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

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

"Ye'll larn a pretty smart chance of things ye never did know, before I've done with ye!"
said Legree, taking up a cowhide, and striking Tom a heavy blow cross the cheek, and following
up the infliction by a shower of blows. "There!" he said, as he stopped to rest; "now, will ye tell
me ye can't do it?"

"Yes, Mas'r," said Tom, putting up his hand, to wipe the blood, that trickled down his
face. "I'm willin' to work, night and day, and work while there's life and breath in me; but this yer
thing I can't feel it right to do; -- and, Mas'r, I never shall do it, -- never!"

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



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

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

Tom spoke in a mild voice, but with a decision that could not be mistaken. Legree shook
with anger; his greenish eyes glared fiercely, and his very whiskers seemed to curl with passion;
but, like some ferocious beast, that plays with its victim before he devours it, he kept back his
strong impulse to proceed to immediate violence, and broke out into bitter raillery.

"Well, here's a pious dog, at last, let down among us sinners! -- a saint, a gentleman, and
no less, to talk to us sinners about our sins! Powerful holy critter, he must be! Here, you rascal,
you make believe to be so pious, -- didn't you never hear, out of yer Bible, 'Servants, obey yer
masters'? An't I yer master? Didn't I pay down twelve hundred dollars, cash, for all there is inside
yer old cussed black shell? An't yer mine, now, body and soul?" he said, giving Tom a violent
kick with his heavy boot; "tell me!"

In the very depth of physical suffering, bowed by brutal oppression, this question shot a gleam of
joy and triumph through Tom's soul. He suddenly stretched himself up, and, looking earnestly to
heaven, while the tears and blood that flowed down his face mingled, he exclaimed,

"No! no! no! my soul an't yours, Mas'r! You haven't bought it, -- ye can't buy it! It's been
bought and paid for, by one that is able to keep it; -- no matter, no matter, you can't harm me!"

"I can't!" said Legree, with a sneer; "we'll see, -- we'll see! Here, Sambo, Quimbo, give
this dog such a breakin' in as he won't get over, this month!"

The two gigantic negroes that now laid hold of Tom, with fiendish exultation in their
faces, might have formed no unapt personification of powers of darkness. The poor woman
screamed with apprehension, and all rose, as by a general impulse, while they dragged him
unresisting from the place.

Chapter 45: Concluding Remarks [Stowe’s concluding remarks give insight into her motivation for
writing Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Appealing to Christianity and family values, Stowe plead for both Northern
and Southern readers to recognize their own duties to bring about the abolition of slavery.]

For many years of her life, the author avoided all reading upon or allusion to the subject of
slavery, considering it as too painful to be inquired into, and one which advancing light and civilization
would certainly live down. But, since the legislative act of 1850, when she heard, with perfect surprise
and consternation, Christian and humane people actually recommending the remanding escaped fugitives
into slavery, as a duty binding on good citizens,—when she heard, on all hands, from kind, compassionate



