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WSTEP

Drodzy czytelnicy i milosnicy jezyka angielskiego!

Pragniemy zachgci¢ Was do samoksztatcenia opartego na dwuj¢zycznych wydaniach klasyki
angielskiej. Sg one kierowane szczegolnie do osob, dla ktdrych jezyk angielski jest pasjg i ktorym
zalezy na cigglym rozwoju umiejetnosci postugiwania si¢ nim.

W czasach, gdy wiedza podawana jest na tacy, niekiedy zapominamy o tym, jakg warto$¢ ma
samodzielne dazenie do niej. Wytrwale zdobywanie informacji i umiejgtnosci sprawia, ze doceniamy
ich prawdziwg warto$¢ i nie mamy wrazenia, ze nasz wysitek idzie na marne. Dawanie uczniom
gotowych odpowiedzi pozbawia ich okazji do wykazania si¢ 1 odczuwania satysfakcji z osiggnigtych
efektow — lepiej by¢ ich przewodnikiem. Prawdziwa edukacja to przede wszystkim samodzielno$¢
dziatania, umiejetno$¢ logicznego myslenia, rozwijanie wyobrazni, szukanie, wytrwato$¢,
determinacja, odpowiedzialno§¢ za samego siebie. Wigze si¢ z tym rowniez umiejetnosé
zapamigtywania zdobytej wiedzy i praktycznego wykorzystywania jej w zyciu.

Dwujezyczne wydania literatury angielskiej to praktyczne i elastyczne Zrédla wiedzy dla
ambitnych 0s6b chcacych rozwijaé si¢ jezykowo, czy to na poziomie $rednio zaawansowanym, czy
tez zaawansowanym.

Lektura klasyki angielskiej nie tylko pozwala zapozna¢ si¢ z samg literaturg, ale rowniez
umozliwia nauk¢ gramatyki i stownictwa z uwzglednieniem ich praktycznego zastosowania; uczy
prawidtowego uzywania stow, zwrotoOw oraz struktur gramatycznych. Dzi¢ki nauce opartej na tekscie
angielskim pisanym przez anglojezycznych autorow czytelnik poznaje nowe stowa, a takze dowiaduje
si¢, jak je stosowal. Szczegoélnie istotna jest naturalno$¢ wypowiedzi. Uczenie si¢ stow
umieszczonych w konkretnym kontek$cie zaznajamia czytelnika z szeregiem kolokacji — ma to
ogromny wptyw na jakos¢ wypowiedzi. Kolokacje to sposoby taczenia stow przez rodowitych
uzytkownikéw jezyka — majg oni tendencj¢ do uzywania stalych kombinacji stow, tworzacych
wlasnie kolokacje. W wydaniach dwujezycznych z ¢wiczeniami mozna fatwo poznawac typowe
potaczenia stow angielskich i sprawdza¢, jak zostaty one przettumaczone, wykonujac zamieszczone
w nich zadania.

Thumaczenia oferowane przez wydawnictwo Wymownia sg rezultatem pracy wielu ttumaczy
literatury. To przektady znane na rynku, dzigki czemu stanowig godne polecenia odpowiedniki wersji
oryginalnych, a do tego byly jednymi z pierwszych powszechnie dostepnych, dlatego wiele uzytych

tu stow moze wydawac si¢ nieaktualnych ze wzgledu na zmiany w pisowni — np. zamiast ,,teoria”



znalez¢ tam mozna zapis ,,teorya”. Nie jest to blad, lecz pisownia aktualna wowczas, gdy te przektady
powstawaty. Nie ujmuje to w zaden sposob wartosci ttumaczenia, poniewaz klasyka angielska
réwniez pochodzi z nieco innych czasow, kiedy to poszczegolne stowa wygladaty i brzmialy troche
inaczej. W tym rozumieniu polskie przektady pokrywaja si¢ ze specyfika jezyka angielskiego sprzed
lat. Niewatpliwie tatwiej jest odczu¢ innos¢ czasow, w ktorych tworzyli autorzy oferowanej przez nas
literatury, jesli przektad odzwierciedla t¢ odmiennos$¢ i nie zmienia stow na bardziej wspotczesne. Z
drugiej strony, mozna samemu pokusi¢ si¢ o znalezienie wspotczesnych odpowiednikow i tym samym
poznawac jezyk angielski od podszewki.

Ponadto, jesli interesuje Was historia jezyka angielskiego, warto wiedzie¢, ze wiele stow z
biegiem czasu si¢ zmienito. Dawniej wspotczesne ,,you”, czyli druga osobe liczby pojedyncze;,
zapisywano w formie ,,thou”, co moze si¢ mylnie kojarzy¢ z przyimkiem ,,though”. Warto zatem
wiedzie¢, ze dawne ,,thou” wymawia si¢ identycznie jak ,,you” i to samo oznacza. Dla wielu os6b
moze nie by¢ istotne, co kiedy$ oznaczato dane stowo albo Ze inaczej si¢ je zapisywalo, ale siggajac
do literatury, siegamy w przeszio$¢ i musimy by¢ swiadomi, ze tak jak czasy si¢ zmieniaja, tak tez
zmienia si¢ jezyk. Nie jest on czym$ stalym i niepodlegajacym zadnym modyfikacjom, wrecz
przeciwnie — jezyk ewoluuje i te zmiany zachodzg ciagle, cho¢ by¢ moze nie zwracamy na nie uwagi.

Nalezy zatem podkresli¢, ze dzigki oferowanym przez wydawnictwo Wymownia
dwujezycznym wydaniom czytelnicy, zwlaszcza studenci anglistyki oraz mito$nicy literatury
angielskiej, majg mozliwos¢ zapoznania si¢ z dorobkiem kultury jezyka angielskiego w latwy 1
przystgpny sposob, jednoczesnie wzbogacajagc swoje umiejetnosci jezykowe za pomoca
dostosowanych do ich poziomu zaawansowania ¢wiczen opartych na tresci tekstow literackich.
Utatwienie stanowi to, ze zardwno teksty, jak i ¢wiczenia wydane zostaly w dwoch jezykach, dzigki
czemu czytelnik nie jest pozostawiony samemu sobie z tekstem, ktorego nie rozumie. Moze zapoznac
si¢ z trescig po polsku, a nastepnie skorzysta¢ z wersji angielskiej, majac juz pojecie, o czym pisat
autor. Natomiast rozwigzywanie ¢wiczen do tekstow wymaga pewnego wysitku, by materiat nie
zostal jedynie przejrzany i ,,0dhaczony”. Sg one przewodnikiem stuzacym temu, by mozna si¢ byto
osobiscie przekonaé, ze warto samodzielnie szukaé rozwigzan 1 uczy¢ si¢ jezyka tak, aby ta wiedza
rzeczywiscie zostata w umysle.

Wydawnictwo Wymownia, wychodzac naprzeciw potrzebom ambitnych studentéw i
mito$nikow jezyka angielskiego, oferuje szereg roznych klasykow literatury angielskiej i
amerykanskiej wraz z ich polskim przektadem, zapewniajac czytelnikom dobrg jakos¢ samoedukac;ji.
Celem tych wydan jest rOwniez promowanie literatury i jej wartosci dydaktycznej. Wiecej pozycji

dwujezycznych do kupienia na stronie wydawnictwa Wymownia https://kursyonline.wymownia.pl
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CWICZENIA Z PRZYKLADAMI

Wicgkszo$¢ ¢wiczen wymaga pracy z tekstem. Staraj si¢ wykonywac je stopniowo przez kilka
dni. Zasada czesto a mato sprzyja zapamigtywaniu.

Nauczysz si¢:

= opisywac ludzi / bohaterow

= opisywac miejsca

= opisywac rzeczy

= relacjonowa¢ wydarzenia
Poznasz:

e praktyczne wyrazenia / zdania

* nowe pojecia oraz nowe stownictwo
Ponadto:

% Mozesz tworzy¢ tak zwane drzewka leksykalne, czyli szuka¢ zwrotow rodzimych dla

danego stowa*.

*Najlepiej, gdy jest to rodzina wyrazow, ktora czesto pojawia sie W tekscie np. stowa wyrazajace pospiech. Stowa te wystepuja
czgsto np. w powiesci ,,Grecki thumacz” (ebook A.C.Doyle’a zostat zatagczony do samouczka). W zaleznosci od tekstu, nad
jakim pracujesz, moga to by¢ rozne typy wyrazoéw powiazanych ze soba. Dobrze skorzystasz z lektury uczac si¢ stownictwa w
konkretnym kontekscie, bo dzigki temu dowiesz sig, jak to stownictwo wykorzystywac.

0,

¢ Mozesz poszuka¢ informacji na temat nowych pojec, np.
atawizm — atavism

"] wystepowanie u osobnika cechy jego odlegtych przodkow, od
dawna juz niedziedziczonej
the reappearance of an ancestral characteristic in an
organism after several generations of absence

% Ciekawe moze by¢ rowniez zanotowanie fragmentow tekstu, ktore przykuty Twoja
uwage.

Na przyktad:

To the logician all things should be seen exactly as they are, and to underestimate
one’s self'is as much a departure from truth as to exaggerate one’s own powers.

Przyklady pochodza z powie$ci detektywistycznej ,,Grecki ttumacz” Arthura Conana Doyle’a.



CZESC 1: DIALOGI / DIALOGUES

ZADANIE 1. Zwr6¢ uwagg na dialogi. Przeksztal¢ je w mowe zalezng. Skorzystaj z rozdzialu
,Mowa zalezna i niezalezna”. Staraj si¢ uzywac innych czasownikéw niz ,,say” (said).

Na przyktad:
Wypowiedz z dialogu: You can do no good by this obstinacy. Who are you?
Thumaczenie: Uporem tym nic dobrego nie zrobisz. Kim jestes?

Mowa zalezna: He told him that he could do no good by that obstinacy, and
asked him who he was.

ZADANIE 2. Czy sa w dialogach zdania przydatne w zyciu codziennym? Zanotuj je 1 wymysl
dialog (lub dialogi), w ktérym takie zdanie lub nawet krétkie wyrazenie bedzie wystepowac.

Na przyktad:
Wypowiedz z dialogu: We could not get on without you
Thumaczenie: Nie moglismy si¢ obejs¢ bez pana
Przyktadowy dialog: ‘The presentation has worked out so well’.

Yes, I'm happy we 've made it’.

You know, we couldn’t get on without you’.
‘Oh, don’t exaggerate. It was team work’.
‘But it was your idea’.

ZADANIE 3. Do powstatych dialogéw dopisz sposoby ich wypowiedzenia, ktorych mozesz
uzy¢ zamiast standardowych czasownikéw ,,said” albo ,,answered” (chyba, ze z okresleniem
sposobu) oraz gesty. Wypisz sobie wszystkie mozliwe alternatywy wystepujace w tekscie
(znajdziesz je glownie przy dialogach). Jesli zadna nie pasuje, poszukaj odpowiednich w
stowniku.

Przyktadowe alternatywy:
suggested said, speaking English with a broken accent
observed screamed out
remarked said blandly
answered thoughtfully shook one’s head
said, smiling / laughing said in a rasping way
giggled said, shrugging his shoulder
cried abruptly asked suddenly
gasped said in a nervous, jerky fashion
said in a wailing voice motioned (that I should sit in)

Dopasuj do dialogu. Ewentualnie znajdz inne w stowniku.
Na przyktad: “The presentation has worked out so well,” he admitted.
“Yes, I'm happy we’ve made it,” she said, smiling.



“You know, we couldn 't get on without you,” he added
thoughtfully.

“Oh, don’t exaggerate. It was team work,” she replied, surprised.
“But it was your idea.”



CZESC 2: BOHATEROWIE / CHARACTERS

ZADANIE 4.

a) Podkresl wszystkie fragmenty mowigce o jednym bohaterze (nie probuj opisywac
wszystkich na raz od razu). Nastepnie dopasuj informacje w tabeli, tak jak na przyktadzie
(czesci informacji moze w tekscie nie byc).

Na przyktad:
Mycroft Holmes

INFORMACJE OGOLNE / BACKGROUND INFORMATION:

Who is s/he? Sherlock’s brother, one of the character of the Greek
Interpreter story, helps Sherlock solve the case of Mr. Melas

WYGLAD ZEWNETRZNY / APPEARANCE

WZROST / HEIGHT

BUDOWA CIALA /BUILT | much larger and stouter man than Sherlock, absolutely corpulent

body,
WIEK / AGE seven years older than Sherlock
CERA / COMPLEXION
TWARZ /| FACE massive face
WLOSY / HAIR
OCZY | EYES his eyes of a peculiarly light, watery gray;
NOS / NOSE
USTA/MOUTH

CECHY SZCZEGOLNE |
DISTINGUISHING
FEATURES

UBIOR / CLOTHING

ZACHOWANIE / BEHAVIOUR

SPOSOB MOWIENIA /
GLOS

WAY OF SPEAKING /
VOICE

SPOSOB PATRZENIA / far-away, introspective look (when exerting his full powers)
WAY OF LOOKING

SPOSOB CHODZENIA /
WAY OF WALKING

GESTY / GESTURES




MIMIKA TWARZY / FACE | His face preserves something of the sharpness of expression which
EXPRESSION was so remarkable in that of his brother

OSOBOWOSC / UMIEJETNOSCI / STYL ZYCIA
PERSONALITY /SKILLS / LIFESTYLE

CECHY CHARAKTERU / | He has no ambition and no energy (will not even go out of his way
PERSONALITY TRAITS to verify his own solutions, and would rather be considered wrong
than take the trouble to prove himself right)

UMIEJETNOSCI / He has better powers of observation than Sherlock; one of the
TALENTY queerest man, Sherlock’s superior in observation and deduction. If
SKILLS / TALENTS he does not content with reasoning from an arm-chair, he would be

the greatest criminal agent that ever lived. Sherlock has taken a
problem to him, and has received an explanation which has
afterwards proved to be the correct one. And yet he was absolutely
incapable of working out the practical points which must be gone
into before a case could be laid before a judge or jury. For him, it
is not a mean of livelihood, but the merest hobby of a dilettante. He
has an extraordinary faculty for figures.

STYL ZYCIA, POGLADY /| He audits the books in some of the government departments. He is
LIFESTYLE AND BELIEFS | very well-known in his own circle, the Diogenes Club. Mycroft
lodges in Pall-Mall, and he walks round the corner into Whitehall
every morning and back every evening. From year’s end to year’s
end he takes no other exercise, and is seen nowhere else, except
only in the Diogenes Club, which is just opposite his rooms. He is
one of the founders.

b) Dodaj brakujace informacje na temat wygladu wedtug swojego wyobrazenia o tym, jak
bohater moze wygladac i sprobuj go zobrazowac. Nastepnie opisz wyglad tej osoby.

c) Na podstawie zgromadzonych informacji utworz zdania, ktérymi uzasadnisz cechy
wewnetrzne bohatera. Najpierw je nazwij (wiele cech moze nie by¢ wprost okreslonych w
tresci). Odpowiedz na pytanie: Co dowodzi, ze ma wilasnie taka ceche? Dzigki takim
ustaleniom opisy sg duzo ciekawsze.

Przyktad:

W tresci znajdujemy ponizsze informacje o bohaterze:
no ambition, no energy, powers of observation, faculty for figures

Jak na tej podstawie nazwiesz jego cechy? Wielu z nich mozesz poszuka¢ w stownikach, co
rozwinie twoj zasob stoOw jeszcze bardziej.

Nazwij cechy charakteru: unambitious, lazy, perceptive, accurate
Przykladowe zdania:

He is unambitious since he never goes out of his way to verify his own solutions.

He is lazy because he would rather be considered wrong than take the trouble to prove himself right.
He is exceptionally perceptive as he could give explanation to problems which Sherlock Holmes had
taken to him, and they proved to be the correct ones.

He must be accurate since he audits the books in one of the government departments.



d) Zwrd¢ uwage na informacje o bohaterze dotyczace jego stylu zycia, zainteresowan czy
pogladow. Zadaj pytania adekwatne do tych informacji. Do jednej informacji mozesz zada¢
pytanie na rézne sposoby. Zadanie to mozna tez wykona¢ na podstawie fragmentu o
wygladzie oraz osobowosci bohatera.

Na przyktad:
Informacja: He audits the books in some of the government departments.
Pytanie: What is his job?
How does he earn his living?
What does he do to make money?
Informacja: Mycroft lodges in Pall-Mall.
Pytanie: Where does he live?
Informacja: He walks round the corner into Whitehall every morning and back every evening.
Pytanie: Which way does he usually take to get to the club?

Where does he usually walk every day?

a) Patrzac na charakterystyke bohatera, odpowiedz na pytania. Czy to postaé pozytywna czy
negatywna? Uzasadnij. Wymien jego pozytywne i negatywne cechy. Tym razem nie
podawaj przymiotnikow, tylko rzeczowniki.

POSITIVE QUALITIES ‘ NEGATIVE QUALITIES

perceptiveness whambitious lack of ambition
accurateness laziness




CZESC 3: MIEJSCE / PLACE

ZADANIE 5.

a) Wybierz miejsce opisane w tekscie 1 zaznacz o nim informacje. Wypisz: co si¢ tam
znajduje? Jakie to jest? Co si¢ z tym dzieje? Co to ,,robi”? — wedhug wzoru ponize;j.

What is it like? What is there? “What is done to “What is it doing?”
this?” “What does it do?”
large, dark, deserted house it’s standing back
from the road

dark windows

doorway it’s swung open

lamp?! it’s burning

lawn

trees
coloured gas-lamp it’s turned low

pictures they are hanging
easy-to-force door

richly-furnished, large

room / chamber

of some size, well-lit

hall

it’s hung with pictures

rich carpet
velvet chairs
high, white, marble mantel-piece

suit of Japanese
armour

lamp?

it’s half-turned down

affords light*

small, brass, brazen

tripod

stairs

catch

knocker

bell

curtain

lantern

gate-lamp

* _the only light was afforded by a single lamp”

b) Dopisz czasowniki, ktore bedg pasowac do tych podanych we wczesniejszym ¢wiczeniu
podmiotow (mogg to by¢ czasowniki z tekstu lub te, ktore sam odnajdziesz w innych

zrodtach).

Na przyktad: knocker (kotatka) > What can you do with the knocker? (Co mozna zrobi¢ z kolatkq?) >
You can knock at the knocker (Mozesz pukac kotatkg [do drzwi])

bell (dzwonek) > What can you do with the bell? > You can pull at the bell or ring the bell.

Inne przyktady:

force back the catch, light the lantern, fling open the door, sink into/ step across the carpet, sit down
into a chair, step into the room, stand in the doorway, hurry through the hall, draw the curtain across

the glass



CZESC 4: PRZEDMIOTY / OBJECTS

ZADANIE 6.

a) Wyobraz sobie, ze chcesz odnalez¢ rzecz lub ja sprzeda¢. Wybierz kilka przedmiotéw

opisanych w teks$cie 1 wpisz ich charakterystyke w tabele.
WSKAZOWKA: Opis rzeczy moze obejmowaé stownictwo
okreslajgce opini¢ o niej, jej stan, jej rozmiar, cigzkos¢, wiek,
ksztatt, wzor/dekoracje, kolor, pochodzenie, materiat. Mozesz
tez opisaé czesci tej rzeczy i jej charakterystyczne cechy.

Na przyktad: four-wheeled disgrace

DANE z TEKSTU/ frayed but rich quality fittings, blue curtain, windows with

INFORMATION FOUND IN ' paper over the glass impenetrable to light
THE TEXT

b) Opisz rzecz, ktorg cheiatabys$ sprzedac (np. obuwie, meble, samochdd). Zache¢ do kupna.
Skorzystaj ze wskazowki podanej] w ramce powyzej. By¢ moze, dzigki opisywaniu
réznych przedmiotdéw z tekstu, znasz juz wigcej stow 1 masz wigcej pomystow.

c) Wyobraz sobie, ze zaginela ci jaka$ rzecz, a nastepnie uzupehij tekst tak, aby mogta
zosta¢ rozpoznana. Wybierz odpowiednig rzecz z tekstu i dopasuj do tresci ponize;j.

| am writing to inquire about an item which was left

On (day) I was (where) about (exact time). When I ...
I realised that ... was missing.

It was a ... (describe it)

In the event of the ... being found, I can be contacted
on ... (phone number) from ... to ... (time) every day.



CZESC 5: WYDARZENIA / EVENTS

ZADANIE 7.
a) Napisz plan wydarzen. Skup si¢ na samych faktach.

WSKAZOWKA

Pamigtaj, ze plan wydarzen pisze si¢ w rownowaznikach zdan,
czyli czasowniki sg w stronie biernej, np. ,,Holmes” visit at Mr
Melas’” (Odwiedziny Holmesa u pana Melasa) zamiast ,,Holmes
visits Mr Melas” (Holmes odwiedza pana Melasa). Strony czynnej
uzywa si¢ w streszczeniach.

Przyktad planu wydarzen:

-
8.
9.

b) Majac plan wydarzen, sprobuj napisa¢ histori¢ wlasnymi stowami, tak, jak ja pamigtasz,

Presentation of Sherlock Holmes by Watson

Watson'’s conversation with Holmes about the faculty of observation

Meeting Mycroft, Sherlock Homes’ brother, in Diogenes Club and taking note of his
peculiar faculty of observation and deduction

Listening to the account of Mr. Melas, the Greek Interpreter:

a) Travelling with Mr. Latimer to an unknown place

b) Caution against disclosing the case to third persons

¢) Ordering the interpreter to talk to a Greek, Paul Kratides

d) Refusal of the Greek man to sign certain documents

e) Unexpected occurrence of a woman, Sophy Kratides, surprised to see the Greek

f)

man
Returning home

Searching for the kidnapped Greeks — Mycroft’s advertisement in the paper
Conversation between Sherlock and Watson about presumed solution of the case

e The woman kidnapped for her heritage by Harold Latimer

o Her brother’s interference and kidnapping of him by conspirators and their
associates

e Attempts to make the man sign some documents in order to get the heritage
managed by the brother

. Answer to the advertisement about the place of the stay in Myrtles

Decision of taking the interpreter to help them

Absence of the interpreter due to his leaving with a suspicious man

10. Decision of going to Myrtles with the inspector Gregson

11. Breaking into the house and discovering gas spreading around in one of the rooms
12. Finding the interpreter and resolving the case

uzywajac stownictwa obejmujacego:

a)
b)
c)

d)

Wyrazy dzwigkonasladowcze, np. mumble, hiss, shrill, itp.

Stownictwo zwigzane z ruchem, np. dart, rush into, bustle into, crouch itp.
Stownictwo zwigzane z mowieniem / glosem, np. stammer, scream out, whine, giggle,
speak in a jerky fashion, itp.

