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Summer Reading 

ECE American Studies 

 

For your summer reading assignment, you will be reading excerpts from two slave narratives.  

The first is by Frederick Douglass, who was born into slavery, taught himself to read and write, 

and became an abolitionist/activist after being freed.  The second is by Harriet Jacobs, whose 

real name was Linda Brent, and who was also born into slavery; she also wrote her extensive 

diary after being freed.  It is recommended that you annotate the text as you read, as you will be 

writing on these excerpts. 

Your assignment is to write a formal essay in which you analyze these two selections, choosing 

two things they have in common and two things that demonstrate the differences between these 

two experiences.  Remember that you are analyzing, not just reporting, so you must make 

inferences about the texts. What conclusions can be drawn from these similarities and 

differences? 

In order to do this successfully, you must create a thesis, and support that thesis with specific 

evidence (direct quotes) from both texts.  No outside sources are to be consulted for this 

assignment.  You are to follow MLA format for your essay, including in-text citations and a 

Works Cited Page. 

Your essay must be submitted via turnitin.com by midnight on the first day of school, and you 

also must give me a hard copy on the first day of school. 

Turnitin Directions 

You must create an account and join the Period 4 or Period 5 class.  There is also a link for 

Turnitin on the WHS Library webpage on the Wolcott Public Schools website. 

 The Class ID for PERIOD 4 is: 21245543 

The Enrollment Password is: durantsclass 

The Class ID for PERIOD 5 is: 21245548 

The Enrollment Password is: durantsclass 

 

Turnitin is a website designed for online essay submission.  I will be the only person able to 

view your submission.  A hard copy of your essay is still required at the beginning of class on 

the date it is due.  Turnitin will simply check your online submission for plagiarism. 
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-What is plagiarism? 

Plagiarism is defined in the University of CT student handbook (Responsibilities of Community 

Life: The Student Code http://community.uconn.edu/the-student-code-appendix-a/) as failing 

to properly credit information, research or ideas to their rightful originators or representing 

such information, research or ideas as your own. 

-Why isn’t plagiarism allowed? 

Outside of the learning objectives for the assignment, students are expected to practice both 

personal and academic integrity. Integrity, honesty, and fairness are the foundation of the 

educational process. Academic misconduct violates these principles, and demeans not only the 

student committing the act of misconduct, but the entire school community. 

 

***A plagiarized essay will receive a grade of 0, and there will be no chance to resubmit. 

 

***This essay does not allow for the use of secondary sources.  If you used anything from 

a secondary source, you must remove it from your essay prior to submission.  Although 

you will not receive a 0 if your secondary source is properly cited, you will lose 

significant points off of your final grade for not following this direction. 

Information for your Works Cited Page (use the Purdue OWL for formatting information: 

https://owl.english.purdue.edu/owl/resource/747/01/?_ga=2.19623804.558179429.152245

4400-1709346682.1522454400): 

The Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave 
by Frederick Douglass 
published in 1845 
Documenting the American South 
http://docsouth.unc.edu/neh/douglass/douglass.html 
Accessed 6 June 2018 
 
Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl  
by Harriet Jacobs 
published in 1861.   
Documenting the American south   
http://docsouth.unc.edu/fpn/jacobs/jacobs.html 
Accessed 6 June 2018 

http://community.uconn.edu/the-student-code-appendix-a/
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Excerpts from The Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An American Slave 
by Frederick Douglass (1845) 

 

Chapter II 

… 

Here, too, the slaves of all the other farms received their monthly allowance of food, and their yearly clothing. The 

men and women slaves received, as their monthly allowance of food, eight pounds of pork, or its equivalent in fish, and 

one bushel of corn meal Their yearly clothing consisted of two coarse linen shirts, one pair of linen trousers, like the 

shirts, one jacket, one pair of trousers for winter, made of coarse negro cloth, one pair of stockings, and one pair of shoes; 

the whole of which could not have cost more than seven dollars. The allowance of the slave children was given to their 

mothers, or the old women having the care of them. The children unable to work in the field had neither shoes, stockings, 

jackets, nor trousers, given to them; their clothing consisted of two coarse linen shirts per year. When these failed them, 

they went naked until the next allowance-day. Children from seven to ten years old, of both sexes, almost naked, might be 

seen at all seasons of the year. 

There were no beds given the slaves, unless one coarse blanket be considered such, and none but the men and 

women had these. This, however, is not considered a very great privation. They find less difficulty from the want of beds, 

than from the want of time to sleep; for when their day’s work in the field is done, the most of them having their washing, 

mending, and cooking to do, and having few or none of the ordinary facilities for doing either of these, very many of their 

sleeping hours are consumed in preparing for the field the coming day; and when this is done, old and young, male and 

female, married and single, drop down side by side, on one common bed, — the cold, damp floor, — each covering 

himself or herself with their miserable blankets; and here they sleep till they are summoned to the field by the driver’s 

horn. 

At the sound of this, all must rise, and be off to the field. There must be no halting; everyone must be at his or her 

post; and woe betides them who hear not this morning summons to the field; for if they are not awakened by the sense of 

hearing, they are by the sense of feeling: no age nor sex finds any favor. Mr. Severe, the overseer, used to stand by the 

door of the quarter, armed with a large hickory stick and heavy cowskin, ready to whip anyone who was so unfortunate as 

not to hear, or, from any other cause, was prevented from being ready to start for the field at the sound of the horn. 

Mr. Severe was rightly named: he was a cruel man. I have seen him whip a woman, causing the blood to run half an 

hour at the time; and this, too, in the midst of her crying children, pleading for their mother’s release. He seemed to take 

pleasure in manifesting his fiendish barbarity. Added to his cruelty, he was a profane swearer. It was enough to chill the 

blood and stiffen the hair of an ordinary man to hear him talk. Scarce a sentence escaped him but that was commenced or 

concluded by some horrid oath. The field was the place to witness his cruelty and profanity. His presence made it both the 

field of blood and of blasphemy. From the rising till the going down of the sun, he was cursing, raving, cutting, and 

slashing among the slaves of the field, in the most frightful manner. His career was short. He died very soon after I went 

to Colonel Lloyd’s; and he died as he lived, uttering, with his dying groans, bitter curses and horrid oaths. His death was 

regarded by the slaves as the result of a merciful providence. 

Chapter VII. 

I lived in Master Hugh’s family about seven years. During this time, I succeeded in learning to read and write. In 

accomplishing this, I was compelled to resort to various stratagems. I had no regular teacher. My mistress, who had kindly 

commenced to instruct me, had, in compliance with the advice and direction of her husband, not only ceased to instruct, 

but had set her face against my being instructed by any one else. It is due, however, to my mistress to say of her, that she 

did not adopt this course of treatment immediately. She at first lacked the depravity indispensable to shutting me up in 

mental darkness. It was at least necessary for her to have some training in the exercise of irresponsible power, to make her 

equal to the task of treating me as though I were a brute. 

My mistress was, as I have said, a kind and tender-hearted woman; and in the simplicity of her soul she commenced, 

when I first went to live with her, to treat me as she supposed one human being ought to treat another. In entering upon 

the duties of a slaveholder, she did not seem to perceive that I sustained to her the relation of a mere chattel, and that for 

her to treat me as a human being was not only wrong, but dangerously so. Slavery proved as injurious to her as it did to 

me. When I went there, she was a pious, warm, and tender-hearted woman. There was no sorrow or suffering for which 

she had not a tear. She had bread for the hungry, clothes for the naked, and comfort for every mourner that came within 

her reach. 
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Slavery soon proved its ability to divest her of these heavenly qualities. Under its influence, the tender heart became 

stone, and the lamblike disposition gave way to one of tiger-like fierceness. The first step in her downward course was in 

her ceasing to instruct me. She now commenced to practise her husband’s precepts. She finally became even more violent 

in her opposition than her husband himself. She was not satisfied with simply doing as well as he had commanded; she 

seemed anxious to do better. Nothing seemed to make her more angry than to see me with a newspaper. She seemed to 

think that here lay the danger. I have had her rush at me with a face made all up of fury, and snatch from me a newspaper, 

in a manner that fully revealed her apprehension. She was an apt woman; and a little experience soon demonstrated, to her 

satisfaction, that education and slavery were incompatible with each other. 

From this time I was most narrowly watched. If I was in a separate room any considerable length of time, I was sure 

to be suspected of having a book, and was at once called to give an account of myself. All this, however, was too late. The 

first step had been taken. Mistress, in teaching me the alphabet, had given me the inch, and no precaution could prevent 

me from taking the ell. 

The plan which I adopted, and the one by which I was most successful, was that of making friends of all the little 

white boys whom I met in the street. As many of these as I could, I converted into teachers. With their kindly aid, 

obtained at different times and in different places, I finally succeeded in learning to read. When I was sent of errands, I 

always took my book with me, and by going one part of my errand quickly, I found time to get a lesson before my return. 

I used also to carry bread with me, enough of which was always in the house, and to which I was always welcome; for I 

was much better off in this regard than many of the poor white children in our neighborhood. 

This bread I used to bestow upon the hungry little urchins, who, in return, would give me that more valuable bread 

of knowledge. I am strongly tempted to give the names of two or three of those little boys, as a testimonial of the gratitude 

and affection I bear them; but prudence forbids; — not that it would injure me, but it might embarrass them; for it is 

almost an unpardonable offence to teach slaves to read in this Christian country. It is enough to say of the dear little 

fellows, that they lived on Philpot Street, very near Durgin and Bailey’s ship-yard. I used to talk this matter of slavery 

over with them. I would sometimes say to them, I wished I could be as free as they would be when they got to be men. 

“You will be free as soon as you are twenty-one, but I am a slave for life! Have not I as good a right to be free as you 

have?” These words used to trouble them; they would express for me the liveliest sympathy, and console me with the 

hope that something would occur by which I might be free. 

Chapter VIII. 

In a very short time after I went to live at Baltimore, my old master's youngest son Richard died; and in about 

three years and six months after his death, my old master, Captain Anthony, died, leaving only his son, Andrew, and 

daughter, Lucretia, to share his estate. He died while on a visit to see his daughter at Hillsborough. Cut off thus 

unexpectedly, he left no will as to the disposal of his property. It was therefore necessary to have a valuation of the 

property, that it might be equally divided between Mrs. Lucretia and Master Andrew. I was immediately sent for, to be 

valued with the other property. Here again my feelings rose up in detestation of slavery. I had now a new conception of 

my degraded condition. Prior to this, I had become, if not insensible to my lot, at least partly so. I left Baltimore with a 

young heart overborne with sadness, and a soul full of apprehension. I took passage with Captain Rowe, in the schooner 

Wild Cat, and, after a sail of about twenty-four hours, I found myself near the place of my birth. I had now been absent 

from it almost, if not quite, five years. I, however, remembered the place very well. I was only about five years old when I 

left it, to go and live with my old master on Colonel Lloyd's plantation; so that I was now between ten and eleven years 

old. 

        We were all ranked together at the valuation. Men and women, old and young, married and single, were ranked with 

horses, sheep, and swine. There were horses and men, cattle and women, pigs and children, all holding the same rank in 

the scale of being, and were all subjected to the same narrow examination. Silvery-headed age and sprightly youth, maids 

and matrons, had to undergo the same indelicate inspection. At this moment, I saw more clearly than ever the brutalizing 

effects of slavery upon both slave and slaveholder. 

        After the valuation, then came the division. I have no language to express the high excitement and deep anxiety 

which were felt among us poor slaves during this time. Our fate for life was now to be decided. We had no more voice in 

that decision than the brutes among whom we were ranked. A single word from the white men was enough--against all 

our wishes, prayers, and entreaties--to sunder forever the dearest friends, dearest kindred, and strongest ties known to 

human beings. In addition to the pain of separation, there was the horrid dread of falling into the hands of Master Andrew. 

He was known to us all as being a most cruel wretch,--a common drunkard, who had, by his reckless mismanagement and 
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profligate dissipation already wasted a large portion of his father's property. We all felt that we might as well be sold at 

once to the Georgia traders, as to pass into his hands; for we knew that that would be our inevitable condition,--a 

condition held by us all in the utmost horror and dread. 

