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CAPTIVITY, ENSLAVEMENT, RESISTANCE

The roots of African American literature lie across the Atlantic Ocean on the African
continent bearing traditions in word, song, and cultural aesthetics. Language, music,
religions, art, architecture, agriculture and aquaculture, storytelling, foodways, healing,
and textiles survived and continue to inspire literary genres and texts to this day. The
result is a shore-to-shore phenomenon. To be clear, African voices started a rough draft
of this literary collection during all stages of a complex journey that began in freedom
and happiness in Africa and ended in a transatlantic nightmare. The first section of this
text introduces those literary creations curated to represent Africans brought to the
Eastern shores of the American colonies and traces the lived experiences of captivity,
enslavement, and resistance in a variety of genres such as slave narratives, essays, and
speeches.

In the category of the slave narrative, there are several widely known and accepted such
as the confessional, the fugitive, and more recently from the contemporary period, the re-
visioned slave narrative. An overall impression of slave narratives points to the form of
autobiography or memoir using a variety of rhetorical strategies such as description,
formal and informal register English, allusions, a record of the real time period or a re-
visioning from a current perspective imagination, incidents of travel trauma, the use of
writing to recover and heal, and a recounting of adventures of capture, escape, and
survival as common characteristics.

To begin, the opening chapters of The Interesting Narrative of the Life of Olaudah Equiano
published in 1789 chronicles a pre-enslavement captivity experience of Equiano and his
sister which allows readers to identify the characteristics of the captivity narrative. Much
like its colonial American cousin, the African American captivity narrative shares the
same elements of capture by a foreign or unknown identity, separation from family and
culture, imprisonment, fear, and the struggle to survive physically and psychologically.
Equiano makes effective use of thick description and interior monologue to relate the
experience of kidnapping, physical and cultural stripping with the loss of language,
traditions, and family. Additional titles illustrate this genre. The Confessions of Nat Turner;
The Narrative of Frederick Douglas; Solomon Northup’s 12 Years a Slave; Incidents in the Life
of a Slave Girl by Harriet Jacobs; Our Nig by Harriet E. Wilson; Elizabeth Keckley’s Behind
the Scenes; Running a Thousand Miles for Freedom by Ellen and William Craft; and The
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Narrative of William Wells Brown, A Fugitive Slave round out a variety of selections for
reading and analysis.

In other titles, we find authors who provide a show-and-tell of the experience of
enslavement directly from their own feathered quill and ink pens or those who dictated
to a sponsor. From the poetry and recitations of Phillis Wheatley (1753-1784), Sojourner
Truth (1797-1883), and George Moses Horton (1798-1884), nicknamed “The Slave Poet of
North Carolina” (1798-1880) we learn of the desires for freedom, attitudes towards the
urban and plantation slave owners, and expressions of protest and resistance in overt and
subverted forms. As a sidenote, Jarena Lee (1783-1864), is regarded as the first black
female minister in the African American Episcopal Church denomination founded by its
leader Richard R. Allen. To her we owe development of the spiritual autobiography
characterized by the use of personal anecdotes, biblical scriptures, meditation, and
criticism of unjust social and religious acts. To further look beyond Sojourner Truth,
readers may also look outside this publication at the speeches and editorials written by
Maria W. Stewart, a free black woman, (1803-1879) for William Lloyd Garrison’s
abolitionist newspaper The Liberator. These voices are among the earliest who expressed

in their own way that the lives of 18t and 19t century Africans in America mattered in
terms of gender equality and social, cultural, and political justice.

The work of Jupiter Hammon (1711-1806) which must be recognized for its historical
contribution to African American literature as the first published in America (Wheatley
was published abroad in England). Equally noteworthy is James Monroe Whitfield (1822-

1871) who is recognized as a major voice for civil and natural rights and the first to call
for the formerly enslaved to emigrate from the United States. To learn more about the
spirit of resistance and radicalism, readers may seek out David Walker's Appeal (1829) and

Martin R. Delany’s The Condition, Elevation, Emigration, and Destiny of the Colored People of
the United States (1852).

