servant,” said

4) The French lady was accompanied a pretty
little daughter of twelve.

¥z Discussing the Text

Describe the last part of Cassy’s plan. What’s your
opinion of the escape plan?

CHAPTER 29

George Shelby, moved by Cassy’s story, sent her
Eliza’s bill of sale. It had the same date and name as
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she remembered. Cassy felt no doubt that Eliza was her
child. It remained now only for her to find her.

Madame de Thoux went immediately to Canada, and be-
gan looking for her brother and his family among runaway
slaves. At Amherstberg she found the pastor with whom
George and Eliza had stayed, when they arrived in Canada.
And he told her how to find the family in Montreal.

George and Eliza had now been free for five years.
George had found a job in the shop of a machinist. He
was earning enough money to support his family. They
had a new daughter, little Eliza. Little Harry — a fine
bright boy — was in a good school.

The pastor of the stand from Amherstberg, where
George and Eliza had first landed, was very much inter-
ested in the stories of Madame de Thoux and Cassy. He
agreed to take them to Montreal.

The scene now changes to a small, neat house, on
the outskirts of Montreal. It was already evening. A tea-
table, covered with a white tablecloth, was prepared for
the supper. In one corner of the room there was a table
covered with a green tablecloth, with pens and paper on
it. Over it there was a shelf of books.

This was George’s study. He tried to spend there all
the spare time he had, reading and writing.

At this time, he was seated at the table, making
notes from a book from the family library.

“Come, George,” said Eliza, “you’ve been gone all
day. Please put down that book, and let’s talk, while I'm
getting tea.”

And little Eliza tried to pull the book out of his
hand, and get herself on his knee.

“0, you little smart girll” said George.

“That’s right,” said Eliza, as she began to cut bread.
She was a little older, but as happy as a woman should be.
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“Harry, my boy, how was that problem, today?” said
George, as he laid his hand on his son’s head.

Harry looked at his father with a happy smile and said,
“I did it, every bit of it, myself, father. Nobody helped me!”

“That’s right,” said his father. “Do everything your-
self, my son. You have a better chance to study than
your poor father ever had.”

At this moment, somebody knocked at the door. Eliza

went and opened it. She saw the good pastor from Am-
herstberg and said, happy, “Why! Is this you?”

There were two more women with him. Eliza asked
them to sit down.

The honest pastor had prepared a little program
for the meeting. He was taking out his handkerchief to
wipe his mouth and give his speech, when Madame de
Thoux upset the whole plan. She threw her arms around
George’s neck, and let all out at once, saying, “O,
George! Don’t you know me? I'm your sister Emily.”

Cassy was quite calm, but at that moment little Eliza
suddenly appeared before her. She looked just as her daugh-
ter when she saw her last. The little thing looked in her
face. Cassy caught her up in her arms, saying, what, at the
moment she really believed, “Darling, I'm your mother!”

The good pastor, at last, managed to get everybody
quiet, and gave his speech. It was so touching, that it
left his whole audience crying with joy.

After a day or two, Madame de Thoux told her broth-
er about her life. The death of her husband had left her
a big fortune, which she offered to share with the fam-
ily. When she asked George what she could do for him,
he answered, “Give me an education, Emily. That’s what
I always wanted. Then, I can do all the rest.”

It was decided that the whole family should go, for
some years, to France.
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Soon they sailed, carrying Emmeline with them. The
first mate of the ship fell in love with the pretty girl.
And, after entering the port, she became his wife.

George remained four years at a French univer-
sity, and got a very good education. Political troubles
in France, at last, made the family leave the country.
George refused to return to America because of the slav-
ery. He decided to go to Liberia instead. He wrote about
his feelings and ideas in a letter to one of his friends.

“T have no wish to go back to America. I often think
about my parents. To my white father I was no more than
a fine dog or horse. But to my poor mother I was a child.
I never saw her, after the cruel sale that separated us,
till she died. But I know that she always loved me dearly.
When I think about all she suffered, about my own life,
about the struggles of my wife, about my sister, sold in
the New Orleans slave market — I have no wish to pass
for an American, or to identify myself with them. I want
a country, a nation, of my own. And I see myself with Af-
rican people. Where can I to look for such a place?

On the shores of Africa I see Liberia — a republic
formed by freed slaves. There it is my wish to go, and
help make Liberia a great nation.