        I suffered more anxiety than most of my fellow-slaves. I had known what it was to be kindly treated; they had known 

nothing of the kind. They had seen little or nothing of the world. They were in very deed men and women of sorrow, and 

acquainted with grief. Their backs had been made familiar with the bloody lash, so that they had become callous; mine 

was yet tender; for while at Baltimore I got few whippings, and few slaves could boast of a kinder master and mistress 

than myself; and the thought of passing out of their hands into those of Master Andrew--a man who, but a few days 

before, to give me a sample of his bloody disposition, took my little brother by the throat, threw him on the ground, and 

with the heel of his boot stamped upon his head till the blood gushed from his nose and ears--was well calculated to make 

me anxious as to my fate. After he had committed this savage outrage upon my brother, he turned to me, and said that was 

the way he meant to serve me one of these days,--meaning, I suppose, when I came into his possession. 

        Thanks to a kind Providence, I fell to the portion of Mrs. Lucretia, and was sent immediately back to Baltimore, to 

live again in the family of Master Hugh. Their joy at my return equalled their sorrow at my departure. It was a glad day to 

me. I had escaped a worse than lion's jaws. I was absent from Baltimore, for the purpose of valuation and division, just 

about one month, and it seemed to have been six. 

        Very soon after my return to Baltimore, my mistress, Lucretia, died, leaving her husband and one child, Amanda; and 

in a very short time after her death, Master Andrew died. Now all the property of my old master, slaves included, was in 

the hands of strangers, --strangers who had had nothing to do with accumulating it. Not a slave was left free. All remained 

slaves, from the youngest to the oldest. If any one thing in my experience, more than another, served to deepen my 

conviction of the infernal character of slavery, and to fill me with unutterable loathing of slaveholders, it was their base 

ingratitude to my poor old grandmother. She had served my old master faithfully from youth to old age. She had been the 

source of all his wealth; she had peopled his plantation with slaves; she had become a great grandmother in his service. 

She had rocked him in infancy, attended him in childhood, served him through life, and at his death wiped from his icy 

brow the cold death-sweat, and closed his eyes forever. She was nevertheless left a slave--a slave for life--a slave in the 

hands of strangers; and in their hands she saw her children, her grandchildren, and her great-grandchildren, divided, like 

so many sheep, without being gratified with the small privilege of a single word, as to their or her own destiny. And, to 

cap the climax of their base ingratitude and fiendish barbarity, my grandmother, who was now very old, having outlived 

my old master and all his children, having seen the beginning and end of all of them, and her present owners finding she 

was of but little value, her frame already racked with the pains of old age, and complete helplessness fast stealing over her 

once active limbs, they took her to the woods, built her a little hut, put up a little mud-chimney, and then made her 

welcome to the privilege of supporting herself there in perfect loneliness; thus virtually turning her out to die! If my poor 

old grandmother now lives, she lives to suffer in utter loneliness; she lives to remember and mourn over the loss of 

children, the loss of grandchildren, and the loss of great-grandchildren. They are, in the language of the slave's poet, 

Whittier,-- 

 

                        "Gone, gone, sold and gone  

                        To the rice swamp dank and lone,  

                        Where the slave-whip ceaseless swings,  

                        Where the noisome insect stings,  

                        Where the fever-demon strews  

                        Poison with the failing dews,  

                        Where the sickly sunbeams glare  

                        Through the hot and misty air:--  

                        Gone, gone, sold and gone  

                        To the rice swamp dank and lone,  

                        From Virginia hills and waters--  

                        Woe is me, my stolen daughters!" 



6 
 

        The hearth is desolate. The children, the unconscious children, who once sang and danced in her presence, are gone. 

She gropes her way, in the darkness of age, for a drink of water. Instead of the voices of her children, she hears by day the 

moans of the dove, and by night the screams of the hideous owl. All is gloom. The grave is at the door. And now, when 

weighed down by the pains and aches of old age, when the head inclines to the feet, when the beginning and ending of 

human existence meet, and helpless infancy and painful old age combine together--at this time, this most needful time, the 

time for the exercise of that tenderness and affection which children only can exercise towards a declining parent-- my 

poor old grandmother, the devoted mother of twelve children, is left all alone, in yonder little hut, before a few dim 

embers. She stands--she sits--she staggers-- she falls--she groans--she dies--and there are none of her children or 

grandchildren present, to wipe from her wrinkled brow the cold sweat of death, or to place beneath the sod her fallen 

remains. Will not a righteous God visit for these things? 

        In about two years after the death of Mrs. Lucretia, Master Thomas married his second wife. Her name was Rowena 

Hamilton. She was the eldest daughter of Mr. William Hamilton. Master now lived in St. Michael's. Not long after his 

marriage, a misunderstanding took place between himself and Master Hugh; and as a means of punishing his brother, he 

took me from him to live with himself at St. Michael's. Here I underwent another most painful separation. It, however, 

was not so severe as the one I dreaded at the division of property; for, during this interval, a great change had taken place 

in Master Hugh and his once kind and affectionate wife. The influence of brandy upon him, and of slavery upon her, had 

effected a disastrous change in the characters of both; so that, as far as they were concerned, I thought I had little to lose 

by the change. But it was not to them that I was attached. It was to those little Baltimore boys that I felt the strongest 

attachment. I had received many good lessons from them, and was still receiving them, and the thought of leaving them 

was painful indeed. I was leaving, too, without the hope of ever being allowed to return. Master Thomas had said he 

would never let me return again. The barrier betwixt himself and brother he considered impassable. 

        I then had to regret that I did not at least make the attempt to carry out my resolution to run away; for the chances of 

success are tenfold greater from the city than from the country. 

        I sailed from Baltimore for St. Michael's in the sloop Amanda, Captain Edward Dodson. On my passage, I paid 

particular attention to the direction which the steamboats took to go to Philadelphia. I found, instead of going down, on 

reaching North Point they went up the bay, in a north-easterly direction. I deemed this knowledge of the utmost 

importance. My determination to run away was again revived. I resolved to wait only so long as the offering of a 

favorable opportunity. When that came, I was determined to be off. 

Chapter IX. 

… 

We slaves loved Mr. Cookman. We believed him to be a good man. We thought him instrumental in getting Mr. 

Samuel Harrison, a very rich slaveholder, to emancipate his slaves; and by some means got the impression that he was 

laboring to effect the emancipation of all the slaves. When he was at our house, we were sure to be called in to prayers. 

When the others were there, we were sometimes called in and sometimes not. Mr. Cookman took more notice of us than 

either of the other ministers. He could not come among us without betraying his sympathy for us, and, stupid as we were, 

we had the sagacity to see it. 

While I lived with my master in St. Michael’s, there was a white young man, a Mr. Wilson, who proposed to keep a 

Sabbath school for the instruction of such slaves as might be disposed to learn to read the New Testament. We met but 

three times, when Mr. West and Mr. Fairbanks, both class-leaders, with many others, came upon us with sticks and other 

missiles, drove us off, and forbade us to meet again. Thus ended our little Sabbath school in the pious town of St. 

Michael’s. 

I have said my master found religious sanction for his cruelty. As an example, I will state one of many facts going to 

prove the charge. I have seen him tie up a lame young woman, and whip her with a heavy cowskin upon her naked 

shoulders, causing the warm red blood to drip; and, in justification of the bloody deed, he would quote this passage of 

Scripture--”He that knoweth his master’s will, and doeth it not, shall be beaten with many stripes.” 

Master would keep this lacerated young, woman tied up in this horrid situation four or five hours at a time. I have 

known him to tie her up early in the morning, and whip her before breakfast; leave her, go to his store, return at dinner, 

and whip her again, cutting her in the places already made raw with his cruel lash. The secret of master’s cruelty toward 

“Henny” is found in the fact of her being almost helpless. When quite a child, she fell into the fire, and burned herself 
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horribly. Her hands were so burnt, that she never got the use of them. She could do very little but bear heavy burdens. She 

was to master a bill of expense; and as he was a mean man, she was a constant offence to him. 

He seemed desirous of getting the poor girl out of existence. He gave her away once to his sister; but, being a poor 

gift, she was not disposed to keep her. Finally, my benevolent master, to use his own words, “set her adrift to take care of 

herself.” Here was a recently-converted man, holding on upon the mother, and at the same time turning out her helpless 

child, to starve and die! Master Thomas was one of the many pious slaveholders who hold slaves for the very charitable 

purpose of taking care of them. 

 

Chapter X. 

Mr. Covey was at the house, about one hundred yards from the treading-yard where we were fanning. On hearing the fan 

stop, he left immediately, and came to the spot where we were. He hastily inquired what the matter was. Bill answered 

that I was sick, and there was no one to bring wheat to the fan. I had by this time crawled away under the side of the post 

and rail-fence by which the yard was enclosed, hoping to find relief by getting out of the sun. He then asked where I was. 

He was told by one of the hands. He came to the spot, and, after looking at me awhile, asked me what was the matter. 

I told him as well as I could, for I scarce had strength to speak. He then gave me a savage kick in the side, and told 

me to get up. I tried to do so, but fell back in the attempt. He gave me another kick, and again told me to rise. I again tried, 

and succeeded in gaining my feet; but, stooping to get the tub with which I was feeding the fan, I again staggered and fell. 

While down in this situation, Mr. Covey took up the hickory slat with which Hughes had been striking off the half-bushel 

measure, and with it gave me a heavy blow upon the head, making a large wound, and the blood ran freely; and with this 

again told me to get up. 

I made no effort to comply, having now made up my mind to let him do his worst. In a short time after receiving this 

blow, my head grew better. Mr. Covey had now left me to my fate. At this moment I resolved, for the first time, to go to 

my master, enter a complaint, and ask his protection. In order to this, I must that afternoon walk seven miles; and this, 

under the circumstances, was truly a severe undertaking. I was exceedingly feeble; made so as much by the kicks and 

blows which I received, as by the severe fit of sickness to which I had been subjected. I, however, watched my chance, 

while Covey was looking in an opposite direction, and started for St. Michael’s. 

I succeeded in getting a considerable distance on my way to the woods, when Covey discovered me, and called after 

me to come back, threatening what he would do if I did not come. I, disregarded both his calls and his threats, and made 

my way to the woods as fast as my feeble state would allow; and thinking I might be overhauled by him if I kept the road, 

I walked through the woods, keeping far enough from the road to avoid detection, and near enough to prevent losing my 

way. I had not gone far before my little strength again failed me. I could go no farther. I fell down, and lay for a 

considerable time. The blood was yet oozing from the wound on my head. 

For a time I thought I should bleed to death; and think now that I should have done so, but that the blood so matted 

my hair as to stop the wound. After lying there about three quarters of an hour, I nerved myself up again, and started on 

my way, through bogs and briers, barefooted and bareheaded, tearing my feet sometimes at nearly every step; and after a 

journey of about seven miles, occupying some five hours to perform it, I arrived at master’s store. I then presented an 

appearance enough to affect any but a heart of iron. From the crown of my head to my feet, I was covered with blood. 

My hair was all clotted with dust and blood; my shirt was stiff with blood. My legs and feet were torn in sundry 

places with briers and thorns, and were also covered with blood. I suppose I looked like a man who had escaped a den of 

wild beasts, and barely escaped them. In this state I appeared before my master, humbly entreating him to interpose his 

authority for my protection. I told him all the circumstances as well as I could, and it seemed, as I spoke, at times to affect 

him. 

He would then walk the floor, and seek to justify Covey by saying he expected I deserved it. He asked me what I 

wanted. I told him, to let me get a new home; that as sure as I lived with Mr. Covey again, I should live with but to die 

with him; that Covey would surely kill me; he was in a fair way for it. Master Thomas ridiculed the idea that there was 

any danger of Mr. Covey’s killing me, and said that he knew Mr. Covey; that he was a good man, and that he could not 

think of taking me from him; that, should he do so, he would lose the whole year’s wages; that I belonged to Mr. Covey 

for one year, and that I must go back to him, come what might; and that I must not trouble him with any more stories, or 

that he would himself get hold of me. 

