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UNCLE TOM’S CABIN

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE was born in Litchfield, Connecticut, on June 14, 1811, the seventh child of Lyman and Roxanna Foote Beecher. Her family produced a number of religious leaders, teachers, and reformers, focusing on abolitionism as one of their chief causes.

At thirteen, Stowe was sent away to school in Hartford. In 1832 she rejoined her family in Cincinnati, where her father ran the Lane Theological Seminary, and began work at her sister Catherine’s school for girls. Her proximity to Kentucky, a slave state, made her and her family increasingly aware of the horrors of slavery, which they protested vehemently. In 1836 she married Calvin Ellis Stowe, and soon after that began her family. The Stowes had seven children: twins Harriet and Eliza, Henry, Frederic, Georgiana, Samuel, and Charles.

In 1843 Stowe published her first book, The Mayflower. She continued to teach and write after its publication, and in 1852 she published her bestselling classic, Uncle Tom’s Cabin, the first novel to criticize the institution of American slavery. Her instant success prompted the Independent magazine in New York to offer her a position, and she was asked to tour England where she was received by Queen Victoria. In 1853 she published A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin, a book on the sources of her popular novel.

Stowe lectured and wrote for twenty-five years before slipping into the chronic illness and senility that began in 1878. She died on July 1, 1896 and was buried in Andover, Massachusetts.

ANN DOUGLAS teaches twentieth-century American studies at Columbia University. She is the author of Terrible Honesty: Mongrel Manhatten in the 1920s and has written numerous articles and reviews on American culture.
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Introduction: The Art of Controversy

The story of the writing and publication of Uncle Tom’s Cabin is almost as well known as the story the novel dramatizes. In 1850 Harriet Beecher Stowe was thirty-nine years old, and less famous than many members of the historically energetic family to which she belonged. The daughter of Lyman Beecher, considered the greatest preacher of the Jacksonian period, and the sibling of six brothers, most of whom were ministers and authors, and of three sisters, two of whom were well-known reformers, Stowe was simply the wife of Calvin Stowe, an eccentric and poor theologian at Bowdoin College in Brunswick, Maine; an overworked housewife with a large brood of children; and a minor writer specializing in short, vernacular New England tales and didactic writings. Like most of the Beechers, she saw life in terms of moral commitments, but she had been a helper in Catharine Beecher’s missions for feminine education and a sympathizer with her father’s and brothers’ various crusades rather than an active organizer herself.

In late 1850 Stowe received a letter from her sister-in-law Mrs. Edward Beecher and began one of the most public and publicized careers in American history. Edward Beecher, theologian and minister, had witnessed in 1837 what he described in his Narrative of the Riots at Alton (1838) as the “martyrdom” of the abolitionist editor Elijah Lovejoy at the hands of an angry Illinois mob. He had been a firm antislavery man since, and now he and his wife, with many Northerners, were incensed at the passing of the Compromise of 1850. The Compromise, while making a few concessions to antislavery sentiment, was fundamentally a proslavery decision: it revised an older law and left the question of slavery in the new territories an open one; and with the inclusion of the Fugitive Slave Law, it forced the North to police and return the South’s black runaways.

As distressing to New England minds as the bill itself was Senator Daniel Webster’s fall. The magnificent orator from New Hampshire had actually backed the measure with all his imposing brilliance. If he had abdicated his duty, who could take his place? A failure to act rightly at the top was a signal to a Beecher to dramatize the situation and fill the gap. Mrs. Edward Beecher picked Webster’s successor in the realm of American eloquence with an unerring instinct. She wrote “Hattie” (as Harriet was known to her family): “If I could use a pen as you can, I would write something that will make this whole nation feel what an accursed thing slavery is.” The story goes that Harriet Beecher Stowe, a plain, strong-faced small woman, on reading these words rose to her feet, crumpled the letter in one hand, and vowed passionately, “I will write something…I will if I live.” Uncle Tom’s Cabin, her first novel, was the result.

According to Stowe herself, Uncle Tom’s Cabin; or, Life among the Lowly began to form in her mind as she was taking communion in church in February 1851. She had a vision of a saintly black man being mercilessly flogged and praying for his torturers as he died. There it was, the climax of her story—the “victory,” as she would entitle it, of Uncle Tom’s death. Stowe began to write under what she later claimed, with no small justification, to be God’s influence. She sent the first chapter to Dr. Gamaliel Bailey’s Washington antislavery paper, The National Era, which had welcomed other contributions from her. She hoped to do her small share for the cause—and perhaps to earn a silk dress with the proceeds. Although Stowe had assumed that her novel would be a short one, the book grew and grew; the editor became uneasy, but readers of The National Era assured author and editor that the story could not be too long for their interest. Stowe wrote on.

John P. Jewett of Boston issued the finished book on March 20, 1852, seven months before Daniel Webster’s death. By June it was selling ten thousand copies a week; men and steam presses worked twenty-four hours a day to meet the demand. By October American sales alone were one hundred and fifty thousand copies; by the year’s end, it was apparent that the little lady from Maine had written the best-seller of the nineteenth century. Due to an unwise initial contract with Jewett, the absence of international copyright, and her own carelessness, Stowe did not become a rich woman, but her first novel achieved and held a popularity that not even Dickens’s books could match. Countless folk songs and dramas based on Uncle Tom soon endowed it with the aura of a permanent American myth; its critical reputation, in contrast, has varied widely.

Many elements have combined to make the critical status of Uncle Tom’s Cabin a vexed and uncertain one. Clearly the book’s vast popularity, its unceasingly controversial topic, and its vehement, apparently unpremeditated (and certainly unrevised) plot and styling were guaranteed to displease the arbiters of nineteenth-century literary standards. And Stowe herself helped her detractors by embarking on a subsequent career as a prolific author of books on domestic science, in addition to writing tirades against various evils and injustices (including an exposé of Lord Byron’s incestuous affair with his half sister, Augusta, which was published in January 1870 as Lady Byron Vindicated) and two fascinatingly poor studies of New York life (My Wife and I, 1871, and We and Our Neighbors, 1874). But she also wrote three superb novels of New England life—The Minister’s Wooing (1859), The Pearl of Orr’s Island (1862), and Oldtown Folks (1869)—and thereby confounded her critics. When Stowe’s second antislavery novel, Dred, appeared in 1856, many of the reviews were grudging or hostile, but Stowe could point triumphantly to spectacular sales figures and ask disdainfully, “Who cares what critics say?” Inheriting no small share of her magnetic father’s self-confidence—not to say his self-righteousness—and possessing all of the characteristic Beecher fascination with public interest and the Beecher skill in arousing it, Stowe undoubtedly did care surprisingly little for established opinion, whether political, religious, or literary. She was always ready to praise the “Gothic” artlessness of a Shakespeare and the “sublime” boldness of a Rubens with the clear implication that such were also her lofty ways; she thought herself fundamentally immune to error and hostility alike.