Stownictwo zwigzane z patrzeniem, np. peer in, catch a glimpse, with eyes fixed upon
(something/someone), itp.




e) Stowa okreslajace sposob, czas i miejsce (przystowki), np. suddenly, utterly, terribly,
imprudently, itp.
f) Stowa opisujace ludzi, miejsca, przedmioty, sytuacje, atmosfere, pogode, np. deserted,
conjested, delighted, hopeless, dim, menacing, itp.
g) Czasowniki, np. come to believe, form a guess, starve, make out, itp.
(powyzsze przyktady zaczerpniete z angielskich klasyk)

Kazdy punkt z planu wydarzen traktuj jako tytul, ktory nastepnie trzeba rozwinaé, tworzac
historig¢ ,,swoimi stowami”.

Woybierz typ narracji: pierwszoosobowa / trzecioosobowa

Zastandw sig, jaka tre$¢ bedzie potrzebna do opisu. W ponizszym przyktadzie bedzie to potaczenie
opisu bohatera Sherlocka i jego znajomos$ci z Watsonem. Sprobuj opowiedzie¢ wydarzenia w
zindywidualizowany sposob, nie powielaj.

Przypusémy, ze charakterystyka Sherlocka Holmesa zostala juz wykonana w cze¢sci ,,Opis
bohatera” (ramka pomocnicza obok przyktadu, ponizej). Nie musisz uzy¢ wszystkich podanych
informacji albo uzywaé¢ doktadanie tych samych. Szukaj synonimow. Traktuj to jak zabawg.

Przede wszystkich chodzi o rozwinigcie stownictwa 1 poziomu wypowiedzi.

Na przyktad:

TITLE: Presentation of Sherlock Holmes
by Watson

Sherlock Holmes was a sober man,
particularly concerned with his detective
work. Watson had known him long enough
to observe his unemotional character as he
did not seem to like making new friends or
dating a woman. In addition, he had never
referred to his relatives which made
Watson come to believe he was an orphan
deprived of parental love and care, until
one day he started talking about his brother
Mycroft.

SHERLOCK HOLMES:

reticence

powsciggliwos¢ w
stowach

isolated phenomenon

odosobniony fenomen

a brain without a heart

madros$¢ pozbawiona
uczucia

deficient in human

pozbawiony sympatii do

sympathy ludzi
pre-eminent in wyrdzniajacy sie
intelligence inteligencija

aversion to women

wstret do kobiet

disinclination to form

nieche¢ do zawierania

new friendships nowych przyjazni
unemotional character charakter
nieulegajacy

wzruszeniom

complete suppression
of reference to his own
people

catkowity zanik
wszelkich stosunkow z
wtlasng rodzing

art in the blood

zdolnosci artystyczne
odziedziczone ,,we krwi”

ZADANIE 8. Odpowiedz na pytania i wykonaj polecenia. Sprawdz, ile pamigtasz.

Do you like the characters which you have described?

What do you think about the protagonist?

Which situation or event did especially attract your attention?
Which place is frequently mentioned and why? Describe the place




(What is there? What is the atmosphere there? What impression does it give?)
What is the text about? Is it interesting or boring? Why?

What is the genre of the book? What is typical of the genre?

Which character would you choose to be if you had to, and why?

What a message does the story convey in your opinion?

Choose one sentence which could encourage someone to read the book/story.
Explain your choice.

Would you recommend the book to a particular audience?

Who would you recommend it to?



GRAMATYKA

CZESC 1: MOWA ZALEZNA I NIEZALEZNA / REPORTED AND
DIRECT SPEECH

Mowa zalezna i niezalezna polega na przekazaniu czyichs$ lub swoich wypowiedzi.
Na przyktad:
| said that he was superior in ...

Powiedzialem, Ze on przewyzsza mnie w ...

Po polsku uzyjemy najpierw czasu przeszlego, a potem terazniejszego. W jezyku angielskim,
szczegolnie w formie literackiej, zastosujemy regule: jesli w ,,oryginale” wypowiedz byta w
czasie terazniejszym, przekazemy ja w czasie przesziym.

Na przyktad:

| began to understand what my friend meant when he said that his brother possessed even
keener faculties that he did himself.

Zaczatem pojmowac, co moj przyjaciel rozumiat przez to, kiedy méwil, ze brat jego
posiada bystrzejsze zdolnosci, niz on sam.

Omoéwmy te kwesti¢ na przyktadzie wypowiedzi Sherlocka Holmesa. Ponizej znajduje si¢
jego wypowiedz:

‘Mycroft has better powers of observation than I’

Nastepnie rozwazmy dwa typy mowy, czyli jak ta sama wypowiedz zostala wspomniana w
dalszej relacji opowiadania.

Mowa niezalezna — dostownie przytaczamy Mowa zalezna — zalezy jak ja przekazemy
wypowiedz
I said, ‘Mycroft has better powers ...’ | said that Mycroft had better powers ...

| said that he was superior in ...
He said that his brother possessed even keener
faculties ...

W opowiadaniu zostata uzyta mowa zalezna.

Gdyby jednak w dostownej wypowiedzi uzyto czasu Past Simple, czyli np.



He said, ,,He was superior in ...”, wtedy w mowie zaleznej nalezatoby uzy¢ czasu Past
Perfect, czyli: He said that his brother had been superior in ...

Reasumujac, cofamy wypowiedz o jeden czas do tyhu. Jesli jednak nie ma takiej mozliwosci,
nie zmieniamy czasu.

Wypowiedz dostlowng z uzyciem: Zmieniamy na ... w mowie zaleznej:
Present Continuous Past Continuous
Present Simple Past Simple

Present Perfect Past Perfect

itd.

will would

shall should

can could

may might

oraz wyrazenia czasu zamieniamy na ... w mowie zaleznej:
now then

today that day

tonight that night

tomorrow the next day
yesterday the day before

the day before yesterday two days before

this week/month/year that week/month/year
last ... the ... before

next the following

ago before

this that

here there

W mowie zaleznej oczywiscie nie trzeba ciggle mowic ,,powiedzial, ze...”. Mozna uzy¢ tez
czasownikow typu: order, ask, recommend, admit, insist, itd.

Zatem, zamiast powiedziec:
He said that his brother had better powers ...
mozna powiedziec:

He admitted that his brother had better powers ...

He said he had stolen the ring. He admitted (to) stealing the ring.
He admitted having stolen the ring.

W tym przypadku musimy trzymac si¢ nastepujacych zasad:



Po agree, demand, offer, promise, refuse, threaten, claim znajduje si¢ bezokolicznik,

np. agreed to come — zgodzita si¢ przyjs¢

Po advise, allow, ask, beg, command, encourage, forbid, instruct, invite, order, permit,
remind, urge, warn, want znajduje si¢ osoba i bezokolicznik,

np. He advised me to ... — doradzit mi, abym ...

Po accused someone of, apologise for, admit (to), boast about, complain to someone about,
deny, insist on, suggest znajduje si¢ czasownik z -ing,

np. She apologised me for having told him — Przeprosita mnie za to, ze mu powiedziata.

Po agree, boast, claim, complain, deny, exclaim, explain, inform someone, promise, suggest
znajduje si¢ zdanie sktadowie z “that”,

np. He suggested that I change my decision — Zasugerowat, bym zmienit decyzje.



CZESC 2: PRZYMIOTNIKI ZLOZONE I KOLOKACJE /
COMPOUND ADJECTIVES AND COLLOCATIONS

PRZYMIOTNIKI ZL.OZONE

Przymiotniki ztozone mogg sktadac sig:
z imiestowu czasu terazniejszego, czyli np.

hard-working | pracowity

z imiestowu czasu przesztego, czyli np.

densely-populated | gesto zaludniony

z liczebnika gléwnego + rzeczownika, np.

six-foot tall | wysoki na 6 stép (ok. 180 cm)

oraz z well / badly /poorly / ill + imiestowu czasu przesztego:

ill-conceived | nieprzemyslany

KOLOKACJE

Jesli rozwijasz si¢ na poziomie zaawansowanym 1 zamierzasz na przyktad przystapi¢ do
egzaminu CAE, czytanie literatury moze by¢ szczegdlnie pomocne. Zwrd¢ uwage na ponizsze
przyktady:

bitterly disappointed gorzko rozczarowany
deeply moved gleboko poruszony
excruciatingly painful potwornie bolesny

Teraz wro¢ uwage na kolejne przyktady:

incredibly hilarious
extremely enormous
very delicious

a bit exhausted

Mogtloby si¢ wydawac, ze to potaczenie jest poprawne. Jednak tak nie jest. Dlaczego?

Nie wszystkie przymiotniki mogg by¢ intensyfikowane tak samo.



PRZYMIOTNIKI

/\,

STOPNIOWALNE NIESTOPNIOWALNE

Czy, jako Polak, powiedziatbys:

niesamowicie przezabawny
strasznie olbrzymi

bardzo wysmienity

nieco wyczerpany

?

Z pewnoscia nie, gdyz te polaczenia nie sg logiczne z punktu widzenia gramatyki. Odniesienie si¢
do wlasnego jezyka moze znacznie ulatwi¢ zrozumienie tej kwestii.

Zmienmy te potaczenia na poprawne i zobaczmy, jaka jest rdznica:

niesamowicie zabawny
strasznie duzy

bardzo smaczny

nieco zmeczony

Czy teraz widzisz réznice?

Pierwsze przyklady zawieraja przymiotniki niestopniowalne, a dalsze stopniowalne. Oba
mozna intensyfikowac, ale ich intensyfikacja ma zupeklie inny wymiar. To znaczy: bardzo
smaczny = wysmienity, a wysmienity nalezy do przymiotnikow, ktore okreslajg juz maksymalny
stopien przymiotnika smaczny. Oczywiscie ma on swoje synonimy, takie, jak wyborny czy
pyszny. Podobnie w jezyku angielskim: istnieje podstawowy przymiotnik (mozna go
stopniowac), ale sa tez takie, ktore okreslaja juz maksimum swojego znaczenia. Ich
intensyfikacja polega bardziej na podkresleniu swojej pewnosci, niz na nadaniu stopnia
wyzszego, na przyklad:

bardzo smaczny i absolutnie wysmienity — absolutnie nie znaczy bardzo, ale co$§ w rodzaju
naprawde — uzywajac go jeszcze bardziej podkreslamy swoje przekonanie. I taki oto jest sens
tego podziatu.



Skupmy si¢ teraz tylko na jezyku angielskim:

Przymiotnik stopniowalny Przymiotnik niestopniowalny

(podstawowe znaczenie) (maksimum znaczenia)
VERY ABSOLUTELY

hot boiling, scorching

cold freezing

hungry starving / ravenous

dirty filthy

big huge / enormous / massive
small tiny

sure positive

pleased delighted

surprised astonished / amazed
scared horrified / terrified / petrified
wet soaking / drenched

ugly hideous

important crucial / vital

old ancient

interesting fascinating

beautiful gorgeous / stunning
angry furious

excited thrilled

afraid terrified

good great, awesome

bad awful, terrible

clean spotless

Aby pozna¢, ktory przymiotnik jest stopniowalny a ktory nie, mozna zada¢ sobie pytanie, czy
do danego przymiotnika pasuje stowo BARDZO. Wezmy przymiotnik crucial, czyli kluczowy.
Czy moze co$ by¢ bardzo kluczowe? Raczej nie. Moze by¢ bardzo wazne. Dlatego wazne to
przymiotnik  stopniowalny, a kluczowy niestopniowalny. Inny przyktad: excited
(podekscytowany) i thrilled (zachwycony) — cho¢ oba te przymiotniki moga by¢ ttumaczone
jako podekscytowany, to jednak roznig si¢ stopniem intensywnosci, i taka intensywnos$¢ jest
wyczuwalna, szczeg6lnie dla tych, ktorzy ucza si¢ jezyka angielskiego lub majg z nim regularny
kontakt od lat.



Zatem, jakimi przystowkami bedziemy stopniowac stopniowalne, a jakimi niestopniowalne

przymiotniki?

Stopniowalne

| Niestopniowalne

Intensyfikujemy z Lagodzimy z Intensyfikujemy z Lagodzimy z

really pretty really pretty

very fairly / quite absolutely, almost

extremely slightly completely / quite nearly

incredibly a (little) bit totally practically

rather somewhat utterly virtually
entirely

Powyzej znajduja si¢ najpopularniejsze.

Niestety, wielu takich kombinacji trzeba si¢ uczy¢ w praktyce. Nazywa si¢ je
KOLOKACJAMI — gdy konkretne przystowki tacza si¢ w sposob naturalny z konkretnymi

przymiotnikami.

Pomaga w tym czytanie ksigzek — szczegolnie, ze Niestopniowalnos¢ wielu
nawet w tlumaczeniu przystowek moze zmieni¢ przymiotnikow jest oczywista, np.
swoje znaczenie, jak w przypadku , bitterly” — gorzko, pregnant, dead, alive, itp.
lub przejmujgco. Nie mozna byc’_ very pregnant albo
very alive. Tej kwestii nie trzeba
thumaczy¢. Ale mozna powiedzie¢, ze
ktos$ jest utterly dead, almost dead.
Almost pregnant? Brzmi raczej
absurdalnie.
Przyktady:
bitterly cold przejmujaco zimny
bitterly disappointed gorzko rozczarowany
completely alone zupehie sam
deeply attached mocno przywigzany
entirely absent zupelnie nieobecny
heavily built dobrze zbudowany
utterly destroyed doszczetnie zniszczony

Zapewne wiele z nich juz znasz.



CZESC 3: CZASY A OPISYWANIE WYDARZEN / TENSES AND
DESCRIBING EVENTS

O przesztych wydarzeniach méwimy na rozne sposoby. W jezyku angielskim uzyjemy do
tego odpowiednich czasow gramatycznych. Sg to przede wszystkim Past Perfect (czas
zaprzeszly) i Past Simple (czas przeszty prosty).

Oba te czasy uzywa si¢ w relacjonowaniu przesztych wydarzen. Rozwazymy ich uzycie na
przyktadzie ,,Greckiego Tlumacza” A.C. Doyle.

During my long and intimate acquaintance with Mr. Sherlock Holmes | had never
heard him refer to his relations, and hardly ever to his own early life. ... but one day, to
my very great surprise, he began to talk to me about his brother.

Podczas mojej diugiej i zazytej przyjazni z Mr. Sherlockiem Holmesem nie styszalem
nigdy, zeby on kiedy wspominat o swoich krewnych, a prawie nigdy nie mowit o swym
dawniejszym zyciu. (...) az jednego dnia zaczat on, ku mej wielkiej niespodziance,
moéwic o swoim bracie.

Z tego wynika, ze autor nigdy wczesniej nie styszal, by Sherlock mowit o swoich krewnych (Past
Perfect), az w koncu zaczat méwic¢ o swoim bracie (Past Simple). Past Perfect okresla, co byto najpierw.
Dlatego na poczatku autor uzywa tego czasu, tzn. opowiada, co dziato si¢ ZANIM Sherlock zaczat
moéwic o swoim bracie.

Past Perfect Past Simple

| | >

Sherlock nie méwi  Sherlock wspomina
o swoich krewnych o swoim bracie

Aby utatwié sobie zrozumienie tej kwestii, mozna thimaczy¢ HAD jako WCZESNIEJ, np.

| had never heard mozna przetlumaczy¢ jako Nigdy wczesniej nie styszatem. To pozwala
nam rozumie¢ logike tego czasu.

Kolejny przyktad:

It was after tea on a summer evening, and the conversation, which had roamed in a desultory,
spasmodic fashion from golf clubs to the causes of the change in the obliquity of the ecliptic, came
round at last to the question of atavism and hereditary aptitudes.

Byto to po herbacie, jednego wieczoru letniego. Rozmowa, ktora wlekla sie beztadnie i dorywczo,
przechodzac od klubow golfowych do przyczyn zboczenia ekliptyki, zeszka w koncu na kwesti¢
atawizmu 1 dziedzicznych zdolnosci.



Konwersacja najpierw si¢ ,wlekta” (had roamed) podkreslamy trwanie czynnosci
(Past Perfect), a nastepnie ,,zeszla” (came around) - tryb dokonany (Past Simple)
Nastepny przyktad:

If there were another man with such singular powers in England, how was it

that neither police nor public had heard of him?

Jezeli istniat czlowiek o takich osobliwych zdolnosciach w Anglii, to jak to
bylo mozliwe, zeby ani policja ani publiczno$¢ o nim nie wiedziala.

W tym zdaniu stowo HAD mozna zamieni¢ na WCZESNIEJ. Powyzsze zdanie miatoby
wowczas taki sens: jak to mozliwe, ze byt taki cztowiek, a policja o nim WCZESNIEJ nie
styszata. To samo odnosi si¢ do ponizszego przyktadu:

It seemed to me to be obvious that this Greek girl had been carried off by
the young Englishman named Harold Latimer.

Zdaje mi si¢, ze prawdopodobnie ta dziewczyna grecka zostala
uprowadzona przez mtodego Anglika, nazwiskiem Harold Latimer.

We had reached Pall Mall as we talked, and were
walking down it from the St. James’s end.

W rozmowie doszlismy do Pall-Mall i szliSmy
wzdtuz tej ulicy od konca St. James.

Dlaczego Past Perfect? Rozmawiajac zdazyli juz (HAD) dojs¢ do Pall-Mall i dalej
rozmawiali. Zatem Past Perfect moze tez by¢ rozumiane jako:

zdqzy¢ juz cos zrobi¢ + moéwimy, co si¢ dzialo nastepnie
Podobng logike mozna zauwazy¢ w innych fragmentach:

Introspective look which | had only observed in Sherlock’s
when he was exerting his full powers.

Introspektywny wyglad, ktory wtedy tylko zauwazylem u
Sherlocka, kiedy on wytezat wszystkie swoje sity.

To oznacza, ze juz (wczesniej) zaobserwowat albo zdgiyt (juz wezesniej) zaobserwowac.
Zatem HAD rozumiemy jako zdqzy¢ wcezesniej cos zrobié.

The carriage which had brought me was already out of sight.
Powo6z, ktory mnie przywiozl, znikt juz z oczu.

Ostatni praktyczny przyktad:
It was locked, but the key had been left on the outside.

Zwracamy uwagg na zaprzesztos¢ — wezesniej kto§ zostawit klucz w drzwiach.



Czynno$¢ jedna po drugiej — Past Simple

Jesli widzimy wyraznie, ze co$ dzialo si¢ jedno po drugim, uzywamy czasu Past Simple.
Czgsto wtedy obie czynnosci sg wyraznie oddzielone spdjnikiem AND, albo przystowkiem,
ktory tym bardziej podkresla nastepowanie wydarzen po sobie: then, after that (potem,
nastepnie), itp. Mozemy to zobaczy¢ w nastgpujacych przyktadach:

Sherlock Holmes stopped at a door some little distance from the Carlton,
and, cautioning me not to speak, he led the way into the hall.

Sherlock Holmes zatrzymat sie przy jednej bramie w pewnej odlegtosci od
Carlton i ostrzegajac mnie, bym si¢ nie odzywat, wprowadzil mnie do sieni.

Holmes showed me into a small chamber which looked out into Pall Mall,
and then, leaving me for a minute, he came back with a companion whom |
knew could only be his brother.

Holmes zaprowadzil mnie do matego pokoju, ktory wychodzit na Pall Mall,
a potem pozostawiwszy mnie na chwile, powrdcil z jakim§ mezczyzna, o
ktérym wiedziatem, ze mogt to by¢ tylko jego brat.

Opisywanie wydarzen moze obejmowaé przytaczanie wypowiedzi bohaterow (dialogi), ktore
przewaznie tworzy si¢ z uzyciem czasow terazniejszych.

W tym celu bohaterowie dos¢ czesto uzywaja czasu Present Perfect by wskaza¢ na zwiagzek
przesztosci z terazniejszoscig. Dlatego kolejna cze$¢ tego rozdziatu jest poswiecona wlasnie
tym istotnym czasom gramatycznym - Present Perfect (czas terazniejszy dokonany) i Present
Perfect Continuous (czas terazniejszy niedokonany).

Rozne oblicza czasu Present Perfect

GDY COS WLASNIE MIALO MIEJSCE

“In your own case,” said I, “from all that you have told me, it seems obvious
that your faculty of observation and your peculiar facility for deduction are due
to your own systematic training.”

- Co sie ciebie tyczy — moéwitem — z tego wszystkiego, co$ opowiadal, zdaje [si¢
to oczywiste], ze twoja zdolnos¢ obserwacji i specjalna tatwos¢ dedukeji, zaleza
od twego wlasnego systematycznego ¢wiczenia.

,»You have told me” mozna zrozumie¢ jako ,,co wlasnie mi powiedziates”.

Present Perfect Sci§le taczy si¢ z terazniejszo$cig, dlatego czesto bedzie wystepowat w
dialogach.

“I have asked Mr. Melas to step across,” said he.
- Poprositem Mr. Melasa, aby przyszedt — rzekt (wtasnie to zrobit)



DOSWIADCZENIE — co$ dzialo si¢ wielokrotnie

Again and again | have taken a problem to him, and have received an
explanation which has afterwards proved to be the correct one.

Kilka razy przedkladalem mu rézne problemy i otrzymywatem
rozwigzania, ktore, jak si¢ potem okazato, byty prawdziwe.

Present Perfect uzywamy, gdy chcemy powiedzie¢, ile razy ktos$ co$ zrobit.
W tym przypadku mamy wyrazenie ,,again and again”, czyli ,,raz po raz”.

NIEDAWNO

“That he has not left the service long is shown by his still wearing his
ammunition boots, as they are called,” observed Mycroft

To, ze niedawno opuscil stuzbe, widac z tego, ze nosi jeszcze buty komisne, jak
si¢ to one nazywaja — zauwazyl Mycroft

Present Perfect Continuous

Czas ten zazwyczaj ttumaczymy na jezyk polski jako czas terazniejszy, niemal porownywalny
do czasu Present Continous, ktoéry poznajemy na poczatku nauki jezyka angielskiego. Zatem
omowmy roznice.

Warto zwroci¢ uwage na ponizszy fragment:

his complete mourning shows that he has lost some one very dear. The fact that he is doing his

own shopping looks as though it were his wife. He has been buying things for children, you
perceive. There is a rattle, which shows that one of them is very young.

zupetna jego zatoba §wiadczy o tym, ze stracit kogo$ bardzo drogiego. Fakt, ze robi sam zakupy,
wyglada na to, jakby to byta jego zona. Ma grzechotke, co wskazuje na to, ze jedno z dzieci jest
bardzo male.