After threatening me thus, he gave me a very large dose of salts, telling me that I might remain in St. Michael’s that 

night, (it being quite late,) but that I must be off back to Mr. Covey’s early in the morning; and that if I did not, he would 

get hold of me, which meant that he would whip me. I remained all night, and, according to his orders, I started off to 

Covey’s in the morning, (Saturday morning,) wearied in body and broken in spirit. I got no supper that night, or breakfast 

that morning. 
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I reached Covey’s about nine o’clock; and just as I was getting over the fence that divided Mrs. Kemp’s fields from 

ours, out ran Covey with his cowskin, to give me another whipping. Before he could reach me, I succeeded in getting to 

the cornfield; and as the corn was very high, it afforded me the means of hiding. He seemed very angry, and searched for 

me a long time. My behavior was altogether unaccountable. He finally gave up the chase, thinking, I suppose, that I must 

come home for something to eat; he would give himself no further trouble in looking for me. I spent that day mostly in the 

woods, having the alternative before me,--to go home and be whipped to death, or stay in the woods and be starved to 

death. 

That night, I fell in with Sandy Jenkins, a slave with whom I was somewhat acquainted. Sandy had a free wife who 

lived about four miles from Mr. Covey’s; and it being Saturday, he was on his way to see her. I told him my 

circumstances, and he very kindly invited me to go home with him. I went home with him, and talked this whole matter 

over, and got his advice as to what course it was best for me to pursue. I found Sandy an old adviser. 

He told me, with great solemnity, I must go back to Covey; but that before I went, I must go with him into another 

part of the woods, where there was a certain root, which, if I would take some of it with me, carrying it always on my 

right side, would render it impossible for Mr. Covey, or any other white man, to whip me. He said he had carried it for 

years; and since he had done so, he had never received a blow, and never expected to while he carried it. 

I at first rejected the idea, that the simple carrying of a root in my pocket would have any such effect as he had said, 

and was not disposed to take it; but Sandy impressed the necessity with much earnestness, telling me it could do no harm, 

if it did no good. To please him, I at length took the root, and, according to his direction, carried it upon my right side. 

This was Sunday morning. 

I immediately started for home; and upon entering the yard gate, out came Mr. Covey on his way to meeting. He 

spoke, to me very kindly, bade me drive the pigs from a lot near by, and passed on towards the church. Now, this singular 

conduct of Mr. Covey really made me begin to think that there was something in the root which Sandy, had given me; and 

had it been on any other day than Sunday, I could have attributed the conduct to no other cause than the influence of that 

root, and as it was, I was half inclined to think the root to be something more than I at first had taken it to be. 

All went well till Monday morning. On this morning, the virtue of the root was fully tested. Long before daylight I 

was called to go and rub, curry, and feed, the horses. I obeyed, and was glad to obey. But whilst thus engaged, whilst in 

the act of throwing down some blades from the loft, Mr. Covey entered the stable with a long rope; and just as I was half 

out of the loft, he caught hold of my legs, and was about tying me. As soon as I found what he was up to, I gave a sudden 

spring, and as I did so, he holding to my legs, I was brought sprawling on the stable floor. Mr. Covey seemed now to think 

he had me, and could do what he pleased; but at this moment--from whence came the spirit I don’t know--I resolved to 

fight; and, suiting my action to the resolution, I seized Covey hard by the throat; and, as I did so, I rose. 

He held onto me, and I to him. My resistance was so entirely unexpected, that Covey seemed taken all aback. He 

trembled like a leaf. This gave me assurance, and I held him uneasy, causing the blood to run where I touched him with 

the ends of my fingers. Mr. Covey soon called out to Hughes for help. Hughes came, and, while Covey held me, 

attempted to tie my right hand. While he was in the act of doing so, I watched my chance, and gave him a heavy kick 

close under the ribs. This kick fairly sickened Hughes, so that he left me in the hands of Mr. Covey. This kick had the 

effect of not only weakening Hughes, but Covey also. 

When he saw Hughes bending over with pain, his courage quailed. He asked me if I meant to persist in my 

resistance. I told him I did, come what might; that he had used me like a brute for six months, and that I was determined to 

be used so no longer. With that, he strove to drag me to a stick that was lying just out of the stable door. He meant to 

knock me down. But just as he was leaning over to get the stick, I seized him with both hands by his collar, and brought 

him by a sudden snatch to the ground. By this time, Bill came. Covey called upon him for assistance. Bill wanted to know 

what he could do. 

Covey said, “Take hold of him, take hold of him!” Bill said his master hired him out to work, and not to help to whip 

me; so he left Covey and myself to fight our own battle out. We were at it for nearly two hours. Covey at length let me go, 

puffing and blowing at a great rate, saying that if I had not resisted, he would not have whipped me half so much. The 

truth was, that he had not whipped me at all. 

I considered him as getting entirely the worst end of the bargain; for he had drawn no blood from me, but I had from 

him. The whole six months afterwards, that I spent with Mr. Covey, he never laid the weight of his finger upon me in 

anger. He would occasionally say, he didn’t want to get hold of me again. “No,” thought I, “you need not; for you will 

come off worse than you did before.” 

This battle with Mr. Covey was the turning-point in my career as a slave. It rekindled the few expiring embers of 

freedom, and revived within me a sense of my own manhood. It recalled the departed self-confidence, and inspired me 

again with a determination to be free. The gratification afforded by the triumph was a full compensation for whatever else 
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might follow, even death itself. He only can understand the deep satisfaction which I experienced, who has himself 

repelled by force the bloody arm of slavery. I felt as I never felt before. It was a glorious resurrection, from the tomb of 

slavery, to the heaven of freedom. My long-crushed spirit rose, cowardice departed, bold defiance took its place; and I 

now resolved that, however long I might remain a slave in form, the day had passed forever when I could be a slave in 

fact. I did not hesitate to let it be known of me, that the white man who expected to succeed in whipping, must also 

succeed in killing me. 

From this time I was never again what might be called fairly whipped, though I remained a slave four years 

afterwards. I had several fights, but was never whipped. 

It was for a long time a matter of surprise to me why Mr. Covey did not immediately have me taken by the constable 

to the whipping-post, and there regularly whipped for the crime of raising my hand against a white man in defence of 

myself. And the only explanation I can now think of does not entirely satisfy me; but such as it is, I will give it. Mr. 

Covey enjoyed the most unbounded reputation for being a first-rate overseer and negro-breaker. It was of considerable 

importance to him. That reputation was at stake; and had he sent me--a boy about sixteen years old--to the public 

whipping-post, his reputation would have been lost; so, to save his reputation, he suffered me to go unpunished. 

 
Mr. Freeland was himself the owner of but two slaves. Their names were Henry Harris and John Harris. The rest of his 

hands he hired. These consisted of myself, Sandy Jenkins, and Handy Caldwell. Henry and John were quite intelligent, 

and in a very little while after I went there, I succeeded in creating in them a strong desire to learn how to read. This desire 

soon sprang up in the others also. They very soon mustered up some old spelling-books, and nothing would do but that I 

must keep a Sabbath school. I agreed to do so, and accordingly devoted my Sundays to teaching these my loved fellow-

slaves how to read. 

Neither of them knew his letters when I went there. Some of the slaves of the neighboring farms found what was 

going on, and also availed themselves of this little opportunity to learn to read. It was understood, among all who came, 

that there must be as little display about it as possible. It was necessary to keep our religious masters at St. Michael’s 

unacquainted with the fact, that, instead of spending the Sabbath in wrestling, boxing, and drinking whisky, we were 

trying to learn how to read the will of God; for they had much rather see us engaged in those degrading sports, than to see 

us behaving like intellectual, moral, and accountable beings. 

My blood boils as I think of the bloody manner in which Messrs. Wright Fairbanks and Garrison West, both class-

leaders, in connection with many others, rushed in upon us with sticks and stones, and broke up our virtuous little Sabbath 

school, at St. Michael’s — all calling themselves Christians! humble followers of the Lord Jesus Christ! But I am again 

digressing. 

I held my Sabbath school at the house of a free colored man, whose name I deem it imprudent to mention; for should 

it be known, it might embarrass him greatly, though the crime of holding the school was committed ten years ago. I had at 

one time over forty scholars, and those of the right sort, ardently desiring to learn. They were of all ages, though mostly 

men and women. I look back to those Sundays with an amount of pleasure not to be expressed. They were great days to 

my soul. The work of instructing my dear fellow-slaves was the sweetest engagement with which I was ever blessed. We 

loved each other, and to leave them at the close of the Sabbath was a severe cross indeed. 

When I think that these precious souls are to-day shut up in the prison-house of slavery, my feelings overcome me, 

and I am almost ready to ask, “Does a righteous God govern the universe? and for what does he hold the thunders in his 

right hand, if not to smite the oppressor, and deliver the spoiled out of the hand of the spoiler?” These dear souls came not 

to Sabbath school because it was popular to do so, nor did I teach them because it was reputable to be thus engaged. Every 

moment they spent in that school, they were liable to be taken up, and given thirty-nine lashes. They came because they 

wished to learn. Their minds had been starved by their cruel masters. They had been shut up in mental darkness. 

I taught them, because it was the delight of my soul to be doing something that looked like bettering the condition of 

my race. I kept up my school nearly the whole year I lived with Mr. Freeland; and, beside my Sabbath school, I devoted 

three evenings in the week, during the winter, to teaching the slaves at home. And I have the happiness to know, that 

several of those who came to Sabbath school learned how to read; and that one, at least, is now free through my agency. 

 

 

Chapter XI. 

Things went on without very smoothly indeed, but within there was trouble. It is impossible for me to describe my 

feelings as the time of my contemplated start drew near. I had a number of warm-hearted friends in Baltimore, — friends 

that I loved almost as I did my life, — and the thought of being separated from them forever was painful beyond 
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expression. It is my opinion that thousands would escape from slavery, who now remain, but for the strong cords of 

affection that bind them to their friends. 

The thought of leaving my friends was decidedly the most painful thought with which I had to contend. The love of 

them was my tender point, and shook my decision more than all things else. Besides the pain of separation, the dread and 

apprehension of a failure exceeded what I had experienced at my first attempt. The appalling defeat I then sustained 

returned to torment me. I felt assured that, if I failed in this attempt, my case would be a hopeless one — it would seat my 

fate as a slave forever. 

I could not hope to get off with any thing less than the severest punishment, and being placed beyond the means of 

escape. It required no very vivid imagination to depict the most frightful scenes through which I should have to pass, in 

case I failed. The wretchedness of slavery, and the blessedness of freedom, were perpetually before me. It was life and 

death with me. But I remained firm, and, according to my resolution, on the third day of September, 1838, I left my 

chains, and succeeded in reaching New York without the slightest interruption of any kind. How I did so, — what means I 

adopted, — what direction I travelled, and by what mode of conveyance, — I must leave unexplained, for the reasons 

before mentioned. 

I have been frequently asked how I felt when I found myself in a free State. I have never been able to answer the 

question with any satisfaction to myself. It was a moment of the highest excitement I ever experienced. I suppose I felt as 

one may imagine the unarmed mariner to feel when he is rescued by a friendly man-of-war from the pursuit of a pirate. In 

writing to a dear friend, immediately after my arrival at New York, I said I felt like one who had escaped a den of hungry 

lions. 

This state of mind, however, very soon subsided; and I was again seized with a feeling of great insecurity and 

loneliness. I was yet liable to be taken back, and subjected to all the tortures of slavery. This in itself was enough to damp 

the ardor of my enthusiasm. But the loneliness overcame me. There I was in the midst of thousands, and yet a perfect 

stranger; without home and without friends, in the midst of thousands of my own brethren — children of a common 

Father, and yet I dared not to unfold to any one of them my sad condition. I was afraid to speak to any one for fear of 

speaking to the wrong one, and thereby falling into the hands of money-loving kidnappers, whose business it was to lie in 

wait for the panting fugitive, as the ferocious beasts of the forest lie in wait for their prey. 