But leaving aside her countless readers, Stowe never lacked for supporters. Leo Tolstoy, just beginning his astonishing career as a writer (his first piece of writing appeared within months of Uncle Tom’s Cabin’s publication in book form), social reformer, and religious prophet in Russia, at once hailed the American novel as one of the greatest productions of the human mind. In A Small Boy and Others (1913), Henry James acknowledged Stowe’s work as “triumphant” despite its failure to meet his own standards of highly crafted and conscious fiction. Uncle Tom’s Cabin, he perceived with characteristic critical acumen, was a “wonderful ‘leaping’ fish,” simply flying over fiction’s usual “medium,” or literary strategy, altogether. A half-century later, Edmund Wilson rediscovered Stowe’s extraordinary range and impressiveness, and praised her highly and at length in Patriotic Gore (1962). Nathan Huggins, a noted black historian, has recently written in Black Odyssey (1977) of the “great and moving beauty” of Uncle Tom’s Cabin.

Yet Stowe’s detractors have always been as vociferous, if not more numerous, than her defenders. Charles Dickens, toasting her in London in 1853 at a dinner in her honor, spoke restrainedly of the “noble” purpose of her book; in a review in Household Words he had called the book “defective.” Oddly, given the clear similarities between Dickens’s and Stowe’s intuititve quality of imagination, the British author was more troubled by the book’s lack of conscious artistry than James would be later. Stowe’s treatment of slavery hardly satisfied all in her own day, and “Uncle Tom” has since become a byword of racist complicity. Victorian abolitionists, white and black, sometimes hesitated to praise a book that urged a procolonization policy and apparently emphasized black docility. One black antislavery writer expostulated: “Death or banishment is our doom say the slaveocrats, the Colonizationists, and, God save the mark, Mrs. Stowe!” In 1949 James Baldwin excoriated the novel as subversive to black dignity and worth. Richard Wright ironically entitled his first fictive study of racism Uncle Tom’s Children (1938).

*   *   *

The multifaceted question of Uncle Tom’s greatness is not a trivial or irresolvable one. To put it simply, everything involved in the writing and in the subject matter of Uncle Tom’s Cabin was controversial: Stowe’s sex, or more specifically, the proper limits of style and material that members of her sex should observe as authors; slavery and racism as religious and political issues; and the form proper to the American novel in contrast with its English counterpart.

Stowe was the most prominent member of what was only the second generation of American women novelists, and the first of their number to attain literary distinction. By 1815 England had already produced Maria Edgeworth, Fanny Burney, and Jane Austen; well flanked by a host of talented minor feminine writers, they established the fact that English women could write novels and even help determine the novel’s scope and form. No American women authors of the period can justly be placed in their company. In the late 1930s and 1940s, the English critic F. R. Leavis began his influential discussion of the “great tradition” of the English novel, starting with Austen. In 1923 D. H. Lawrence, brilliantly establishing the legitimacy of “Classic American Literature” in his study of the same name, took James Fenimore Cooper as his first novelist (Cooper started to publish in 1820); Lawrence did not include a single woman writer in the course of a survey that ended with Whitman. While the second generation of Lawrence’s chosen (male) authors of American classics—Poe, Hawthorne, Melville, Dana, and Whitman—were writing in the 1840s, 1850s, and 1860s, Dickens and Thackeray were at work in England. But so were the Brontes and George Eliot; indeed, George Eliot is the pivotal figure in Leavis’s attempt to define the English novel in its major phase in The Great Tradition.

Whether or not Leavis or Lawrence were altogether right in their choices or their analyses, one fact is clear: by 1850, when Harriet Beecher Stowe began Uncle Tom, English women were writing profitably and well; American women were writing, at best, profitably. For many reasons they were more rigidly confined by conventional stereotypes of femininity than were their English counterparts. Where English women writers took male noms de plume, such as Currer Bell and George Eliot, American authoresses adopted pretty, alliterative, ultrafeminine floral aliases plainly intended to disarm criticism and disavow ambition. “Fanny Fern” and “Grace Greenwood” could not insist to their readers, as Charlotte Brontë did, that they came before their audience “as author[s] only.” Never lacking in energy, the American women by and large stuck to the themes of piety, deference, and domesticity prescribed for their sex. Harriet Beecher Stowe, however, was a correspondent of George Eliot’s and a friend of Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s, and she deserved to be. She always wrote under her own name and took up whatever subject matter compelled her. Lawbreaking was one of the major themes of her first two novels, Uncle Tom’s Cabin and Dred, and she shared this fascination not with her feminine literary peers but with Hawthorne and Melville.

Stowe was not a declared feminist, although the link between antislavery and the women’s movement was a vital one. Women’s antislavery groups were formed as auxiliaries to the men’s antislavery organizations in the early and mid-1830s. As their members grew more conscious of the discrimination that their male cohorts exercised against them, these all-female groups became the seedbed of the feminist crusade of the late 1840s and 1850s. Stowe—eccentric, moody, dreamy, and energetic by turns—was a maverick; she shied away from all associations and all labels. Yet Uncle Tom’s Cabin, in its inception, style, and substance, is a powerfully feminist book.

No woman before or since Stowe has so successfully written a novel designed to stir up the nation in the cause of the major issue of the day. In March 1850, when John C. Calhoun expressed his wishes as to what the new “compromise” should ensure the South, he demanded that the United States “cease the agitation of the slave question.” Daniel Webster backed him, and so, less openly, did Stowe’s own father. Stowe defied the male establishment, picked up her pen, and helped to make what had been the protest of only a small minority of abolitionists the concern, even the preoccupation, of hundreds of thousands of Americans.