Ciekawe jest to, ze zdanie He has been buying things for children, zostato pominigte w
thumaczeniu. By¢ moze dlatego, ze wczes$niej niemalze to samo opisuje czas Present
Continuous (podkreslony fragment). Ttumaczenie byto zbyteczne, poniewaz ttumacz
musiatby powtdrzy¢ doktadnie to samo.

Jednak, w jezyku angielskim, zdania te si¢ r6znig.
1) Present Continuous wskazuje, ze teraz robi zakupy (w tym momencie).

2) Zdanie w Present Perfect Continuous natomiast wskazuje na skutek. Dalej mowa
jest o zabawkach, jakie zostaty kupione (skutek).

Zatem, podsumowujac, Present Perfect Continuous uzywamy:



1) gdy czynno$¢ sie skonczyta, ale wyraznie wida¢ lub odczuwa si¢ jej skutki, np. Have
you been crying? What happened? (Plakatas? Co sie¢ stato?)
Jesli wiec mamy zdanie: He has been buying things for children, mowca chce podkresli¢
skutek tej czynnosci, czyli co zostato kupione. Mozna tez ten przyktad przyrownac¢ do
sytuacji, w ktorej widzimy torby z zakupami w domu i wnioskujemy:

,, You have been shopping” albo “Someone has been shopping”

2) by wskazac, ze co$ trwa od dtuzszego czasu, np. I 've been learning English for 5
years. (Ucze si¢ angielskiego od 5 lat)
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The Greek Interpreter

During my long and intimate acquaintance with Mr. Sherlock Holmes | had never heard him
refer to his relations, and hardly ever to his own early life. This reticence upon his part had
increased the somewhat inhuman effect which he produced upon me, until sometimes | found
myself regarding him as an isolated phenomenon, a brain without a heart, as deficient in
human sympathy as he was pre-eminent in intelligence. His aversion to women and his
disinclination to form new friendships were both typical of his unemotional character, but not
more so than his complete suppression of every reference to his own people. | had come to
believe that he was an orphan with no relatives living, but one day, to my very great surprise,
he began to talk to me about his brother.

It was after tea on a summer evening, and the conversation, which had roamed in a desultory,
spasmodic fashion from golf clubs to the causes of the change in the obliquity of the ecliptic,
came round at last to the question of atavism and hereditary aptitudes. The point under
discussion was, how far any singular gift in an individual was due to his ancestry and how far
to his own early training.

"In your own case," said I, "from all that you have told me, it seems obvious that your faculty
of observation and your peculiar facility for deduction are due to your own systematic
training."

"To some extent," he answered, thoughtfully. "My ancestors were country squires, who
appear to have led much the same life as is natural to their class. But, none the less, my turn
that way is in my veins, and may have come with my grandmother, who was the sister of
Vernet, the French artist. Art in the blood is liable to take the strangest forms."

"But how do you know that it is hereditary?"
"Because my brother Mycroft possesses it in a larger degree than | do."

This was news to me indeed. If there were another man with such singular powers in England,
how was it that neither police nor public had heard of him? | put the question, with a hint that
it was my companion's modesty which made him acknowledge his brother as his superior.
Holmes laughed at my suggestion.

"My dear Watson," said he, "l cannot agree with those who rank modesty among the virtues.
To the logician all things should be seen exactly as they are, and to underestimate one's self is
as much a departure from truth as to exaggerate one's own powers. When | say, therefore, that
Mycroft has better powers of observation than I, you may take it that I am speaking the exact
and literal truth.”

"Is he your junior?"

"Seven years my senior."
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"How comes it that he is unknown?"

"Oh, he is very well known in his own circle."”
"Where, then?"

"Well, in the Diogenes Club, for example."

| had never heard of the institution, and my face must have proclaimed as much, for Sherlock
Holmes pulled out his watch.

"The Diogenes Club is the queerest club in London, and Mycroft one of the queerest men.
He's always there from quarter to five to twenty to eight. It's six now, so if you care for a stroll
this beautiful evening | shall be very happy to introduce you to two curiosities."”

Five minutes later we were in the street, walking towards Regent's Circus.

"You wonder," said my companion, "why it is that Mycroft does not use his powers for
detective work. He is incapable of it."

"But | thought you said--"

"I said that he was my superior in observation and deduction. If the art of the detective began
and ended in reasoning from an arm-chair, my brother would be the greatest criminal agent
that ever lived. But he has no ambition and no energy. He will not even go out of his way to
verify his own solution, and would rather be considered wrong than take the trouble to prove
himself right. Again and again | have taken a problem to him, and have received an
explanation which has afterwards proved to be the correct one. And yet he was absolutely
incapable of working out the practical points which must be gone into before a case could be
laid before a judge or jury."”

"It is not his profession, then?"

"By no means. What is to me a means of livelihood is to him the merest hobby of a dilettante.
He has an extraordinary faculty for figures, and audits the books in some of the government
departments. Mycroft lodges in Pall Mall, and he walks round the corner into Whitehall every
morning and back every evening. From year's end to year's end he takes no other exercise, and
is seen nowhere else, except only in the Diogenes Club, which is just opposite his rooms."

"l cannot recall the name."

"Very likely not. There are many men in London, you know, who, some from shyness, some
from misanthropy, have no wish for the company of their fellows. Yet they are not averse to
comfortable chairs and the latest periodicals. It is for the convenience of these that the
Diogenes Club was started, and it now contains the most unsociable and unclubable men in
town. No member is permitted to take the least notice of any other one. Save in the Stranger's
Room, no talking is, under any circumstances, allowed, and three offences, if brought to the
notice of the committee, render the talker liable to expulsion. My brother was one of the
founders, and | have myself found it a very soothing atmosphere."


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pall_Mall,_London
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Whitehall

We had reached Pall Mall as we talked, and were walking down it from the St. James's end.
Sherlock Holmes stopped at a door some little distance from the Carlton, and, cautioning me
not to speak, he led the way into the hall. Through the glass panelling | caught a glimpse of a
large and luxurious room, in which a considerable number of men were sitting about and
reading papers, each in his own little nook. Holmes showed me into a small chamber which
looked out into Pall Mall, and then, leaving me for a minute, he came back with a companion
whom | knew could only be his brother.

Mycroft Holmes was a much larger and stouter man than Sherlock. His body was absolutely
corpulent, but his face, though massive, had preserved something of the sharpness of
expression which was so remarkable in that of his brother. His eyes, which were of a
peculiarly light, watery grey, seemed to always retain that far-away, introspective look which
| had only observed in Sherlock's when he was exerting his full powers.

"I am glad to meet you, sir," said he, putting out a broad, fat hand like the flipper of a seal. "I
hear of Sherlock everywhere since you became his chronicler. By the way, Sherlock, |
expected to see you round last week, to consult me over that Manor House case. | thought you
might be a little out of your depth."

"No, I solved it," said my friend, smiling.

"It was Adams, of course."

"Yes, it was Adams."

"I was sure of it from the first." The two sat down together in the bow-window of the club.
"To any one who wishes to study mankind this is the spot,” said Mycroft. "Look at the
magnificent types! Look at these two men who are coming towards us, for example."

"The billiard-marker and the other?"

"Precisely. What do you make of the other?"

The two men had stopped opposite the window. Some chalk marks over the waistcoat pocket
were the only signs of billiards which I could see in one of them. The other was a very small,
dark fellow, with his hat pushed back and several packages under his arm.

"An old soldier, | perceive," said Sherlock.

"And very recently discharged,"” remarked the brother.

"Served in India, | see.”

"And a non-commissioned officer."

"Royal Atrtillery, I fancy," said Sherlock.

"And a widower."

"But with a child."”



"Children, my dear boy, children.”
"Come," said I, laughing, "this is a little too much."

"Surely," answered Holmes, "it is not hard to say that a man with that bearing, expression of
authority, and sunbaked skin, is a soldier, is more than a private, and is not long from India."”

"That he has not left the service long is shown by his still wearing his ammunition boots, as
they are called," observed Mycroft.

"He had not the cavalry stride, yet he wore his hat on one side, as is shown by the lighter skin
of that side of his brow. His weight is against his being a sapper. He is in the artillery.”

"Then, of course, his complete mourning shows that he has lost some one very dear. The fact
that he is doing his own shopping looks as though it were his wife. He has been buying things
for children, you perceive. There is a rattle, which shows that one of them is very young. The
wife probably died in childbed. The fact that he has a picture-book under his arm shows that
there is another child to be thought of."”

| began to understand what my friend meant when he said that his brother possessed even
keener faculties that he did himself. He glanced across at me and smiled. Mycroft took snuff
from a tortoise-shell box, and brushed away the wandering grains from his coat front with a
large, red silk handkerchief.

"By the way, Sherlock," said he, "I have had something quite after your own heart--a most
singular problem--submitted to my judgement. | really had not the energy to follow it up save
in a very incomplete fashion, but it gave me a basis for some pleasing speculation. If you
would care to hear the facts--"

"My dear Mycroft, | should be delighted."

The brother scribbled a note upon a leaf of his pocket-book, and, ringing the bell, he handed it
to the waiter.

"I have asked Mr. Melas to step across,"” said he. "He lodges on the floor above me, and | have
some slight acquaintance with him, which led him to come to me in his perplexity. Mr. Melas
is a Greek by extraction, as | understand, and he is a remarkable linguist. He earns his living
partly as interpreter in the law courts and partly by acting as guide to any wealthy Orientals
who may visit the Northumberland Avenue hotels. I think I will leave him to tell his very
remarkable experience in his own fashion."

A few minutes later we were joined by a short, stout man whose olive face and coal-black hair
proclaimed his Southern origin, though his speech was that of an educated Englishman. He
shook hands eagerly with Sherlock Holmes, and his dark eyes sparkled with pleasure when he
understood that the specialist was anxious to hear his story.

"I do not believe that the police credit me--on my word, | do not," said he in a wailing voice.
"Just because they have never heard of it before, they think that such a thing cannot be. But |
know that | shall never be easy in my mind until I know what has become of my poor man
with the sticking-plaster upon his face."



"l am all attention," said Sherlock Holmes.

"This is Wednesday evening,” said Mr. Melas. "Well then, it was Monday night--only two
days ago, you understand--that all this happened. | am an interpreter, as perhaps my neighbour
there has told you. I interpret all languages--or nearly all--but as I am a Greek by birth and
with a Grecian name, it is with that particular tongue that 1 am principally associated. For
many years | have been the chief Greek interpreter in London, and my name is very well
known in the hotels. It happens not infrequently that | am sent for at strange hours by
foreigners who get into difficulties, or by travellers who arrive late and wish my services. |
was not surprised, therefore, on Monday night when a Mr. Latimer, a very fashionably
dressed young man, came up to my rooms and asked me to accompany him in a cab which
was waiting at the door. A Greek friend had come to see him upon business, he said, and as he
could speak nothing but his own tongue, the services of an interpreter were indispensable. He
gave me to understand that his house was some little distance off, in Kensington, and he
seemed to be in a great hurry, bustling me rapidly into the cab when we had descended to the
street.

"I say into the cab, but | soon became doubtful as to whether it was not a carriage in which |
found myself. It was certainly more roomy than the ordinary four-wheeled disgrace to
London, and the fittings, though frayed, were of rich quality. Mr. Latimer seated himself
opposite to me and we started off through Charing Cross and up the Shaftesbury Avenue. We
had come out upon Oxford Street and | had ventured some remark as to this being a
roundabout way to Kensington, when my words were arrested by the extraordinary conduct of
my companion.

"He began by drawing a most formidable-looking bludgeon loaded with lead from his pocket,
and switching it backward and forward several times, as if to test its weight and strength.
Then he placed it without a word upon the seat beside him. Having done this, he drew up the
windows on each side, and | found to my astonishment that they were covered with paper so
as to prevent my seeing through them.

"I am sorry to cut off your view, Mr. Melas," said he. 'The fact is that | have no intention that
you should see what the place is to which we are driving. It might possibly be inconvenient to
me if you could find your way there again.'

"As you can imagine, | was utterly taken aback by such an address. My companion was a
powerful, broad-shouldered young fellow, and, apart from the weapon, | should not have had
the slightest chance in a struggle with him.

""This is very extraordinary conduct, Mr. Latimer," | stammered. "You must be aware that what
you are doing is quite illegal.'

"It is somewhat of a liberty, no doubt,' said he, 'but we'll make it up to you. | must warn you,
however, Mr. Melas, that if at any time to-night you attempt to raise an alarm or do anything
which is against my interests, you will find it a very serious thing. | beg you to remember that
no one knows where you are, and that, whether you are in this carriage or in my house, you
are equally in my power.'

"His words were quiet, but he had a rasping way of saying them which was very menacing. |
sat in silence wondering what on earth could be his reason for kidnapping me in this



extraordinary fashion. Whatever it might be, it was perfectly clear that there was no possible
use in my resisting, and that I could only wait to see what might befall.

"For nearly two hours we drove without my having the least clue as to where we were going.
Sometimes the rattle of the stones told of a paved causeway, and at others our smooth, silent
course suggested asphalt; but, save by this variation in sound, there was nothing at all which
could in the remotest way help me to form a guess as to where we were. The paper over each
window was impenetrable to light, and a blue curtain was drawn across the glass work in
front. It was a quarter-past seven when we left Pall Mall, and my watch showed me that it was
ten minutes to nine when we at last came to a standstill. My companion let down the window,
and | caught a glimpse of a low, arched doorway with a lamp burning above it. As | was
hurried from the carriage it swung open, and | found myself inside the house, with a vague
impression of a lawn and trees on each side of me as | entered. Whether these were private
grounds, however, or bona-fide country was more than I could possibly venture to say.

"There was a coloured gas-lamp inside which was turned so low that | could see little save
that the hall was of some size and hung with pictures. In the dim light | could make out that
the person who had opened the door was a small, mean-looking, middle-aged man with
rounded shoulders. As he turned towards us the glint of the light showed me that he was
wearing glasses.

"Is this Mr. Melas, Harold?' said he.
"Yes.'

"'Well done, well done! No ill-will, Mr. Melas, | hope, but we could not get on without you. If
you deal fair with us you'll not regret it, but if you try any tricks, God help you!" He spoke in a
nervous, jerky fashion, and with little giggling laughs in between, but somehow he impressed
me with fear more than the other.

"'What do you want with me?" | asked.

"'Only to ask a few questions of a Greek gentleman who is visiting us, and to let us have the
answers. But say no more than you are told to say, or--' here came the nervous giggle again--
'you had better never have been born.'

"As he spoke he opened a door and showed the way into a room which appeared to be very
richly furnished, but again the only light was afforded by a single lamp half-turned down. The
chamber was certainly large, and the way in which my feet sank into the carpet as I stepped
across it told me of its richness. | caught glimpses of velvet chairs, a high white marble
mantel-piece, and what seemed to be a suit of Japanese armour at one side of it. There was a
chair just under the lamp, and the elderly man motioned that | should sit in it. The younger
had left us, but he suddenly returned through another door, leading with him a gentleman clad
in some sort of loose dressing-gown who moved slowly towards us. As he came into the circle
of dim light which enables me to see him more clearly | was thrilled with horror at his
appearance. He was deadly pale and terribly emaciated, with the protruding, brilliant eyes of a
man whose spirit was greater than his strength. But what shocked me more than any signs of
physical weakness was that his face was grotesquely criss-crossed with sticking-plaster, and
that one large pad of it was fastened over his mouth.



""Have you the slate, Harold?' cried the older man, as this strange being fell rather than sat
down into a chair. 'Are his hands loose? Now, then, give him the pencil. You are to ask the
questions, Mr. Melas, and he will write the answers. Ask him first of all whether he is
prepared to sign the papers?'

"The man's eyes flashed fire.

"'Never!" he wrote in Greek upon the slate.

"'On no condition?' | asked, at the bidding of our tyrant.

"'Only if I see her married in my presence by a Greek priest whom | know.'

"The man giggled in his venomous way.

"You know what awaits you, then?'

"I care nothing for myself.'

"These are samples of the questions and answers which made up our strange half-spoken,
half-written conversation. Again and again | had to ask him whether he would give in and
sign the documents. Again and again | had the same indignant reply. But soon a happy
thought came to me. | took to adding on little sentences of my own to each question, innocent
ones at first, to test whether either of our companions knew anything of the matter, and then,
as | found that they showed no signs | played a more dangerous game. Our conversation ran
something like this:

""You can do no good by this obstinacy. Who are you?'

"I care not. | am a stranger in London.'

"Your fate will be upon your own head. How long have you been here?'

"'Let it be so. Three weeks.'

""The property can never be yours. What ails you?'

"It shall not go to villains. They are starving me.'

"You shall go free if you sign. What house is this?'

"I will never sign. | do not know.'

"You are not doing her any service. What is your name?'

"'Let me hear her say so. Kratides.’

"You shall see her if you sign. Where are you from?'

"Then | shall never see her. Athens.'



"Another five minutes, Mr. Holmes, and | should have wormed out the whole story under
their very noses. My very next question might have cleared the matter up, but at that instant
the door opened and a woman stepped into the room. I could not see her clearly enough to
know more than that she was tall and graceful, with black hair, and clad in some sort of loose
white gown.

""Harold,' said she, speaking English with a broken accent. 'l could not stay away longer. It is
so lonely up there with only--Oh, my God, it is Paul!'

"These last words were in Greek, and at the same instant the man with a convulsive effort tore
the plaster from his lips, and screaming out 'Sophy! Sophy!" rushed into the woman's arms.
Their embrace was but for an instant, however, for the younger man seized the woman and
pushed her out of the room, while the elder easily overpowered his emaciated victim, and
dragged him away through the other door. For a moment | was left alone in the room, and |
sprang to my feet with some vague idea that | might in some way get a clue to what this house
was in which | found myself. Fortunately, however, | took no steps, for looking up I saw that
the older man was standing in the door-way with his eyes fixed upon me.

"That will do, Mr. Melas," said he. "You perceive that we have taken you into our confidence
over some very private business. We should not have troubled you, only that our friend who
speaks Greek and who began these negotiations has been forced to return to the East. It was

quite necessary for us to find some one to take his place, and we were fortunate in hearing of
your powers.'

"l bowed.

"There are five sovereigns here," said he, walking up to me, 'which will, I hope, be a sufficient
fee. But remember," he added, tapping me lightly on the chest and giggling, 'if you speak to a
human soul about this--one human soul, mind--well, may God have mercy upon your soul!"

"I cannot tell you the loathing and horror with which this insignificant-looking man inspired
me. | could see him better now as the lamp-light shone upon him. His features were peaky and
sallow, and his little pointed beard was thready and ill-nourished. He pushed his face forward
as he spoke and his lips and eyelids were continually twitching like a man with St. Vitus's
dance. | could not help thinking that his strange, catchy little laugh was also a symptom of
some nervous malady. The terror of his face lay in his eyes, however, steel grey, and
glistening coldly with a malignant, inexorable cruelty in their depths.

"'We shall know if you speak of this," said he. 'We have our own means of information. Now
you will find the carriage waiting, and my friend will see you on your way.'

"I was hurried through the hall and into the vehicle, again obtaining that momentary glimpse
of trees and a garden. Mr. Latimer followed closely at my heels, and took his place opposite
to me without a word. In silence we again drove for an interminable distance with the
windows raised, until at last, just after midnight, the carriage pulled up.

"You will get down here, Mr. Melas," said my companion. 'l am sorry to leave you so far
from your house, but there is no alternative. Any attempt upon your part to follow the carriage
can only end in injury to yourself.'



"He opened the door as he spoke, and | had hardly time to spring out when the coachman
lashed the horse and the carriage rattled away. | looked around me in astonishment. | was on
some sort of a heathy common mottled over with dark clumps of furze-bushes. Far away
stretched a line of houses, with a light here and there in the upper windows. On the other side
| saw the red signal-lamps of a railway.

"The carriage which had brought me was already out of sight. I stood gazing round and
wondering where on earth | might be, when | saw some one coming towards me in the
darkness. As he came up to me | made out that he was a railway porter.

""Can you tell me what place this is?" | asked.

""Wandsworth Common,’ said he.

"'Can | get a train into town?'

"'If you walk on a mile or so to Clapham Junction," said he, 'you'll just be in time for the last
to Victoria.'

"So that was the end of my adventure, Mr. Holmes. | do not know where | was, nor whom |
spoke with, nor anything save what I have told you. But | know that there is foul play going
on, and | want to help that unhappy man if I can. | told the whole story to Mr. Mycroft
Holmes next morning, and subsequently to the police.”

We all sat in silence for some little time after listening to this extraordinary narrative. Then
Sherlock looked across at his brother.

"Any steps?" he asked.

Mycroft picked up the Daily News, which was lying on the side-table.

"Anybody supplying any information to the whereabouts of a Greek gentleman named Paul
Kratides, from Athens, who is unable to speak English, will be rewarded. A similar reward

paid to any one giving information about a Greek lady whose first name is Sophy. X 2473.'
That was in all the dailies. No answer."

"How about the Greek Legation?"

"I have inquired. They know nothing."

"A wire to the head of the Athens police, then?"

"Sherlock has all the energy of the family,” said Mycroft, turning to me. "Well, you take the
case up by all means, and let me know if you do any good."

"Certainly," answered my friend, rising from his chair. "I'll let you know, and Mr. Melas also.
In the meantime, Mr. Melas, | should certainly be on my guard, if I were you, for of course
they must know through these advertisements that you have betrayed them."

As we walked home together, Holmes stopped at a telegraph office and sent off several wires.



"You see, Watson," he remarked, "our evening has been by no means wasted. Some of my
most interesting cases have come to me in this way through Mycroft. The problem which we
have just listened to, although it can admit of but one explanation, has still some
distinguishing features."

"You have hopes of solving it?"

"Well, knowing as much as we do, it will be singular indeed if we fail to discover the rest.
You must yourself have formed some theory which will explain the facts to which we have
listened."

"In a vague way, yes."
"What was your idea, then?"

"It seemed to me to be obvious that this Greek girl had been carried off by the young
Englishman named Harold Latimer."

"Carried off from where?"
"Athens, perhaps.”

Sherlock Holmes shook his head. "This young man could not talk a word of Greek. The lady
could talk English fairly well. Inference--that she had been in England some little time, but he
had not been in Greece."

"Well, then, we will presume that she had come on a visit to England, and that this Harold had
persuaded her to fly with him."

"That is more probable."

"Then the brother--for that, | fancy, must be the relationship--comes over from Greece to
interfere. He imprudently puts himself into the power of the young man and his older
associate. They seize him and use violence towards him in order to make him sign some
papers to make over the girl's fortune--of which he may be trustee--to them. This he refuses to
do. In order to negotiate with him they have to get an interpreter, and they pitch upon this Mr.
Melas, having used some other one before. The girl is not told of the arrival of her brother,
and finds it out by the merest accident.”