The motto which I adopted when I started from slavery was this — “Trust no man!” I saw in every white man an 

enemy, and in almost every colored man cause for distrust. It was a most painful situation; and, to understand it, one must 

needs experience it, or imagine himself in similar circumstances. 

Let him be a fugitive slave in a strange land — a land given up to be the hunting-ground for slaveholders — whose 

inhabitants are legalized kidnappers — where he is every moment subjected to the terrible liability of being seized upon 

by his fellowmen, as the hideous crocodile seizes upon his prey! — say, let him place himself in my situation — without 

home or friends — without money or credit — wanting shelter, and no one to give it — wanting bread, and no money to 

buy it, — and at the same time let him feel that he is pursued by merciless men-hunters, and in total darkness as to what to 

do, where to go, or where to stay, — perfectly helpless both as to the means of defence and means of escape, — in the 

midst of plenty, yet suffering the terrible gnawings of hunger, — in the midst of houses, yet having no home, — among 

fellow-men, yet feeling as if in the midst of wild beasts, whose greediness to swallow up the trembling and half-famished 

fugitive is only equalled by that with which the monsters of the deep swallow up the helpless fish upon which they 

subsist, — I say, let him be placed in this most trying situation, — the situation in which I was placed, — then, and not till 

then, will he fully appreciate the hardships of, and know how to sympathize with, the toil-worn and whip-scarred fugitive 

slave. 

Thank Heaven, I remained but a short time in this distressed situation. I was relieved from it by the humane hand of 

Mr. DAVID RUGGLES, whose vigilance, kindness, and perseverance, I shall never forget. I am glad of an opportunity to 

express, as far as words can, the love and gratitude I bear him. Mr. Ruggles is now afflicted with blindness, and is himself 

in need of the same kind offices which he was once so forward in the performance of toward others. I had been in New 

York but a few days, when Mr. Ruggles sought me out, and very kindly took me to his boarding-house at the corner of 

Church and Lespenard Streets. Mr. Ruggles was then very deeply engaged in the memorable Darg case, as well as 

attending to a number of other fugitive slaves, devising ways and means for their successful escape; and, though watched 

and hemmed in on almost every side, he seemed to be more than a match for his enemies. 

 
In about four months after I went to New Bedford, there came a young man to me, and inquired if I did not wish to take 

the “Liberator.” I told him I did; but, just having made my escape from slavery, I remarked that I was unable to pay for it 

then. I, however, finally became a subscriber to it. The paper came, and I read it from week to week with such feelings as 

it would be quite idle for me to attempt to describe. The paper became my meat and my drink. My soul was set all on fire. 
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Its sympathy for my brethren in bonds — its scathing denunciations of slaveholders — its faithful exposures of slavery — 

and its powerful attacks upon the upholders of the institution — sent a thrill of joy through my soul, such as I had never 

felt before! 

I had not long been a reader of the “Liberator,” before I got a pretty correct idea of the principles, measures and 

spirit of the anti-slavery reform. I took right hold of the cause. I could do but little; but what I could, I did with a joyful 

heart, and never felt happier than when in an anti-slavery meeting. I seldom had much to say at the meetings, because 

what I wanted to say was said so much better by others. 

But, while attending an anti-slavery convention at Nantucket, on the 11th of August, 1841, I felt strongly moved to 

speak, and was at the same time much urged to do so by Mr. William C. Coffin, a gentleman who had heard me speak in 

the colored people’s meeting at New Bedford. It was a severe cross, and I took it up reluctantly. The truth was, I felt 

myself a slave, and the idea of speaking to white people weighed me down. I spoke but a few moments, when I felt a 

degree of freedom, and said what I desired with considerable ease. From that time until now, I have been engaged in 

pleading the cause of my brethren — with what success, and with what devotion, I leave those acquainted with my labors 

to decide. 
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Excerpts from Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl 
by Harriet Jacobs (1861) 

I. CHILDHOOD 
I was born a slave; but I never knew it till six years of happy childhood had passed away. My father was a 

carpenter, and considered so intelligent and skilful in his trade, that, when buildings out of the common line were 
to be erected, he was sent for from long distances, to be head workman. On condition of paying his mistress two 
hundred dollars a year, and supporting himself, he was allowed to work at his trade, and manage his own affairs. 
His strongest wish was to purchase his children; but, though he several times offered his hard earnings for that 
purpose, he never succeeded. 

In complexion my parents were a light shade of brownish yellow, and were termed mulattoes. They lived 
together in a comfortable home; and, though we were all slaves, I was so fondly shielded that I never dreamed I 
was a piece of merchandise, trusted to them for safe keeping, and liable to be demanded of them at any moment. I 
had one brother, William, who was two years younger than myself — a bright, affectionate child. 

I had also a great treasure in my maternal grandmother, who was a remarkable woman in many respects. She 
was the daughter of a planter in South Carolina, who, at his death, left her mother and his three children free, with 
money to go to St. Augustine, where they had relatives. It was during the Revolutionary War; and they were 
captured on their passage, carried back, and sold to different purchasers. Such was the story my grandmother used 
to tell me; but I do not remember all the particulars. She was a little girl when she was captured and sold to the 
keeper of a large hotel. 

I have often heard her tell how hard she fared during childhood. But as she grew older she evinced so much 
intelligence, and was so faithful, that her master and mistress could not help seeing it was for their interest to take 
care of such a valuable piece of property. She became an indispensable personage in the household, officiating in all 
capacities, from cook and wet nurse to seamstress. She was much praised for her cooking; and her nice crackers 
became so famous in the neighborhood that many people were desirous of obtaining them. 

In consequence of numerous requests of this kind, she asked permission of her mistress to bake crackers at 
night, after all the household work was done; and she obtained leave to do it, provided she would clothe herself 
and her children from the profits. Upon these terms, after working hard all day for her mistress, she began her 
midnight bakings, assisted by her two oldest children. The business proved profitable; and each year she laid by a 
little, which was saved for a fund to purchase her children. Her master died, and the property was divided among 
his heirs. 

The widow had her dower in the hotel, which she continued to keep open. My grandmother remained in her 
service as a slave; but her children were divided among her master’s children. As she had five, Benjamin, the 
youngest one, was sold, in order that each heir might have an equal portion of dollars and cents. There was so little 
difference in our ages that he seemed more like my brother than my uncle. He was a bright, handsome lad, nearly 
white; for he inherited the complexion my grandmother had derived from Anglo-Saxon ancestors. Though only ten 
years old, seven hundred and twenty dollars were paid for him. His sale was a terrible blow to my grandmother; 
but she was naturally hopeful, and she went to work with renewed energy, trusting in time to be able to purchase 
some of her children. She had laid up three hundred dollars, which her mistress one day begged as a loan, 
promising to pay her soon. The reader probably knows that no promise or writing given to a slave is legally 
binding; for, according to Southern laws, a slave, being property, can hold no property. When my grandmother lent 
her hard earnings to her mistress, she trusted solely to her honor. The honor of a slaveholder to a slave! 

To this good grandmother I was indebted for many comforts. My brother Willie and I often received portions 
of the crackers, cakes, and preserves, she made to sell; and after we ceased to be children we were indebted to her 
for many more important services. 

Such were the unusually fortunate circumstances of my early childhood. When I was six years old, my mother 
died; and then, for the first time, I learned, by the talk around me, that I was a slave. My mother’s mistress was the 
daughter of my grandmother’s mistress. She was the foster sister of my mother; they were both nourished at my 
grandmother’s breast. In fact, my mother had been weaned at three months old, that the babe of the mistress might 
obtain sufficient food. They played together as children; and, when they became women, my mother was a most 
faithful servant to her whiter foster sister. On her death-bed her mistress promised that her children should never 
suffer for any thing; and during her lifetime she kept her word. 

They all spoke kindly of my dead mother, who had been a slave merely in name, but in nature was noble and 
womanly. I grieved for her, and my young mind was troubled with the thought who would now take care of me and 
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my little brother. I was told that my home was now to be with her mistress; and I found it a happy one. No toilsome 
or disagreeable duties were imposed upon me. My mistress was so kind to me that I was always glad to do her 
bidding, and proud to labor for her as much as my young years would permit. I would sit by her side for hours, 
sewing diligently, with a heart as free from care as that of any free-born white child. When she thought I was tired, 
she would send me out to run and jump; and away I bounded, to gather berries or flowers to decorate her room. 
Those were happy days — too happy to last. The slave child had no thought for the morrow; but there came that 
blight, which too surely waits on every human being born to be a chattel. 

When I was nearly twelve years old, my kind mistress sickened and died. As I saw the cheek grow paler, and 
the eye more glassy, how earnestly I prayed in my heart that she might live! I loved her; for she had been almost 
like a mother to me. My prayers were not answered. She died, and they buried her in the little churchyard, where, 
day after day, my tears fell upon her grave. 

I was sent to spend a week with my grandmother. I was now old enough to begin to think of the future; and 
again and again I asked myself what they would do with me. I felt sure I should never find another mistress so kind 
as the one who was gone. She had promised my dying mother that her children should never suffer for any thing; 
and when I remembered that, and recalled her many proofs of attachment to me, I could not help having some 
hopes that she had left me free. My friends were almost certain it would be so. They thought she would be sure to 
do it, on account of my mother’s love and faithful service. But, alas! we all know that the memory of a faithful slave 
does not avail much to save her children from the auction block. 

After a brief period of suspense, the will of my mistress was read, and we learned that she had bequeathed me 
to her sister’s daughter, a child of five years old. So vanished our hopes. My mistress had taught me the precepts of 
God’s Word: “Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.” “Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye 
even so unto them.” But I was her slave, and I suppose she did not recognize me as her neighbor. I would give much 
to blot out from my memory that one great wrong. As a child, I loved my mistress; and, looking back on the happy 
days I spent with her, I try to think with less bitterness of this act of injustice. While I was with her, she taught me 
to read and spell; and for this privilege, which so rarely falls to the lot of a slave, I bless her memory. 

She possessed but few slaves; and at her death those were all distributed among her relatives. Five of them 
were my grandmother’s children, and had shared the same milk that nourished her mother’s children. 
Notwithstanding my grandmother’s long and faithful service to her owners, not one of her children escaped the 
auction block. These God-breathing machines are no more, in the sight of their masters, than the cotton they plant, 
or the horses they tend. 
 
V. THE TRIALS OF GIRLHOOD 

I once saw two beautiful children playing together. One was a fair white child; the other was her slave, and 
also her sister. When I saw them embracing each other, and heard their joyous laughter, I turned sadly away from 
the lovely sight. I foresaw the inevitable blight that would fall on the little slave’s heart. I knew how soon her 
laughter would be changed to sighs. The fair child grew up to be a still fairer woman. From childhood to 
womanhood her pathway was blooming with flowers, and overarched by a sunny sky. Scarcely one day of her life 
had been clouded when the sun rose on her happy bridal morning. 

How had those years dealt with her slave sister, the little playmate of her childhood? She, also, was very 
beautiful; but the flowers and sunshine of love were not for her. She drank the cup of sin, and shame, and misery, 
whereof her persecuted race are compelled to drink. 

In view of these things, why are ye silent, ye free men and women of the north? Why do your tongues falter in 
maintenance of the right? Would that I had more ability! But my heart is so full, and my pen is so weak! There are 
noble men and women who plead for us, striving to help those who cannot help themselves. God bless them! God 
give them strength and courage to go on! God bless those, every where, who are laboring to advance the cause of 
humanity! 
 