You may say that I forget those of us who remain
slaves in America. But, what can I do for them? Can
I break their chains? No, not as an individual. But I can
go and form part of a nation. It will have a voice all
the world can hear. And then we can speak.

You will call me an enthusiast. You will tell me that
I don’t realize what I am doing. But I do. I go to Libe-
ria to work. To work with both hands; to work hard; to
work against all sorts of difficulties; and to work till
1 die. This is what I go for. And in this I am quite sure
I shall not be disappointed.
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Whatever you may think of my decision, think that,
in whatever I do, I act with a heart given to my people.
GEORGE HARRIS.”

George, with his wife, children, sister and mother-in-
law, went to Africa, some few weeks after. If we are not
mistaken, the world will yet hear from him there.

Madame de Thoux finally managed to find Cassy’s
son. The young man had escaped, some years before his
mother, and been received and educated by some friends
in the North. He will soon follow his family to Africa.

Helpful Words & Notes

in the shop of a machinist — B mexanuueckoil macrep-
CKOM

spare time — pmocyr

on the outskirts of Montreal — ma oxpaunne Moupeans

problem — 30. apudpmernyeckas samaua

first mate of the ship — mepBbIll MOMOIMHUK KamuTaHa

to pass for an American, or to identify myself with
them — BrigaBaTe cebs 3a amMepuKkaHIla UJAHM HWMETH C

HUMH YTO-TO 00Illee

Liberia — Jlubepusi; rocymapcrso B SBamamHoili Adpuke,
ocHoBaHHOe B 1947 roay ocBobo:xmeHHBIMH pabaMu U3
CIIIA; ero HasBaHWe 03HAYaeT «3eMJIA CBODOIBI»

Activities
?7 Checking Comprehension

1. Say who:
1) sent Cassy the bill of sale for her daughter.
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2) agreed to take Madame de Thoux and Cassy to
Canada.

3) worked as a machinist.

4) offered to share the money with the family.

5) fell in love with Emmeline.

2. Answer the questions.

1) Where did Madame de Thoux and Cassy finally
find George and Eliza?

2) What was new in the life of George’s family?

3) How did George try to spend his spare time?

4) Where did the whole family go first?

5) Where did they choose to settle down?

Ll Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1. Fill in the gaps with the nouns from the box.

— e

audience nation outskirts mate

1) George’s family settled down on the of
Montreal.
2) The good pastor impressed his with

a touching speech.
3) The first
with Emmeline.

of the steamer fell in love

4) George wanted to make Liberia a great _

2. Put the verb in the brackets into the right form.

1) The pastor from the place where George and
Eliza (to land) five vears before, was happy to
help the women.
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2) Eliza’s bill of sale had the same name and date
as she (to remember).

3) Cassy’s son (to escape) some years before his
mother.

% Discussing the Text

1. Imagine that you’re Eliza. Say when you finally met
your mother and George’s sister. Describe that meet-
ing in detail.

2. What do you think?

George decided to stay away from America and settle
down in Liberia. Why did he do it? Do you approve
of his choice? What kind of future can yvou imagine
for him and his family, say, in twenty years?

CHAPTER 30

George Shelby had written to his mother that he was
coming home. He hadn’t been able to write about the
death of his old friend. He had tried several times, and
always finished by tearing up the paper, wiping his eyes,
and rushing somewhere to get quiet.

There was excitement all over the Shelby house, on
the day of the arrival of young Master George.

Mrs. Shelby was seated in her comfortable sitting-
room. The table was prepared for the supper. Old Chloe,
in a new dress, with clean, white apron, and high tur-
ban, looked happy.

“Now! Won’t it look natural to him?” she said. “I put
his plate just where he likes it — by the fire. Mas-
ter George always wants the warm seat. O, why didn’t
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Sally get out the best teapot, the little new one, Master
George got for Missis, for Christmas? I'll ask to have it
out! And has Missis heard from Master George?” she said.

“Yes, Chloe. But just to say he would be home to-
night, if he could. That’s all.”

“Did he say anything about my old man?” said
Chloe, still arranging the cups.

“No, he didn’t. He did not speak of anything, Chloe.
He said he would tell everything, when he got home.”

“Just like Master George. He’s always wanted to tell
everything himself. I don’t understand, for my part,
how white people write things so much as they do. Writ-
ing is such a slow kind of work.”

Mrs. Shelby smiled.