Stowe’s contemporaries were impressed or shocked, or both. The British minister who greeted her on her triumphant tour of the United Kingdom in 1853—Uncle Tom did as well there as at home—thanked her for teaching the world “that the voice which most effectively kindles enthusiasm in millions is the still small voice which comes forth from the sanctuary of a woman’s breast and from the retirement of a woman’s closet.” Stowe proudly repeated this praise of herself in her travel book, Sunny Memories of Foreign Lands (1854). Yet even her warmest defenders were aware that her “voice,” despite the British minister’s encomium, had hardly been “still” or “small.” Facing facts, R. C. Adams in Uncle Tom at Home (1953) bravely congratulated Stowe on her boldness: she was no typical genteel “lady noveliest [seeking]…to please…the imagination”; hers was rather the force of moral “earnestness.” George Frederick Holmes, attacking Uncle Tom in the proslavery Southern Literary Messenger, explained that he could abandon chivalry and apply the “critical lash” to Stowe (an interesting metaphor) because she had “wantonly forfeited her privileges of immunity” as a lady by speaking out on political and moral questions; was a “termagent virago” and a “foul-mouthed hag” who had left the “retirement” proper to her sex, and could therefore hardly expect “deference”!

Women could apply Holmes’s lash to Stowe too, if more lightly. In An Essay on Slavery and Abolitionism (1837), one of Stowe’s sisters, the educator Catharine Esther Beecher, had already rebuked Angelina Grimké, a Southern convert to abolitionism and one of her former pupils, for writing passionately on an explosive and masculine concern in Grimké’s 1836 An Appeal to the Christian Women of the South. Beecher could hardly have been pleased to have her younger sister ignore her prescriptions as to proper feminine protest. Two other custodians of the national feminine mystique issued corrections soon after Stowe’s best-seller appeared. Sarah Josepha Hale took time off from her duties as editress in chief of Godey’s Lady’s Book to revise her early novel Northside (1827 and 1852), and Caroline Lee Hentz, a popular novelist who was born in the North but had long been an inhabitant of the South, brought out The Planter’s Northern Bride in 1854. By their resolutely decorous treatment of slavery (Hentz praised, Hale criticized, but the difference hardly showed), both ladies expressed firm disapproval of Stowe’s outspoken exposé of the peculiar institution.

Stowe’s penetrating “voice” was unladylike in more ways than one. Sarah Hale believed that perhaps the more serious consequence of slavery was the linguistic impurity or, as she called it, the “idiomatic jargon,” inevitably transmitted from black to white. In Northwood Hale commented that “I have met Southern ladies, elegant-looking women whose manner and speech were so ‘niggerish’ that it required a knowledge of their peculiar dialect fully to understand them.” If ladies were known by their politely correct speech, here, then, was a dismaying situation. Hale’s black characters in Northwood, like Caroline Lee Hentz’s in The Planter’s Northern Bride, either are well-spoken mulattoes, or barely speak. Stowe delighted in transcribing (or imagining) black vernacular, as she had already enjoyed writing Yankee dialect in her earlier tales. As Hentz, Hale, and Stowe knew, the vernacular and the wit it inspired were officially off limits to American women, even though such a prohibition was a serious handicap for any writer, especially an American one.

Prior to 1850 no American author had produced a masterpiece of fiction, with the exception of Cooper’s Leatherstocking Tales. But American writers had proved that they could spin a tall tale and be funny—sometimes hilariously so—in the process, and that they had mastered the art of dialect. Among Twain’s predecessors humorists such as George Arnold, Seba Smith, William Tappan Townsend, Augustus Longstreet, Johnson Hooper, and many others had learned that dialect need not be literally and absolutely accurate to work; it must only create a vivid, imaginative consistency on the printed page, a conformity as total as that of the grammar and diction it defies. Thirty years before Huckleberry Finn Stowe, with her self-confessed ‘unsanctified liking for slang,” had not only mastered this secret but had also recognized dialect as a fully expressive medium. Unlike her male peers she was writing a novel, not sketches, and also unlike them she freely used the vernacular to convey both comedy and pathos. In the first ten pages of Uncle Tom, she renders at least four different styles of speech and as many linguistic moods; she had clearly listened with care to just about everyone who talked around her.

And she talked herself. Uncle Tom’s Cabin seems less written than spoken, by an impassioned, individual, mischievous, brilliant woman. When the loquacious characters of the novel fall silent, the narrator takes up their task, addressing her readers directly, rebuking them, imploring them, explaining matters to them, always speaking her mind. If Uncle Tom’s Cabin is not always “well” written, it is always eloquent. Stowe turned the printed page into a pulpit and a forum. She broke the unstated “gag” laws that bound her sex to utter either platitudes or nothing; she was the only woman pioneer in what can be called the “great American tradition” of the novel as rhetoric, talk, voice, language.

Easily appropriating literary techniques of structure and style that were usually reserved for men, Stowe wrote in Uncle Tom a panoramic realistic novel depicting an entire society very much in the fashion of Dickens, Thackeray, Trollope, and Eliot; yet, unlike her English contemporaries, she populated her world largely with female figures or with male characters such as Uncle Tom and St. Clare, whom she described as “feminine.” Men did not interest Stowe very much except as mirrors or foils for feminine goodness; they served the same limited purpose in the pages of Hentz, Hale, and many other female writers of popular American “domestic fiction” in Stowe’s day, but with a difference. In Uncle Tom Stowe omitted the sagas of romantic courtship that her feminine contemporaries routinely included in their stories—even in their slavery stories.

All the women in Uncle Tom are already married (Mrs. Shelby, Eliza, Chloe, Mrs. Bird, Mrs. St. Clare), determinedly single (Miss Ophelia), widowed (Prue, Cassy), or far too young to be the objects of sexual interest (Little Eva and Topsy). Stowe was never adept at or alert to fictive courtship, but Uncle Tom suggests that this was due to more than just a failure of imaginative engagement on her part in the rituals of love-making. Fictionalized courtship was at the heart of Victorian feminine sentimentalism: its rituals made a man appear seductively and entirely male, and yet richly dependent on female responses; it granted women the maximum power available to them if they stayed within the traditional limits of their sex; and its function was precisely to enhance and enrich conventional femininity, to make it exciting, central, rewarding. Such a process did not encompass Stowe’s purposes.