and estimable people, in the free states of the North, deliberations and discussions as to what Christian
duty could be on this head,—she could only think, These men and Christians cannot know what slavery
is; if they did, such a question could never be open for discussion. And from this arose a desire to exhibit
it in a living dramatic reality. She has endeavored to show it fairly, in its best and its worst phases. In its
best aspect, she has, perhaps, been successful; but, oh! Who shall say what yet remains untold in that
valley and shadow of death, that lies the other side? To you, generous, noble-minded men and women, of
the South,—you, whose virtue, and magnanimity and purity of character, are the greater for the severer
trial it has encountered,—to you is her appeal. Have you not, in your own secret souls, in your own
private conversings, felt that there are woes and evils, in this accursed system, far beyond what are here
shadowed, or can be shadowed? Can it be otherwise? Is man ever a creature to be trusted with wholly
irresponsible power? And does not the slave system, by denying the slave all legal right of testimony,
make every individual owner an irresponsible despot? Can anybody fail to make the inference what the
practical result will be? If there is, as we admit, a public sentiment among you, men of honor, justice and
humanity, is there not also another kind of public sentiment among the ruffian, the brutal and debased?
And cannot the ruffian, the brutal, the debased, by slave law, own just as many slaves as the best and
purest? Are the honorable, the just, the highminded and compassionate, the majority anywhere in this
world? The slave-trade is now, by American law, considered as piracy. But a slave-trade, as systematic as
ever was carried on on the coast of Africa, is an inevitable attendant and result of American slavery. And
its heart-break and its horrors, can they be told? 11 The writer has given only a faint shadow, a dim
picture, of the anguish and despair that are, at this very moment, riving thousands of hearts, shattering
thousands of families, and driving a helpless and sensitive race to frenzy and despair. There are those
living who know the mothers whom this accursed traffic has driven to the murder of their children; and
themselves seeking in death a shelter from woes more dreaded than death. Nothing of tragedy can be
written, can be spoken, can be conceived, that equals the frightful reality of scenes daily and hourly acting
on our shores, beneath the shadow of American law, and the shadow of the cross of Christ. And now, men
and women of America, is this a thing to be trifled with, apologized for, and passed over in silence?
Farmers of Massachusetts, of New Hampshire, of Vermont, of Connecticut, who read this book by the
blaze of your winter-evening fire,—strong-hearted, generous sailors and ship-owners of Maine,—is this a
thing for you to countenance and encourage? Brave and generous men of New York, farmers of rich and
joyous Ohio, and ye of the wide prairie states,—answer, is this a thing for you to protect and
countenance? And you, mothers of America,—you who have learned, by the cradles of your own
children, to love and feel for all mankind,—by the sacred love you bear your child; by your joy in his
beautiful, spotless infancy; by the motherly pity and tenderness with which you guide his growing years;
by the anxieties of his education; by the prayers you breathe for his soul’s eternal good;—I beseech you,
pity the mother who has all your affections, and not one legal right to protect, guide, or educate, the child
of her bosom! By the sick hour of your child; by those dying eyes, which you can never forget; by those
last cries, that wrung your heart when you could neither help nor save; by the desolation of that empty
cradle, that silent nursery,—I beseech you, pity those mothers that are constantly made childless by the
American slave-trade! And say, mothers of America, is this a thing to be defended, sympathized with,
passed over in silence? Do you say that the people of the free state have nothing to do with it, and can do
nothing? Would to God this were true! But it is not true. The people of the free states have defended,
encouraged, and participated; and are more guilty for it, before God, than the South, in that they have not
the apology of education or custom. If the mothers of the free states had all felt as they should, in times



past, the sons of the free states would not have been the holders, and, proverbially, the hardest masters of
slaves; the sons of the free states would not have connived at the extension of slavery, in our national
body; the sons of the free states would not, as they do, trade the souls and bodies of men as an equivalent
to money, in their mercantile dealings. There are multitudes of slaves temporarily owned, and sold again,
by merchants in northern cities; and shall the whole guilt or obloquy of slavery fall only on the South?
Northern men, northern mothers, northern Christians, have something more to do than denounce their
brethren at the South; they have to look to the evil among themselves. But, what can any individual do?
Of that, every individual can judge. There is one thing that every individual can do,—they can see to it
that they feel right. An atmosphere of sympathetic influence encircles every human being; and the man or
woman who feels strongly, healthily and justly, on the great interests of humanity, is a constant benefactor
to the human race. See, then, to your sympathies in this matter! Are they in harmony with the sympathies
of Christ? or are they swayed and perverted by the sophistries of worldly policy? 12 Christian men and
women of the North! still further,—you have another power; you can pray! Do you believe in prayer? or
has it become an indistinct apostolic tradition? You pray for the heathen abroad; pray also for the heathen
at home. And pray for those distressed Christians whose whole chance of religious improvement is an
accident of trade and sale; from whom any adherence to the morals of Christianity is, in many cases, an
impossibility, unless they have given them, from above, the courage and grace of martyrdom. But, still
more. On the shores of our free states are emerging the poor, shattered, broken remnants of
families,—men and women, escaped, by miraculous providences from the surges of slavery,—feeble in
knowledge, and, in many cases, infirm in moral constitution, from a system which confounds and
confuses every principle of Christianity and morality. They come to seek a refuge among you; they come
to seek education, knowledge, Christianity. What do you owe to these poor unfortunates, oh Christians?
Does not every American Christian owe to the African race some effort at reparation for the wrongs that
the American nation has brought upon them? Shall the doors of churches and school-houses be shut upon
them? Shall states arise and shake them out? Shall the church of Christ hear in silence the taunt that is
thrown at them, and shrink away from the helpless hand that they stretch out; and, by her silence,
encourage the cruelty that would chase them from our borders? If it must be so, it will be a mournful
spectacle. If it must be so, the country will have reason to tremble, when it remembers that the fate of
nations is in the hands of One who is very pitiful, and of tender compassion.
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