Texts presented in Class 6

Harriet Beecher Stowe: Uncle Tom’s Cabin, Eliza’s escape from Chapter Vi

A thousand lives seemed to be concentrated in that one moment to Eliza. Her room
opened by a side door to the river. She caught her child, and sprang down the steps
towards it. The trader caught a full glimpse of her just as she was disappearing down the
bank; and throwing himself from his horse, and calling loudly on Sam and Andy, he was
after her like a hound after a deer. In that dizzy moment her feet to her scarce seemed to
touch the ground, and a moment brought her to the water’s edge. Right on behind they
came; and, nerved with strength such as God gives only to the desperate, with one wild
cry and flying leap, she vaulted sheer over the turbid current by the shore, on to the raft
of ice beyond. It was a desperate leap—impossible to anything but madness and despair;
and Haley, Sam, and Andy instinctively cried out and lifted up their hands as she did it.

The huge green fragment of ice on which she alighted pitched and creaked as her weight
came on it, but she staid there not a moment. With wild cries and desperate energy she
leaped to another and still another cake; stumbling—leaping—slipping—springing
upwards again! Her shoes are gone—her stockings cut from her feet—while blood
marked every step; but she saw nothing, felt nothing, till dimly, as in a dream, she saw
the Ohio side, and a man helping her up the bank.

Herman Melville: Shiloh: a Requiem

Skimming lightly, wheeling still,
The swallows fly low

Over the field in clouded days,
The forest-field of Shiloh—

Over the field where April rain
Solaced the parched ones stretched in pain
Through the pause of night
That followed the Sunday fight
Around the church of Shiloh—



The church so lone, the log-built one,

That echoed to many a parting groan
And natural prayer

Of dying foemen mingled there—

Foemen at morn, but friends at eve—
Fame or country least their care:

(What like a bullet can undeceive!)
But now they lie low,

While over them the swallows skim,
And all is hushed at Shiloh.

Walt Whitman: When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d, excerpt

To the tally of my soul,
Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird,
With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night.

Loud in the pines and cedars dim,
Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume,
And I with my comrades there in the night.

While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed,
As to long panoramas of visions.

And I saw askant the armies,

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,

Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc’d with missiles I saw them,
And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and bloody,

And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs, (and all in silence,)

And the staffs all splinter’d and broken.

I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them,

I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the war,
But I saw they were not as was thought,

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer’d not,

The living remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d,

And the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffer’d,
And the armies that remain’d suffer’d.



Passing the visions, passing the night,

Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades’ hands,

Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song of my soul,

Victorious song, death’s outlet song, yet varying ever-altering song,

As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, flooding the night,

Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again bursting with joy,
Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven,

As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses,

Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,

I leave thee there in the door-yard, blooming, returning with spring.