Uncle Tom superficially subscribes to the credo popularized by Godey’s and other similar ladies’ magazines: women, protected at home from the harsh and desensitizing forces of the competitive world, were to use the moral suasion of example and mild precept to turn their men to more humane (or feminine) ways; women were never directly to oppose men, no matter how stupid or brutal they might be. Time and time again in Uncle Tom’s Cabin we see variations on this pattern. Mrs. Shelby tries to convince Mr. Shelby not to settle his debts by selling Tom and Eliza’s little boy; she does not threaten to leave him. Mrs. Bird poses the claims of the “heart” against the abstract demands of the fugitive slave “law”; she is sad, not angry. When George disagrees with her, Eliza is markedly timid in her attempts to calm his rage at the injustice done him by his owner. Little Eva lies on her deathbed as she urges her father to free his slaves. Women act on their own in Stowe’s novel only out of extreme desperation. Eliza runs away and disguises herself as a man to save her son; Cassy’s decision to escape Legree is prompted by a long history of abuse. Eliza, reunited with husband and child, again becomes George’s “eloquent preacher,” reminding him of a kinder “gospel” than the one his own passionate nature dictates. Even Cassy is tamed by freedom and her accidental recovery of her only daughter. Unless provoked to the extreme, women in Uncle Tom apparently accept the decisions of the men whom Stowe, like Hale or Hentz, candidly presents as their moral inferiors.

The picture becomes more complex upon closer scrutiny. Sarah Hale and her followers usually show female influence as being successful sooner or later. But Mr. Shelby does sell Tom; Eliza gets away only because Mrs. Shelby goes against her husband’s wishes and puts Eliza’s pursuers on the wrong track. Mrs. Bird doesn’t convince her husband; only the live presence of the helpless Eliza and her child on his doorstep accomplishes that. St. Clare dies before he can honor Little Eva’s request that Tom be freed. The only woman who has inescapable influence in the novel is Cassy, and hers is a kind of voodoo version of the Godey’s model. The proper woman was to envelop her man gently in her personality; she was to be felt more than seen, an atmosphere as much as a person. Cassy does and is all this, but with a vengeance. Playing on Legree’s ignorant, superstitious mind and his guilty memories of his mother, she literally becomes invisible, hiding in the attic and convincing the wretched tyrant that his house is haunted by his mother’s reproachful spirit. Cassy escapes because she turns female influence into tacit terrorism. In Uncle Tom Stowe implies everywhere that in order to work, female “influence” must be backed by less gentle tactics, aided by providential chance, or furthered by other women.

The crucial help and care received by women in Uncle Tom is offered to them by other women. Mrs. Shelby makes Eliza’s initial escape possible, although many men and women aid her on her way; Cassy saves Emmeline; Eva first loves the wicked Topsy and unintentionally shows her aunt Ophelia how to reach the little black sinner’s heart. In a sense Tom also fits into this pattern, since he evinces the “feminine” virtues, and not incidentally inspires almost all who come in touch with him. Men often do damage, as demonstrated by Legree or even Mr. Shelby and St. Clare; they sometimes help themselves, as George Harris does; they occasionally strike brave and inspiring postures, as George Shelby does at the novel’s close, when he promises over Tom’s dead body to free the slaves. The hard work, both practical and spiritual, of the vast world that Stowe depicts in Uncle Tom—and the novel gained its status as a major example of the realistic Victorian novel in part because its main concern is with “the lowly,” the workers—originates from and is carried through by women. Women help each other for the same reason that slaves do: the male ruling class can hardly be counted on to keep in mind the interests of those outside their ranks. It is the women and the slaves, if anyone, who care.

*   *   *

Lincoln was not being altogether facetious when he greeted Stowe in 1863 as “the little lady who made this big war.” Stowe’s own sense of her motivation is evidenced by the fact that she had ceased to write in any concerted way on slavery when Lincoln made public the Emancipation Proclamation on January 1, 1863. She had accomplished her purpose. Slavery had enlisted Stowe’s finest energies because as a woman she was a member of an oppressed group; additionally, she was a fervent and sincere Christian, and could on occasion sound like the religious sentimentalist that she is sometimes accused of being. She once explained to an admirer, modestly implying a romantic affinity between her literary labors and the Atonement, that “I write with my heart’s blood.” Yet her sufferings were real: the loss of a beloved child in the Cincinnati plague of 1849 helped inspire the poignant sense of family loss and grief in Uncle Tom. Her compassion for the downtrodden was fierce; her toughness and tartness perpetually resurfaced from whatever saccharine depths that had temporarily engulfed them.

The religiosity of Stowe’s antislavery sentiment is of far sterner stuff than many of the pious platitudes that Uncle Tom evoked and, for that matter, of much of the “protest” literature printed in the pages of antislavery periodicals. The year after Uncle Tom’s Cabin appeared, the Liberty Bell, an annual issued by the “Friends of Freedom,” published Edwin Chapman’s poem “The Slave Mother,” which begins: “Hush thee, my baby, on thy mother’s breast; / There pretty dear one, nestle to thy rest…/ Thou image of my husband—husband? no, / I may not call him husband; bitter woe / will one day fall upon our broken hearts, / when need or cruelty our union parts.” The obvious comparison between this effusion and Stowe’s descriptions of Eliza, George, and their child reveals the vital difference that Stowe never failed to observe between an appeal to well-bred sentiment and one to the human heart.

Like all the abolitionists, Stowe was acutely aware of the painful discrepancies between America’s Declaration of Independence and its legalization of slavery. She claimed that as a girl first hearing the Declaration and inexpressibly moved by it, she longed “to do something, I knew not what: to fight for my country, or to make some declarations on my own account.” Uncle Tom’s Cabin was that declaration. George Harris several times pointedly compares his struggle for freedom with that of the founding fathers. But America’s failure to extend fully the implications of its charter to all its inhabitants was, to Stowe, fundamentally a moral and religious failure. A preacher manque (her sex, of course, barred her from the pulpit), she wrote sermons all her life and delighted in imitating her father’s fiery pulpit style. As her writings—which are largely a dramatization of the rise and fall of Calvinism in America—demonstrate, she possessed a dazzling sure sense of theological history and doctrine.

In the 1820s and 1830s Harriet had listened and watched while her father and his closest ally and fellow Congregationalist, the brilliant Nathaniel Taylor of Yale Divinity School, engaged in a complex twofold maneuver. They hoped to defeat the Unitarians, recently split from the Congregationalists, and the “new measure” revivalists. William Ellery Channing led the liberal Unitarian sect, fashionable among the Boston-Cambridge literati, and laid genteel stress on Christ’s accessibility and on mortal ability to grow without unseemly or painful conversion into righteousness and grace. Charles Grandison Finney, the thundering revivalist, had several times “burnt over” upstate New York with his passionate denunciation of human sinfulness and his insistence on immediate and visible conversion. Unitarianism urged cooperation with and correction of the status quo, including slavery; Finneyite revivalism encouraged followers to adopt radical positions, most notably in support of abolitionism.