VI. THE JEALOUS MISTRESS. 
        I WOULD ten thousand times rather that my children should be the half-starved paupers of Ireland than to be 
the most pampered among the slaves of America. I would rather drudge out my life on a cotton plantation, till the 
grave opened to give me rest, than to live with an unprincipled master and a jealous mistress. The felon's home in a 
penitentiary is preferable. He may repent, and turn from the error of his ways, and so find peace; but it is not so 
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with a favorite slave. She is not allowed to have any pride of character. It is deemed a crime in her to wish to be 
virtuous. 
        Mrs. Flint possessed the key to her husband's character before I was born. She might have used this knowledge 
to counsel and to screen the young and the innocent among her slaves; but for them she had no sympathy. They 
were the objects of her constant suspicion and malevolence. She watched her husband with unceasing vigilance; 
but he was well practiced in means to evade it. What he could not find opportunity to say in words he manifested 
in signs. He invented more than were ever thought of in a deaf and dumb asylum. I let them pass, as if I did not 
understand what he meant; and many were the curses and threats bestowed on me for my stupidity. One day he 
caught me teaching myself to write. He frowned, as if he was not well pleased, but I suppose he came to the 
conclusion that such an accomplishment might help to advance his favorite scheme. Before long, notes were often 
slipped into my hand. I would return them, saying, "I can't read them, sir." "Can't you?" he replied; "then I must 
read them to you." He always finished the reading by asking, "Do you understand?" Sometimes he would complain 
of the heat of the tea room, and order his supper to be placed on a small table in the piazza. He would seat himself 
there with a well-satisfied smile, and tell me to stand by and brush away the flies. He would eat very slowly, 
pausing between the mouthfuls. These intervals were employed in describing the happiness I was so foolishly 
throwing away, and in threatening me with the penalty that finally awaited my stubborn disobedience. He boasted 
much of the forbearance he had exercised towards me, and reminded me that there was a limit to his patience. 
When I succeeded in avoiding opportunities for him to talk to me at home, I was ordered to come to his office, to do 
some errand. When there, I was obliged to stand and listen to such language as he saw fit to address to me. 
Sometimes I so openly expressed my contempt for him that he would become violently enraged, and I wondered 
why he did not strike me. Circumstanced as he was, he probably thought it was better policy to be forbearing. But 
the state of things grew worse and worse daily. In desperation I told him that I must and would apply to my 
grandmother for protection. He threatened me with death, and worse than death, if I made any complaint to her. 
Strange to say, I did not despair. I was naturally of a buoyant disposition, and always I had hope of somehow 
getting out of his clutches. Like many a poor, simple slave before me, I trusted that some threads of joy would yet 
be woven into my dark destiny. 
        I had entered my sixteenth year, and every day it became more apparent that my presence was intolerable to 
Mrs. Flint. Angry words frequently passed between her and her husband. He had never punished me himself, and 
he would not allow any body else to punish me. In that respect, she was never satisfied; but, in her angry moods, no 
terms were too vile for her to bestow upon me. Yet I, whom she detested so bitterly, had far more pity for her than 
he had, whose duty it was to make her life happy. I never wronged her, or wished to wrong her; and one word of 
kindness from her would have brought me to her feet. 
        After repeated quarrels between the doctor and his wife, he announced his intention to take his youngest 
daughter, then four years old, to sleep in his apartment. It was necessary that a servant should sleep in the same 
room, to be on hand if the child stirred. I was selected for that office, and informed for what purpose that 
arrangement had been made. By managing to keep within sight of people, as much as possible during the day time, 
I had hitherto succeeded in eluding my master, though a razor was often held to my throat to force me to change 
this line of policy. At night I slept by the side of my great aunt, where I felt safe. He was too prudent to come into 
her room. She was an old woman, and had been in the family many years. Moreover, as a married man, and a 
professional man, he deemed it necessary to save appearances in some degree. But he resolved to remove the 
obstacle in the way of his scheme; and he thought he had planned it so that he should evade suspicion. He was well 
aware how much I prized my refuge by the side of my old aunt, and he determined to dispossess me of it. The first 
night the doctor had the little child in his room alone. The next morning, I was ordered to take my station as nurse 
the following night. A kind Providence interposed in my favor. During the day Mrs. Flint heard of this new 
arrangement, and a storm followed. I rejoiced to hear it rage. 
        After a while my mistress sent for me to come to her room. Her first question was, "Did you know you were to 
sleep in the doctor's room?" 
        "Yes, ma'am." 
        "Who told you?" 
        "My master." 
        "Will you answer truly all the questions I ask?" 
        "Yes, ma'am." 
        "Tell me, then, as you hope to be forgiven, are you innocent of what I have accused you?" 
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        "I am." 
        She handed me a Bible, and said, "Lay your hand on your heart, kiss this holy book, and swear before God that 
you tell me the truth." 
        I took the oath she required, and I did it with a clear conscience. 
        "You have taken God's holy word to testify your innocence," said she. "If you have deceived me, beware! Now 
take this stool, sit down, look me directly in the face, and tell me all that has passed between your master and you." 
        I did as she ordered. As I went on with my account her color changed frequently, she wept, and sometimes 
groaned. She spoke in tones so sad, that I was touched by her grief. The tears came to my eyes; but I was soon 
convinced that her emotions arose from anger and wounded pride. She felt that her marriage vows were 
desecrated, her dignity insulted, but she had no compassion for the poor victim of her husband's perfidy. She pitied 
herself as a martyr; but she was incapable of feeling for the condition of shame and misery in which her 
unfortunate, helpless slave was placed. 
        Yet perhaps she had some touch of feeling for me; for when the conference was ended, she spoke kindly, and 
promised to protect me. I should have been much comforted by this assurance if I could have had confidence in it; 
but my experiences in slavery had filled me with distrust. She was not a very refined woman, and had not much 
control over her passions. I was an object of her jealousy, and, consequently, of her hatred; and I knew I could not 
expect kindness or confidence from her under the circumstances in which I was placed. I could not blame her. 
Slave-holders' wives feel as other women would under similar circumstances. The fire of her temper kindled from 
small sparks, and now the flame became so intense that the doctor was obliged to give up his intended 
arrangement. 
        I knew I had ignited the torch, and I expected to suffer for it afterwards; but I felt too thankful to my mistress 
for the timely aid she rendered me to care much about that. She now took me to sleep in a room adjoining her own. 
There I was an object of her especial care, though not of her especial comfort, for she spent many a sleepless night 
to watch over me. Sometimes I woke up, and found her bending over me. At other times she whispered in my ear, 
as though it was her husband who was speaking to me, and listened to hear what I would answer. If she startled 
me, on such occasions, she would glide stealthily away; and the next morning she would tell me I had been talking 
in my sleep, and ask who I was talking to. At last, I began to be fearful for my life. It had been often threatened; and 
you can imagine, better than I can describe, what an unpleasant sensation it must produce to wake up in the dead 
of night and find a jealous woman bending over you. Terrible as this experience was, I had fears that it would give 
place to one more terrible. 
        My mistress grew weary of her vigils; they did not prove satisfactory. She changed her tactics. She now tried 
the trick of accusing my master of crime, in my presence, and gave my name as the author of the accusation. To my 
utter astonishment, he replied, "I don't believe it; but if she did acknowledge it, you tortured her into exposing me." 
Tortured into exposing him! Truly, Satan had no difficulty in distinguishing the color of his soul! I understood his 
object in making this false representation. It was to show me that I gained nothing by seeking the protection of my 
mistress; that the power was still all in his own hands. I pitied Mrs. Flint. She was a second wife, many years the 
junior of her husband; and the hoary-headed miscreant was enough to try the patience of a wiser and better 
woman. She was completely foiled, and knew not how to proceed. She would gladly have had me flogged for my 
supposed false oath; but, as I have already stated, the doctor never allowed any one to whip me. The old sinner was 
politic. The application of the lash might have led to remarks that would have exposed him in the eyes of his 
children and grandchildren. How often did I rejoice that I lived in a town where all the inhabitants knew each 
other! If I had been on a remote plantation, or lost among the multitude of a crowded city, I should not be a living 
woman at this day. 
        The secrets of slavery are concealed like those of the Inquisition. My master was, to my knowledge, the father 
of eleven slaves. But did the mothers dare to tell who was the father of their children? Did the other slaves dare to 
allude to it, except in whispers among themselves? No, indeed! They knew too well the terrible consequences. 
        My grandmother could not avoid seeing things which excited her suspicions. She was uneasy about me, and 
tried various ways to buy me; but the never-changing answer was always repeated: "Linda does not belong to me. 
She is my daughter's property, and I have no legal right to sell her." The conscientious man! He was too scrupulous 
to sell me; but he had no scruples whatever about committing a much greater wrong against the helpless young girl 
placed under his guardianship, as his daughter's property. Sometimes my persecutor would ask me whether I 
would like to be sold. I told him I would rather be sold to any body than to lead such a life as I did. On such 
occasions he would assume the air of a very injured individual, and reproach me for my ingratitude. "Did I not take 
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you into the house, and make you the companion of my own children?" he would say. "Have I ever treated you like 
a negro? I have never allowed you to be punished, not even to please your mistress. And this is the recompense I 
get, you ungrateful girl!" I answered that he had reasons of his own for screening me from punishment, and that 
the course he pursued made my mistress hate me and persecute me. If I wept, he would say, "Poor child! Don't cry! 
don't cry! I will make peace for you with your mistress. Only let me arrange matters in my own way. Poor, foolish 
girl! you don't know what is for your own good. I would cherish you. I would make a lady of you. Now go, and think 
of all I have promised you." 
        I did think of it. 
        Reader, I draw no imaginary pictures of southern homes. I am telling you the plain truth. Yet when victims 
make their escape from this wild beast of Slavery, northerners consent to act the part of bloodhounds, and hunt the 
poor fugitive back into his den, "full of dead men's bones, and all uncleanness." Nay, more, they are not only willing, 
but proud, to give their daughters in marriage to slaveholders. The poor girls have romantic notions of a sunny 
clime, and of the flowering vines that all the year round shade a happy home. To what disappointments are they 
destined! The young wife soon learns that the husband in whose hands she has placed her happiness pays no 
regard to his marriage vows. Children of every shade of complexion play with her own fair babies, and too well she 
knows that they are born unto him of his own household. Jealousy and hatred enter the flowery home, and it is 
ravaged of its loveliness. 
        Southern women often marry a man knowing that he is the father of many little slaves. They do not trouble 
themselves about it. They regard such children as property, as marketable as the pigs on the plantation; and it is 
seldom that they do not make them aware of this by passing them into the slave-trader's hands as soon as possible, 
and thus getting them out of their sight. I am glad to say there are some honorable exceptions. 
        I have myself known two southern wives who exhorted their husbands to free those slaves towards whom 
they stood in a "parental relation;" and their request was granted. These husbands blushed before the superior 
nobleness of their wives' natures. Though they had only counselled them to do that which it was their duty to do, it 
commanded their respect, and rendered their conduct more exemplary. Concealment was at an end, and 
confidence took the place of distrust. 
        Though this bad institution deadens the moral sense, even in white women, to a fearful extent, it is not 
altogether extinct. I have heard southern ladies say of Mr. Such a one, "He not only thinks it no disgrace to be the 
father of those little niggers, but he is not ashamed to call himself their master. I declare, such things ought not to 
be tolerated in any decent society!" 
VII. THE LOVER. 
        WHY does the slave ever love? Why allow the tendrils of the heart to twine around objects which may at any 
moment be wrenched away by the hand of violence? When separations come by the hand of death, the pious soul 
can bow in resignation, and say, "Not my will, but thine be done, O Lord!" But when the ruthless hand of man 
strikes the blow, regardless of the misery he causes, it is hard to be submissive. I did not reason thus when I was a 
young girl. Youth will be youth. I loved, and I indulged the hope that the dark clouds around me would turn out a 
bright lining. I forgot that in the land of my birth the shadows are too dense for light to penetrate. A land 
                        "Where laughter is not mirth; nor thought the mind;  
                        Nor words a language; nor e'en men mankind.  
                        Where cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows,  
                        And each is tortured in his separate hell." 
        There was in the neighborhood a young colored carpenter; a free born man. We had been well acquainted in 
childhood, and frequently met together afterwards. We became mutually attached, and he proposed to marry me. I 
loved him with all the ardor of a young girl's first love. But when I reflected that I was a slave, and that the laws 
gave no sanction to the marriage of such, my heart sank within me. My lover wanted to buy me; but I knew that Dr. 
Flint was too wilful and arbitrary a man to consent to that arrangement. From him, I was sure of experiencing all 
sorts of opposition, and I had nothing to hope from my mistress. She would have been delighted to have got rid of 
me, but not in that way. It would have relieved her mind of a burden if she could have seen me sold to some distant 
state, but if I was married near home I should be just as much in her husband's power as I had previously been,—
for the husband of a slave has no power to protect her. Moreover, my mistress, like many others, seemed to think 
that slaves had no right to any family ties of their own; that they were created merely to wait upon the family of the 
mistress. I once heard her abuse a young slave girl, who told her that a colored man wanted to make her his wife. "I 
will have you peeled and pickled, my lady," said she, "if I ever hear you mention that subject again. Do you suppose 
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that I will have you tending my children with the children of that nigger?" The girl to whom she said this had a 
mulatto child, of course not acknowledged by its father. The poor black man who loved her would have been proud 
to acknowledge his helpless offspring. 
        Many and anxious were the thoughts I revolved in my mind. I was at a loss what to do. Above all things, I was 
desirous to spare my lover the insults that had cut so deeply into my own soul. I talked with my grandmother about 
it, and partly told her my fears. I did not dare to tell her the worst. She had long suspected all was not right, and if I 
confirmed her suspicions I knew a storm would rise that would prove the overthrow of all my hopes. 
        This love-dream had been my support through many trials; and I could not bear to run the risk of having it 
suddenly dissipated. There was a lady in the neighborhood, a particular friend of Dr. Flint's, who often visited the 
house. I had a great respect for her, and she had always manifested a friendly interest in me. Grandmother thought 
she would have great influence with the doctor. I went to this lady, and told her my story. I told her I was aware 
that my lover's being a free-born man would prove a great objection; but he wanted to buy me; and if Dr. Flint 
would consent to that arrangement, I felt sure he would be willing to pay any reasonable price. She knew that Mrs. 
Flint disliked me; therefore, I ventured to suggest that perhaps my mistress would approve of my being sold, as 
that would rid her of me. The lady listened, with kindly sympathy, and promised to do her utmost to promote my 
wishes. She had an interview with the doctor, and I believe she pleaded my cause earnestly; but it was all to no 
purpose. 
        How I dreaded my master now! Every minute I expected to be summoned to his presence; but the day passed, 
and I heard nothing from him. The next morning, a message was brought to me: "Master wants you in his study." I 
found the door ajar, and I stood a moment gazing at the hateful man who claimed a right to rule me, body and soul. 
I entered, and tried to appear calm. I did not want him to know how my heart was bleeding. He looked fixedly at 
me, with an expression which seemed to say, "I have half a mind to kill you on the spot." At last he broke the 
silence, and that was a relief to both of us. 
        "So you want to be married, do you?" said he, "and to a free nigger." 
        "Yes, sir." 
        "Well, I'll soon convince you whether I am your master, or the nigger fellow you honor so highly. If 
you must have a husband, you may take up with one of my slaves." 
        What a situation I should be in, as the wife of one of his slaves, even if my heart had been interested! 
        I replied, "Don't you suppose, sir, that a slave can have some preference about marrying? Do you suppose that 
all men are alike to her?" 
        "Do you love this nigger?" said he, abruptly. 
        "Yes, sir." 
        "How dare you tell me so!" he exclaimed, in great wrath. After a slight pause, he added, "I supposed you 
thought more of yourself; that you felt above the insults of such puppies." 
        "I replied, "If he is a puppy I am a puppy, for we are both of the negro race. It is right and honorable for us to 
love each other. The man you call a puppy never insulted me, sir; and he would not love me if he did not believe me 
to be a virtuous woman." 
        He sprang upon me like a tiger, and gave me a stunning blow. It was the first time he had ever struck me; and 
fear did not enable me to control my anger. When I had recovered a little from the effects, I exclaimed, "You have 
struck me for answering you honestly. How I despise you!" 
        There was silence for some minutes. Perhaps he was deciding what should be my punishment; or, perhaps, he 
wanted to give me time to reflect on what I had said, and to whom I had said it. Finally, he asked, "Do you know 
what you have said?" 
        "Yes, sir; but your treatment drove me to it." 
        "Do you know that I have a right to do as I like with you,—that I can kill you, if I please?" 
        "You have tried to kill me, and I wish you had; but you have no right to do as you like with me." 
        "Silence!" he exclaimed, in a thundering voice. "By heavens, girl, you forget yourself too far! Are you mad? If 
you are, I will soon bring you to your senses. Do you think any other master would bear what I have borne from 
you this morning? Many masters would have killed you on the spot. How would you like to be sent to jail for your 
insolence?" 
        "I know I have been disrespectful, sir," I replied; "but you drove me to it; I couldn't help it. As for the jail, there 
would be more peace for me there than there is here." 
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        "You deserve to go there," said he, "and to be under such treatment, that you would forget the meaning of the 
word peace. It would do you good. It would take some of your high notions out of you. But I am not ready to send 
you there yet, notwithstanding your ingratitude for all my kindness and forbearance. You have been the plague of 
my life. I have wanted to make you happy, and I have been repaid with the basest ingratitude; but though you have 
proved yourself incapable of appreciating my kindness, I will be lenient towards you, Linda. I will give you one 
more chance to redeem your character. If you behave yourself and do as I require, I will forgive you and treat you 
as I always have done; but if you disobey me, I will punish you as I would the meanest slave on my plantation. 
Never let me hear that fellow's name mentioned again. If I ever know of your speaking to him, I will cowhide you 
both; and if I catch him lurking about my premises, I will shoot him as soon as I would a dog. Do you hear what I 
say? I'll teach you a lesson about marriage and free niggers! Now go, and let this be the last time I have occasion to 
speak to you on this subject." 
        Reader, did you ever hate? I hope not. I never did but once; and I trust I never shall again. Somebody has called 
it "the atmosphere of hell;" and I believe it is so. 
        For a fortnight the doctor did not speak to me. He thought to mortify me; to make me feel that I had disgraced 
myself by receiving the honorable addresses of a respectable colored man, in preference to the base proposals of a 
white man. But though his lips disdained to address me, his eyes were very loquacious. No animal ever watched its 
prey more narrowly than he watched me. He knew that I could write, though he had failed to make me read his 
letters; and he was now troubled lest I should exchange letters with another man. After a while he became weary of 
silence; and I was sorry for it. One morning, as he passed through the hall, to leave the house, he contrived to thrust 
a note into my hand. I thought I had better read it, and spare myself the vexation of having him read it to me. It 
expressed regret for the blow he had given me, and reminded me that I myself was wholly to blame for it. He hoped 
I had become convinced of the injury I was doing myself by incurring his displeasure. He wrote that he had made 
up his mind to go to Louisiana; that he should take several slaves with him, and intended I should be one of the 
number. My mistress would remain where she was; therefore I should have nothing to fear from that quarter. If I 
merited kindness from him, he assured me that it would be lavishly bestowed. He begged me to think over the 
matter, and answer the following day. 
        The next morning I was called to carry a pair of scissors to his room. I laid them on the table with the letter 
beside them. He thought it was my answer, and did not call me back. I went as usual to attend my young mistress to 
and from school. He met me in the street, and ordered me to stop at his office on my way back. When I entered, he 
showed me his letter, and asked me why I had not answered it. I replied, "I am your daughter's property, and it is in 
your power to send me, or take me, wherever you please." He said he was very glad to find me so willing to go, and 
that we should start early in the autumn. He had a large practice in the town, and I rather thought he had made up 
the story merely to frighten me. However that might be, I was determined that I would never go to Louisiana with 
him. 
        Summer passed away, and early in the autumn Dr. Flint's eldest son was sent to Louisiana to examine the 
country, with a view to emigrating. That news did not disturb me. I knew very well that I should not be sent 
with him. That I had not been taken to the plantation before this time, was owing to the fact that his son was there. 
He was jealous of his son; and jealousy of the overseer had kept him from punishing me by sending me into the 
fields to work. Is it strange that I was not proud of these protectors? As for the overseer, he was a man for whom I 
had less respect than I had for a bloodhound. 
        Young Mr. Flint did not bring back a favorable report of Louisiana, and I heard no more of that scheme. Soon 
after this, my lover met me at the corner of the street, and I stopped to speak to him. Looking up, I saw my master 
watching us from his window. I hurried home, trembling with fear. I was sent for, immediately, to go to his room. 
He met me with a blow. "When is mistress to be married?" said he, in a sneering tone. A shower of oaths and 
imprecations followed. How thankful I was that my lover was a free man! that my tyrant had no power to flog him 
for speaking to me in the street! 
        Again and again I revolved in my mind how all this would end. There was no hope that the doctor would 
consent to sell me on any terms. He had an iron will, and was determined to keep me, and to conquer me. My lover 
was an intelligent and religious man. Even if he could have obtained permission to marry me while I was a slave, 
the marriage would give him no power to protect me from my master. It would have made him miserable to 
witness the insults I should have been subjected to. And then, if we had children, I knew they must "follow the 
condition of the mother." What a terrible blight that would be on the heart of a free, intelligent father! For his sake, 
I felt that I ought not to link his fate with my own unhappy destiny. He was going to Savannah to see about a little 