“I’'m thinking that my old man won’t recognize the
boys and the baby. O! Polly’s the biggest girl, now. She
is good, too, and smart. She’s in the house, now, watch-
ing the cake. I'm baking the cake my old man liked so
much. I made this cake for him the morning he left.
How I felt, that morning!”

Mrs. Shelby sighed, and felt a heavy weight on her
heart. She had felt uneasy, ever since she received her son’s
letter. She suspected that he was trying to hide something.

“Has Missis got the bills?” said Chloe, anxiously.

“Yes, Chloe.”

“I want to show my old man the bills that baker gave
me. ‘And,” he says, ‘Chloe, I wish you’d stay longer.’
‘Thank you, Master,” [ say, ‘I would, only my old man’s
coming home. And Missis can’t do without me any long-
er.” That’s what I told him. A very nice man, that Master
Jones was.”

The sound of wheels now was heard.

“Master George!’” said Aunt Chloe, running up to the
window.
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Mrs. Shelby ran to the door to meet her son. Aunt
Chloe stood anxiously looking out into the darkness.

“O, poor Aunt Chloe!” said George. He stopped, and
took her hard, black hand between both his hands. “I’'m
sorry! I couldn’t bring him with me.”

There was an exclamation from Mrs. Shelby, but
Aunt Chloe said nothing.

The group entered the sitting-room. The money, of
which Chloe was so proud, was still lying on the table.

“There,” she said, gathering it up, and giving it
to her mistress, “I don’t want to see it again. Just as
I knew it would be. He was sold, and killed on those ter-
rible old plantations!”

Chloe turned, and walked proudly out of the room.
Mrs. Shelby followed her. She took one of her hands,
drew her down into a chair, and sat down by her.

“My poor, good Chloe!” she said.

Chloe leaned her head on her mistress’ shoulder, and
cried, saying, “O Missis! Excuse me, my heart’s broken.
That’s all!”

“l know it is,” said Mrs. Shelby, as her tears fell fast.

There was a silence for some time. At last, George,
took her Chloe’s hand, and told her about her husband’s
death, and his last words.

About a month after this, one morning, all the
servants of the Shelby estate gathered in the great hall
of the house to hear a few words from their young
master.

To the surprise of everyone, he appeared among them
with a pile of papers in his hand. These were certificates
of freedom to everyone on the place. He read the papers,
and gave them to all the negroes, amid the sobs and
tears and shouts.
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Many servants, however, asked him not to send them
away. They tried to give their free papers back.

“We don’t want to be freer than we are. We’ve al-
ways had all we wanted. We don’t want to leave the old
place, and Master and Missis, and the rest!”

“My good friends,” said George, as soon as he could
get silence, “there’ll be no need for you to leave me. We
need here as many workers as before. But, you are now
free men and free women. I shall pay vou wages for your
work. The advantage is, that if something happens to
me, you can’t now be taken and sold. I plan to teach you
what, perhaps, it will take you some time to learn — how
to use the rights I give you as free men and women.”

“One thing more,” said the young man. “Do you all re-
member our good old Uncle Tom?” And he told his serv-
ants about Tom’s death. “It was on his grave, my friends,
that I made up my mind, that I would no longer own
slaves. I made up my mind that no one would have to leave
his home and friends because of me, and die on a lone-
ly plantation, as he died. So, when you think that you’re
free, remember that you owe it to Uncle Tom. And please
pay the debt to his wife and children. Be kind to them. And
I hope that every time you see Uncle Tom’s Cabin, you’ll re-
member what a good and honest man he was, and how kind
he was to everybody. Try to follow in his steps.”

Helpful Words & Notes

Won’t it look natural to him? — Hazo, uto6el Bcé 6bBIJIO
TakK, KaK BCerja.

I’'ll ask to have it out! — Iloiiny mompomy ero pocrars.

for my part — ecim Bbl XOTHTE 3HATH MOEe MHEHUE

certificates of freedom — BoapHBIE
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you owe it to Uncle Tom — BbBI 00A3anHbl 9TUM AAxe Tomy

Try to follow in his steps. — Ilocrapaiitecs crares Takm-

i?

1.

MH e, KaK OH.

Activities
Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1) When did George return to the Kentucky farm?

2) Why everyone in the house was excited about
George’s arrival?

3) How did Aunt Chloe take the news about her
husband’s death?

4) How long did it take George to prepare the cer-
tificates of freedom for his slaves?