In the 1820s Lyman Beecher had stormed Boston, the citadel of New England Unitarianism, with a predictable lack of success. In the next decade he lost, more surprisingly and damagingly, the leadership of the Protestant West to Finney. In 1833 Oberlin, newly established as a divinity school with Finney himself at its head, drew away most of Beecher’s students at the young Lane Seminary in Cincinnati. The divisive issue was slavery. Beecher was willing to acknowledge slavery as a wrong and to participate in clerical antislavery societies as long as they were carefully designed to keep abolitionist fanatics out. He could hardly sympathize with the Unitarian leader, William Ellery Channing, in his solicitude for the Southern slaveowner’s tender sensibilities: Beecher was an agitator who cared profoundly for justice. But he was too interested in clerical power—and hence in ecclesiastical unity—to embrace the doctrine of immediate emancipation adopted by the revival-oriented abolitionist leaders Arthur and Lewis Tappan, William Lloyd Garrison, and Wendell Phillips—all, ironically, originally Beecher converts. Garrison rebuked Beecher for delaying to make the abolition of slavery his first priority. “Better let all your irons burn,” Garrison reportedly replied to Beecher’s plea that he had too much to do to heed Garrison, “rather than neglect your duty to the slave.” It was Lyman Beecher’s tragedy that the religious issue which affected American Protestants most deeply was also fated to divide them.

Almost no one in antebellum America wrote about slavery in secular terms. Its defenders explained slavery as economically necessary and divinely ordained; they pointed proudly to all the Africans converted from heathenism to Christianity by bondage to Christian masters. Many of its opponents felt it was a “curse” on master and slave alike. American synods and churches formally split over the issue of whether or not slavery should be labeled an “evil” or, more sternly, “a moral evil.” Stowe knew it was not a blessing to anyone, nor even just a curse or an evil. Much as she loved and admired her tempestuous, vital father, she dismissed his moderate antislavery stance as inadequate (she would satirize it in Dred); despite her enduring differences with the extreme abolitionists Theodore Weld, the Grimké sisters, William Lloyd Garrison, and Wendell Phillips, she took her stand with them on this point: slavery was a “sin,” the gravest and most far reaching in American history. Every page of Uncle Tom’s Cabin argues, as Garrison and Phillips did, that the North was if anything more inculpated in the matter of slavery than the South. Northern business backed the Southern slave-dependent economy, and Northern racism, more virulent than its Southern counterpart, ensured the black’s relegation to the ghetto in the South. Stowe’s story did not make these specific points, but her eighteen years of experience in Cincinnati, that crossroads of racial tension, surely led her to know that the Northern states, which were anxious to protect white labor and white supremacy, legally reshackled and even deported black freemen. George Harris’s decision to leave America is an informed and realistic one, whatever the wisdom of his plan to return to Africa.

With the historically minded shrewdness that often made her invincible Stowe sensed that slavery was to be the last political issue in America to solicit and reflect the fullest possible theological debate and religious interpretation. Slavery was a sin—one of a darker cast—and it called for a more dramatic response than any concept of wrong in the Unitarian moral lexicon. It was theologically close to original sin, as the Calvinists defined it, for it was inherited from and transmitted by the founding fathers who, as Garrison and Phillips never tired of pointing out, legalized it in the constitution of their new country over the protest of their own consciences. Yet it was a sin that—as Jacksonian Americans increasingly needed to feel—people could do something about. Some of the voluntarism, the use of “means” that Beecher and Taylor introduced to modify but not abolish the older notion of innate depravity, was clearly called for here. As remedies Stowe urged lawbreaking and, above all, prayer, self-examination, repentance, and martyrdom.

Modern readers of Uncle Tom often think they are more interested in George Harris, who breaks the law to free himself, and those who defy the fugitive slave law to aid him than Stowe herself was. Her interest was perhaps different from her modern readers’, but it was hardly less intense. What concerned Stowe most about George Harris was not whether or not he had the right to run away (she clearly believed he did) or even whether or not he should go back to Africa (on this, according to friends, she wavered). What interested her most was whether or not the injustice so violently done him would make it impossible for him to believe in any version of the God that his owners theoretically believed in, and what, if he rejected Christianity, he would have to live for and how. For the gravest charge Stowe leveled against slavery was that it could kill the soul in slaves—one thinks of Cassy and Prue as well as George—and in masters. Slavery’s destruction of the black family loomed as large as it did in Stowe’s mind because it also represented slavery’s destruction of the ground on which Stowe, as a mid-nineteenth-century Protestant woman, thought the soul took its first and most lasting root. Slavery is, in Stowe’s vision, the ultimate sin: it is atheism. Those who accept it as truth, whether despotic owners or desperate rebels, are lost.

Simon Legree is not a melodramatic villain alternately whipping his chattels and sniffling over memories of his abused and pious mother. He would not be so powerful if he were. He is damned. In Stowe’s world the single appropriate response to him is not protest—that is, as Uncle Tom comprehends, tantamount to playing his game—but belief in all he denies. Uncle Tom and Little Eva appear ridiculously exaggerated only to constrictedly secular minds. Stowe did not intend them to be seen as impossibly good human beings, as we today often instinctively perceive them, but, rather, as “saints”—specially consecrated by God for His purposes. Saint was a term that had not lost its vitality in Victorian religious thought.

Both the small girl who says of slavery that its evils “sink into my heart” and the black man who dies rather than betray his fellow slaves or his conscience can only advise and teach others. Neither can alter the system they abhor, but that does not make them powerless. Eva and even more so, Tom explicitly state that others can’t and perhaps shouldn’t follow their example and are not to be condemned for choosing other courses. Tom knows, for example, that Cassy will be tempted beyond her strength if she stays with Legree; she will kill him and have the sin of murder on her soul. Better run away, he tells her. Tom stays only because he knows Legree cannot provoke or reach him. The function of Tom and Eva is to establish the reality of God’s presence, of his mercy and his wrath. They are sinless not because Stowe sentimentalized human possibilities of sanctification, but because she honored God’s power of election and transfiguration.

Stowe’s religion protects her from racism. She falls into the stereotypes of black characters and behavior almost inseparable from white Victorian culture only with her very minor black characters—such as the Shelbys’s grinning pair, Sam and Andy—and seldom even there. Is Prue, an alcoholic ignorant of Christ who is finally beaten to death in her master’s cellar, a stereotype? Or the black mother who drowns herself early in the book? Uncle Tom’s docility is docility only in the sense that Stowe considers it “feminine,” but it is “feminine” only in that it represents adherence to spiritual values—and this adherence, for Stowe, is strength.