Though limited as enslaved persons, some literate and some not, Africans in America
produced an abundance of texts that have survived the centuries. Among the gifts left to
us and growing out of the need to use the power of words for liberation are rhetorical
strategies best suited to resist the vile institution of slavery. The various forms of the slave
narrative help to tell the stories in autobiographical and memoir. Those early orators such
as Sojourner Truth provide a feminist and abolitionist stance. Phillis Wheatley and
George Moses Horton provide a brief glimpse into the poetry genre. While all cannot be
represented in one section, these selections provide a few examples of captivity,
enslavement, and the spirit of resistance.
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OLAUDAH EQUIANO

Date of Birth: c. 1789

Place of Birth: Essaka

Major Work: The Interesting Narrative of the Life of Olaudah Equiano, or Gustavus Vassa, the
African

More details...

The Interesting Narrative of The Life of Olaudah Equiano; Or, Gustavus
Vassa, The African

e — =
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MARY PRINCE

Date of Birth: c. 1 October 1788
Place of Birth: Bermuda
Major Work: The History of Mary Prince, A West Indian Slave. Related by Herself.

More details...

The History of Mary Prince, A West Indian Slave. Related by Herself.
With a Supplement by the Editor. To Which is Added, The Narrative of
Asa-Asa, A Captured African.

Preface

The idea of writing Mary Prince's history was first suggested by herself. She wished it to be done,
she said, that good people in England might hear from a slave what a slave had felt and suffered;
and a letter of her late master's, which will be found in the Supplement, induced me to accede to
her wish without farther delay. The more immediate object of the publication will afterwards

appear.

The narrative was taken down from Mary's own lips by a lady who happened to be at the time
residing in my family as a visitor. It was written out fully, with all the narrator's repetitions and
prolixities, and afterwards pruned into its present shape; retaining, as far as was practicable,
Mary's exact expressions and peculiar phraseology. No fact of importance has been omitted, and
not a single circumstance or sentiment has been added. It is essentially her own, without any
material alteration farther than was requisite to exclude redundancies and gross grammatical
errors, so as to render it clearly intelligible.

After it had been thus written out, I went over the whole, carefully examining her on every fact
and circumstance detailed; and in all that relates to her residence in Antigua I had the advantage
of being assisted in this scrutiny by Mr. Joseph Phillips, who was a resident in that colony during
the same period, and had known her there.

The names of all the persons mentioned by the narrator have been printed in full, except those of
Capt. I— — and his wife, and that of Mr. D — —, to whom conduct of peculiar atrocity is ascribed.
These three individuals are now gone to answer at a far more awful tribunal than that of public
opinion, for the deeds of which their former bondwoman accuses them; and to hold them up
more openly to human reprobation could no longer affect themselves, while it might deeply
lacerate the feelings of their surviving and perhaps innocent relatives, without any commensurate
public advantage.
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Without detaining the reader with remarks on other points which will be adverted to more
conveniently in the Supplement, I shall here merely notice farther, that the Anti-Slavery Society
have no concern whatever with this publication, nor are they in any degree responsible for the
statements it contains. I have published the tract, not as their Secretary, but in my private capacity;
and any profits that may arise from the sale will be exclusively appropriated to the benefit of
Mary Prince herself.

THO. PRINGLE.
7, Solly Terrace, Claremont Square,
January 25, 1831.

P. S. Since writing the above, I have been furnished by my friend Mr. George Stephen, with the
interesting narrative of Asa-Asa, a captured African, now under his protection; and have printed
it as a suitable appendix to this little history.

T.P.

The History of Mary Prince, A West Indian Slave

I was born at Brackish-Pond, in Bermuda, on a farm belonging to Mr. Charles Myners. My mother
was a household slave; and my father, whose name was Prince, was a sawyer belonging to Mr.
Trimmingham, a ship-builder at Crow-Lane. When I was an infant, old Mr. Myners died, and
there was a division of the slaves and other property among the family. I was bought along with
my mother by old Captain Darrel, and given to his grandchild, little Miss Betsey Williams.
Captain Williams, Mr. Darrel's son-in-law, was master of a vessel which traded to several places
in America and the West Indies, and he was seldom at home long together.