0) What did George ask his people to remember
about Uncle Tom?

Complete the sentences.

1) George Shelby couldn’t make himself write his
mother about Tom’s death because... .

2) Mrs. Shelby felt something was wrong because... .

3) Many servants tried to give their free papers
back because... .

Ll Working with Vocabulary and Grammar

1.

Fill in the prepositions amid, up, in, on.

1) Mrs. Shelby felt a heavy weight her heart.
2) George gave the free papers to the slaves
the sobs and tears and shouts.
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3) George made his mind that he would no
longer own slaves.
4) George asked his people to follow Tom’s

steps.

Report the sentences in indirect speech.

1) “Did he say anything about my old man?” said
Chloe to Mrs. Shelby.

2) “I want to show my old man the bills that baker
gave me,” said Chloe.

3) “I shall pay you wages for your work,” said
George to his people.

4) “Please pay the debt to his wife and children,”
said George to the negroes.

Discussing the Text

George Shelby came back home. What news did he
bring Aunt Chloe? How did she take it? Describe
the scene in the house.

George Shelby told his people, “When you think
that you're free, remember that you owe it to Uncle
Tom.” Do you agree? Why?

What do you think?

1) What’s your opinion about the end of the story?
Was it unexpected?

2) Did you like the novel? What did you like about it?

3) Talk about the main characters of the book.
Whom did you like best? Why?

4) What basic problems and ideas does the author
touch in her book?
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Vocabulary

A

abstractedly [2b’strektidl] adv pacceanno

account [a2'kauvnt] n cuer, oTueTHOCTD

ache |eik| v Gomers

action ['&k/n| n meiicrBue, mocrymox

adjust [o'd&3Ast| v npuBOAUTEL B MOPAAOK, NMONPABIATEH

afford [o'fo:d] v mossosuTs cebe

amid [o'mid]| prep cpexu, mocpenn

ankle ["&nkl] n momerxka

appearance |2 p1arons| n 30. BHeIIHUI BUJ

arrange [o'remnd3] v oprammsosmiBaTh, HOTOBapmBaThCA (O
YeM-TO)

article ["a:tikl] n 30. Bemts, TOBAp

attic ['eetik] n uepmax

auction ['o:k[n] n ayxkumuon, Topru

average | ‘@voridy] ¢ oObIRHOBEHHBIN, cpeaHUI

axe [&ks] n Tomop

B

baker ['beika] n 6yimounux, nexaps
bandage ['bazndid3] n nosszka

bank [bapk] n Geper (pexn)

bear |bea] (bore, born) v 30. BbIHOCHTE
beech [bi:t[] n 6yk

betray [br'trer] v npegaBaTs, BohiZaBaTH
bid [bid] n npexgnaraemas mena mHa ayknuoHe
bitter ['bita] a ropsxwuit

blacksmith ['bleeksmi0] n kysuer
blame [bleim] v BunuTH

bleeding ['bli:din] » kposoreuenune
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board |[ba:d| n mocka; Gopr (xopabss); v caguTbes (Ha Ko-
pabdJn)
brutal ["bru:tl] a 6ecuenoBeunslii, eCTOKHUMH

C

cabin ['kabin| n xmskwuna, mauyra; rarmora

cellar ['sela]| n norpe6

chain ['ffein] n nmens; v 3aKOBBIBaATHL B IleNH
change [tfeind3] n usmenenue; caava; v MeHATH(CA)
chilly [t[1]] ¢ mpoxaanusrii

cholera ["kolara] n xonepa

cloak ['klavk]| n mmamng

closet ['klpzit] n uynan, ki1agoBka

coachman ['kavtfman] n Kyuep

coarse |ko:s| a rpy6erit

colored ['kalad| a uBernoi

come to ["kam’tu:] phr v ounyreca, npuiitu B cebsa
commonplace ['komanpleis] ¢ EnuemM He npuMeyaTeNbHBIH
conceal [kan’siil] v ckpsiBaTh, IpATATH

cough [kof] n kamenb; v KamIATH

creak [krik| v ckpuners

creature ['kri:tf3] n cymectso

creek [kri:k] n pyueit

crew |[kru:] n skmmask (cymnua)