In their books today’s foremost historians of the Afro-American experience in slavery—Eugene Genovese in Roll Jordan, Roll (1974), Herbert Gutman in The Black Family in Slavery and Freedom (1976), and Nathan Huggins in Black Odyssey (1977)—depict that experience in terms that share many affinities with Stowe’s interpretation. They have shown how the majority of slaves, who never considered rebellion, endured, and how they created a culture that bound them together in families and as a race in a new land. According to Huggins and Genovese, the slaves preserved, largely through their adoption and adaptation of Christian thought and feeling, whatever they could: their dignity; their ability not to destroy themselves by a rage that could have no beneficial outlets; their half-conscious sense of superiority over their owners who, divided between aggression and guilt, tried to master and rule a natural and political order that the blacks’ own vision told them was not in human hands.

Genovese suggests that by the 1830s, given the disappearance of havens offered by foreign powers hostile to the United States on the American continent and the increasingly tight surveillance whites exercised over blacks, a slave would have had to be insane to try to stage a revolt. Does this not provide justification both for Stowe’s portrait in Uncle Tom of George Harris—who is not mad, and runs away and survives—and for her later characterization in Dred of the black rebel leader modeled on Nat Turner—who is insane and rebellious, and dies a brutal death? When Huggins and Genovese argue that the slave kept his self-respect by knowing that his condition of servitude was a situation for which he was not to blame and one which he could not immediately escape but whose worst implications he could resist, aren’t they explicating an “Uncle Tom,” who can rebuke a kind owner like St. Clare for overindulging in drink and levity and refuse the command of a cruel master like Legree to harm his fellow slaves?

Gutman has pointed out that the term uncle (like aunt and other family terms) was a common appellation among slaves, emblematic of still existent and honored kinship ties and of a related sense of black solidarity; it bore none of its current connotations of a failure of masculine strength. If “Uncle” Tom is asexual, he is so only in the way St. Paul chose to be and urged others to be. Stowe separates him from his wife and children at the story’s start not simply to dramatize the evil of slavery, but also to ensure that his first concern will be with God and salvation. It is easy to see why free but oppressed blacks today, still denied their full rights, cannot take Uncle Tom as their guide in their struggle; yet only a secular culture in a serious state of impoverishment could permanently equate Uncle Tom’s faith with impotence. Huggins perceptively hints that in prophesying that the gentler, more “Christian” Africans might one day lead their overbearing masters, Stowe, a woman and a Christian, had recognized the “stoical ethic” of the slaves and welcomed it as a vitally needed antidote to the masculine hubris endemic to Western capitalism and imperialism. Whether or not its source will be found in black people, such an antidote, such an alternative set of values, is as necessary today, when Western capitalism is waning, as it was in the 1850s, when our socioeconomic system was at its productive height.

As an opponent of slavery, Stowe naturally preferred to stress the cruel and real breakup of black families under slavery rather than the surprising tenacity and resilience of black kinship and support. The claim that slavery did not destroy black family life was in Stowe’s day a “slaveocrat” argument. All the information gathered during her years in Cincinnati, gleaned from her brother Charles’s direct experience of slavery while clerking in New Orleans, and provided by her own dazzling intuitive ability to decipher large patterns from small, perfectly remembered incidents told her that slavery was a means of destroying the black people. Her novel demonstrated that it was not an altogether successful one, but she was too fine a theologian to exonerate white society because its design was only half-conscious and failed to have full effect. She is as certain as Huggins and Genovese are that black “stoicism,” or faith, was evidence of black peoples’ extraordinary strength and not justification of their owners’ methods or motives.

Stowe, probably unlike Genovese or Huggins but not unlike the slaves about whom they write so well, believed that God would accomplish the act of retribution that mid-nineteenth-century blacks would have been both incapable of achieving and which from every viewpoint it would have been profoundly unwise for them to attempt. At this point in her development, Stowe was still adhering as much to the Calvinism in which she was partly reared as to the kindlier Anglican creed she would later adopt; she believed in a last judgment. For her as for Lincoln, the crucial Biblical text on the subject of sin and slavery was Matthew 18:7: “For it must needs be that offences come but woe to that man by whom the offence cometh.” Wherever we note in Uncle Tom’s Cabin that Stowe is discouraging black and white alike from violence, we must remember that she believed nonviolence was better for their immortal souls, but that her God was under no obligation to abstain from anger; His wrath could express, but never harm, His soul. Uncle Tom’s Cabin closes with a passage that seems to prophesy both the Civil War and a devastation far worse than any war: “…not surer is the eternal law by which the millstone sinks in the ocean, than that stronger law, by which injustice and cruelty shall bring on nations the wrath of Almighty God!”

*   *   *

Uncle Tom’s Cabin is a great work written by a woman at the height of her formidable powers. She was inspired by the gravest issues of American culture—grasping them in their most intense, alive, and significant forms, and expressing them with powerful and sure artistry. Stowe was a careless writer who, as she once explained airily to an editor, left all matters of punctuation to her publishers,* but she was not an ignorant or unskillful one.

With unerring sureness Stowe selected thematic devices and patterns to structure her work: there are the escapes beginning and ending the story; the repeated trips taking the reader in two radically different directions, one toward the North and freedom, the other deeper into the South and slavery. There is the gradually varied narrative turn from the profane to the sacred, from the common to the uncanny. In the opening pages Stowe pictured a society as “normal” as any a slave culture can produce—the world of the Shelbys, of Tom and Chloe, George and Eliza, Sam and Andy, even Haley and Loker, John Van Trompe, the Birds and the Quakers. Then in the middle section of the book, Stowe moves to a world where the characters are living in slavery instead of running from it, a less secular world where sainthood is possible because it is necessary. Tom is first seen fully here; Little Eva belongs in this world but cannot survive it; nor can St. Clare, who knows that he was meant to be a “saint, reformer, martyr,” but has been an idler instead. Finally, Stowe submerges characters and readers in the dim underworld of Legree’s plantation, a hell of physical and mental anguish. Uncle Tom’s Cabin is a kind of American Pilgrim’s Progress, an indigenous Divine Comedy, in which the “inferno” is the final stopping place and the “paradiso” only an intimation.

Within that strong narrative framework Stowe tightly and colorfully weaves her tapestry of contrasting voices and dialects, of thronging figures whose comic and tragic modes alternate in nearly flawless Shakespearean and Dantesque fashion. Sam and Andy balance Eliza and her child, Topsy belongs in close juxtaposition with Little Eva; only in the dark last quarter of the novel does comedy become a luxury that must be excluded.