19 
 

property left him by an uncle; and hard as it was to bring my feelings to it, I earnestly entreated him not to come 
back. I advised him to go to the Free States, where his tongue would not be tied, and where his intelligence would 
be of more avail to him. He left me, still hoping the day would come when I could be bought. With me the lamp of 
hope had gone out. The dream of my girlhood was over. I felt lonely and desolate. 
        Still I was not stripped of all. I still had my good grandmother, and my affectionate brother. When he put his 
arms round my neck, and looked into my eyes, as if to read there the troubles I dared not tell, I felt that I still had 
something to love. But even that pleasant emotion was chilled by the reflection that he might be torn from me at 
any moment, by some sudden freak of my master. If he had known how we loved each other, I think he would have 
exulted in separating us. We often planned together how we could get to the north. But, as William remarked, such 
things are easier said than done. My movements were very closely watched, and we had no means of getting any 
money to defray our expenses. As for grandmother, she was strongly opposed to her children's undertaking any 
such project. She had not forgotten poor Benjamin's sufferings, and she was afraid that if another child tried to 
escape, he would have a similar or a worse fate. To me, nothing seemed more dreadful than my present life. I said 
to myself, "William must be free. He shall go to the north, and I will follow him." Many a slave sister has formed the 
same plans. 
 
XIII. THE CHURCH AND SLAVERY 
After the alarm caused by Nat Turner’s insurrection had subsided, the slaveholders came to the conclusion that it 
would be well to give the slaves enough of religious instruction to keep them from murdering their masters. The 
Episcopal clergyman offered to hold a separate service on Sundays for their benefit. His colored members were 
very few, and also very respectable — a fact which I presume had some weight with him. The difficulty was to 
decide on a suitable place for them to worship. The Methodist and Baptist churches admitted them in the 
afternoon, but their carpets and cushions were not so costly as those at the Episcopal church. It was at last decided 
that they should meet at the house of a free colored man, who was a member. 

I was invited to attend, because I could read. Sunday evening came, and, trusting to the cover of night, I 
ventured out. I rarely ventured out by daylight, for I always went with fear, expecting at every turn to encounter 
Dr. Flint, who was sure to turn me back, or order me to his office to inquire where I got my bonnet, or some other 
article of dress. When the Rev. Mr. Pike came, there were some twenty persons present. The reverend gentleman 
knelt in prayer, then seated himself, and requested all present, who could read, to open their books, while he gave 
out the portions he wished them to repeat or respond to. 

His text was, “Servants, be obedient to them that are your masters according to the flesh, with fear and 
trembling, in singleness of your heart, as unto Christ.” 

Pious Mr. Pike brushed up his hair till it stood upright, and, in deep, solemn tones, began: “Hearken, ye 
servants! Give strict heed unto my words. You are rebellious sinners. Your hearts are filled with all manner of evil. 
‘Tis the devil who tempts you. God is angry with you, and will surely punish you, if you don’t forsake your wicked 
ways. You that live in town are eye-servants behind your master’s back. Instead of serving your masters faithfully, 
which is pleasing in the sight of your heavenly Master, you are idle, and shirk your work. 