crop |krop| n ypomxan

curl [k3:l] n noron

curly ['k3:li] a xyapassiit

D

damage ['demid3]| v noBpexpars
debt |det| n monar

deceive [d1'si:v] v oOMaHBIBATH
deck [dek] n many6a
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delicate ['delikot| @ ToHkuii, yroueHHBIN fix |[fiks] v yuHUTE; yIa)KUBaTh; COCPENOTOYUBATHL (B3IJIAN)

deserve [d1'z3:v] v sacny:xuBaTH flit [flit] v mopxars
despair [dis'pes] n oruasHmMe flourish [flarif] v pacuerars
determined [di't3:mind]| @ pemmrensHbIiA fluently ['flu:antli] adv Gerno, nerko
disguise |dis'galz] v uaMeHATH BHENIHOCTH, NEPeEOEBATH flush [flA]] v xaBIHYTSH
disrespect [ disris'pekt] n meyBarkenme forbid [fa’bid] (forbade, forbidden) v 3ampemars
disturb [dis’t3:b] v 6ecnokouTs, TPEeBOKUTH fortnight ["fo:tnart] n gBe Hemenu
dome [dovm] n kymon fortune ['fo:"tju:n] n cocrosame
draw [dro:] (drew, drawn) v TanyTs free [fri:] a cBoGOAHEINA; U OCBOOOKAATE

draw out BeITaCKMBaATH set free ocsoboXKIaTH

draw up ocranaBiuBaTBCA (0 mparcnopme) frown [fravn] v cmorperbs HeomoGpPHUTENBHO
drawer ['dro:d] n samuk (crosa)

G
E .
gather up ['gada(r) "Ap| phr v cobparbesa ¢ cuaaMu
earn |3:n| v sapabaTsiBaThH generous | dzenaras| @ BeNMMKOAYUIHBINH, IIeAPbIH
easy |'1:z1] a jserkuii, upocroi; adv JerKo gentle [dzentl] @ Tuxwuit, marxkui
escape [1s'keip] n moGer ghost ['goust] n npuspak, npuBuaeHHE
estate [1'steit] n momecrbe, umenue give up ['giv'ap] phr v cmatbca, yCTYOUTh
evil ["i:vl] n am0 glitter ['glita] v 6aecrers, cBepKaThH
expect [iIk'spekt] v omugars good-natured ['gud’'neitfed| a moGpoayuiHbIi
extend [ik'stend] v BBITATHBATB, IPOTArMBATE grief [gri:f] n rope, neuans
grind [graind] (ground, ground) v mosnoTs
F groan [grauvn| n CTOH; U CTOHATH

. ground [gravnd| ¢opma npowedwezo épemernu om grind
faint [feint] v morepsite cosmanue :

fair [fea] a uyecTHBI, cnpaBegJIUBEIIA; CBETJBIN

faithful ["fei®fvl] a npeganusrit 1

fate [fert] n cyanba handcuffs |["haendkafs] n pl sapyusuxn

fault [fo:lt] n BumHaA, pocTymok hand-mill ["he&ndmil] n pyunas menpHUDA

feature ['fi:tfo] n 30. uepra nuna harsh [ha:[] ¢ xecrrwuii, cypoBbIit

ferry ['feri] n mapom heap [hi:p| n rpyna, ryua

fire |'faia] v crpenars high-spirited [ hai’spiritid| a ropauuit, HemokKopHBIN
firmly ["f3:mli] adv TBepmo, pemmTenbHO highway [ harwei] n 6onsmiaa mopora

firmness ['f3:mnes] n croiikocTh, HENOKOJEOHMOCTE hug [hag] (hugged) v o6amMaTs
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hump up ["hamp’ap| phr v cropburscsa
hurt [h3:t] v npuuusuTe Gosb; GoONETH

I

indignation [,indig'neifn]| n meromoBanme, BoamyIeHUE
inherit [in"herit] v ynacnexosars

insult [in’salt] v ockopbasaTs

iron ['alan] n 30. yTiOr; v rIAIUTLH

irritate |11, tert] v pasgpasars

K

kick [kik] v nunaTe HOramMmm; n NHHOK

kindly ['kaindli] @ mo6poskenarensubrii

knock [npk] v cryuare; yaapars
knock down c6urs ¢ Hor

L

land [l&end] v BeICakuBaTBHCA Ha Geper
lantern ['lenton]| n donaps

lash [l[] n ymap xabicrom, miaersio

last [la:st] v gauTeCsa; BEIAEPRHUBATH

lawful ['lo:ful] e sakonubI

lay [le1] (laid) v momokuTs

let off ['let'nf] phr v nmpomars, ornyckars Ges Haxkazaxus
lie [lai] v I (lay, lain) ne:;xars; II (lied) nraTe
load [lavd| v rpysuTs, HArpy;kaTh

look over [luvk'avva] phr v npocmarpusatn
loss [Ins] n morepa

M

manage (smth) | 'manids] v sasemoBarb, ynpasiaTe
(gem-J1.)
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manufacturer [ ,menju’fektfora] n mpepnpurumarens, da-