Critics are always understandably uncomfortable when dealing with the mystery of artistic inspiration. How can they talk authoritatively about it? And talk about something they must. Yet where would Stendhal, Dickens, Balzac, Tolstoy, Dostoevski, Eliot, or any great artist have been without inspiration? Critics are inevitably most disconcerted by authors who will not or cannot discuss their methods and implicitly attribute their work to unconscious forces. In the famous letter Melville wrote Hawthorne after finishing Moby-Dick, he announced that he had written a “wicked” book and felt “spotless as a lamb”; he couldn’t explain the contradiction, he merely reported it. Responding to the now lost answering letter, in which Hawthorne apparently offered interpretations of Melville’s masterpiece, Melville admitted that he had not made conscious use of symbolism, but he in no way denied its existence in the book.

Melville’s peculiar genius and subsequent commercial failure made him an ever more self-conscious writer, one from whom both novelists and critics have since learned greatly. Stowe, however, basked in fairly steady popularity; artistic self-scrutiny was never her style or her necessity. She always insisted that “God” wrote Uncle Tom’s Cabin, and critics have punished her by taking her at her word. The conventional wisdom runs that since she did not compose the book, it is clearly as uncrafted as its worst sentences (which are in fact far fewer than one has been led to believe). This writer suggests that such a judgment does not hold up under scrutiny. And since, of course, God never wrote any book, Uncle Tom’s Cabin is left in an artistic no-man’s-land. Yet when all is said and done, Uncle Tom’s indisputable power is clearly that of passionate inspiration, punctuated and heightened by shrewd observation; critics ignore the shaping force of such inspiration at the cost of exiling themselves from the magic circle of a major work’s appeal.

Uncle Tom’s Cabin has all the concentration of a conflagration: many different objects are thrown in strategic sequence and style onto the fire, but, finally, the fire is the point. Uncle Tom is one of the first two American novels to accept and thus exemplify our native fiction’s essential preoccupation with excitation, an honor it shares with Melville’s Moby-Dick, which appeared the same year. In the crucible of legitimate excitement, controversy becomes art. Stowe was astute in comparing herself writing Uncle Tom’s Cabin with a mother entering a burning building in order to rescue her child; there is a peculiarly similar intensity basic to both the reader of the book and the spectator at such a scene. The reader’s involvement—steadily awakened, maintained, and intensified at levels on which Stowe’s best capacities of thought and feeling are presented and heightened—itself finds and bestows artistic and emotional unity. Samuel Johnson answered Bishop Berkeley’s dictum that reality is illusory by kicking a stone and proclaiming that he had “refuted” Berkeley “thus”; the proof of Uncle Tom’s unity is to be found in reading it.

With Uncle Tom’s Cabin Stowe engaged in one of the central debates of American fiction. Mid-nineteenth-century European and English novels consisted of works whose plots were avowedly imaginative and whose basic technique was that of verisimilitude. Such fiction drew its life from an established social world where every custom, every display of “manners,” was a reality broker negotiating between necessity and civilization, authenticity and pretense, fact and façade. Without such a society to establish its material and form, the American novel often hovered anxiously between the modes of the semidocumentary and the romance, the prosaic and the impassioned, the factual and the visionary or symbolic. Unaware, American authors were inventing modern literature with its inveterately problematic relationship to an indefinable “reality,” a relationship very different from the flexible yet fixed distance between the social world and the artistic observation of it characteristic of the non-American nineteenth-century novel. No one would argue that Stowe handled these difficult elements with the complex precision and intelligence of Melville, Hawthorne, or Twain, but she was fully aware of the problems they presented.

Stowe anticipated the tenor of Hawthorne’s prefaces in 1853 on her first European trip, which was taken before the Hawthornes and Stowes became friends. Contemplating the old ruins and picturesque scenes of Europe, she speculated and prophesied some ten years before the appearance of Hawthorne’s The Marble Faun, which would be set in Italy, that Hawthorne would find a rich field of “standing romance” abroad, while “now,” she reflected, “he is obliged to get his ghostly images by looking through smoked glass at our square, cold realities.” When she wrote in the late 1850s of her forthcoming novel The Pearl of Orr’s Island in the Atlantic Monthly, she warned prospective readers that it would be “no great romance…only a story pale and colorless as real life, and sad as truth.” Pearl was set in Hawthorne country, a New England tale of courtship and death. Although the novel seems vividly alive even to modern readers, Stowe was apparently sure that the admirers of her slavery novels expected something from her that her nonslavery story could not offer. Why?

Slave narratives, written by ex-slaves or sympathizers, were a staple of antislavery magazines for at least ten years before Stowe began Uncle Tom. They appeared in papers and periodicals that Stowe read, and she praised their vigor, shrewdness, and originality. Such narratives suggested a partial solution to the problem besetting American writers in the 1850s. As their earliest editor realized, they were at once American, factual, and thoroughly romantic. Abolitionist Lucius Matlock, introducing the slave narrative of Henry Bibbs in 1845, promised readers that it was “equally distinguished as a revolting portrait of the hideous slave system, a thrilling narrative of individual suffering, and a triumphant vindication of the slave’s manhood and mental dignity.” And a host of supporting letters testified that Bibbs’s story was true.

In writing Uncle Tom and Dred, Stowe was cognizant of the special nature of her material, as Richard Wright would be nearly a century later in writing Native Son. In her preface to Dred she acknowledged that “there is no ground, ancient or modern, whose vivid lights, glowing shadows, and grotesque groups, afford to the novelist…[such] exciting possibilities…that evolve [sic] every possible combination of romance” as does the subject of Southern slavery. Yet Stowe was no more a sensationalist than Wright. She claimed to have been a realist as well as a romancer, to have shown the good as well as the bad aspects of America’s “peculiar institution”—and comparisons of Uncle Tom with slave narratives and other antislavery fiction, with the evidence offered by her own Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin and various accounts of slavery, both Victorian and modern, bear this out. Stowe knew that if any American author directly confronted slavery, he would, in Wright’s words, “not have to invent horror, horror would invent him.”