God sees you. You tell lies. God hears you. Instead of being engaged in worshipping him, you are hidden away 
somewhere, feasting on your master’s substance; tossing coffee-grounds with some wicked fortuneteller, or cutting 
cards with another old hag. Your masters may not find you out, but God sees you, and will punish you. O, the 
depravity of your hearts! When your master’s work is done, are you quietly together, thinking of the goodness of 
God to such sinful creatures? No; you are quarrelling, and tying up little bags of roots to bury under the door-steps 
to poison each other with. God sees you. You men steal away to every grog shop to sell your master’s corn, that you 
may buy rum to drink. God sees you. You sneak into the back streets, or among the bushes, to pitch coppers. 
Although your masters may not find you out, God sees you; and he will punish you. You must forsake your sinful 
ways, and be faithful servants. Obey your old master and your young master — your old mistress and your young 
mistress. If you disobey your earthly master, you offend your heavenly Master. You must obey God’s 
commandments. When you go from here, don’t stop at the corners of the streets to talk, but go directly home, and 
let your master and mistress see that you have come.” 

The benediction was pronounced. We went home, highly amused at brother Pike’s gospel teaching, and we 
determined to hear him again. I went the next Sabbath evening, and heard pretty much a repetition of the last 
discourse. At the close of the meeting, Mr. Pike informed us that he found it very inconvenient to meet at the 
friend’s house, and he should be glad to see us, every Sunday evening, at his own kitchen. 
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I went home with the feeling that I had heard the Reverend Mr. Pike for the last time. Some of his members 
repaired to his house, and found that the kitchen sported two tallow candles; the first time, I am sure, since its 
present occupant owned it, for the servants never had any thing but pine knots. It was so long before the reverend 
gentleman descended from his comfortable parlor that the slaves left, and went to enjoy a Methodist shout. They 
never seem so happy as when shouting and singing at religious meetings. Many of them are sincere, and nearer to 
the gate of heaven than sanctimonious Mr. Pike, and other long-faced Christians, who see wounded Samaritans, 
and pass by on the other side. 
 
XVII. THE FLIGHT 
Mr. Flint was hard pushed for house servants, and rather than lose me he had restrained his malice. I did my work 
faithfully, though not, of course, with a willing mind. They were evidently afraid I should leave them. Mr. Flint 
wished that I should sleep in the great house instead of the servants’ quarters. His wife agreed to the proposition, 
but said I mustn’t bring my bed into the house, because it would scatter feathers on her carpet. I knew when I went 
there that they would never think of such a thing as furnishing a bed of any kind for me and my little one. I 
therefore carried my own bed, and now I was forbidden to use it. I did as I was ordered. But now that I was certain 
my children were to be put in their power, in order to give them a stronger hold on me, I resolved to leave them 
that night. I remembered the grief this step would bring upon my dear old grandmother; and nothing less than the 
freedom of my children would have induced me to disregard her advice. I went about my evening work with 
trembling steps. Mr. Flint twice called from his chamber door to inquire why the house was not locked up. I replied 
that I had not done my work. “You have had time enough to do it,” said he. “Take care how you answer me!” 

I shut all the windows, locked all the doors, and went up to the third story, to wait till midnight. How long 
those hours seemed, and how fervently I prayed that God would not forsake me in this hour of utmost need! I was 
about to risk every thing on the throw of a die; and if I failed, O what would become of me and my poor children? 
They would be made to suffer for my fault. 

At half past twelve I stole softly down stairs. I stopped on the second floor, thinking I heard a noise. I felt my 
way down into the parlor, and looked out of the window. The night was so intensely dark that I could see nothing. I 
raised the window very softly and jumped out. Large drops of rain were falling, and the darkness bewildered me. I 
dropped on my knees, and breathed a short prayer to God for guidance and protection. I groped my way to the 
road, and rushed towards the town with almost lightning speed. I arrived at my grandmother’s house, but dared 
not see her. She would say, “Linda, you are killing me;” and I knew that would unnerve me. 

I tapped softly at the window of a room, occupied by a woman, who had lived in the house several years. I 
knew she was a faithful friend, and could be trusted with my secret. I tapped several times before she heard me. At 
last she raised the window, and I whispered, “Sally, I have run away. Let me in, quick.” She opened the door softly, 
and said in low tones, “For God’s sake, don’t. Your grandmother is trying to buy you and de chillern. Mr. Sands was 
here last week. He tole her he was going away on business, but he wanted her to go ahead about buying you and de 
chillern, and he would help her all he could. Don’t run away, Linda. Your grandmother is all bowed down wid 
trouble now.” 

I replied, “Sally, they are going to carry my children to the plantation to-morrow; and they will never sell them 
to any body so long as they have me in their power. Now, would you advise me to go back?” 

“No, chile, no,” answered she. “When dey finds you is gone, dey won’t want de plague ob de chillern; but 
where is you going to hide? Dey knows ebery inch ob dis house.” 

I told her I had a hiding-place, and that was all it was best for her to know. I asked her to go into my room as 
soon as it was light, and take all my clothes out of my trunk, and pack them in hers; for I knew Mr. Flint and the 
constable would be there early to search my room. I feared the sight of my children would be too much for my full 
heart; but I could not go out into the uncertain future without one last look. I bent over the bed where lay my little 
Benny and baby Ellen. Poor little ones! fatherless and motherless! Memories of their father came over me. He 
wanted to be kind to them; but they were not all to him, as they were to my womanly heart. I knelt and prayed for 
the innocent little sleepers. I kissed them lightly, and turned away. 

As I was about to open the street door, Sally laid her hand on my shoulder, and said, “Linda, is you gwine all 
alone? Let me call your uncle.” 

“No Sally,” I replied, “I want no one to be brought into trouble on my account.” 
I went forth into the darkness and rain. I ran on till I came to the house of the friend who was to conceal me. 
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Early the next morning Mr. Flint was at my grandmother’s inquiring for me. She told him she had not seen me, 
and supposed I was at the plantation. He watched her face narrowly, and said, “Don’t you know any thing about her 
running off?” She assured him that she did not. He went on to say, “Last night she ran off without the least 
provocation. We had treated her very kindly. My wife liked her. She will soon be found and brought back. Are her 
children with you?” When told that they were, he said, “I am very glad to hear that. If they are here, she cannot be 
far off. If I find out that any of my niggers have had any thing to do with this damned business, I’ll give ‘em five 
hundred lashes.” As he started to go to his father’s, he turned round and added, persuasively, “Let her be brought 
back, and she shall have her children to live with her.” 

The tidings made the old doctor rave and storm at a furious rate. It was a busy day for them. My 
grandmother’s house was searched from top to bottom. As my trunk was empty, they concluded I had taken my 
clothes with me. Before ten o’clock every vessel northward bound was thoroughly examined, and the law against 
harboring fugitives was read to all on board. At night a watch was set over the town. Knowing how distressed my 
grandmother would be, I wanted to send her a message; but it could not be done. Every one who went in or out of 
her house was closely watched. The doctor said he would take my children, unless she became responsible for 
them; which of course she willingly did. The next day was spent in searching. Before night, the following 
advertisement was posted at every corner, and in every public place for miles round: — 
$300 REWARD! Ran away from the subscriber, an intelligent, bright, mulatto girl, named Linda, 21 years age. Five 
feet four inches high. Dark eyes, and black hair inclined to curl; but it can be made straight. Has a decayed spot on a 
front tooth. She can read and write, and in all probability will try to get to the Free States. All persons are 
forbidden, under penalty of the law, to harbor or employ said slave. $150 will be given to whoever takes her in the 
state, and $300 if taken out of the state and delivered to me, or lodged in jail. 

Dr. Flint. 
 
XXI. THE LOOPHOLE OF RETREAT 
A small shed had been added to my grandmother’s house years ago. Some boards were laid across the joists at the 
top, and between these boards and the roof was a very small garret, never occupied by any thing but rats and mice. 
It was a pent roof, covered with nothing but shingles, according to the southern custom for such buildings. The 
garret was only nine feet long, and seven wide. The highest part was three feet high, and sloped down abruptly to 
the loose board floor. There was no admission for either light or air. My uncle Philip, who was a carpenter, had very 
skillfully made a concealed trap door, which communicated with the storeroom. He had been doing this while I was 
waiting in the swamp. The storeroom opened upon a piazza. To this hole I was conveyed as soon as I entered the 
house. The air was stifling; the darkness total. A bed had been spread on the floor. I could sleep quite comfortably 
on one side; but the slope was so sudden that I could not turn on the other without hitting the roof. The rats and 
mice ran over my bed; but I was weary, and I slept such sleep as the wretched may, when a tempest has passed 
over them. 

Morning came. I knew it only by the noises I heard; for in my small den day and night were all the same. I 
suffered for air even more than for light. But I was not comfortless. I heard the voices of my children. There was joy 
and there was sadness in the sound. It made my tears flow. How I longed to speak to them! I was eager to look on 
their faces; but there was no hole, no crack, through which I could peep. This continued darkness was oppressive. 

It seemed horrible to sit or lie in a cramped position day after day, without one gleam of light. Yet I would 
have chosen this, rather than my lot as a slave, though white people considered it an easy one; and it was so 
compared with the fate of others. I was never cruelly over-worked; I was never lacerated with the whip from head 
to foot; I was never so beaten and bruised that I could not turn from one side to the other; I never had my heel-
strings cut to prevent my running away; I was never chained to a log and forced to drag it about, while I toiled in 
the fields from morning till night; I was never branded with hot iron, or torn by bloodhounds. On the contrary, I 
had always been kindly treated, and tenderly cared for, until I came into the hands of Dr. Flint. I had never wished 
for freedom till then. But though my life in slavery was comparatively devoid of hardships, God pity the woman 
who is compelled to lead such a life! 

My food was passed up to me through the trap-door my uncle had contrived; and my grandmother, my uncle 
Phillip, and aunt Nancy would seize such opportunities as they could, to mount up there and chat with me at the 
opening. But of course this was not safe in the daytime. It must all be done in darkness. It was impossible for me to 
move in an erect position, but I crawled about my den for exercise. One day I hit my head against something, and 
found it was a gimlet. My uncle had left it sticking there when he made the trap-door. I was as rejoiced as Robinson 
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Crusoe could have been in finding such a treasure. It put a lucky thought into my head. I said to myself, “Now I will 
have some light. Now I will see my children.” 

I did not dare to begin my work during the daytime, for fear of attracting attention. But I groped round; and 
having found the side next the street, where I could frequently see my children, I stuck the gimlet in and waited for 
evening. I bored three rows of holes, one above another; then I bored out the interstices between. I thus succeeded 
in making one hole about an inch long and an inch broad. I sat by it till late into the night, to enjoy the little whiff of 
air that floated in. In the morning I watched for my children. The first person I saw in the street was Dr. Flint. I had 
a shuddering, superstitious feeling that it was a bad omen. Several familiar faces passed by. At last I heard the 
merry laughing of children, and presently two sweet little faces were looking up at me, as though they knew I was 
there, and were conscious of the joy they imparted. How I longed to tell them I was there! 

My condition was now a little improved. But for weeks I was tormented by hundreds of little red insects, fine 
as a needle’s point, that pierced through my skin, and produced an intolerable burning. The good grandmother 
gave me herb teas and cooling medicines, and finally I got rid of them. The heat of my den was intense, for nothing 
but thin shingles protected me from the scorching summer’s sun. But I had my consolations. Through my peeping-
hole I could watch the children, and when they were near enough, I could hear their talk. 
 
XXIX. PREPARATIONS FOR ESCAPE 
I hardly expect that the reader will credit me, when I affirm that I lived in that little dismal hole, almost deprived of 
light and air, and with no space to move my limbs, for nearly seven years. But it is a fact; and to me a sad one, even 
now; for my body still suffers from the effects of that long imprisonment, to say nothing of my soul. Members of my 
family, now living in New York and Boston, can testify to the truth of what I say. 