"Excellent, Watson!" cried Holmes. "I really fancy that you are not far from the truth. You see
that we hold all the cards, and we have only to fear some sudden act of violence on their part.
If they give us time we must have them."

"But how can we find where this house lies?"

"Well, if our conjecture is correct and the girl's name is or was Sophy Kratides, we should
have no difficulty in tracing her. That must be our main hope, for the brother is, of course, a
complete stranger. It is clear that some time has elapsed since this Harold established these
relations with the girl--some weeks, at any rate--since the brother in Greece has had time to



hear of it and come across. If they have been living in the same place during this time, it is
probable that we shall have some answer to Mycroft's advertisement."

We had reached our house in Baker Street while we had been talking. Holmes ascended the
stair first, and as he opened the door of our room he gave a start of surprise. Looking over his
shoulder, I was equally astonished. His brother Mycroft was sitting smoking in the arm-chair.

"Come in, Sherlock! Come in, sir," said he blandly, smiling at our surprised faces. "You don't
expect such energy from me, do you, Sherlock? But somehow this case attracts me."

"How did you get here?"

"I passed you in a hansom."

"There has been some new development?"

"I had an answer to my advertisement."

IIAh!II

"Yes, it came within a few minutes of your leaving."

"And to what effect?"

Mycroft Holmes took out a sheet of paper.

"Here it is," said he, "written with a J pen on royal cream paper by a middle-aged man with a
weak constitution. 'Sir," he says, 'in answer to your advertisement of to-day's date, | beg to
inform you that | know the young lady in question very well. If you should care to call upon
me | could give you some particulars as to her painful history. She is living at present at The

Myrtles, Beckenham. Yours faithfully, J. Davenport.’

"He writes from Lower Brixton," said Mycroft Holmes. "Do you not think that we might
drive to him now, Sherlock, and learn these particulars?"

"My dear Mycroft, the brother's life is more valuable than the sister's story. | think we should
call at Scotland Yard for Inspector Gregson, and go straight out to Beckenham. We know that
a man is being done to death, and every hour may be vital."

"Better pick up Mr. Melas on our way," | suggested. "We may need an interpreter.”
"Excellent,” said Sherlock Holmes. "Send the boy for a four-wheeler, and we shall be off at
once." He opened the table-drawer as he spoke, and I noticed that he slipped his revolver into
his pocket. "Yes," said he, in answer to my glance; "l should say from what we have heard,
that we are dealing with a particularly dangerous gang."

It was almost dark before we found ourselves in Pall Mall, at the rooms of Mr. Melas. A
gentleman had just called for him, and he was gone.

"Can you tell me where?" asked Mycroft Holmes.



"I don't know, sir," answered the woman who had opened the door; "I only know that he
drove away with the gentleman in a carriage."

"Did the gentleman give a name?"
"No, sir."
"He wasn't a tall, handsome, dark young man?"

"Oh, nor, sir. He was a little gentleman, with glasses, thin in the face, but very pleasant in his
ways, for he was laughing al the time that he was talking."

"Come along!" cried Sherlock Holmes, abruptly. "This grows serious," he observed, as we
drove to Scotland Yard. "These men have got hold of Melas again. He is a man of no physical
courage, as they are well aware from their experience the other night. This villain was able to
terrorise him the instant that he got into his presence. No doubt they want his professional
services, but, having used him, they may be inclined to punish him for what they will regard
as his treachery."

Our hope was that, by taking train, we might get to Beckenham as soon or sooner than the
carriage. On reaching Scotland Yard, however, it was more than an hour before we could get
Inspector Gregson and comply with the legal formalities which would enable us to enter the
house. It was a quarter to ten before we reached London Bridge, and half past before the four
of us alighted on the Beckenham platform. A drive of half a mile brought us to The Myrtles--a
large, dark house standing back from the road in its own grounds. Here we dismissed our cab,
and made our way up the drive together.

"The windows are all dark,” remarked the inspector. "The house seems deserted."
"Our birds are flown and the nest empty," said Holmes.

"Why do you say so?"

"A carriage heavily loaded with luggage has passed out during the last hour."

The inspector laughed. "I saw the wheel-tracks in the light of the gate-lamp, but where does
the luggage come in?"

"You may have observed the same wheel-tracks going the other way. But the outward-bound
ones were very much deeper--so much so that we can say for a certainty that there was a very
considerable weight on the carriage."

"You get a trifle beyond me there," said the inspector, shrugging his shoulder. "It will not be
an easy door to force, but we will try if we cannot make some one hear us."”

He hammered loudly at the knocker and pulled at the bell, but without any success. Holmes
had slipped away, but he came back in a few minutes.

"I have a window open," said he.



"It is a mercy that you are on the side of the force, and not against it, Mr. Holmes," remarked
the inspector, as he noted the clever way in which my friend had forced back the catch. "Well,
| think that under the circumstances we may enter without an invitation.”

One after the other we made our way into a large apartment, which was evidently that in
which Mr. Melas had found himself. The inspector had lit his lantern, and by its light we
could see the two doors, the curtain, the lamp, and the suit of Japanese mail as he had
described them. On the table lay two glasses, and empty brandy-bottle, and the remains of a
meal.

"What is that?" asked Holmes, suddenly.

We all stood still and listened. A low moaning sound was coming from somewhere over our
heads. Holmes rushed to the door and out into the hall. The dismal noise came from upstairs.
He dashed up, the inspector and | at his heels, while his brother Mycroft followed as quickly
as his great bulk would permit.

Three doors faced up upon the second floor, and it was from the central of these that the
sinister sounds were issuing, sinking sometimes into a dull mumble and rising again into a
shrill whine. It was locked, but the key had been left on the outside. Holmes flung open the
door and rushed in, but he was out again in an instant, with his hand to his throat."

"It's charcoal," he cried. "Give it time. It will clear."”

Peering in, we could see that the only light in the room came from a dull blue flame which
flickered from a small brass tripod in the centre. It threw a livid, unnatural circle upon the
floor, while in the shadows beyond we saw the vague loom of two figures which crouched
against the wall. From the open door there reeked a horrible poisonous exhalation which set
us gasping and coughing. Holmes rushed to the top of the stairs to draw in the fresh air, and
then, dashing into the room, he threw up the window and hurled the brazen tripod out into the
garden.

"We can enter in a minute," he gasped, darting out again. "Where is a candle? | doubt if we
could strike a match in that atmosphere. Hold the light at the door and we shall get them out,
Mycroft, now!"

With a rush we got to the poisoned men and dragged them out into the well-lit hall. Both of
them were blue-lipped and insensible, with swollen, congested faces and protruding eyes.
Indeed, so distorted were their features that, save for his black beard and stout figure, we
might have failed to recognise in one of them the Greek interpreter who had parted from us
only a few hours before at the Diogenes Club. His hands and feet were securely strapped
together, and he bore over one eye the marks of a violent blow. The other, who was secured in
a similar fashion, was a tall man in the last stage of emaciation, with several strips of sticking-
plaster arranged in a grotesque pattern over his face. He had ceased to moan as we laid him
down, and a glance showed me that for him at least our aid had come too late. Mr. Melas,
however, still lived, and in less than an hour, with the aid of ammonia and brandy | had the
satisfaction of seeing him open his eyes, and of knowing that my hand had drawn him back
from that dark valley in which all paths meet.



It was a simple story which he had to tell, and one which did but confirm our own deductions.
His visitor, on entering his rooms, had drawn a life-preserver from his sleeve, and had so
impressed him with the fear of instant and inevitable death that he had kidnapped him for the
second time. Indeed, it was almost mesmeric, the effect which this giggling ruffian had
produced upon the unfortunate linguist, for he could not speak of him save with trembling
hands and a blanched cheek. He had been taken swiftly to Beckenham, and had acted as
interpreter in a second interview, even more dramatic than the first, in which the two
Englishmen had menaced their prisoner with instant death if he did not comply with their
demands. Finally, finding him proof against every threat, they had hurled him back into his
prison, and after reproaching Melas with his treachery, which appeared from the newspaper
advertisement, they had stunned him with a blow from a stick, and he remembered nothing
more until he found us bending over him.

And this was the singular case of the Grecian Interpreter, the explanation of which is still
involved in some mystery. We were able to find out, by communicating with the gentleman
who had answered the advertisement, that the unfortunate young lady came of a wealthy
Grecian family, and that she had been on a visit to some friends in England. While there she
had met a young man named Harold Latimer, who had acquired an ascendancy over her and
had eventually persuaded her to fly with him. Her friends, shocked at the event, had contented
themselves with informing her brother at Athens, and had then washed their hands of the
matter. The brother, on his arrival in England, had imprudently placed himself in the power of
Latimer and of his associate, whose name was Wilson Kemp--that through his ignorance of
the language he was helpless in their hands, had kept him a prisoner, and had endeavoured by
cruelty and starvation to make him sign away his own and his sister's property. They had kept
him in the house without the girl's knowledge, and the plaster over the face had been for the
purpose of making recognition difficult in case she should ever catch a glimpse of him. Her
feminine perception, however, had instantly seen through the disguise when, on the occasion
of the interpreter's visit, she had seen him for the first time. The poor girl, however, was
herself a prisoner, for there was no one about the house except the man who acted as
coachman, and his wife, both of whom were tools of the conspirators. Finding that their secret
was out, and that their prisoner was not to be coerced, the two villains with the girl had fled
away at a few hours' notice from the furnished house which they had hired, having first, as
they thought, taken vengeance both upon the man who had defied and the one who had
betrayed them.

Months afterwards a curious newspaper cutting reached us from Buda-Pesth. It told how two
Englishmen who had been travelling with a woman had met with a tragic end. They had each
been stabbed, it seems, and the Hungarian police were of opinion that they had quarrelled and
had inflicted mortal injuries upon each other. Holmes, however, is, | fancy, of a different way
of thinking, and holds to this day that, if one could find the Grecian girl, one might learn how
the wrongs of herself and her brother came to be avenged.

Thamacz grecki.



Podczas mojej dlugiej 1 zazylej przyjazni z Mr. Sherlockiem Holmesem nie styszatem nigdy,
zeby on kiedy wspominat o swoich krewnych, a prawie nigdy nie mowit o swem dawniejszem
zyciu. Milczenie jego o tem powickszylo wrazenie czego$ nieludzkiego, jakie on wywart na
mnie, tak, ze poczynalem uwazaé go czasem za jaki$ odosobiony fenomen, za madros¢,
pozbawiong czucia, za cztowieka, ktéremu brak bylo sympatyi dla ludzi o tyle, o ile
wyro6zniat si¢ z posrdd nich inteligencya. Wstret do kobiet i nieche¢ do zawierania nowych
przyjazni, cechowaty jego charakter nieulegajacy wzruszeniom, ale nie wiecej, jak kompletny
zanik wszelkich stosunkow z wtasng rodzing. Przyszedtem juz do przekonania, ze byt on
sierotg, niemajgcym zadnych krewnych, ktorzyby jeszcze zyli, az jednego dnia zaczat on, ku
mej wielkiej niespodziance, méwic¢ o swoim bracie.

Byto to po herbacie, jednego wieczoru letniego. Rozmowa, ktora wlekta si¢ beztadnie 1
dorywczo, przechodzac od klubow golfowych do przyczyn zboczenia ekliptyki, zeszta w
koncu na kwestye atawizmu i dziedzicznych zdolnos$ci. Przedmiotem dyskusyi byta kwestya,
jak daleko siega na potomstwo specyalna jakas zdolno$¢ w pewnym osobniku, i o ile ona
zalezy od wczesnego ¢wiczenia.

— Naprzyktad co si¢ ciebie tyczy, méwilem, z tego wszystkiego, co$ opowiadal, zdaje mi si¢
by¢ widocznem, ze twoja zdolno$¢ do obserwacji i specyalna tatwos$¢ w dedukc;ji, zalezg od
twego wlasnego systematycznego ¢wiczenia.

— W pewnej mierze, odpart zamyslony. Moi przodkowie byli szlachta wiejska 1 wiedli taki
zywot, jaki jest wlasciwy ich klasie. Ale nie mniej zawod moj lezy w moich zytach i moze
pochodzi od babki, ktéra byta siostrag Verneta, malarza francuskiego. Zdolnosci artystyczne
odziedziczone z krwig, moga si¢ wciela¢ w najdziwniejsze ksztatty.

— Ale skad wiesz, Ze to jest dziedziczne?

— Poniewaz brat moj, Myeroft posiada to w wyzszym stopniu, niz ja.

Bylo to rzeczywiscie nowoscia dla mnie. Jezeli istniat cztowiek o takich osobliwych
zdolnosciach w Anglii, to jak to byto mozliwem, zeby ani policya, ani publiczno$¢ o nim nie
wiedziata. W zadanem pytaniu zauwazylem, Ze to skromno$¢ kazata memu przyjacielowi
uzna¢ wyzszo$¢ swego brata. Holmes roze$smiat si¢ na to przypuszczenie.

— Kochany Watsonie, mowil, nie moge si¢ zgodzi¢ z tymi, co zaliczaja skromno$¢ do cnot.
Logik powinien widzie¢ wszystkie rzeczy $cisle takiemi, jakiemi s3, a niedocenianie siebie
samego jest takiem odstgpieniem od prawdy, jak przecenianie zdolno$ci drugiego. Kiedy wigc
mowig, ze Myeroft posiada lepsze zdolnos$ci obserwacyjne, niz ja, to mowig tylko Scista
prawde.

— Czy on mlodszy od ciebie?

— Starszy odemnie o 7 lat.

— Jak to mozliwe, Ze nikt go nie zna?

— O! Jest on bardzo dobrze znany w swoim kotku.

— Gdziez wigc?

— No! Naprzyktad w klubie Dyogenesa.

— Nigdy nie styszatem o takiem towarzystwie — a moja twarz musiala to tak wyrazac, ze
Holmes wydobyt swoj zegarek i rzekt:

— Klub Dyogenesa jest najdziwaczniejszym klubem w Londynie, a Myeroft najosobliwszym
cztowiekiem. Bywa on tam zawsze od kwadrans na piata do siodme;j i 40 minut. Teraz jest
szosta, jezeli wigc wybierzesz si¢ na przechadzke w ten cudny wieczor, to z przyjemnoscia
zapoznam ci¢ z temi dwoma osobliwo$ciami.

W pie¢ minut potem byliSmy na ulicy i szliSmy w kierunku Cyrku Regenta.

— Dziwisz si¢, mowit moj przyjaciel, jak to si¢ dzieje, ze Myeroft nie uzywa swych
zdolnosci w zawodzie detektywa? On nie nadaje si¢ do tego.

— Ale, zdaje mi si¢, mowites...

— Powiedziatem, ze on przewyzsza mnie w obserwacyi i dedukcyi. Gdyby sztuka §ledcza...



poczynata si¢ i konczyta na rozumowaniu w fotelu, moj brat bytby najwiekszym agentem
kryminalnym, jaki kiedy zyt. Ale on nie ma ambicyi i energii. Jemu si¢ nawet nie chce
sprawdzi¢ swoich wlasnych nawigzan i wolalby raczej zle rozstrzygnaé¢ sprawe, niz podjac si¢
trudu, aby si¢ poprawié. Kilka razy przedktadatem mu r6zne problemy i otrzymywatem
rozwigzania, ktore, jak si¢ potem okazato, byly prawdziwe. A mimo to jest on zupetnie
niezdolny, by w praktyce wyszukiwac szczegodty, co musi si¢ zrobi¢, zanim spraw¢ mozna
przedtozy¢ sedziemu lub sgdowi przysiegtych.

— Wigc to nie jest jego zawod?

— Woeale nie. To, co dla mnie jest srodkiem do zycia, jest dla niego tylko przedmiotem
dyletantyzmu. Zajmuje on powazne stanowisko, bo jest kontrolorem w pewnym
departamencie ministeryum. Myeroft mieszka na Pall-Mall i idzie do White-Hall codzien rano
i wraca wieczorem. Z roku na rok nie ma innego zajecia i nigdzie go nie widac, tylko w
klubie Dyogenesa, ktory znajduje si¢ wlasnie naprzeciw jego mieszkania.

— Nie moge przypomnie¢ sobie tej nazwy.

— Bardzo mozliwe. Jest wielu ludzi w Londynie, wiesz, z ktorych jedni z nieSmiatosci, inni z
mizantropii nie zycza sobie towarzystwa swoich bliznich. Ale nie majg oni wstretu do
wygodnych foteli 1 naj§wiezszych czasopism. Wigc dla ich wygody zatozono Klub
Dyogenesa, ktory obecnie skupia najbardziej nietowarzyskie i najbardziej nienadajace si¢ do
klubu jednostki. Zadnemu cztonkowi nie wolno zwracaé¢ najmniejszej uwagi na drugiego. Z
wyjatkiem pokoju goscinnego rozmowa jest niedozwolona, tylko w pewnych
okolicznosciach, a trzy przekroczenia, doniesione komitetowi, powoduja wykluczenie
rozmawiajacego. M9j brat byl jednym z zatozycieli, a i ja przyszedtem do przekonania, ze
panuje tam bardzo przyjemna atmosfera.

W rozmowie doszli§my na Pall-Mall i szli§my wzdtuz tej ulicy od konca St. James. Sherlock
Holmes zatrzymat si¢ przy jednej bramie w pewnej odleglosci od Carlton i1 ostrzegajac mnie,
abym si¢ nie odzywat, wprowadzit mnie do sieni. Przez tafle szklang spostrzegtem wielki,
zbytkownie urzadzony pokoj, w ktorym znaczna liczba m¢zczyzn siedziata w koto, kazdy na
swojem wlasnem miejscu, 1 czytala gazety. Holmes zaprowadzit mnie do matego pokoju,
ktory wychodzit na Pall-Mall, a potem pozostawiwszy mnie na chwile, powrocil z jakims
mezczyzng, o ktorym wiedziatem, ze mogt to by¢ tylko jego brat.

Myeroft Holmes byl wiekszym i tezszym me¢zczyzna, niz Sherlock. Byt dosy¢ otyty, ale
twarz jego jakkolwiek petna, zachowata ten ostry wyraz, ktory tak charakteryzowat jego
brata. Oczy, ktére miaty specyalng barwe siwa, zdawaly si¢ posiada¢ zawsze ten
introspektywny wyglad, ktory wtedy tylko zauwazatem u Sherlocka, kiedy on wytezatl
wszystkie swoje sily.

— Przyjemnie mi, ze pana spotykam, sir, przemowil, wyciagajac swa reke szeroka 1 ptaska,
jak pieczec. Styszalem czesto od Sherlocka o panu, odkad pan zostal jego biografem. Swoja
droga Sherlocku, spodziewatem si¢ ciebie widzie¢ w ostatnim tygodniu w nadziei, ze
bedziesz si¢ mnie radzit w sprawie Maner-House. Myslatem, ze$ si¢ troche w swoich
glebokich przypuszczeniach pomylit?

— Nie, rozwigzatem te sprawe, odpowiedziat moj przyjaciel z usmiechem.

— Czy byt to Adams?

— Tak, to byl Adams.

— Pewny bytem tego od poczatku. — Usiedli obaj razem we wielkiem oknie klubowem. —
Dla cztowieka, ktory pragnie studyowac rodzaj ludzki, jest tu najdogodniejsza sposobnosc,
zauwazyl Myeroft. Popatrz na te wspaniale typy! Spojrz naprzyktad na tych dwu ludzi, ktérzy
si¢ zblizaja do nas.

— Markier od bilardu i ten drugi?

— Tak. Co sadzisz o tym drugim?

Dwaj ludzie zatrzymali si¢ naprzeciw okna. Kilka znakoéw od kredy na kieszeni od kamizelki



byly jedynymi $ladami bilardu, jakie moglem zauwazy¢ na jednym z nich. Drugi byt bardzo
malym i opalonym mezczyzna, z kapeluszem na bakier i kilku pakunkami pod pacha.

— Spostrzegam, ze to stary zotnierz, rzekt Sherlock.

— I bardzo niedawno ustapit ze stuzby, zauwazyt brat.

— Widzg, ze stuzyl w Indyach.

— Jako podoficer.

— Zdaje mi si¢ w artyleryi krolewskiej, powiedzial Sherlock.

— | wdowiec.

— Ale ma dziecko.

— Dzieci, moj chtopcze, dzieci.

— Proszg cig, odezwatem si¢ $miejac, to troche zaduzo.

— Naprawdg, odpowiedziat Holmes, nie jest trudno oznaczy¢, ze cztowiek tak ubrany, z
rozkazujacg ming i spalong od stonca skora, jest czems wiecej jak prywatnym cztowiekiem i
niedawno wroécit z Indyi.

— A to ze niedawno opuscit stuzbe, wida¢ z tego, ze nosi jeszcze buty komisne, jak si¢ to
one nazywaja, zauwazyt Myeroft.

— Niema kawalerzyskiego chodu, pomimo, Ze nosit kapelusz na bakier, jak to wskazuje
jasniejszy kolor skory po tej stronie jego czota. Postaé jego przemawia przeciw temu, zeby
byt saperem. Stuzyl wigc w artyleryi. A dalej, na przyktad, zupelna jego zatoba swiadczy o
tem, ze stracit kogo$ bardzo drogiego. Fakt, ze robi sam zakupy, wyglada na to, jakby to byta
jego zona. Ma grzechotke, co wskazuje na to, Ze jedno z dzieci jest bardzo mate. Zona
zapewne umarta w potogu. A fakt, ze pod pacha trzyma ksigzke z obrazkami, mowi, ze jest i
drugie dziecko, o ktorem ma pamigtac.

Zaczatem pojmowac, co mdj przyjaciel rozumiat przez to, kiedy mowit, ze brat jego posiada
bystrzejsze zdolnosci, niz on sam. Rzucit na mnie okiem i u§miechnat si¢... Myeroft zazyt
tabaki z tabakierki szyldkretowej i strzepnat rozsypany proszek ze surduta czerwona
jedwabng chustka do nosa.

— Mimochodem méwigc, Sherlocku, powiedzial, dano mi pod rozwagg bardzo osobliwy
problem, co$ zupelnie w twoim gus$cie. Ale ja nie mam w istocie energii, aby go $ledzic,
chyba, ze bardzo pobieznie, ale dalo mi to podstawe do bardzo zajmujacych dociekan. Jezeli
bedziesz tak taskaw postuchac.

— Kochany Myerofcie, bedzie to dla mnie przyjemnoscia.