Everything in Stowe’s religious and personal upbringing combined to tell her that in a world governed by a just and mysterious God, who would one day judge all his creatures, fact and significance, realism and drama, were inextricably bound together. As a more skeptical, complex, and self-reflexive version of the same force that motivated the Melville of Moby-Dick, Stowe’s literary religious revivalism allowed her to fuse truth and fiction into one masterly whole. In her later works, when inspiration of such intensity failed her, she never picked up on the dialogue between the apparent and the actual, between one imaginary voice and another possibly more authentic one—as the later Melville, in The Confidence Man or “Benito Cereno,” and many of his most interesting literary successors, from Twain to Mailer and Pynchon, were to do. Great as Stowe’s ongoing gift for actual dialogue and intellectual debate was, she was too much of a believer to create epistemological contests between possible modes of perception and their objects. Her “triumph,” to return to Henry James’s term, was that in Uncle Tom she simultaneously solved and transcended such debate by what might be called a polyphonic oratory of reality, and in so doing wrote a profoundly American novel.

—ANN DOUGLAS
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CHAPTER I

In Which the Reader Is Introduced to a Man of Humanity

Late in the afternoon of a chilly day in February, two gentlemen were sitting alone over their wine, in a well-furnished dining parlor, in the town of P——, in Kentucky. There were no servants present, and the gentlemen, with chairs closely approaching, seemed to be discussing some subject with great earnestness.

For convenience sake, we have said, hitherto, two gentlemen. One of the parties, however, when critically examined, did not seem, strictly speaking, to come under the species. He was a short, thick-set man, with coarse, commonplace features, and that swaggering air of pretension which marks a low man who is trying to elbow his way upward in the world. He was much over-dressed, in a gaudy vest of many colors, a blue neckerchief, bedropped gayly with yellow spots, and arranged with a flaunting tie, quite in keeping with the general air of the man. His hands, large and coarse, were plentifully bedecked with rings; and he wore a heavy gold watch-chain, with a bundle of seals of portentous size, and a great variety of colors, attached to it,—which, in the ardor of conversation, he was in the habit of flourishing and jingling with evident satisfaction. His conversation was in free and easy defiance of Murray’s Grammar,1 and was garnished at convenient intervals with various profane expressions, which not even the desire to be graphic in our account shall induce us to transcribe.

His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of a gentleman; and the arrrangements of the house, and the general air of the housekeeping, indicated easy, and even opulent circumstances. As we before stated, the two were in the midst of an earnest conversation.

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

“I can’t make trade that way—I positively can’t, Mr. Shelby,” said the other, holding up a glass of wine between his eye and the light.

“Why, the fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon fellow; he is certainly worth that sum anywhere,—steady, honest, capable, manages my whole farm like a clock.”

“You mean honest, as niggers go,” said Haley, helping himself to a glass of brandy.

“No; I mean, really, Tom is a good, steady, sensible, pious fellow. He got religion at a camp-meeting, four years ago; and I believe he really did get it. I’ve trusted him, since then, with everything I have,—money, house, horses,—and let him come and go round the country; and I always found him true and square in everything.”

“Some folks don’t believe there is pious niggers Shelby,” said Haley, with a candid flourish of his hand, “but I do. I had a fellow, now, in this yer last lot I took to Orleans—’t was as good as a meetin, now, really, to hear that critter pray; and he was quite gentle and quiet like. He fetched me a good sum, too, for I bought him cheap of a man that was ’bliged to sell out; so I realized six hundred on him. Yes, I consider religion a valeyable thing in a nigger, when it’s the genuine article, and no mistake.”

“Well, Tom’s got the real article, if ever a fellow had,” rejoined the other. “Why, last fall, I let him go to Cincinnati alone, to do business for me, and bring home five hundred dollars. ‘Tom,’ says I to him, ‘I trust you, because I think you’re a Christian—I know you wouldn’t cheat.’ Tom comes back, sure enough; I knew he would. Some low fellows, they say, said to him—‘Tom, why don’t you make tracks for Canada?’ ‘Ah, master trusted me, and I couldn’t,’—they told me about it. I am sorry to part with Tom, I must say. You ought to let him cover the whole balance of the debt; and you would, Haley, if you had any conscience.”

“Well, I’ve got just as much conscience as any man in business can afford to keep,—just a little, you know, to swear by, as ’t were,” said the trader, jocularly; “and, then, I’m ready to do anything in reason to ’blige friends; but this yer, you see, is a leetle too hard on a fellow—a leetle too hard.” The trader sighed contemplatively, and poured out some more brandy.

“Well, then, Haley, how will you trade?” said Mr. Shelby, after an uneasy interval of silence.

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

“Hum!—none that I could well spare; to tell the truth, it’s only hard necessity makes me willing to sell at all. I don’t like parting with any of my hands, that’s a fact.”

Here the door opened, and a small quadroon boy, between four and five years of age, entered the room. There was something in his appearance remarkably beautiful and engaging. His black hair, fine as floss silk, hung in glossy curls about his round, dimpled face, while a pair of large dark eyes, full of fire and softness, looked out from beneath the rich, long lashes, as he peered curiously into the apartment. A gay robe of scarlet and yellow plaid, carefully made and neatly fitted, set off to advantage the dark and rich style of his beauty; and a certain comic air of assurance, blended with bashfulness, showed that he had been not unused to being petted and noticed by his master.

“Hulloa, Jim Crow!” said Mr. Shelby, whistling, and snapping a bunch of raisins towards him, “pick that up, now!”

The child scampered, with all his little strength, after the prize, while his master laughed.

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

“Now, Jim, show this gentleman how you can dance and sing.” The boy commenced one of those wild, grotesque songs common among the negroes, in a rich, clear voice, accompanying his singing with many comic evolutions of the hands, feet, and whole body, all in perfect time to the music.

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

“Now, Jim, walk like old Uncle Cudjoe, when he has the rheumatism,” said his master.

Instantly the flexible limbs of the child assumed the appearance of deformity and distortion, as, with his back humped up, and his master’s stick in his hand, he hobbled about the room, his childish face drawn into a doleful pucker, and spitting from right to left, in imitation of an old man.

Both gentlemen laughed uproariously.

“Now, Jim,” said his master, “show us how old Elder Robbins leads the psalm.” The boy drew his chubby face down to a formidable length, and commenced toning a psalm tune through his nose, with imperturbable gravity.

“Hurrah! bravo! what a young ’un!” said Haley; “that chap’s a case, I’ll promise. Tell you what,” said he, suddenly clapping his hand on Mr. Shelby’s shoulder, “fling in that chap, and I’ll settle the business—I will. Come, now, if that ain’t doing the thing up about the rightest!”

At this moment, the door was pushed gently open, and a young quadroon woman, apparently about twenty-five, entered the room.

There needed only a glance from the child to her, to identify her as its mother. There was the same rich, full, dark eye, with its long lashes; the same ripples of silky black
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