OpuUKaHT
mark out ['ma:k’avt| phr v BeLEENATH
matter [ 'mata] n memo, npobirema
mean [Mi:n] v UMeTs B BUAY; 3HAUUTH
miserable | 'mizorabl] a »kankwnii, HecyaCTHBIN
mistress | 'mistris| n xossiika; ao6oBHUIA
mood [mu:d| n HacTpoeHue
moved [mu:vd] @ pacTporanHbI#
muddy ['madi] @ myrHBIHT
muscular |["'maskjule| a mycxkymnucrtsii

N

neat [ni:t] @ akkyparTHbIi

neckerchief |['nekatfif] n meiinpiit naarok
newcomer [ nju:’kama| n HoOBOIPUOBIBIINA
nigger |'niga] n zpy6. Herp, YepHOMAa3bIil
nightgown [ naitgavn| n mounasa pyGamka
noble ['nauvbl] a 61aropoaubLit

nurse [n3:s] v yxaxusarh (3a 60JIBHBIM)

0O

obey [auvbel]| v caymarscs, mOAYHHATHCA

open on [‘aupan’pn| phr v BbIXOAUTH (HA YTO-JI), BECTH

(Kyma-J.)

overhear [ ovvo’hio] (overheard, overheard) v nHeuasnHO

YCJBINIATE; MOACAYIINBATL

overseer [ ouvasia| n HaJACMOTPIIHK

P

part [pa:t] v paccraBaTbcdA; pasnydarhb

pass [pa:s| v TPOXOAWTb, MEPEXOAUTD; NPUHUMATE (0 3AKOHE)
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path |[pa:0] n Tponuuka

patience | peins| n repnenue

patient [ peifnt] ¢ Tepmenusbrit

pick [pik] v cobupars
pick up saesxkaTpb (3a KeM-J.)

pitcher ['pitfa] n KyBmMH

plump [plamp| a nonueiit, nyxasrit

pop out [ popavt] phr v BeICOBBIBATH

porch [pa:tf] n xkpbLABIO

prayer [prea] n moauTBa

press [pres| v kaTk; HacTauBaTh (HA YeM-I.)

proof [pru:f] n mokasarenncTBO

provide (with smth) [pro’vaid] v crabixars, obecmeuuBaTh
(uem-1.)

R

railing ['reilip] rn orpaxpenme, mepuaa

raise [reiz] v pacTuTh, BOCIHTEHIBATE

respectable [r1'spektabl] a pecnexrabenbHBIH, TPHINYHBINA

review [r1'vju:] n mpoBepka, oCMOTD

rheumatism ['ru:matiz(a)m]| n permarusm

ride [raid]| (rode, ridden) v esgurh (Bepxom, B MaIuHe); n
IIPOryJIKa BEPXOM, II0€3JKa

ridiculous [r1'dikjvlas| @ HenenbIii, cmemiHO’

rifle ['raifl] n pyxbe

rock [rpk| n kamens; ckana

rub down [‘rab’davn] phr v 30. BEIUMCTHTE

runaway | ranowei] n Gerser; a Gersblii, cOesKaBIIMM

rush [raf] v 6pocurses

S

sale [seil] n mponmaska
save [selv] v crmacaTh; HAKONUTH
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scorn [sko:n| n npespenue

scratch [skretff] v 30. uecars

scream [skri:m| n Bomsb, BH3I; U BOIMTHL, BU3MKATh

servant ['s3:vont] n cayra, cay:xanka

settle [setl] v ynamxusars
settle down ycrpourtscs, obycrpamBaTheca

sew [sov] (sewed, sewn) v HINTEH

sewing [“sovip] n mmThe

shackles |'[&kls] n pl xanpganb

shame [[eim]| n moaop

shed |fed]| n capaii

sheet [[i:t] n mpocTeiHA

shore [[2:] n Geper (mops, osepa)