Brat jego napisat kilka wierszy na kartce z notesu 1 zadzwoniwszy oddat ja lokajowi.

— Poprositem Mr. Melasa, aby przyszedl, rzekl. Mieszka on nademng i znam go troche, co
go tez sktonito do tego, ze udat si¢ do mnie ze swoim klopotem. Mr. Melas jest z pochodzenia
Grekiem 1 jest stawnym lingwista. Zarabia na zycie czescig jako thumacz w sadach, czescia
jako przewodnik dla podréznych, ktorzy zajezdzaja do hoteléw na Northumberland Avenue.
Pozwole mu samemu opowiedzie¢ swojg bardzo ciekawa przygode.

W kilka minut pdzniej przybyt do nas tegi, nizki cztowiek, ktorego oliwkowa cera i czarne
jak wegiel wtosy, §wiadczyly o potudniowem pochodzeniu, chociaz mowit jak wyksztatcony
Anglik. Gwaltownie uscisnal rgke Sherlocka i1 jego czarne oczy zaiskrzyly sie radoscia, kiedy
si¢ dowiedziat, ze specyalista ten pragnat ustyszec¢ jego historye.

— Nie mysle, zeby mi policya wierzyla, skarzyl si¢, na honor nie mysle. Wtasnie dlatego, ze
oni nic o tem przedtem nie styszeli, sa przekonani, Ze taka rzecz nie moze si¢ wydarzyc¢. Ale
wiem, ze nigdy nie bede spokojny, az si¢ nie dowiem, co si¢ stalo z tym biednym
cztowiekiem z przylepionym plastrem na twarzy.

— Shucham z calg uwaga, wtracit Sherlock Holmes.

— Stato si¢ to we srode wieczdor, mowil Mr. Melas, nie, to bylo w poniedziatek w nocy —
dwa tylko dni temu, rozumie pan. Ja jestem tlumaczem, jak to moze panu moj sasiad
powiedziat. Znam wszystkie jezyki, albo prawie wszystkie, ale poniewaz z urodzenia jestem



Grekiem 1 mam greckie nazwisko, wigc tylko z tym jednym jezykiem mam gtownie do
czynienia. Przez wiele lat bytem gtownym thumaczem greckim w Londynie, a moje imi¢ jest
bardzo dobrze znane w hotelach. Bardzo czesto si¢ trafia, ze uzywaja mnie o pdznej godzinie
cudzoziemcy, ktorzy popadng w jakies$ ktopoty, albo podrozni, ktorzy przyjezdzaja pézno i
zyczg sobie moich ustug. Nie byto wigc dla mnie niespodzianka, kiedy Mr. Latimer, mlody
cztowiek, ubrany bardzo elegancko, przybyt do mego mieszkania i prosit mnie, abym
pojechal z nim dorozka, ktéra czekata przed drzwiami. Mowit on, ze do niego przyszedt w
interesie jakis$ przyjaciel, Grek, a poniewaz on zna tylko swoj ojczysty jezyk, wigc pomoc
tlumacza jest niezbedng. Dat mi tez do zrozumienia, ze dom znajduje si¢ w pewnej odleglosci,
w Kensington i jakem to widziat, z wielkim pospiechem wsadzil mnie do dorozki, kiedy
wyszedt na ulice.

Mowie do dorozki, ale szybko zaczalem powatpiewac o tem, co to byl za powoz, w ktérym
si¢ znalaztem. Byl on z pewnoscig obszerniejszy, niz pospolita jednokonka londynska, a
obicie jakkolwiek zuzyte, bylo z kosztownej materyi. Mr. Latimer usiadt sobie naprzeciw
mnie i pojechaliSmy przez Charing Cross 1 na Shaftesbury Avenue. Wyjechaliémy na Oxford
Street i juz odwazytem si¢ zrobi¢ uwage, ze bylo to kotowanie dokota Kensington, gdy stowa
moje powstrzymato nadzwyczajne zachowanie si¢ mego towarzysza.

Wyjat on z kieszeni okropnie wygladajacy kastet (cassetéte) obcigzony olowiem, i machnat
nim kilka razy w tyl 1 naprzod, jakby chcial wyprobowac jego ciezar i sitg. Potem potozyt go
obok siebie na siedzeniu, nie moéwiac ani stowa. Zrobiwszy to, zamknal okienka po obu
stronach, a ja spostrzegltem ze zdziwieniem, Ze byly one pokryte papierem, jakby na to, by mi
przeszkodzi¢ w patrzeniu przez nie.

— Przykro mi, Zzem panu zastonit widok, Mr. Melas, odezwal si¢. Sprawa jest tego rodzaju,
ze nie jest mi na reke, zebys pan widzial miejsca, do ktorego sie udajemy. Mogtoby by¢ dla
mnie niedogodnem, gdybys pan mogl odnalez¢ t¢ drogg napowro6t.

Jak pan sobie moze wyobrazi¢, bylem prawie porazony takg mowg. Towarzysz maj byt
silnym, mtodym czlowiekiem o poteznych ramionach i pomingwszy nawet bron, nie miatem
najmniejszej szansy do walki z nim.

— To jest bardzo dziwne postgpowanie, Mr. Latimer, wyjakatem. Pan musisz wiedzie¢, ze
to, co pan czynisz, jest calkiem nieprawne.

— Bez watpienia, przekracza to nieco granice wolnos$ci, odpowiedzial, ale my to zrobimy bez
pana. Jednak musze pana ostrzedz, Mr. Melas, jezeli pan tylko raz bedzie usitowat krzykna¢,
lub uczyni¢ co$, co jest wbrew moim planom, to bedzie pan widziat, Ze sprawa wezmie
grozny obrot. Prosze pamigtac, zo nikt nie wie, gdzie si¢ pan znajduje, 1 czy to w tym
powozie, czy w moim domu, zawsze pan jeste$ w mojej mocy.

Stowa jego brzmialy spokojnie, ale méwit je jako$ tak chrapliwie, ze byly grozne. Siedziatem
w milczeniu, dziwigce si¢, jaki mogt by¢ u dyabla powod porwania mnie w tak oryginalny
sposob. Cokolwiek by to byto, wiedziatem dobrze, ze nie miatem si¢ co opierac 1 ze mogltem
tylko czeka¢, aby zobaczy¢, co si¢ stanie.

Prawie przez dwie godziny jechaliSmy, a ja nie miatem najmniejszego pojecia, dokad
zmierzamy. Czasem turkot kot po kamieniach méwit mi, Ze jedziemy po bruku, a innym
razem jazda gtadka i cicha zdradzata ulice asfaltowana, lecz oprocz tych réznych odgltosow
nie bylo niczego zupehie, coby moglo mi dopomddz do odgadnigcia miejsca, gdzieSmy sie
znajdowali. Papier na obu szybach nie przepuszczat $wiatla, a niebieska firanka zapuszczona
byta na przedniem oknie. Kwadrans na 6sma opuscilismy Pall-Mall, a zegarek wskazywat mi
za 10 minut dziewiata, gdySmy si¢ ostatecznie zatrzymali. Towarzysz moj spuscit szybe, a ja
ujrzatem nizka sklepiong brame wjazdowa z lampa palaca si¢ u géry. Gdym wysiadl z
powozu, brama otworzyta si¢ i1 znalaziem si¢ wewnatrz domu, zauwazywszy wchodzac do
srodka jakie$ drzewa i Iake po obu stronach. Nie mégtbym oznaczy¢ z wszelka doktadnoscia,
czy to byla prywatna posiadlos¢, czy tez wies.



Wewnatrz byta kolorowa lampa gazowa, ale palita si¢ tak ciemno, ze mato co mogtem
widzie¢, tylko to, ze sien miala pewna wielko$¢ i ze byta obwieszona obrazami. W ciemnem
swietle moglem zobaczy¢, ze osoba ktora otworzyta drzwi, byta matym mezczyzng, w
srednim wieku, ngdznie wygladajacym i troch¢ przygarbionym. Kiedy si¢ zwrocit ku nam,
poznalem po odblasku $wiatta, ze nosit okulary.

— Czy to jest Mr. Melas, Haraldzie? zapytal.

— Tak.

— Wybornie! wybornie! Spodziewam sig¢, ze pan nie bgdziesz si¢ gniewal, Mr. Melas, ale nie
moglismy si¢ obej$¢ bez pana. Jezeli pan grzecznie z nami postgpisz, to nie pozatujesz tego,
ale jezeli pan sprobujesz jakich sztuczek, to niech pana B6g ma w swojej opiece.

Mowit on gtosem urywanym 1 nerwowym, chichoczac 1 napetnit mnie wigkszg obawa niz
tamten cztowiek.

— Czego panowie zyczycie sobie odemnie? zapytatem.

— Abys pan zadat kilka tylko pytan gentlemanowi greckiemu, ktory nas odwiedzil, i aby$
pan dal nam odpowiedzi. Ale niech pan nie méwi wigcej, niz si¢ panu poleci, bo — tu znowu
powrocit ten nerwowy chichot — bo lepiej zebys pan wcale nie przyszedt na $§wiat.

Mowiac to, otworzyt drzwi 1 wprowadzit mnie do pokoju, ktory zdaje si¢ byt bogato
umeblowanym, ale znowu oswietlata go tylko jedna lampa na p6t skrgcona. Pokdj pewnie byt
wielki 1 wytwornie umeblowany, jakem si¢ przekonal, przechodzac przez dywan.
Spostrzeglem fotele aksamitne, wysoki bialy marmurowy kominek, a po jednej jego stronie
co$ w rodzaju zbroi japonskiej. Fotel stat tuz pod lampa, a stary mezczyzna wskazal mi go,
abym na nim usiadl. Mtodszy nas opuscil, ale nagle powrocil innemi drzwiami, wiodac ze
soba odzianego w jaki$§ wolny szlafrok mezczyzne, ktory powoli postepowat ku nam. Kiedy
wszedt w krag §wiatta przy¢mionego, ktore pozwalato mi widzie¢ go wyrazniej, wyglad jego
przerazit mnie. Byl on §miertelnie blady i strasznie wychudly, a wytrzeszczone jego oczy
btyszczaty, jak u cztowieka, ktorego duch jest silniejszy niz ciato. Ale co mnie bardziej
przerazilo, niz te oznaki stabosci, to to, ze twarz jego byta dziwacznie pooblepiana plastrami,
a jeden wielki kawalek umieszczony byl na ustach.

— Masz tabliczke, Haroldzie? zawotal starszy, gdy ta dziwna posta¢ upadta raczej niz usiadta
na fotel. Czy rece jego sg wolne? Teraz daj mu otowek. Pan masz zadawac pytania, Mr.
Melas, a on bedzie pisat odpowiedzi. Zapytaj si¢ go przedewszystkiem, czy zdecydowat si¢
podpisac papiery.

Oczy cztowieka tego zabtysnety ogniem.

— ,,Nigdy*, napisal po grecku na tabliczce.

— Pod Zadnym warunkiem? zapytatem na rozkaz naszego tyrana.

— Tylko wtedy, gdy da jej $lub w mojej obecnosci kaptan grecki, ktorego znam.

Stary zachichotat si¢ zjadliwie.

— Wiesz, co ciebie czeka?

— Nie dbam wcale o siebie.

Tego rodzaju byty pytania i odpowiedzi, ktore tworzyly nasza dziwng na p6t méwiong, na
pot pisang rozmowg. Ciagle musialem go pytac, czy zgodzi si¢ i podpisze dokument. Ciagle
otrzymywatem t¢ samg odmowng odpowiedz. Lecz szybko wpadtem na szczesliwg mysl.
Zaczatem od siebie dodawa¢ mate zdanie do kazdego pytania, z poczatku niewinne, aby si¢
przekonac, czy kto z moich towarzyszy si¢ na tem potapie, a gdy zobaczytem, ze oni nie
zwrdcili na to uwagi, zapuscilem si¢ w niebezpieczniejsza gre. Rozmowa nasza toczyta si¢ ten
sposob:

— Uporem tym nic dobrego nie zrobisz. Kto pan jestes?

— Nie troszczg si¢ o to. Cudzoziemiec w Londynie.

— Skutki wezmiesz na siebie. Jak dlugo pan tu przebywasz?

— Niech tak bedzie. Od trzech tygodni.



— Majatek nie bedzie nigdy twoim. Co panu jest?

— Nie p6jdzie w rece totréw. Oni mnie morzg gltodem.

— Po6jdziesz wolno, jezeli podpiszesz. Jak si¢ pan nazywasz?

— Nie podpisze nigdy. Kratides.

— Zobaczysz ja, jezeli podpiszesz. Skad pan jestes?

— Wigc nigdy jej nie zobacze. Z Aten.

Jeszcze 5 minut, Mr. Holmes, a wyciggnatbym calg tajemnice popod ich nosem. Najblizsze
moje pytanie wyjasnitoby moze calg sprawe, gdy w tej chwili drzwi si¢ otworzyly i jakas
kobieta weszta do pokoju. Nie moglem widzie¢ jej dos¢ wyraznie i nie wiem nic wigcej, jak
to, ze byta wysoka, powabna, o czarnych wtosach i ubrana w jaka$ powtoczysta biatg suknie.
— Haroldzie! przemowita po angielsku obcym akcentem. Nie mogtam dtuzej pozosta¢. Tam
tak samotnie, ze tylko — o! moj Boze! to jest Pawel!

Te ostatnie stowa wypowiedziata po grecku i w tej samej chwili wigzien konwulsyjnym
wysitkiem zdarl plaster z ust i wykrzyknawszy ,,Zofia! Zofia!* rzucit si¢ w objecia kobiety.
Uscisk ich trwat tylko chwile, bo mlodszy pochwycit kobietg 1 wypchnat ja z pokoju, podczas
gdy starszy tatwo pokonat swa wynedzniata ofiar¢ i wywlokt ja drugiemi drzwiami. Przez
chwile zostatem sam w pokoju i1 skoczytem na nogi, zamierzajac przeciez dowiedzie€ sie, co
to byl za dom, w ktoérym si¢ znalaztem. Na szczescie nie przedsigwzigtem zadnego kroku, bo
podnidstszy oczy, zobaczytem, jak stary stat na kurytarzu, utkwiwszy wzrok we mnie.

— To wystarczy, Mr. Melas, odezwat si¢. widzi pan, ze§my przypuscili pana do zaufania w
sprawie $cisle prywatnej. Nie trudziliby§my pana, gdyby nasz przyjaciel, ktory mowi po
giecku i ktory zaczal te negocyacye, nie byl zmuszony powréci¢ na wschod. Koniecznem
wiec byto dla nas znalez¢ kogos, ktoryby zajal jego miejsce 1 mieliSmy przyjemno$¢
przekonac si¢ o panskich zdolnos$ciach.

Uktonitem sig.

— Oto pig¢ suwerenow, rzekt przystepujac do mnie, spodziewam sie, ze to bedzie
dostateczng nagroda. Ale pamigtaj pan, dodal, dotykajac lekko mojej piersi i chichoczac sig,
jezeli pan wspomnisz o tem jakiej istocie ludzkiej — uwazaj — jednej istocie ludzkiej — to
niech si¢ Bog nad toba zlituje.

Nie mogg¢ panu wypowiedzie¢ wstretu 1 zgrozy, jakg mnie ten niepokazny cztowiek napeit.
Moglem go teraz lepiej widzie¢, bo §wiatlo lampy padato na niego. Twarz miat wychudta i
pozo6ikla, a mata szpiczasta broda, byta nastrzgpiona 1 zle utrzymana. Wysuwat twarz
naprzod, gdy mowil, a wargi 1 powieki ustawicznie drgaly jak u czlowieka, ktory cierpi na
taniec §w. Wita. Przyszedlem do przekonania, ze ten dziwny urywany chichot byt takze
symptomem jego choroby nerwowej. Ale grozny jego wyglad podnosity oczy stalowo-Szare,
skrzace si¢ lodowato, a nienawis¢ 1 nieubtagane okrucienstwo kryto si¢ w ich glebiach.

— Dowdeimy sig, jezeli pan o tem co$ powiesz, powiedzial. Mamy juz sposob
poinformowania si¢. A teraz czeka na pana powd6z, a méj przyjaciel odwiezie pana.
Popedzitem przez sien i wpadlem do powozu, zauwazywszy znowu przy wyjsciu drzewa
jakies$ 1 ogrod. Mr. Latimer postgpowal za mng krok w krok 1 zajat naprzeciw mnie miejsce,
nie mowigc ani stowa. W milczeniu przejechaliémy pewna przestrzen zpodniesionemi
oknami, az w koncu, tuz po péinocy powoz stanat nagle.

— Pan zechce tu wysias$¢, Mr. Melas, rzekt mdj towarzysz. Przykro mi, Ze pana zostawiam
tak daleko od panskiego mieszkania, ale niema innego wyboru. Wszelka proba postgpowania
za powozem moze si¢ skonczy¢ tylko nieszczesciem dla pana.

Podczas gdy mowil, otworzyt drzwiczki, a ja ledwie mialem czas wyskoczy¢ z powozu, gdy
stangret zaciat konie 1 powdz odjechal z turkotem. Obejrzatem si¢ dokota zdumiony.
Znajdowalem si¢ na jakim$ wygonie zarostym wrzosem, tu i 6wdzie rysowaly si¢ ciemne
ksztatty krzakow jalowcowych. Gdzie$ daleko ciagnat si¢ szereg domow, ze Swiattami tu i
owdzie na gorze. Z drugiej strony widziatem czerwone lampy sygnatowe kolei zelazne;.



Powoz, ktory mnie przywiozt, znikt juz z oczu. Statem, ogladajac si¢ dokota 1 dziwujac sig,
gdzie tez mogtem si¢ znajdowac, gdy w ciemnosci spostrzegtem kogos zblizajacego si¢ ku
mnie. Gdy przyszedt do mnie, poznatem, ze to byt portyer kolejowy.

— Moze mi pan powiedzie¢, co to za okolica? spytatem.

— Waudsworth Comman, odpowiedziat.

— Czy moge wsigs¢ na pociag do miasta?

— Jezeli pan pojdzie tak z mile do Glapham Junetion, mowil, to trafi pan wtasnie na ostatni
pociag do Wiktoryi.

Taki byt koniec mojej przygody, Mr. Holmes. Nie wiem tego gdzie bytem, ani z kim
rozmawiatem, oprocz tego, com panu opowiedzial. Ale wiem, ze tam odgrywa si¢ jakas
haniebna sprawka i pragne¢ pomodz temu nieszczesliwemu, jezeli tylko moge. Na drugi dzien
rano opowiedzialem catg historye Mr. Mycroftowi Holmesowi, a potem policyi.
SiedzieliSmy wszyscy przez pewien czas w milczeniu po wystuchaniu tego dziwnego
opowiadania. Nastepnie Sherlock spojrzat na swego brata.

— Zrobites jakie kroki? zapytal.

Myeroft pochwycit ,,Daily News®, ktory lezat na bocznym stole.

,,Kto poda jaka wiadomo$¢ o miejscu, gdzie si¢ znajduje grecki gentleman nazwiskiem Pawet
Kratides z Aten, ktory nie umie po angielsku, bedzie wynagrodzony. Podobna nagrode
otrzyma ten, kto doniesie co$ o Greczynce, ktorej imi¢ jest Zofia. X 2473.* Bvto to we
wszystkich codziennych gazetach. Odpowiedzi nie dano.

— A w greckiej ambasadzie?

— Dowiadywatem si¢. Nic nie wiedzg.

— Wigc trzeba postaé telegram do szefa policyi atefiskiej. Sherlock posiada energie calej
rodziny, rzekl Myeroft zwracajac si¢ ku mnie. Dobrze, ostatecznie ty bierzesz te spraw¢ na
siebie i doniesiesz mi, jezeli ci si¢ co uda!

— Pewnie, odpowiedzial moj przyjaciel podnoszac si¢ z krzesto. Powiem tobie i Mr
Melasowi takze. Swoja droga, Mr. Melas, ja na miejscu pana, miatbym si¢ na bacznosci bo
oni mogg si¢ dowiedzie¢ przez to ogloszenie, ze$ pan ich wydal.

Kiedy$my wracali razem do domu, Holmes wstapit do urzedu telegraficznego i wystat kilka
telegramow.

— Widzisz, Watsonie, zauwazyl, nasz wieczor wcale nie byt stracony. Kilka moich
najbardziej interesujacych spraw przyszto do mnie wiasnie ta droga, przez Mycrofta.
Problem, o jakim wtasnie dowiedzieliSmy si¢, chociaz pozwala tylko na jedno
przypuszczenie, ma przeciez charakterystyczne cechy.

— Masz nadziej¢ rozwigza¢ go?

— Tak, bytoby rzeczywiscie osobliwg rzeczg, zebySmy wiedzac tyle, zbtadzili w odkryciu
reszty. Musiate$ pewnie ulozy¢ sobie jakas teoryg, ktora ci ttumaczy fakty, o jakich
styszeliSmy.

— Tak, mniej wigcej.

— Jakaz jest wigc twoja teorya?

— Zdaje mi sig¢, ze prawdopodobnie ta dziewczyna grecka zostata uprowadzona przez
mlodego Anglika, nazwiskiem Harold Latimer.

— Skad uprowadzona?

— Moze z Aten.

Sherlock Holmes potrzasnat glowa.

— Ten mtody cztowiek nie umie ani stowa po grecku. Ta dama moéwi po angielsku zupetnie
dobrze. Stad wniosek, ze byta w Anglii przez pewien czas, ale on nie byt w Grecyi.

— Mozemy wigc przypuscié, ze ona przybyta w odwiedziny do Anglii i Ze ten Harold
namowit ja do ucieczki ze soba.

— To jest bardziej prawdopodobne.



— Dalej brat — bo takze musi zachodzi¢ pokrewienstwo miedzy nimi — przybyt z Grecyi,
aby interweniowac. Nieroztropnie dostat si¢ w rece tego mtodego i starszego jego wspolnika.
Oni go pochwycili i gwattem chcg naktoni¢ go do podpisania jakichs$ papierow, oddajacych
im majatek dziewczyny, ktorym on moze zarzadza. On wzbrania si¢ tego uczyni¢. Aby z nim
pertraktowaé, sprowadzili thumacza i wybrali tego pana Melasa, uzywszy przedtem kogo
innego. Dziewczynie nie powiedziano nic o przybyciu brata i tylko przypadkiem dowiedziata
si¢ o tem.

— Wspaniale, Watsonie, krzyknat Holmes. W istocie mysle, ze ty nie jestes$ tak dalekim od
prawdy. Widzisz, ze trzymamy wszystkie karty w reku i mozemy si¢ tylko obawia¢ jakiego$
naglego gwaltu z ich strony. Jezeli tylko dadzg nam czas, to musimy ich schwycic.