Mrs. Williams was a kind-hearted good woman, and she treated all her slaves well. She had only
one daughter, Miss Betsey, for whom I was purchased, and who was about my own age. I was
made quite a pet of by Miss Betsey, and loved her very much. She used to lead me about by the
hand, and call me her little nigger. This was the happiest period of my life; for I was too young to
understand rightly my condition as a slave, and too thoughtless and full of spirits to look forward
to the days of toil and sorrow.

My mother was a household slave in the same family. I was under her own care, and my little
brothers and sisters were my play-fellows and companions. My mother had several fine children
after she came to Mrs. Williams, —three girls and two boys. The tasks given out to us children
were light, and we used to play together with Miss Betsey, with as much freedom almost as if she
had been our sister.

My master, however, was a very harsh, selfish man; and we always dreaded his return from sea.
His wife was herself much afraid of him; and, during his stay at home, seldom dared to shew her
usual kindness to the slaves. He often left her, in the most distressed circumstances, to reside in
other female society, at some place in the West Indies of which I have forgot the name. My poor
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mistress bore his ill-treatment with great patience, and all her slaves loved and pitied her. I was
truly attached to her, and, next to my own mother, loved her better than any creature in the world.
My obedience to her commands was cheerfully given: it sprung solely from the affection I felt for
her, and not from fear of the power which the white people's law had given her over me.

I'had scarcely reached my twelfth year when my mistress became too poor to keep so many of us
at home; and she hired me out to Mrs. Pruden, a lady who lived about five miles off, in the
adjoining parish, in a large house near the sea. I cried bitterly at parting with my dear mistress
and Miss Betsey, and when I kissed my mother and brothers and sisters, I thought my young
heart would break, it pained me so. But there was no help; I was forced to go. Good Mrs. Williams
comforted me by saying that I should still be near the home I was about to quit, and might come
over and see her and my kindred whenever I could obtain leave of absence from Mrs. Pruden. A
tew hours after this I was taken to a strange house, and found myself among strange people. This
separation seemed a sore trial to me then; but oh! 'twas light, light to the trials I have since
endured! — 'twas nothing — nothing to be mentioned with them; but I was a child then, and it was
according to my strength.

I knew that Mrs. Williams could no longer maintain me; that she was fain to part with me for my
food and clothing; and I tried to submit myself to the change. My new mistress was a passionate
woman; but yet she did not treat me very unkindly. I do not remember her striking me but once,
and that was for going to see Mrs. Williams when I heard she was sick, and staying longer than
she had given me leave to do. All my employment at this time was nursing a sweet baby, little
Master Daniel; and I grew so fond of my nursling that it was my greatest delight to walk out with
him by the sea-shore, accompanied by his brother and sister, Miss Fanny and Master James. —
Dear Miss Fanny! She was a sweet, kind young lady, and so fond of me that she wished me to
learn all that she knew herself; and her method of teaching me was as follows: — Directly she had
said her lessons to her grandmamma, she used to come running to me, and make me repeat them
one by one after her; and in a few months I was able not only to say my letters but to spell many
small words. But this happy state was not to last long. Those days were too pleasant to last. My
heart always softens when I think of them.

At this time Mrs. Williams died. I was told suddenly of her death, and my grief was so great that,
forgetting I had the baby in my arms, I ran away directly to my poor mistress's house; but reached
it only in time to see the corpse carried out. Oh, that was a day of sorrow, —a heavy day! All the
slaves cried. My mother cried and lamented her sore; and I (foolish creature!) vainly entreated
them to bring my dear mistress back to life. I knew nothing rightly about death then, and it
seemed a hard thing to bear. When I thought about my mistress I felt as if the world was all gone
wrong; and for many days and weeks I could think of nothing else. I returned to Mrs. Pruden's;
but my sorrow was too great to be comforted, for my own dear mistress was always in my mind.
Whether in the house or abroad, my thoughts were always talking to me about her.