Countless were the nights that I sat late at the little loophole scarcely large enough to give me a glimpse of one 
twinkling star. There, I heard the patrols and slave-hunters conferring together about the capture of runaways, 
well knowing how rejoiced they would be to catch me. 

Season after season, year after year, I peeped at my children’s faces, and heard their sweet voices, with a heart 
yearning all the while to say, “Your mother is here.” Sometimes it appeared to me as if ages had rolled away since I 
entered upon that gloomy, monotonous existence. At times, I was stupefied and listless; at other times I became 
very impatient to know when these dark years would end, and I should again be allowed to feel the sunshine, and 
breathe the pure air. 

After Ellen left us, this feeling increased. Mr. Sands had agreed that Benny might go to the north whenever his 
uncle Phillip could go with him; and I was anxious to be there also, to watch over my children, and protect them so 
far as I was able. Moreover, I was likely to be drowned out of my den, if I remained much longer; for the slight roof 
was getting badly out of repair, and uncle Phillip was afraid to remove the shingles, lest some one should get a 
glimpse of me. When storms occurred in the night, they spread mats and bits of carpet, which in the morning 
appeared have been laid out to dry; but to cover the roof in the daytime might have attracted attention. 
Consequently, my clothes and bedding were often drenched; a process by which the pains and aches in my 
cramped and stiffened limbs were greatly increased. 

I revolved various plans of escape in my mind, which I sometimes imparted to my grandmother, when she 
came to whisper with me at the trap-door. The kind-hearted old woman had an intense sympathy for runaways. 
She had known too much of the cruelties inflicted on those who were captured. Her memory always flew back at 
once to the sufferings of her bright and handsome son, Benjamin, the youngest and dearest of her flock. So, 
whenever I alluded to the subject, she would groan out, “O, don’t think of it, child. You’ll break my heart.” I had no 
good old aunt Nancy now to encourage me; but my brother William and my children were continually beckoning 
me to the north. 
 
XXX. NORTHWARD BOUND 
I never could tell how we reached the wharf. My brain was all of a whirl, and my limbs tottered under me. At an 
appointed place we met my uncle Phillip, who had started before us on a different route, that he might reach the 
wharf first, and give us timely warning if there was any danger. A row-boat was in readiness. As I was about to step 
in, I felt something pull me gently, and turning round I saw Benny, looking pale and anxious. He whispered in my 
ear, “I’ve been peeping into the doctor’s window, and he’s at home. Don’t cry; I’ll come.” He hastened away. I 
clasped the hand of my good uncle, to whom I owed so much, and of Peter, the brave, generous friend who had 
volunteered to run such terrible risks to secure my safety. To this day I remember how bright his face beamed with 
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joy, when he told me he had discovered a safe method for me to escape. Yet that intelligent, enterprising, noble-
hearted man was a chattel! liable, by the laws of a country that calls itself civilized, to be sold with horses and pigs! 
We parted in silence. Our hearts were all too full for words! 

Swiftly the boat glided over the water. After a while, one of the sailors said, “Don’t be down-hearted, madam. 
We will take you safely to your husband, in ——.” At first I could not imagine what he meant; but I had presence of 
mind to think that it probably referred to something the captain had told him; so I thanked him, and said I hoped 
we should have pleasant weather. 

When I entered the vessel the captain came forward to meet me. He was an elderly man, with a pleasant 
countenance. He showed me to a little box of a cabin, where sat my friend Fanny. She started as if she had seen a 
spectre. She gazed on me in utter astonishment, and exclaimed, “Linda, can this be you? or is it your ghost?” When 
we were locked in each other’s arms, my overwrought feelings could no longer be restrained. My sobs reached the 
ears of the captain, who came and very kindly reminded us, that for his safety, as well as our own, it would be 
prudent for us not to attract any attention. He said that when there was a sail in sight he wished us to keep below; 
but at other times, he had no objection to our being on deck. He assured us that he would keep a good lookout, and 
if we acted prudently, he thought we should be in no danger. He had represented us as women going to meet our 
husbands in ——. We thanked him, and promised to observe carefully all the directions he gave us. 

Fanny and I now talked by ourselves, low and quietly, in our little cabin. She told me of the sufferings she had 
gone through in making her escape, and of her terrors while she was concealed in her mother’s house. Above all, 
she dwelt on the agony of separation from all her children on that dreadful auction day. She could scarcely credit 
me, when I told her of the place where I had passed nearly seven years. “We have the same sorrows,” said I. “No,” 
replied she, “you are going to see your children soon, and there is no hope that I shall ever even hear from mine.” 

The vessel was soon under way, but we made slow progress. The wind was against us. I should not have cared 
for this, if we had been out of sight of the town; but until there were miles of water between us and our enemies, 
we were filled with constant apprehension that the constables would come on board. Neither could I feel quite at 
ease with the captain and his men. I was an entire stranger to that class of people, and I had heard that sailors were 
rough, and sometimes cruel. We were so completely in their power, that if they were bad men, our situation would 
be dreadful. Now that the captain was paid for our passage, might he not be tempted to make more money by 
giving us up to those who claimed us as property? I was naturally of a confiding disposition, but slavery had made 
me suspicious of every body. Fanny did not share my distrust of the captain or his men. She said she was afraid at 
first, but she had been on board three days while the vessel lay in the dock, and nobody had betrayed her, or 
treated her otherwise than kindly. 

The captain soon came to advise us to go on deck for fresh air. His friendly and respectful manner, combined 
with Fanny’s testimony, reassured me, and we went with him. He placed us in a comfortable seat, and occasionally 
entered into conversations. He told us he was a Southerner by birth, and had spent the greater part of his life in the 
Slave States, and that he had recently lost a brother who traded in slaves. “But,” said he, “it is a pitiable and 
degrading business, and I always felt ashamed to acknowledge my brother in connection with it.” As we passed 
Snaky Swamp, he pointed to it, and said, “There is a slave territory that defies all the laws.” I though of the terrible 
days I had spent there, and though it was not called Dismal Swamp, it made me feel very dismal as I looked at it. 

I shall never forget that night. The balmy air of spring was so refreshing! And how shall I describe my 
sensations when we were fairly sailing on Chesapeake Bay? O, the beautiful sunshine! the exhilarating breeze! and I 
could enjoy them without fear or restraint. I had never realized what grand things air and sunlight are till I had 
been deprived of them. 

Ten days after we left land we were approaching Philadelphia. The captain said we should arrive there in the 
night, but he thought we had better wait till morning, and go on shore in broad daylight, as the best way to avoid 
suspicion. 

I replied, “You know best. But will you stay on board and protect us?” 
He saw that I was suspicious, and he said he was sorry, now that he had brought us to the end of our voyage, 

to find I had so little confidence in him. Ah, if he had ever been a slave he would have known how difficult it was to 
trust a white man. He assured us that we might sleep through the night without fear; that he would take care we 
were not left unprotected. Be it said to the honor of this captain, Southerner as he was, that if Fanny and I had been 
white ladies, and our passage lawfully engaged, he could not have treated us more respectfully. My intelligent 
friend, Peter, had rightly estimated the character of the man to whose honor he had intrusted us. 
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The next morning I was on deck as soon as the day dawned. I called Fanny to see the sunrise, for the first time 
in our lives, on free soil; for such I then believed it to be. We watched the reddening sky, and saw the great orb 
come up slowly out of the water, as it seemed. Soon the waves began to sparkle, and every thing caught the 
beautiful glow. Before us lay the city of strangers. We looked at each other, and the eyes of both were moistened 
with tears. We had escaped from slavery, and we supposed ourselves to be safe from the hunters. But we were 
alone in the world, and we had left dear ties behind us; ties cruelly sundered by the demon Slavery. 
 
XLI. FREE AT LAST 
Without my knowledge, Mrs. Bruce employed a gentleman in New York to enter into negotiations with Mr. Dodge. 
He proposed to pay three hundred dollars down, if Mr. Dodge would sell me, and enter into obligations to 
relinquish all claim to me or my children forever after. He who called himself my master said he scorned so small 
an offer for such a valuable servant. The gentleman replied, “You can do as you choose, sir. If you reject this offer 
you will never get any thing; for the woman has friends who will convey her and her children out of the country.” 

Mr. Dodge concluded that “half a loaf was better than no bread,” and he agreed to the proffered terms. By the 
next mail I received this brief letter from Mrs. Bruce: “I am rejoiced to tell you that the money for your freedom has 
been paid to Mr. Dodge. Come home to-morrow. I long to see you and my sweet babe.” 

My brain reeled as I read these lines. A gentleman near me said, “It’s true; I have seen the bill of sale.” “The bill 
of sale!” Those words struck me like a blow. So I was sold at last! A human being sold in the free city of New York! 
The bill of sale is on record, and future generations will learn from it that women were articles of traffic in New 
York, late in the nineteenth century of the Christian religion. It may hereafter prove a useful document to 
antiquaries, who are seeking to measure the progress of civilization in the United States. I well know the value of 
that bit of paper; but much as I love freedom, I do not like to look upon it. I am deeply grateful to the generous 
friend who procured it, but I despise the miscreant who demanded payment for what never rightfully belonged to 
him or his. 

I had objected to having my freedom bought, yet I must confess that when it was done I felt as if a heavy load 
had been lifted from my weary shoulders. When I rode home in the cars I was no longer afraid to unveil my face 
and look at people as they passed. I should have been glad to have met Daniel Dodge himself; to have had him seen 
me and known me, that he might have mourned over the untoward circumstances which compelled him to sell me 
for three hundred dollars. 

When I reached home, the arms of my benefactress were thrown round me, and our tears mingled. As soon as 
she could speak, she said, “O Linda, I’m so glad it’s all over! You wrote to me as if you thought you were going to be 
transferred from one owner to another. But I did not buy you for your services. I should have done just the same, if 
you had been going to sail for California to-morrow. I should, at least, have the satisfaction of knowing that you left 
me a free woman.” 

My heart was exceedingly full. I remembered how my poor father had tried to buy me, when I was a small 
child, and how he had been disappointed. I hoped his spirit was rejoicing over me now. I remembered how my 
good old grandmother had laid up her earnings to purchase me in later years, and how often her plans had been 
frustrated. How that faithful, loving old heart would leap for joy, if she could look on me and my children now that 
we were free! My relatives had been foiled in all their efforts, but God had raised me up a friend among strangers, 
who had bestowed on me the precious, long-desired boon. Friend! It is a common word, often lightly used. Like 
other good and beautiful things, it may be tarnished by careless handling; but when I speak of Mrs. Bruce as my 
friend, the word is sacred. 

My grandmother lived to rejoice in my freedom; but not long after, a letter came with a black seal. She had 
gone “where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.” 

Time passed on, and a paper came to me from the south, containing an obituary notice of my uncle Phillip. It 
was the only case I ever knew of such an honor conferred upon a colored person. It was written by one of his 
friends, and contained these words: “Now that death has laid him low, they call him a good man and a useful 
citizen; but what are eulogies to the black man, when the world has faded from his vision? It does not require 
man’s praise to obtain rest in God’s kingdom.” So they called a colored man a citizen! Strange words to be uttered 
in that region! 

Reader, my story ends with freedom; not in the usual way, with marriage. I and my children are now free! We 
are as free from the power of slaveholders as are the white people of the north; and though that, according to my 
ideas, is not saying a great deal, it is a vast improvement in my condition. The dream of my life is not yet realized. I 
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do not sit with my children in a home of my own. I still long for a hearthstone of my own, however humble. I wish it 
for my children’s sake far more than for my own. But God so orders circumstances as to keep me with my friend 
Mrs. Bruce. Love, duty, gratitude, also bind me to her side. It is a privilege to serve her who pities my oppressed 
people, and who has bestowed the inestimable boon of freedom on me and my children. 

It has been painful to me, in many ways, to recall the dreary years I passed in bondage. I would gladly forget 
them if I could. Yet the retrospection is not altogether without solace; for with those gloomy recollections come 
tender memories of my good old grandmother, like light, fleecy clouds floating over a dark and troubled sea. 
 