— Ale jak mozna znalez¢ miejsce, gdzie ten dom si¢ znajduje. Jezeli nasz domyst jest
prawdziwy, a nazwisko dziewczgcia jest albo byto Zofia Kratides, to wysledzenie jej nie
powinno by¢ trudnem. Musi to by¢ naszem gtdéwnem zadaniem, bo co do brata, to nikt go nie
zna. Widocznem jest, ze upltyneto troche czasu, odkad Harold nawigzat taki stosunek z
dziewczyna, a w kazdym razie kilka tygodni, zanim brat z Grecyi miat czas si¢ o tem
dowiedzie¢ i tutaj przyby¢. Jezeli oni przebywali w tem samem miejscu przez ten czas, to
prawdopodobnie otrzymamy jaka$ odpowiedz na ogloszenie Mycrofta.

Podczas rozmowy przyszliSmy do naszego mieszkania na Baker Street. Holmes pierwszy
wszedt na schody, a kiedy otworzyl drzwi naszego pokoju, zadziwit si¢ takg niespodzianka.
Zagladajac przez ramie, zdumialem si¢ rowniez. Brat jego Myeroft siedziat we fotelu palac.
— Wejdz, Sherlocku! Wejdz pan! mowitl przymilajaco, usmiechajac si¢ na widok naszych
min zdziwionych. Nie spodziewales si¢ tyle energii po mnie, czy tak, Sherlocku? Ale ta
sprawa jakos$, mnie zajmuje.

— Jakes tu przyszedt?

— Wymingtem was dorozka.

— Czy sprawa wzi¢la jaki$ inny obr6t?

— Mam odpowiedZ na moje ogtoszenie.

— Ah!

— Tak, przyszta w kilka minut po waszem odej$ciu.

— A jaki skutek?

Myeroft Holmes wyjat kawatek papieru.

— Oto ona, rzekl, pisana piérem J na krolewskim kremowym papierze, przez czlowieka w
srednim wieku o stabej budowie ciata. Sir, pisze, w odpowiedzi na panskie ogtoszenie
dzisiejszego dnia, moge panu donies¢, ze znam mtoda dame, o ktorag chodzi. Jezeli pan bedzie
taskaw przyj$¢ do mnie, to podam panu niektdre szczegoty jej optakanej historyi. Mieszka
ona obecnie w Myrtles, Beckenham. Oddany panu. J. Davenpert.

— Pisze on z Lower Brixton, powiedziat Mycroft Holmes. Jak sadzisz, mozeby$my si¢ teraz
udali do niego, Sherlocku, 1 dowiedzieli si¢ o tych szczegotach.

— MJj drogi Mycrofcie, zycie brata jest wigcej warte niz historya siostry. Zdaniem mojem
powinnismy wstapi¢ do Scotland-Yardu po inspektora Gregsona i udac si¢ prosto do
Beckenham. Wiemy, ze ten cztowiek jest narazony na $mier¢ i kazda godzina jest droga.

— Lepiej wzig¢ po drodze Mr. Melasa, zauwazylem, mozemy potrzebowa¢ thumacza.

— Swietnie, powiedziat Sherlock Holmes. Poslij chtopca po jednokonke i wyruszymy
natychmiast. Gdy to mowit, otworzyt szuflade od stotu 1 zauwazytem, jak wsunat swoj
rewolwer do kieszeni. — Tak, odpowiedziat na moje spojrzenie, moge o§wiadczyc¢ z tego
cosmy styszeli, ze mamy do czynienia ze szczegolnie niebezpieczng banda.

Bylo juz prawie ciemno, nim znalezli$my si¢ na Pall-Mall w pomieszkaniu Mr. Melasa
Wilasnie go jakis$ jegomos$¢ zawezwatl 1 on wyszedt.

— Moze mi pani powiedzie¢, gdzie poszedt? zapytat Mycroft Holmes.

— Nie wiem, panie, odpowiedziata kobieta ktora otworzyta nam drzwi. Tylko to wiem, ze



wyjechat z jakims$ panem w powozie.

— Czy on powiedzial swoje nazwisko?

— Nie, panie.

— Czy nie byt to wysoki, przystojny miodzieniec o czarnych wtosach?

— O nie, panie; byt to gentleman w okularach, szczupty na twarzy, ale o bardzo przyjemnych
manierach, bo $§miat si¢ przez caty czas, jak mowit.

— Chodzcie-no! zawotat nagle Sherlock Holmes. To zaczyna by¢ powaznem, zauwazyt,
gdysmy jechali do Scontland-Yardu. — Ludzie ci znowu pochwycili Melasa. On nie ma
odwagi, jak to oni dobrze wiedzg, bo przekonali si¢ o tem poprzedniej nocy. Lotr ten potrafit
go odrazu steroryzowac, jak tylko si¢ z nim zetkngt. Bezwatpienia potrzeba im ustug jego
jako ttumacza, ale potem gotowi go ukara¢ za to, co w ich oczach jest zdrada.

Mielis$my t¢ nadzieje, ze jadac pociggiem, bedziemy moze w Beckenham réwnie predko, lub
nawet predzej niz powoz.

Kiedy$my jednak przybyli do Scotland-Yardu, uptyn¢ta wigcej niz godzina, nim dostaliSmy
inspektora Gregsona i nim zatatwiliSmy si¢ z formalno$ciami, ktore pozwalalty nam wejs¢ do
domu. Bylo kwadrans na dziesiata, zanim przybyliSmy na most Londynski, a min¢to pot.
kiedy czterech nas wysiadto na dworcu w Beckenham. Zrobiwszy p6t mili drogi, staneliSmy
w Myrtles koto wielkiego ciemnego domu, stojacego opodal drogi na wlasnym gruncie. Tu
odestaliSmy dorozke i stangliSmy u celu naszej wyprawy.

— We wszystkich oknach ciemno, zauwazyt inspektor. Dom zdaje si¢ opuszczony.

— Nasze ptaszki uleciaty, a gniazdo puste, powiedzial Holmes.

— Dlaczego pan to méwisz?

— Cigzko natadowany rzeczami pow6z wyjechat stad w ostatniej godzinie.

Inspektor rozesmiat sig.

— Widziatem $lady kot w §wietle latarni, ale skad si¢ wzigly bagaze?

— Moze pan zauwazyltes, ze te same $lady kot ciagng si¢ jeszcze raz. Ale $lady zewnetrzne
sa o wiele glebsze, tak, Zze mozemy z pewnoscia powiedzie¢, ze w powozie byt bardzo
znaczny cigzar.

— Pan mnie tu zabawiasz fraszkami, mowit inspektor, wzruszajac ramionami. Nie bedzie to
tatwa rzecz dostac si¢ do srodka. Ale sprobujemy, czy nas kto nie ustyszy.

Uderzyt gtosno mtotkiem we drzwi i zadzwonit, ale bez zadnego skutku. Holmes zniknat w
tyle, lecz wrocit za kilka minut.

— Otworzytem okno, powiedzial.

— To szczescie, ze pan jestes po stronie prawa, a nie przeciw niemu, Mr. Holmes, zauwazyt
inspektor, gdy spostrzegt, jak sprytnie moj przyjaciel wytamal zamek. Tak, wobec tego sadze,
ze mozemy wejS¢, nie czekajac na zaproszenie.

Jeden po drugim powtaziliSmy do wielkiego pokoju, ktory widocznie byt tym, w ktorym
znalazt si¢ Mr. Melas. Inspektor zapalit latarni¢ 1 przy jej swietle mogliSmy rozpozna¢ dwoje
drzwi, firanke, lampe i trochg¢ zbroi japonskiej, jak on to nam opisatl. Na stole staty dwie
szklanki, pusta flaszka z wodki 1 resztki jedzenia.

— A to co? zapytal nagle Holmes.

StangliSmy wszyscy cicho, nadstuchujgc. Cichy, jeczacy gtos dobywat si¢ skads ponad nami.
Holmes rzucil si¢ do drzwi 1 wypadt na kurytarz. Straszny krzyk rozlegt si¢ na gorze. Popedzit
na gore, inspektor i ja tuz za nim, podczas gdy brat jego Mycroft postepowat tak szybko, jak
mu pozwalata na to wielka jego tusza.

Troje drzwi stalo przed nami na gorze, a ze srodkowych wychodzit ten przykry glos,
zapadajacy czasem w ghuchy pomruk i przechodzacy znowu w przerazliwy jek. Drzwi byty
zamknigte, ale klucz tkwil w nich na zewnatrz. Holmes otworzyt drzwi na rosciez i wpadt do
srodka, ale w jednej chwili wrdcit, reka trzymajac sie za gardto.

— To czad! zawotal. Zaczekajcie chwile, az si¢ rozejdzie.



Zagladajac do srodka, moglismy widzie¢, ze jedyne §wiatto w pokoju pochodzito od
przyémionego biekitnego ptomyka, ktory migat w srodku na maltym mosi¢znym tréjnogu.
Rzucal on dziwny sinawy krgg §wiatla na podtoge, podczas gdy w cieniu poza tem
zobaczyli$my niewyrazne ksztatty dwdch osob, ktore czolgaty si¢ pod $ciang. Z otwartych
drzwi unosity si¢ jadowite wyziewy, tak, ze zacz¢liSmy dysze¢ i kaszla¢. Holmes rzucit si¢ na
schody, aby wpusci¢ §wiezego powietrza, a potem wpadlszy do pokoju, roztworzyt okno i
wyrzucil mosiezny tréjnog na ogrod.

— Za minut¢ mozemy wejs$¢, wyjakal, wrociwszy znowu. Gdzie jest Swieca? Watpie, czy
bedziemy mogli zaswieci¢ zapatke w tej atmosferze. Mycrofcie, trzymaj §wiatlo przy
drzwiach, a my ich wyniesiemy. Naprzod!

Rzucilismy si¢ ku zaczadzonym i wyciagneliSmyich na kurytarz. Obaj mieli posiniate wargi 1
byli nieprzytomni, twarze ich nabiegly krwia, a oczy wylazty na wierzch. W istocie rysy ich
byly tak wykrzywione, ze tylko po czarnej brodzie i1 krzepkim wygladzie mogliSmy pozna¢ w
jednym z nich greckiego tlumacza, ktéry rozstat si¢ z nami ledwie kilka godzin temu w klubie
Dyogenesa. Rece jego 1 nogi byty silnie zwigzane, a na jednem oku wida¢ bylo $lad
gwaltownego uderzenia. Drugi, ubezwladniony w podobny sposob, byl wysokim mezczyzng
wynedzniatym do ostateczno$ci, a kilka skrawkow plastra nalepionych bylo dziwacznie na
twarzy. GdySmy go ztozyli, przestal jeczec, a ja przekonatem si¢, rzuciwszy tylko okiem, ze
dla niego juz nasza pomoc przyszta zapozno.

Mr. Melas zyt jeszcze jednak i w godzine niecatg przyszedt do siebie przy pomocy amoniaku
1 wodki 1 otworzyt oczy ku mojemu zadowoleniu, bo wiedziatem, Ze to moja r¢gka wyciagneta
go z tej ciemnej otchtani, do ktorej zdazaja drogi wszystkich ludzi.

Byta to zupehie prosta historya, ktérag on nam opowiedziat; potwierdzita ona tylko nasze
przypuszczenia. Gos¢ jego wszedlszy do pomieszkania, wyjatl z rekawa pas i tak przerazit
thumacza grozba natychmiastowej i nieuniknionej $mierci, ze porwal go po raz drugi. W
istocie ten chichoczacy si¢ lotr wywierat jakby magnetyczny wptyw na nieszczesliwym
lingwiscie, tak, ze ten nie mogt o nim inaczej mowic jak tylko z drzacemi rekami i1 pobladia
twarzg. Zawieziono go szybko do Beckenlham, gdzie wystapit jako ttumacz w drugim
interwiewie, bardziej tragicznym niz pierwszy, bo dwaj Anglicy zagrozili wi¢zniowi
natychmiastowa $miercia, jezeli nie zgodzi si¢ na ich zadania. Ostatecznie widzac, ze
wszelkie pogrozki nie robig na nim zadnego wrazenia, wtracili go napowrdt do wiezienia.
Melasowi wyrzucali zdrade, ktéra wyszta na jaw z ogloszenia w dziennikach, ogluszyli go
uderzeniem Kkija, tak, Ze nie pamigtal juz nic wigcej az do tej chwili, kiedy ujrzat nas
pochylonych nad soba.

Taka to byla osobliwa przygoda greckiego tlumacza, ktorej wyjasnienie taczy si¢ z pewnego
rodzaju tajemnica. Po porozumieniu si¢ z gentlemanem, ktoéry odpowiedzial na nasze
ogloszenie, moglismy okresli¢, ze nieszczesliwa mtoda dama pochodzita z bogatej greckiej
rodziny i ze byta w odwiedzinach u jakichs przyjaciot w Anglii. Wowczas spotkata si¢ z
mlodym cztowiekiem nazwiskiem Harold Latimer, ktory uzyskal wplyw na nig i w koficu
namowit jg, aby z nim uciekta. Przyjaciele jej przerazeni tem zaj$ciem, poprzestali na
uwiadomieniu o tem jej brata z Aten, a potem umyli r¢ce z tej sprawy. Brat przybywszy do
Anglii, nieuwaznie dostat si¢ w moc Latimera 1 jego wspodlnika, ktory si¢ nazywat Wilson
Kemp — cztowieka o najhaniebniejszej przesztosci. Ci dwaj widzac, ze Grek z powodu
nieznajomosci jezyka jest zdany na ich taske i nietaske, uwigzili go i usitowali okrucienstwem
1 glodem zmusi¢ go do zapisania im majatku wtasnego 1 siostry. Trzymali go w domu bez
wiedzy dziewczyny, a plaster na twarzy miat utrudni¢ poznanie, na wypadek, gdyby go
kiedy$ spostrzegla. Kobieca intuicya pomogta jej poznaé brata mimo przebrania, kiedy
zobaczyla go pierwszy raz podczas pierwszej wizyty thumacza. Ale biedna kobieta byta sama
wiezniem, poniewaz nie bylo nikogo wigcej w domu oprocz cztowieka, ktory wystepowat
jako woznica, 1 jego zony, a oni oboje byli narzgdziami tych totréw. Przekonawszy sie, ze



tajemnica wyszta na jaw 1 ze wigzien nie da si¢ naktoni¢, w kilka godzin, jak si¢ o tem
przekonali, obaj totrzy uciekli z dziewczyna z domu umeblowanego, ktory najeli, zemsciwszy
si¢ najpierw na cztowieku, ktory si¢ im opart, 1 na tym, ktory ich zdradzit.

W miesigc pdzniej doszta do naszej wiadomosci ciekawa notatka dziennikarska z
Budapesztu. Pisano tam, jak dwoch Anglikow, ktorzy podrozowali z jakas kobieta, zgineto
tragiczng $miercig. Zdaje si¢, ze oni si¢ nawzajem pozabijali, a wegierska policja przekonana
byla, ze si¢ poktocili i zadali sobie nawzajem $miertelne ciosy. Holmes jednak, zdaniem
mojem, inaczej o tem sadzi i do dzi$ dnia utrzymuje, ze gdyby si¢ tylko odnalazto te¢ grecka
dziewczyne, to moznaby si¢ dowiedziec, jaki sposdb pomszczone zostaty krzywdy jej 1 jej
brata.
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Uncle Tom's Cabin

Chapter |
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,! 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 bhefore stated, the two were in the midst of an earnest conversation.

"That is the way | should arrange the matter,” said Mr. Shelby.


https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Uncle_Tom%27s_Cabin/Chapter_I#cite_note-1

"I can't make trade that way—1I 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; | mean, really, Tom is a good, steady, sensible, pious fellow. He got religion at a camp-
meeting, four years ago; and | believe he really did get it. I've trusted him, since then, with
everything | have,—money, house, horses,—and let him come and go round the country; and

| 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. | 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 | bought him cheap of a man that was 'bliged to sell out; so |
realized six hundred on him. Yes, | 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 | to him, 'l trust you, because | think you're a Christian—I know you wouldn't cheat.'
Tom comes back, sure enough; | 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 hair. The brown
of her complexion gave way on the cheek to a perceptible flush, which deepened as she saw
the gaze of the strange man fixed upon her in bold and undisguised admiration. Her dress was
of the neatest possible fit, and set off to advantage her finely moulded shape;—a delicately
formed hand and a trim foot and ankle were items of appearance that did not escape the quick
eye of the trader, well used to run up at a glance the points of a fine female article.

"Well, Eliza?" said her master, as she stopped and looked hesitatingly at him.

"I was looking for Harry, please, sir;" and the boy bounded toward her, showing his spoils,

which he had gathered in the skirt of his robe.

"Well, take him away then,"” said Mr. Shelby; and hastily she withdrew, carrying the child on

her arm.

"By Jupiter,” said the trader, turning to him in admiration, "there's an article, now! You might
make your fortune on that ar gal in Orleans, any day. I've seen over a thousand, in my day,

paid down for gals not a bit handsomer."

"I don't want to make my fortune on her,” said Mr. Shelby, dryly; and, seeking to turn the

conversation, he uncorked a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his companion’s opinion of it.

"Capital, sir,—first chop!" said the trader; then turning, and slapping his hand familiarly on
Shelby's shoulder, he added—



"Come, how will you trade about the gal?—what shall | say for her—what'll you take?"

"Mr. Haley, she is not to be sold,"” said Shelby. "My wife would not part with her for her
weight in gold.”

"Ay, ay! women always say such things, cause they ha'nt no sort of calculation. Just show 'em
how many watches, feathers, and trinkets, one's weight in gold would buy, and that alters the

case, | reckon."

"I tell you, Haley, this must not be spoken of; | say no, and | mean no," said Shelby,

decidedly.

"Well, you'll let me have the boy, though,"” said the trader; "you must own I've come down
pretty handsomely for him."

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

"Why, I've got a friend that's going into this yer branch of the business—wants to buy up
handsome boys to raise for the market. Fancy articles entirely—sell for waiters, and so on, to
rich 'uns, that can pay for handsome 'uns. It sets off one of yer great places—a real handsome
boy to open door, wait, and tend. They fetch a good sum; and this little devil is such a

comical, musical concern, he's just the article!’

"I would rather not sell him," said Mr. Shelby, thoughtfully; “the fact is, sir, I'm a humane
man, and | hate to take the boy from his mother, sir.”

"0, you do?—La! yes—something of that ar natur. | understand, perfectly. It is mighty
onpleasant getting on with women, sometimes, | al'ays hates these yer screechin,’ screamin’
times. They are mighty onpleasant; but, as | manages business, | generally avoids 'em, sir.
Now, what if you get the girl off for a day, or a week, or so; then the thing's done quietly,—all
over before she comes home. Your wife might get her some ear-rings, or a new gown, or

some such truck, to make up with her."

"I'm afraid not."

"Lor bless ye, yes! These critters ain't like white folks, you know; they gets over things, only

manage right. Now, they say," said Haley, assuming a candid and confidential air, "that this



kind o' trade is hardening to the feelings; but I never found it so. Fact is, | never could do
things up the way some fellers manage the business. I've seen ‘em as would pull a woman's
child out of her arms, and set him up to sell, and she screechin’ like mad all the time;—very
bad policy—damages the article—makes 'em quite unfit for service sometimes. | knew a real
handsome gal once, in Orleans, as was entirely ruined by this sort o' handling. The fellow that
was trading for her didn't want her baby; and she was one of your real high sort, when her
blood was up. I tell you, she squeezed up her child in her arms, and talked, and went on real
awful. It kinder makes my blood run cold to think of 't; and when they carried off the child,
and locked her up, she jest went ravin' mad, and died in a week. Clear waste, sir, of a
thousand dollars, just for want of management,—there's where 't is. It's always best to do the
humane thing, sir; that's been my experience.” And the trader leaned back in his chair, and
folded his arm, with an air of virtuous decision, apparently considering himself a second
Wilberforce.

The subject appeared to interest the gentleman deeply; for while Mr. Shelby was thoughtfully
peeling an orange, Haley broke out afresh, with becoming diffidence, but as if actually driven

by the force of truth to say a few words more.

"It don't look well, now, for a feller to be praisin' himself; but I say it jest because it's the
truth. I believe I'm reckoned to bring in about the finest droves of niggers that is brought in,—
at least, I've been told so; if I have once, | reckon | have a hundred times,—all in good case,—
fat and likely, and 1 lose as few as any man in the business. And I lays it all to my
management, sir; and humanity, sir, | may say, is the great pillar of my management.”

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

"Now, I've been laughed at for my notions, sir, and I've been talked to. They an't pop'lar, and
they an't common; but I stuck to 'em, sir; I've stuck to 'em, and realized well on 'em; yes, sir,

they have paid their passage, | may say,"” and the trader laughed at his joke.

There was something so piquant and original in these elucidations of humanity, that Mr.
Shelby could not help laughing in company. Perhaps you laugh too, dear reader; but you
know humanity comes out in a variety of strange forms now-a-days, and there is no end to the

odd things that humane people will say and do.

Mr. Shelby's laugh encouraged the trader to proceed.



"It's strange, now, but | never could beat this into people's heads. Now, there was Tom Loker,
my old partner, down in Natchez; he was a clever fellow, Tom was, only the very devil with
niggers,—on principle 't was, you see, for a better hearted feller never broke bread; 't was his
system, sir. | used to talk to Tom. 'Why, Tom," | used to say, ‘when your gals takes on and cry,
what's the use o' crackin on' em over the head, and knockin' on ‘em round? It's ridiculous,’
says I, 'and don't do no sort o' good. Why, | don't see no harm in their cryin',' says I; 'it's natur,’'
says I, 'and if natur can't blow off one way, it will another. Besides, Tom,' says I, 'it jest spiles
your gals; they get sickly, and down in the mouth; and sometimes they gets ugly,—particular
yallow gals do,—and it's the devil and all gettin' on 'em broke in. Now,' says I, ‘why can't you
kinder coax 'em up, and speak 'em fair? Depend on it, Tom, a little humanity, thrown in along,
goes a heap further than all your jawin' and crackin’; and it pays better,' says I, ‘depend on 't.'
But Tom couldn't get the hang on 't; and he spiled so many for me, that | had to break off with

him, though he was a good-hearted fellow, and as fair a business hand as is goin'.

"And do you find your ways of managing do the business better than Tom's?" said Mr.
Shelby.