I staid at Mrs. Pruden's about three months after this; I was then sent back to Mr. Williams to be
sold. Oh, that was a sad sad time! I recollect the day well. Mrs. Pruden came to me and said,
"Mary, you will have to go home directly; your master is going to be married, and he means to
sell you and two of your sisters to raise money for the wedding." Hearing this I burst out a
crying, —though I was then far from being sensible of the full weight of my misfortune, or of the
misery that waited for me. Besides, I did not like to leave Mrs. Pruden, and the dear baby, who
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had grown very fond of me. For some time I could scarcely believe that Mrs. Pruden was in
earnest, till I received orders for my immediate return. —Dear Miss Fanny! how she cried at
parting with me, whilst I kissed and hugged the baby, thinking I should never see him again. I
left Mrs. Pruden's, and walked home with a heart full of sorrow. The idea of being sold away
from my mother and Miss Betsey was so frightful, that I dared not trust myself to think about it.
We had been bought of Mr. Myners, as I have mentioned, by Miss Betsey's grandfather, and given
to her, so that we were by right her property, and I never thought we should be separated or sold
away from her.

When I reached the house, I went in directly to Miss Betsey. I found her in great distress; and she
cried out as soon as she saw me, "Oh, Mary! my father is going to sell you all to raise money to
marry that wicked woman. You are my slaves, and he has no right to sell you; but it is all to please
her." She then told me that my mother was living with her father's sister at a house close by, and
I went there to see her. It was a sorrowful meeting; and we lamented with a great and sore crying
our unfortunate situation. "Here comes one of my poor picaninnies!" she said, the moment I came
in, "one of the poor slave-brood who are to be sold to-morrow."

Oh dear! I cannot bear to think of that day, —it is too much. —It recalls the great grief that filled
my heart, and the woeful thoughts that passed to and fro through my mind, whilst listening to
the pitiful words of my poor mother, weeping for the loss of her children. I wish I could find
words to tell you all I then felt and suffered. The great God above alone knows the thoughts of
the poor slave's heart, and the bitter pains which follow such separations as these. All that we
love taken away from us—Oh, it is sad, sad! and sore to be borne! —1I got no sleep that night for
thinking of the morrow; and dear Miss Betsey was scarcely less distressed. She could not bear to
part with her old playmates, and she cried sore and would not be pacified.

The black morning at length came; it came too soon for my poor mother and us. Whilst she was
putting on us the new osnaburgs in which we were to be sold, she said, in a sorrowful voice, (I
shall never forget it!) "See, I am shrouding my poor children; what a task for a mother!" —She then
called Miss Betsey to take leave of us. "I am going to carry my little chickens to market," (these
were her very words,) "take your last look of them; may be you will see them no more." "Oh, my
poor slaves! my own slaves!" said dear Miss Betsey, "you belong to me; and it grieves my heart
to part with you."—Miss Betsey kissed us all, and, when she left us, my mother called the rest of
the slaves to bid us good bye. One of them, a woman named Moll, came with her infant in her
arms. "Ay!" said my mother, seeing her turn away and look at her child with the tears in her eyes,
"your turn will come next." The slaves could say nothing to comfort us; they could only weep and
lament with us. When I left my dear little brothers and the house in which I had been brought up,
I thought my heart would burst.

Our mother, weeping as she went, called me away with the children Hannah and Dinah, and we
took the road that led to Hamble Town, which we reached about four o'clock in the afternoon.
We followed my mother to the market-place, where she placed us in a row against a large house,
with our backs to the wall and our arms folded across our breasts. I, as the eldest, stood first,
Hannah next to me, then Dinah; and our mother stood beside, crying over us. My heart throbbed
with grief and terror so violently, that I pressed my hands quite tightly across my breast, but I
could not keep it still, and it continued to leap as though it would burst out of my body. But who
cared for that? Did one of the many by-standers, who were looking at us so carelessly, think of
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the pain that wrung the hearts of the negro woman and her young ones? No, no! They were not
all bad, I dare say; but slavery hardens white people's hearts towards the blacks; and many of
them were not slow to make their remarks upon us aloud, without regard to our grief —though
their light words fell like cayenne on the fresh wounds of our hearts. Oh those white people have
small hearts who can only feel for themselves.