shrewd [[ru:d] @ npornnarenbHbIi

shyly ['[aili] adv po6xo, HemoBepumUBO

sincerely [sin’siali] adv uckpenne

slap [slep] (slapped) v xmonars, muTenaTh

slave [slerv] n pab

slavery ['sleivari] n paberso

slave-trader [ sleiv, treidsa] n pa6Goroprosern

slender ['slends] a¢ Tomkwmii, cTpoiiHbIiA

slight [slait] a mebonburoii, HesHAUNTENbHBLI

smooth [smu:B| a posubI#, rnagxkui

sob [spb] (sobbed) v pbimaTh, BCXJIWUNBIBATL; 71 PEIAHHE,
BCXJIHIIBEIBAHHE

soul [savl] rn ayma

spade [speid]| n somara

spat [sp®t]| ¢popma npowredutezo spemenu om spit

speak out ['spi:k’avt] phr v roBopuTs, BBICKa3BIBATHCA

spit [spit] (spat, spat) v naeBaThb

splash [splae[] n Bcmneck

spoil [sppil] v mopTuTs

spot [sppt] n MecTo; HATHO, MATHBIIIKO

spread [spred]| n 30. mokpeIBaJIO
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spring [sprin| (sprang, sprung) v OpbiraTh, CKaKaTb

squeeze [skwiz]| v cxxumarth

stable ['steibl] n ronwomHA

stand [steend] (stood, stood) v cTroaTwh; BeImep:KHUBaTH; n 34.
«CTAHIUA» (PKHUJbe AN OerJbIx paboB)

starve [sta:v] v ronogarhb

steady |'stedi| a ypaBHOBeleHHBII

steamer |'stima] n mapoxop

straight ['streit] a npamoi; adv npamo

strength ['stren0] n cuna

strike [straik| (struck, struck) v yaaparn, 6uThb

string [strip| n BepeBka, IIHYPOK

swamp [swomp]| n GomoTo

swear [swea| (swore, sworn) v pyrarbcs

sympathy [ simpaf1| n couyscTBuHe, cocrpaganue

&

tablecloth [’teiblkla:0] n ckareprs
terrified |'terr faid] ¢ oxBaueHHBIH yiKacom
tie [tal] v npuBA3bIBATHL, 3aBA3LIBATE
timid ["timid] a pobkui

tiredness [ taradnos] n yecranocts

tiring ["tarorip] ¢ yromurennHBIN
torment [to:'ment| v mMmyuurs

torn [to:n] ¢ msopsBanubIii

track |[traeek| v BeICHERKMBATH

trader ['treida] n Toprosen, KomMmepcaHT
trap [trep] n sanagusa

treat [tri:t] (sb) v ob6pamareca (¢ Kem-i.)
tremble ['trembl]| v gposkats

triangular [trai’zngjula] a TpeyronpubIi
trick [trik] n ymoBka, xmrpocTs

tune [tju:n] n menxomus

212

U

uncommon |[An’kpman| ¢ HeobbIKHOBEHHBIMH

uneasily [an’i:zill] adv Gecnokoiino

untie [An'tar] v pasBsassiBaTh

upset [Ap’'set] (upset, upset) v onporuawbiBaTH; pacerpan-
BaTh

use up [‘ju:z’Ap| ph v uapacxomoBaTsb
A%

vacant ['veikont| a mesanaTsili, nycrou
voluntarily [ volantarill] adv moGposonsuo

W

wages [weidzs| n pl sapnaara (pabounx)
wagon |'wagan| n mososka, Qypros
wait [wert] v 3d. npucayxuBaTE 3a CTOJIOM
watech over ['wot/'ouva] phr v omekars
weed [wiid] n copHsak
weigh [welt| v BaBemuBaTh
wharf [wo:f] n opucrans
whip [wip] n KHYT; U ceub KHYTOM
whip up moacrernBaTh
whipping ['wipip] n nopka
winding ['wamdip] a usBmnuCTHIH
wipe |walp| v BeITHpATE
withdraw |[w1d dro:] (withdrew, withdrawn) v orsoguTs
worth [w3:0] a crosmmit; uMeonUi CTOMMOCTH
wounded ['wu:ndid] ¢ panensii
wrinkle |['ripkl] n Mopmuna
wrist |rist] n sanscree
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