"Why, yes, sir, | may say so. You see, when | any ways can, | takes a leetle care about the
onpleasant parts, like selling young uns and that,—get the gals out of the way—out of sight,
out of mind, you know,—and when it's clean done, and can't be helped, they naturally gets
used to it. 'Tan't, you know, as if it was white folks, that's brought up in the way of 'spectin’ to
keep their children and wives, and all that. Niggers, you know, that's fetched up properly,
ha'n't no kind of 'spectations of no kind; so all these things comes easier."

"I'm afraid mine are not properly brought up, then,” said Mr. Shelby.

"S'pose not; you Kentucky folks spile your niggers. You mean well by 'em, but 'tan't no real
kindness, arter all. Now, a nigger, you see, what's got to be hacked and tumbled round the
world, and sold to Tom, and Dick, and the Lord knows who, 'tan't no kindness to be givin' on
him notions and expectations, and bringin' on him up too well, for the rough and tumble
comes all the harder on him arter. Now, | venture to say, your niggers would be quite chop-
fallen in a place where some of your plantation niggers would be singing and whooping like
all possessed. Every man, you know, Mr. Shelby, naturally thinks well of his own ways; and |

think I treat niggers just about as well as it's ever worth while to treat ‘'em.”



"It's a happy thing to be satisfied,” said Mr. Shelby, with a slight shrug, and some perceptible
feelings of a disagreeable nature.

"Well," said Haley, after they had both silently picked their nuts for a season, "what do you
say?"

"I'll think the matter over, and talk with my wife,” said Mr. Shelby. "Meantime, Haley, if you
want the matter carried on in the quiet way you speak of, you'd best not let your business in
this neighborhood be known. It will get out among my boys, and it will not be a particularly
quiet business getting away any of my fellows, if they know it, I'll promise you."

"O! certainly, by all means, mum! of course. But I'll tell you. I'm in a devil of a hurry, and
shall want to know, as soon as possible, what | may depend on," said he, rising and putting on

his overcoat.

"Well, call up this evening, between six and seven, and you shall have my answer," said Mr.

Shelby, and the trader bowed himself out of the apartment.

"I'd like to have been able to kick the fellow down the steps,"” said he to himself, as he saw the
door fairly closed, "with his impudent assurance; but he knows how much he has me at
advantage. If anybody had ever said to me that I should sell Tom down south to one of those
rascally traders, | should have said, 'Is thy servant a dog, that he should do this thing?' And
now it must come, for aught I see. And Eliza's child, too! I know that I shall have some fuss
with wife about that; and, for that matter, about Tom, too. So much for being in debt,—

heigho! The fellow sees his advantage, and means to push it.”

Perhaps the mildest form of the system of slavery is to be seen in the State of Kentucky. The
general prevalence of agricultural pursuits of a quiet and gradual nature, not requiring those
periodic seasons of hurry and pressure that are called for in the business of more southern
districts, makes the task of the negro a more healthful and reasonable one; while the master,
content with a more gradual style of acquisition, has not those temptations to hardheartedness
which always overcome frail human nature when the prospect of sudden and rapid gain is
weighed in the balance, with no heavier counterpoise than the interests of the helpless and

unprotected.



Whoever visits some estates there, and witnesses the good-humored indulgence of some
masters and mistresses, and the affectionate loyalty of some slaves, might be tempted to
dream the oft-fabled poetic legend of a patriarchal institution, and all that; but over and above
the scene there broods a portentous shadow—the shadow of law. So long as the law considers
all these human beings, with beating hearts and living affections, only as so many things
belonging to a master,—so long as the failure, or misfortune, or imprudence, or death of the
kindest owner, may cause them any day to exchange a life of kind protection and indulgence
for one of hopeless misery and toil,—so long it is impossible to make anything beautiful or

desirable in the best regulated administration of slavery.

Mr. Shelby was a fair average kind of man, good-natured and kindly, and disposed to easy
indulgence of those around him, and there had never been a lack of anything which might
contribute to the physical comfort of the negroes on his estate. He had, however, speculated
largely and quite loosely; had involved himself deeply, and his notes to a large amount had
come into the hands of Haley; and this small piece of information is the key to the preceding

conversation.

Now, it had so happened that, in approaching the door, Eliza had caught enough of the

conversation to know that a trader was making offers to her master for somebody.

She would gladly have stopped at the door to listen, as she came out; but her mistress just then
calling, she was obliged to hasten away.

Still she thought she heard the trader make an offer for her boy;—could she be mistaken? Her
heart swelled and throbbed, and she involuntarily strained him so tight that the little fellow
looked up into her face in astonishment.

"Eliza, girl, what ails you today?" said her mistress, when Eliza had upset the wash-pitcher,
knocked down the workstand, and finally was abstractedly offering her mistress a long
nightgown in place of the silk dress she had ordered her to bring from the wardrobe.

Eliza started. "O, missis!" she said, raising her eyes; then, bursting into tears, she sat down in

a chair, and began sobbing.

"Why, Eliza child, what ails you?" said her mistress.



"O! missis, missis,” said Eliza, "there's been a trader talking with master in the parlor! I heard

him."
"Well, silly child, suppose there has."

"0, missis, do you suppose mas'r would sell my Harry?" And the poor creature threw herself

into a chair, and sobbed convulsively.

"Sell him! No, you foolish girl! You know your master never deals with those southern
traders, and 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? Do you think all the world are
set on him as you are, you goosie? Come, cheer up, and hook my dress. There now, put my
back hair up in that pretty braid you learnt the other day, and don't go listening at doors any

more."
"Well, but, missis, you never would give your consent—to—to—"

"Nonsense, child! to be sure, | shouldn't. What do you talk so for? | would as soon have one
of my own children sold. But really, Eliza, you are getting altogether 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."

Reassured by her mistress' confident tone, Eliza proceeded nimbly and adroitly with her toilet,

laughing at her own fears, as she proceeded.

Mrs. Shelby was a woman of high class, both intellectually and morally. To that natural
magnanimity and generosity of mind which one often marks as characteristic of the women of
Kentucky, she added high moral and religious sensibility and principle, carried out with great
energy and ability into practical results. Her husband, who made no professions to any
particular religious character, nevertheless reverenced and respected the consistency of hers,
and stood, perhaps, a little in awe of her opinion. Certain it was that he gave her unlimited
scope in all her benevolent efforts for the comfort, instruction, and improvement of her
servants, though he never took any decided part in them himself. In fact, if not exactly a
believer in the doctrine of the efficiency of the extra good works of saints, he really seemed
somehow or other to fancy that his wife had piety and benevolence enough for two—to
indulge a shadowy expectation of getting into heaven through her superabundance of qualities

to which he made no particular pretension.



The heaviest load on his mind, after his conversation with the trader, lay in the foreseen
necessity of breaking to his wife the arrangement contemplated,—meeting the importunities
and opposition which he knew he should have reason to encounter.

Mrs. Shelby, being entirely ignorant of her husband's embarrassments, and knowing only the
general kindliness of his temper, had been quite sincere in the entire incredulity with which
she had met Eliza's suspicions. In fact, she dismissed the matter from her mind, without a
second thought; and being occupied in preparations for an evening visit, it passed out of her

thoughts entirely.

Chapter Il
The Mother
Eliza had been brought up by her mistress, from girlhood, as a petted and indulged favorite.

The traveller in the south must often have remarked that peculiar air of refinement, that
softness of voice and manner, which seems in many cases to be a particular gift to the
quadroon and mulatto women. These natural graces in the quadroon are often united with
beauty of the most dazzling kind, and in almost every case with a personal appearance
prepossessing and agreeable. Eliza, such as we have described her, is not a fancy sketch, but
taken from remembrance, as we saw her, years ago, in Kentucky. Safe under the protecting
care of her mistress, Eliza had reached maturity without those temptations which make beauty
so fatal an inheritance to a slave. She had been married to a bright and talented young mulatto

man, who was a slave on a neighboring estate, and bore the name of George Harris.

This young man had been hired out by his master to work in a bagging factory, where his
adroitness and ingenuity caused him to be considered the first hand in the place. He had
invented a machine for the cleaning of the hemp, which, considering the education and
circumstances of the inventor, displayed quite as much mechanical genius as Whitney's

cotton-gin.*

* A machine of this description was really the invention of

a young colored man in Kentucky. [Mrs. Stowe's note.]



He was possessed of a handsome person and pleasing manners, and was a general favorite in
the factory. Nevertheless, as this young man was in the eye of the law not a man, but a thing,
all these superior qualifications were subject to the control of a vulgar, narrow-minded,
tyrannical master. This same gentleman, having heard of the fame of George's invention, took
a ride over to the factory, to see what this intelligent chattel had been about. He was received
with great enthusiasm by the employer, who congratulated him on possessing so valuable a

slave.

He was waited upon over the factory, shown the machinery by George, who, in high spirits,
talked so fluently, held himself so erect, looked so handsome and manly, that his master
began to feel an uneasy consciousness of inferiority. What business had his slave to be
marching round the country, inventing machines, and holding up his head among gentlemen?
He'd soon put a stop to it. He'd take him back, and put him to hoeing and digging, and "see if
he'd step about so smart.” Accordingly, the manufacturer and all hands concerned were
astounded when he suddenly demanded George's wages, and announced his intention of

taking him home.

"But, Mr. Harris," remonstrated the manufacturer, "isn't this rather sudden?"

"What if it is?—isn't the man mine?"

"We would be willing, sir, to increase the rate of compensation.”

"No object at all, sir. | don't need to hire any of my hands out, unless I've a mind to."

"But, sir, he seems peculiarly adapted to this business."

"Dare say he may be; never was much adapted to anything that I set him about, I'll be bound."

"But only think of his inventing this machine," interposed one of the workmen, rather

unluckily.

"0 yes! a machine for saving work, is it? He'd invent that, I'll be bound,; let a nigger alone for
that, any time. They are all labor-saving machines themselves, every one of 'em. No, he shall

tramp!"



George had stood like one transfixed, at hearing his doom thus suddenly pronounced by a
power that he knew was irresistible. He folded his arms, tightly pressed in his lips, but a
whole volcano of bitter feelings burned in his bosom, and sent streams of fire through his
veins. He breathed short, and his large dark eyes flashed like live coals; and he might have
broken out into some dangerous ebullition, had not the kindly manufacturer touched him on

the arm, and said, in a low tone,

"Give way, George; go with him for the present. We'll try to help you, yet."

The tyrant observed the whisper, and conjectured its import, though he could not hear what
was said; and he inwardly strengthened himself in his determination to keep the power he

possessed over his victim.

George was taken home, and put to the meanest drudgery of the farm. He had been able to
repress every disrespectful word; but the flashing eye, the gloomy and troubled brow, were
part of a natural language that could not be repressed,—indubitable signs, which showed too

plainly that the man could not become a thing.

It was during the happy period of his employment in the factory that George had seen and
married his wife. During that period,—being much trusted and favored by his employer,—he
had free liberty to come and go at discretion. The marriage was highly approved of by Mrs.
Shelby, who, with a little womanly complacency in match-making, felt pleased to unite her
handsome favorite with one of her own class who seemed in every way suited to her; and so
they were married in her mistress' great parlor, and her mistress herself adorned the bride's
beautiful hair with orange-blossoms, and threw over it the bridal veil, which certainly could
scarce have rested on a fairer head; and there was no lack of white gloves, and cake and
wine,—of admiring guests to praise the bride's beauty, and her mistress' indulgence and
liberality. For a year or two Eliza saw her husband frequently, and there was nothing to
interrupt their happiness, except the loss of two infant children, to whom she was passionately
attached, and whom she mourned with a grief so intense as to call for gentle remonstrance
from her mistress, who sought, with maternal anxiety, to direct her naturally passionate

feelings within the bounds of reason and religion.

After the birth of little Harry, however, she had gradually become tranquillized and settled,;

and every bleeding tie and throbbing nerve, once more entwined with that little life, seemed to



become sound and healthful, and Eliza was a happy woman up to the time that her husband

was rudely torn from his kind employer, and brought under the iron sway of his legal owner.

The manufacturer, true to his word, visited Mr. Harris a week or two after George had been
taken away, when, as he hoped, the heat of the occasion had passed away, and tried every
possible inducement to lead him to restore him to his former employment.

"You needn't trouble yourself to talk any longer,” said he, doggedly; "I know my own

business, sir."

"I did not presume to interfere with it, sir. I only thought that you might think it for your

interest to let your man to us on the terms proposed."

"0, I understand the matter well enough. I saw your winking and whispering, the day | took
him out of the factory; but you don't come it over me that way. It's a free country, sir; the

man's mine, and | do what I please with him,—that's it!"

And so fell George's last hope;—nothing before him but a life of toil and drudgery, rendered
more bitter by every little smarting vexation and indignity which tyrannical ingenuity could

devise.

A very humane jurist once said, The worst use you can put a man to is to hang him. No; there

is another use that a man can be put to that is WORSE!

Chapter 11
The Husband and Father

Mrs. Shelby had gone on her visit, and Eliza stood in the verandah, rather dejectedly looking
after the retreating carriage, when a hand was laid on her shoulder. She turned, and a bright

smile lighted up her fine eyes.

"George, is it you? How you frightened me! Well; I am so glad you 's come! Missis is gone to

spend the afternoon; so come into my little room, and we'll have the time all to ourselves."



Saying this, she drew him into a neat little apartment opening on the verandah, where she

generally sat at her sewing, within call of her mistress.

"How glad | am!—why don't you smile?—and look at Harry—how he grows." The boy stood
shyly regarding his father through his curls, holding close to the skirts of his mother's dress.
"Isn't he beautiful?" said Eliza, lifting his long curls and kissing him.

"I wish he'd never been born!" said George, bitterly. "I wish I'd never been born myself!"

Surprised and frightened, Eliza sat down, leaned her head on her husband's shoulder, and

burst into tears.

"There now, Eliza, it's too bad for me to make you feel so, poor girl!" said he, fondly; "it's too
bad: O, how I wish you never had seen me—you might have been happy!"

"George! George! how can you talk so? What dreadful thing has happened, or is going to
happen? I'm sure we've been very happy, till lately."

"So we have, dear," said George. Then drawing his child on his knee, he gazed intently on his

glorious dark eyes, and passed his hands through his long curls.

"Just like you, Eliza; and you are the handsomest woman | ever saw, and the best one | ever

wish to see; but, oh, I wish I'd never seen you, nor you me!"

"0, George, how can you!"

"Yes, Eliza, it's all misery, misery, misery! My life is bitter as wormwood; the very life is
burning out of me. I'm a poor, miserable, forlorn drudge; I shall only drag you down with me,
that's all. What's the use of our trying to do anything, trying to know anything, trying to be

anything? What's the use of living? | wish | was dead!"

"0, now, dear George, that is really wicked! I know how you feel about losing your place in

the factory, and you have a hard master; but pray be patient, and perhaps something—"

"Patient!” said he, interrupting her; "haven't | been patient? Did | say a word when he came
and took me away, for no earthly reason, from the place where everybody was kind to me? I'd

paid him truly every cent of my earnings,—and they all say | worked well."



"Well, it is dreadful,” said Eliza; "but, after all, he is your master, you know."

"My master! and who made him my master? That's what | think of—what right has he to me?
I'm a man as much as he is. I'm a better man than he is. | know more about business than he
does; | am a better manager than he is; | can read better than he can; | can write a better
hand,—and I've learned it all myself, and no thanks to him,—I've learned it in spite of him;
and now what right has he to make a dray-horse of me?—to take me from things I can do, and
do better than he can, and put me to work that any horse can do? He tries to do it; he says he'll
bring me down and humble me, and he puts me to just the hardest, meanest and dirtiest work,

on purpose!"

"0, George! George! you frighten me! Why, | never heard you talk so; I'm afraid you'll do
something dreadful. | don't wonder at your feelings, at all; but oh, do be careful—do, do—for
my sake—for Harry's!"

"I have been careful, and | have been patient, but it's growing worse and worse; flesh and
blood can't bear it any longer;—every chance he can get to insult and torment me, he takes. |
thought | could do my work well, and keep on quiet, and have some time to read and learn out
of work hours; but the more he see | can do, the more he loads on. He says that though | don't
say anything, he sees I've got the devil in me, and he means to bring it out; and one of these

days it will come out in a way that he won't like, or I'm mistaken!"

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

"It was only yesterday," said George, "as | was busy loading stones into a cart, that young
Mas'r Tom stood there, slashing his whip so near the horse that the creature was frightened. |
asked him to stop, as pleasant as | could,—he just kept right on. | begged him again, and then
he turned on me, and began striking me. | held his hand, and then he screamed and kicked and
ran to his father, and told him that I was fighting him. He came in a rage, and said he'd teach
me who was my master; and he tied me to a tree, and cut switches for young master, and told
him that he might whip me till he was tired;—and he did do it! If I don't make him remember
it, some time!" and the brow of the young man grew dark, and his eyes burned with an
expression that made his young wife tremble. "Who made this man my master? That's what |

want to know!" he said.



"Well," said Eliza, mournfully, "I always thought that | must obey my master and mistress, or

| couldn't be a Christian."

"There is some sense in it, in your case; they have brought you up like a child, fed you,
clothed you, indulged you, and taught you, so that you have a good education; that is some
reason why they should claim you. But | have been kicked and cuffed and sworn at, and at the
best only let alone; and what do | owe? I've paid for all my keeping a hundred times over. |

won't bear it. No, I won't!" he said, clenching his hand with a fierce frown.

Eliza trembled, and was silent. She had never seen her husband in this mood before; and her

gentle system of ethics seemed to bend like a reed in the surges of such passions.

"You know poor little Carlo, that you gave me," added George; "the creature has been about
all the comfort that I've had. He has slept with me nights, and followed me around days, and
kind o' looked at me as if he understood how | felt. Well, the other day | was just feeding him
with a few old scraps | picked up by the kitchen door, and Mas'r came along, and said | was
feeding him up at his expense, and that he couldn't afford to have every nigger keeping his
dog, and ordered me to tie a stone to his neck and throw him in the pond.”

"0, George, you didn't do it!"

"Do it? not I'—but he did. Mas'r and Tom pelted the poor drowning creature with stones.
Poor thing! he looked at me so mournful, as if he wondered why | didn't save him. | had to
take a flogging because | wouldn't do it myself. | don't care. Mas'r will find out that I'm one

that whipping won't tame. My day will come yet, if he don't look out.”

"What are you going to do? O, George, don't do anything wicked; if you only trust in God,
and try to do right, he'll deliver you."

"l an't a Christian like you, Eliza; my heart's full of bitterness; | can't trust in God. Why does

he let things be so?"

"0, George, we must have faith. Mistress says that when all things go wrong to us, we must
believe that God is doing the very best."

"That's easy to say for people that are sitting on their sofas and riding in their carriages; but let

‘'em be where | am, | guess it would come some harder. | wish | could be good; but my heart



burns, and can't be reconciled, anyhow. You couldn't in my place,—you can't now, if | tell

you all I've got to say. You don't know the whole yet."

"What can be coming now?"

"Well, lately Mas'r has been saying that he was a fool to let me marry off the place; that he
hates Mr. Shelby and all his tribe, because they are proud, and hold their heads up above him,
and that I've got proud notions from you; and he says he won't let me come here any more,
and that | shall take a wife and settle down on his place. At first he only scolded and grumbled
these things; but yesterday he told me that | should take Mina for a wife, and settle down in a

cabin with her, or he would sell me down river."

"Why—Dbut you were married to me, by the minister, as much as if you'd been a white man!"
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. That's why I wish 1'd never seen you,—why | wish
I'd never been born; it would have been better for us both,—it would have been better for this

poor child if he had never been born. All this may happen to him yet!"

"0, but master is so kind!"

"Yes, but who knows?—he may die—and then he may be sold to nobody knows who. What
pleasure is it that he is handsome, and smart, and bright? I tell you, Eliza, that a sword will
pierce through your soul for every good and pleasant thing your child is or has; it will make

him worth too much for you to keep."

The words smote heavily on Eliza's heart; the vision of the trader came before her eyes, and,
as if some one had struck her a deadly blow, she turned pale and gasped for breath. She
looked nervously out on the verandah, where the boy, tired of the grave conversation, had
retired, and where he was riding triumphantly up and down on Mr. Shelby's walking-stick.

She would have spoken to tell her husband her fears, but checked herself.

"No, no,—he has enough to bear, poor fellow!" she thought. "No, | won't tell him; besides, it

an't true; Missis never deceives us."



"So, Eliza, my girl,"” said the husband, mournfully, "bear up, now; and good-by, for I'm

going."
"Going, George! Going where?"

"To Canada," said he, straightening himself up; "and when I'm there, I'll buy you; that's all the
hope that's left us. You have a kind master, that won't refuse to sell you. I'll buy you and the

boy;—God helping me, I will!"

"0, dreadful! if you should be taken?"

"I won't be taken, 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 never will get me down the river alive!"

"0, George, for my sake, do be careful! Don't do anything wicked; don't lay hands on
yourself, or anybody else! You are tempted too much—too much; but don't—go you must—

but go carefully, prudently; pray God to help you."

"Well, then, Eliza, hear my plan. Mas'r took it into his head to send me right by here, with a
note to Mr. Symmes, that lives a mile past. | believe he expected I should come here to tell
you what | have. It would please him, if he thought it would aggravate 'Shelby's folks," as he
calls 'em. I'm going home quite resigned, you understand, as if all was over. I've got some
preparations made,—and there are those that will help me; and, in the course of a week or so,
| shall be among the missing, some day. Pray for me, Eliza; perhaps the good Lord will hear

you.
"0, pray yourself, George, and go trusting in him; then you won't do anything wicked."

"Well, now, good-by," said George, holding Eliza's hands, and gazing into her eyes, without
moving. They stood silent; then there were last words, and sobs, and bitter weeping,—such
parting as those may make whose hope to meet again is as the spider's web,—and the husband

and wife were parted.



Chapter IV
An Evening in Uncle Tom's Cabin

The cabin of Uncle Tom was a small log building, close adjoining to “the house," as the negro
par excellence designates his master's dwelling. In front it had a neat garden-patch, where,
every summer, strawberries, raspberries, and a variety of fruits and vegetables, flourished
under careful tending. The whole front of it was covered by a large scarlet bignonia and a
native multiflora rose, which, entwisting and interlacing, left scarce a vestige of the rough
logs to be seen. Here, also, in summer, various brilliant annuals, such as marigolds, petunias,
four-o'clocks, found an indulgent corner in which to unfold their splendors, and were the
delight and pride of Aunt Chloe's heart.

Let us enter the dwelling. The evening meal at the house is over, and Aunt Chloe, who
presided over its preparation as head cook, has left to inferior officers in the kitchen the
business of clearing away and washing dishes, and come out into her own snug territories, to
"get her ole man's supper"; therefore, doubt not that it is her you see by the fire, presiding
with anxious interest over certain frizzling items in a stew-pan, and anon with grave
consideration lifting the cover of a bake-kettle, from whence steam forth indubitable
intimations of "something good." A round, black, shining face is hers, so glossy as to suggest
the idea that she might have been washed over with white of eggs, like one of her own tea
rusks. Her whole plump countenance beams with satisfaction and contentment from under her
well-starched checked turban, bearing on it, however, if we must confess it, a little of that
tinge of self-consciousness which becomes the first cook of the neighborhood, as Aunt Chloe

was universally held and acknowledged to be.

A cook she certainly was, in the very bone and centre of her soul. Not a chicken or turkey or
duck in the barn-yard but looked grave when they saw her approaching, and seemed evidently
to be reflecting on their latter end; and certain it was that she was always meditating on
trussing, stuffing and roasting, to a degree that was calculated to inspire terror in any
reflecting fowl living. Her corn-cake, in all its varieties of hoe-cake, dodgers, muffins, and
other species too numerous to mention, was a sublime mystery to all less practised

compounders; and she would shake her fat sides with honest pride and merriment, as she



would narrate the fruitless efforts that one and another of her compeers had made to attain to

her elevation.

The arrival of company at the house, the arranging of dinners and suppers "in style," awoke
all the energies of her soul; and no sight was more welcome to her than a pile of travelling
trunks launched on the verandah, for then she foresaw fresh efforts and fresh triumphs.

Just at present, however, Aunt Chloe is looking into the bake-pan; in which congenial

operation we shall leave her till we finish our picture of the cottage.

In one corner of it stood a bed, covered neatly with a snowy spread; and by the side of it was a
piece of carpeting, of some considerable size. On this piece of carpeting Aunt Chloe took her
stand, as being decidedly in the upper walks of life; and it and the bed by which it lay, and the
whole corner, in fact, were treated with distinguished consideration, and made, so far as
possible, sacred from the marauding inroads and desecrations of little folks. In fact, that
corner was the drawing-room of the establishment. In the other corner was a bed of much
humbler pretensions, and evidently designed for use. The wall over the fireplace was adorned
with some very brilliant scriptural prints, and a portrait of General Washington, drawn and
colored in a manner which would certainly have astonished that hero, if ever he happened to

meet with its like.

On a rough bench in the corner, a couple of woolly-headed boys, with glistening black eyes
and fat shining cheeks, were busy in superintending the first walking operations of the baby,
which, as is usually the case, consisted in getting up on its feet, balancing a moment, and then
tumbling down,—each successive failure being violently cheered, as something decidedly

clever.

A table, somewhat rheumatic in its limbs, was drawn out in front of the fire, and covered with
a cloth, displaying cups and saucers of a decidedly brilliant pattern, with other symptoms of
an approaching meal. At this table was seated Uncle Tom, Mr. Shelby's best hand, who, as he
is to be the hero of our story, we must daguerreotype for our readers. He was a large, broad-
chested, powerfully-made man, of a full glossy black, and a face whose truly African features
were characterized by an expression of grave and steady good sense, united with much
kindliness and benevolence. There was something about his whole air self-respecting and

dignified, yet united with a confiding and humble simplicity.



He was very busily intent at this moment on a slate lying before him, on which he was
carefully and slowly endeavoring to accomplish a copy of some letters, in which operation he
was overlooked by young Mas'r George, a smart, bright boy of thirteen, who appeared fully to

realize the dignity of his position as instructor.

"Not that way, Uncle Tom,—not that way," said he, briskly, as Uncle Tom laboriously

brought up the tail of his g the wrong side out; "that makes a ¢, you see."

"La sakes, now, does it?" said Uncle Tom, looking with a respectful, admiring air, as his
young teacher flourishingly scrawled g's and g's innumerable for his edification; and then,

taking the pencil in his big, heavy fingers, he patiently recommenced.

"How easy white folks al'us does things!" said Aunt Chloe, pausing while she was greasing a
griddle with a scrap of bacon on her fork, and regarding young Master George with pride.
"The way he can write, now! and read, too! and then to come out here evenings and read his

lessons to us,—it's mighty interestin'!"

"But, Aunt Chloe, I'm getting mighty hungry,"” said George. "Isn't that cake in the skillet

almost done?"

"Mose done, Mas'r George," said Aunt Chloe, lifting the lid and peeping in,—"browning
beautiful—a real lovely brown. Ah! let me alone for dat. Missis let Sally try to make some
cake, t' other day, jes to larn her, she said. 'O, go way, Missis," said I; it really hurts my
feelin's, now, to see good vittles spilt dat ar way! Cake ris all to one side—no shape at all; no

more than my shoe; go way!"

And with this final expression of contempt for Sally's greenness, Aunt Chloe whipped the
cover off the bake-kettle, and disclosed to view a neatly-baked pound-cake, of which no city
confectioner need to have been ashamed. This being evidently the central point of the

entertainment, Aunt Chloe began now to bustle about earnestly in the supper department.

"Here you, Mose and Pete! get out de way, you niggers! Get away, Mericky, honey,—
mammy'll give her baby some fin, by and by. Now, Mas'r George, you jest take off dem
books, and set down now with my old man, and I'll take up de sausages, and have de first

griddle full of cakes on your plates in less dan no time."



"They wanted me to come to supper in the house," said George; "but | knew what was what

too well for that, Aunt Chloe."

"So you did—so you did, honey," said Aunt Chloe, heaping the smoking batter-cakes on his
plate; "you know'd your old aunty'd keep the best for you. O, let you alone for dat! Go way!"
And, with that, aunty gave George a nudge with her finger, designed to be immensely

facetious, and turned again to her griddle with great briskness.

"Now for the cake," said Mas'r George, when the activity of the griddle department had
somewhat subsided; and, with that, the youngster flourished a large knife over the article in

question.

"La bless you, Mas'r George!" said Aunt Chloe, with earnestness, catching his arm, "you
wouldn't be for cuttin' it wid dat ar great heavy knife! Smash all down—spile all de pretty rise
of it. Here, I've got a thin old knife, | keeps sharp a purpose. Dar now, see! comes apart light

as a feather! Now eat away—Yyou won't get anything to beat dat ar."

"Tom Lincon says," said George, speaking with his mouth full, "that their Jinny is a better

cook than you."

"Dem Lincons an't much count, no way!" said Aunt Chloe, contemptuously; "I mean, set
along side our folks. They 's 'spectable folks enough in a kinder plain way; but, as to gettin' up
anything in style, they don't begin to have a notion on 't. Set Mas'r Lincon, now, alongside
Mas'r Shelby! Good Lor! and Missis Lincon,—can she kinder sweep it into a room like my
missis,—so kinder splendid, yer know! O, go way! don't tell me nothin' of dem Lincons!"—

and Aunt Chloe tossed her head as one who hoped she did know something of the world.

"Well, though, I've heard you say," said George, "that Jinny was a pretty fair cook."”

"So | did," said Aunt Chloe,—"I may say dat. Good, plain, common cookin’, Jinny'll do;—
make a good pone o' bread,—bile her taters far,—her corn cakes isn't extra, not extra now,
Jinny's corn cakes isn't, but then they's far,—but, Lor, come to de higher branches, and what
can she do? Why, she makes pies—sartin she does; but what kinder crust? Can she make your
real flecky paste, as melts in your mouth, and lies all up like a puff? Now, | went over thar
when Miss Mary was gwine to be married, and Jinny she jest showed me de weddin' pies.

Jinny and | is good friends, ye know. I never said nothin’; but go 'long, Mas'r George! Why, |



shouldn't sleep a wink for a week, if | had a batch of pies like dem ar. Why, dey wan't no

‘count 't all."

"I suppose Jinny thought they were ever so nice,” said George.

"Thought so!—didn't she? Thar she was, showing em, as innocent—ye see, it's jest here,
Jinny don't know. Lor, the family an't nothing! She can't be spected to know! 'Ta'nt no fault o'
hem. Ah, Mas'r George, you doesn't know half 'your privileges in yer family and bringin' up!"

Here Aunt Chloe sighed, and rolled up her eyes with emotion.

"I'm sure, Aunt Chloe, | understand | my pie and pudding privileges,” said George. "Ask Tom

Lincon if I don't crow over him, every time | meet him."

Aunt Chloe sat back in her chair, and indulged in a hearty guffaw of laughter, at this witticism
of young Mas'r's, laughing till the tears rolled down her black, shining cheeks, and varying the
exercise with playfully slapping and poking Mas'r Georgey, and telling him to go way, and
that he was a case—that he was fit to kill her, and that he sartin would kill her, one of these
days; and, between each of these sanguinary predictions, going off into a laugh, each longer
and stronger than the other, till George really began to think that he was a very dangerously

witty fellow, and that it became him to be careful how he talked "as funny as he could."

"And so ye telled Tom, did ye? O, Lor! what young uns will be up ter! Ye crowed over Tom?

O, Lor! Mas'r George, if ye wouldn't make a hornbug laugh!"

"Yes," said George, "I says to him, "Tom, you ought to see some of Aunt Chloe's pies; they're
the right sort," says I."

"Pity, now, Tom couldn't,” said Aunt Chloe, on whose benevolent heart the idea of Tom's
benighted condition seemed to make a strong impression. "Ye oughter just ask him here to
dinner, some o' these times, Mas'r George," she added; "it would look quite pretty of ye. Ye
know, Mas'r George, ye oughtenter feel 'bove nobody, on ‘count yer privileges, ‘cause all our
privileges is gi'n to us; we ought al'ays to 'member that,” said Aunt Chloe, looking quite

serious.



"Well, I mean to ask Tom here, some day next week," said George; "and you do your
prettiest, Aunt Chloe, and we'll make him stare. Won't we make him eat so he won't get over
it for a fortnight?"

"Yes, yes—sartin," said Aunt Chloe, delighted "you'll see. Lor! to think of some of our
dinners! Yer mind dat ar great chicken pie | made when we guv de dinner to General Knox? |
and Missis, we come pretty near quarrelling about dat ar crust. What does get into ladies
sometimes, | don't know; but, sometimes, when a body has de heaviest kind o' 'sponsibility on
'em, as ye may say, and is all kinder 'seris' and taken up, dey takes dat ar time to be hangin’
round and kinder interferin'l Now, Missis, she wanted me to do dis way, and she wanted me
to do dat way; and, finally, I got kinder sarcy, and, says I, 'Now, Missis, do jist look at dem
beautiful white hands o' yourn with long fingers, and all a sparkling with rings, like my white
lilies when de dew 's on 'em; and look at my great black stumpin hands. Now, don't ye think
dat de Lord must have meant me to make de pie-crust, and you to stay in de parlor? Dar! |
was jist so sarcy, Mas'r George."

"And what did mother say?" said George.

"Say?—why, she kinder larfed in her eyes—dem great handsome eyes o' hern; and, says she,
'Well, Aunt Chloe, I think you are about in the right on 't," says she; and she went off in de
parlor. She oughter cracked me over de head for bein' so sarcy; but dar's whar 't is—I can't do
nothin' with ladies in de kitchen!"

"Well, you made out well with that dinner,—I remember everybody said so," said George.

"Didn't I? And wan't | behind de dinin'-room door dat bery day? and didn't | see de General
pass his plate three times for some more dat bery pie?—and, says he, "You must have an

uncommon cook, Mrs. Shelby.' Lor! | was fit to split myself.

"And de Gineral, he knows what cookin' is," said Aunt Chloe, drawing herself up with an air.
"Bery nice man, de Gineral! He comes of one of de bery fustest families in Old Virginny! He
knows what's what, now, as well as | do—de Gineral. Ye see, there's pints in all pies, Mas'r
George; but tan't everybody knows what they is, or as orter be. But the Gineral, he knows; |

knew by his 'marks he made. Yes, he knows what de pints is!"



By this time, Master George had arrived at that pass to which even a boy can come (under
uncommon circumstances, when he really could not eat another morsel), and, therefore, he
was at leisure to notice the pile of woolly heads and glistening eyes which were regarding

their operations hungrily from the opposite corner.

"Here, you Mose, Pete," he said, breaking off liberal bits, and throwing it at them; "you want

some, don't you? Come, Aunt Chloe, bake them some cakes."

And George and Tom moved to a comfortable seat in the chimney-corner, while Aunte Chloe,
after baking a goodly pile of cakes, took her baby on her lap, and began alternately filling its
mouth and her own, and distributing to Mose and Pete, who seemed rather to prefer eating
theirs as they rolled about on the floor under the table, tickling each other, and occasionally

pulling the baby's toes.

"O! go long, will ye?" said the mother, giving now and then a kick, in a kind of general way,
under the table, when the movement became too obstreperous. "Can't ye be decent when
white folks comes to see ye? Stop dat ar, now, will ye? Better mind yerselves, or I'll take ye
down a button-hole lower, when Mas'r George is gone!"

What meaning was couched under this terrible threat, it is difficult to say; but certain it is that
its awful indistinctness seemed to produce very little impression on the young sinners
addressed.

"La, now!" said Uncle Tom, "they are so full of tickle all the while, they can't behave

theirselves."

Here the boys emerged from under the table, and, with hands and faces well plastered with

molasses, began a vigorous kissing of the baby.

"Get along wid ye!" said the mother, pushing away their woolly heads. "Ye'll all stick
together, and never get clar, if ye do dat fashion. Go long to de spring and wash yerselves!"
she said, seconding her exhortations by a slap, which resounded very formidably, but which
seemed only to knock out so much more laugh from the young ones, as they tumbled

precipitately over each other out of doors, where they fairly screamed with merriment.



"Did ye ever see such aggravating young uns?" said Aunt Chloe, rather complacently, as,
producing an old towel, kept for such emergencies, she poured a little water out of the cracked
tea-pot on it, and began rubbing off the molasses from the baby's face and hands; and, having
polished her till she shone, she set her down in Tom's lap, while she busied herself in clearing
away supper. The baby employed the intervals in pulling Tom's nose, scratching his face, and
burying her fat hands in his woolly hair, which last operation seemed to afford her special

content.

"Aint she a peart young un?" said Tom, holding her from him to take a full-length view; then,
getting up, he set her on his broad shoulder, and began capering and dancing with her, while
Mas'r George snapped at her with his pocket-handkerchief, and Mose and Pete, now returned
again, roared after her like bears, till Aunt Chloe declared that they "fairly took her head off"
with their noise. As, according to her own statement, this surgical operation was a matter of
daily occurrence in the cabin, the declaration no whit abated the merriment, till every one had
roared and tumbled and danced themselves down to a state of composure.

"Well, now, | hopes you're done," said Aunt Chloe, who had been busy in pulling out a rude
box of a trundle-bed; "and now, you Mose and you Pete, get into thar; for we's goin' to have

the meetin'.

"O mother, we don't wanter. We wants to sit up to meetin',—meetin's is so curis. We likes

'em."

"La, Aunt Chloe, shove it under, and let 'em sit up," said Mas'r George, decisively, giving a

push to the rude machine.

Aunt Chloe, having thus saved appearances, seemed highly delighted to push the thing under,

saying, as she did so, "Well, mebbe 't will do 'em some good."

The house now resolved itself into a committee of the whole, to consider the accommodations

and arrangements for the meeting.

"What we's to do for cheers, now, I declar I don't know," said Aunt Chloe. As the meeting had
been held at Uncle Tom's weekly, for an indefinite length of time, without any more "cheers,"

there seemed some encouragement to hope that a way would be discovered at present.



"Old Uncle Peter sung both de legs out of dat oldest cheer, last week," suggested Mose.

"You go long! I'll boun' you pulled 'em out; some o' your shines," said Aunt Chloe.

"Well, it'll stand, if it only keeps jam up agin de wall!" said Mose.

"Den Uncle Peter mus'n't sit in it, cause he al'ays hitches when he gets a singing. He hitched

pretty nigh across de room, t' other night,” said Pete.

"Good Lor! get him in it, then,” said Mose, "and den he'd begin, 'Come saints—and sinners,
hear me tell," and den down he'd go,"—and Mose imitated precisely the nasal tones of the old

man, tumbling on the floor, to illustrate the supposed catastrophe.

"Come now, be decent, can't ye?" said Aunt Chloe; "an't yer shamed?"

Mas'r George, however, joined the offender in the laugh, and declared decidedly that Mose

was a "buster." So the maternal admonition seemed rather to fail of effect.
"Well, ole man," said Aunt Chloe, "you'll have to tote in them ar bar'ls.”

"Mother's bar'ls is like dat ar widder's, Mas'r George was reading 'bout, in de good book,—

dey never fails," said Mose, aside to Peter.

"I'm sure one on 'em caved in last week," said Pete, "and let 'em all down in de middle of de

singin’; dat ar was failin', warnt it?"

During this aside between Mose and Pete, two empty casks had been rolled into the cabin, and
being secured from rolling, by stones on each side, boards were laid across them, which
arrangement, together with the turning down of certain tubs and pails, and the disposing of the

rickety chairs, at last completed the preparation.

"Mas'r George is such a beautiful reader, now, | know he'll stay to read for us,” said Aunt

Chloe; "'pears like 't will be so much more interestin'.

George very readily consented, for your boy is always ready for anything that makes him of

importance.



The room was soon filled with a motley assemblage, from the old gray-headed patriarch of
eighty, to the young girl and lad of fifteen. A little harmless gossip ensued on various themes,
such as where old Aunt Sally got her new red headkerchief, and how "Missis was a going to
give Lizzy that spotted muslin gown, when she'd got her new berage made up;" and how
Mas'r Shelby was thinking of buying a new sorrel colt, that was going to prove an addition to
the glories of the place. A few of the worshippers belonged to families hard by, who had got
permission to attend, and who brought in various choice scraps of information, about the
sayings and doings at the house and on the place, which circulated as freely as the same sort

of small change does in higher circles.

After a while the singing commenced, to the evident delight of all present. Not even all the
disadvantage of nasal intonation could prevent the effect of the naturally fine voices, in airs at
once wild and spirited. The words were sometimes the well-known and common hymns sung
in the churches about, and sometimes of a wilder, more indefinite character, picked up at

camp-meetings.

The chorus of one of them, which ran as follows, was sung with great energy and unction:

"Die on the field of battle,
Die on the field of battle,

Glory in my soul.”

Another special favorite had oft repeated the words—

"0, I'm going to glory,—won't you come along with me?
Don't you see the angels beck'ning, and a calling me away?

Don't you see the golden city and the everlasting day?"

There were others, which made incessant mention of "Jordan’s banks,"” and "Canaan's fields,"
and the "New Jerusalem;" for the negro mind, impassioned and imaginative, always attaches
itself to hymns and expressions of a vivid and pictorial nature; and, as they sung, some
laughed, and some cried, and some clapped hands, or shook hands rejoicingly with each other,
as if they had fairly gained the other side of the river.

Various exhortations, or relations of experience, followed, and intermingled with the singing.

One old gray-headed woman, long past work, but much revered as a sort of chronicle of the



past, rose, and leaning on her staff, said—"Well, chil'en! Well, I'm mighty glad to hear ye all
and see ye all once more, 'cause | don't know when I'll be gone to glory; but I've done got
ready, chil'en; 'pears like 1'd got my little bundle all tied up, and my bonnet on, jest a waitin'
for the stage to come along and take me home; sometimes, in the night, I think I hear the
wheels a rattlin’, and I'm lookin' out all the time; now, you jest be ready too, for I tell ye all,
chil'en,” she said striking her staff hard on the floor, "dat ar glory is a mighty thing! It's a
mighty thing, chil'en,—you don'no nothing about it,—it's wonderful." And the old creature sat

down, with streaming tears, as wholly overcome, while the whole circle struck up—

"O Canaan, bright Canaan
I'm bound for the land of Canaan."

Mas'r George, by request, read the last chapters of Revelation, often interrupted by such
exclamations as "The sakes now!" "Only hear that!" "Jest think on 't!" "Is all that a comin’

sure enough?"

George, who was a bright boy, and well trained in religious things by his mother, finding
himself an object of general admiration, threw in expositions of his own, from time to time,
with a commendable seriousness and gravity, for which he was admired by the young and
blessed by the old; and it was agreed, on all hands, that "a minister couldn't lay it off better

than he did; that 't was reely 'mazin'"

Uncle Tom was a sort of patriarch in religious matters, in the neighborhood. Having,
naturally, an organization in which the morale was strongly predominant, together with a
greater breadth and cultivation of mind than obtained among his companions, he was looked
up to with great respect, as a sort of minister among them; and the simple, hearty, sincere
style of his exhortations might have edified even better educated persons. But it was in prayer
that he especially excelled. Nothing could exceed the touching simplicity, the childlike
earnestness, of his prayer, enriched with the language of Scripture, which seemed so entirely
to have wrought itself into his being, as to have become a part of himself, and to drop from his
lips unconsciously; in the language of a pious old negro, he "prayed right up." And so much
did his prayer always work on the devotional feelings of his audiences, that there seemed
often a danger that it would be lost altogether in the abundance of the responses which broke

out everywhere around him.



While this scene was passing in the cabin of the man, one quite otherwise passed in the halls

of the master.

The trader and Mr. Shelby were seated together in the dining room afore-named, at a table

covered with papers and writing utensils.

Mr. Shelby was busy in counting some bundles of bills, which, as they were counted, he

pushed over to the trader, who counted them likewise.

"All fair," said the trader; "and now for signing these yer."

Mr. Shelby hastily drew the bills of sale towards him, and signed them, like a man that hurries
over some disagreeable business, and then pushed them over with the money. Haley
produced, from a well-worn valise, a parchment, which, after looking over it a moment, he

handed to Mr. Shelby, who took it with a gesture of suppressed eagerness.

"Wal, now, the thing's done!" said the trader, getting up.

"It's done!" said Mr. Shelby, in a musing tone; and, fetching a long breath, he repeated, "It's

done!"

"Yer don't seem to feel much pleased with it, ‘pears to me," said the trader.

"Haley," said Mr. Shelby, "I hope you'll remember that you promised, on your honor, you

wouldn't sell Tom, without knowing what sort of hands he's going into."

"Why, you've just done it sir,” said the trader.

"Circumstances, you well know, obliged me," said Shelby, haughtily.

"Wal, you know, they may 'blige me, too,” said the trader. "Howsomever, I'll do the very best
| can in gettin’ Tom a good berth; as to my treatin' on him bad, you needn't be a grain afeard.

If there's anything that | thank the Lord for, it is that I'm never noways cruel."

After the expositions which the trader had previously given of his humane principles, Mr.
Shelby did not feel particularly reassured by these declarations; but, as they were the best
comfort the case admitted of, he allowed the trader to depart in silence, and betook himself to

a solitary cigar.