At length the vendue master, who was to offer us for sale like sheep or cattle, arrived, and asked
my mother which was the eldest. She said nothing, but pointed to me. He took me by the hand,
and led me out into the middle of the street, and, turning me slowly round, exposed me to the
view of those who attended the vendue. I was soon surrounded by strange men, who examined
and handled me in the same manner that a butcher would a calf or a lamb he was about to
purchase, and who talked about my shape and size in like words—as if I could no more
understand their meaning than the dumb beasts. I was then put up to sale. The bidding
commenced at a few pounds, and gradually rose to fifty-seven,! when I was knocked down to the
highest bidder; and the people who stood by said that I had fetched a great sum for so young a
slave.

I then saw my sisters led forth, and sold to different owners; so that we had not the sad satisfaction
of being partners in bondage. When the sale was over, my mother hugged and kissed us, and
mourned over us, begging of us to keep up a good heart, and do our duty to our new masters. It
was a sad parting; one went one way, one another, and our poor mammy went home with
nothing.2

1 Bermuda currency; about £38 sterling.

2 Let the reader compare the above affecting account, taken down from the mouth of this negro woman,
with the following description of a vendue of slaves at the Cape of Good Hope, published by me in 1826,
from the letter of a friend, —and mark their similarity in several characteristic circumstances. The
resemblance is easily accounted for: slavery wherever it prevails produces similar effects. —"Having
heard that there was to be a sale of cattle, farm stock, &c. by auction, at a Veld-Cornet's in the vicinity, we
halted our waggon one day for the purpose of procuring a fresh spann of oxen. Among the stock of the
farm sold, was a female slave and her three children. The two eldest children were girls, the one about
thirteen years of age, and the other about eleven; the youngest was a boy. The whole family were
exhibited together, but they were sold separately, and to different purchasers. The farmers examined
them as if they had been so many head of cattle. While the sale was going on, the mother and her children
were exhibited on a table, that they might be seen by the company, which was very large. There could not
have been a finer subject for an able painter than this unhappy group. The tears, the anxiety, the anguish
of the mother, while she met the gaze of the multitude, eyed the different countenances of the bidders, or
cast a heart-rending look upon the children; and the simplicity and touching sorrow of the young ones,
while they clung to their distracted parent, wiping their eyes, and half concealing their faces, —contrasted
with the marked insensibility and jocular countenances of the spectators and purchasers, —furnished a
striking commentary on the miseries of slavery, and its debasing effects upon the hearts of its abettors.
While the woman was in this distressed situation she was asked, 'Can you feed sheep?' Her reply was so
indistinct that it escaped me; but it was probably in the negative, for her purchaser rejoined, in a loud and
harsh voice, 'Then I will teach you with the sjamboc,' (a whip made of the rhinoceros' hide.) The mother
and her three children were sold to three separate purchasers; and they were literally torn from each
other."—Ed.
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My new master was a Captain I — —, who lived at Spanish Point. After parting with my mother
and sisters, I followed him to his store, and he gave me into the charge of his son, a lad about my
own age, Master Benjy, who took me to my new home. I did not know where I was going, or
what my new master would do with me. My heart was quite broken with grief, and my thoughts
went back continually to those from whom I had been so suddenly parted. "Oh, my mother! my
mother!" I kept saying to myself, "Oh, my mammy and my sisters and my brothers, shall I never
see you again!"

Oh, the trials! the trials! they make the salt water come into my eyes when I think of the days in
which I was afflicted — the times that are gone; when I mourned and grieved with a young heart
for those whom I loved.

It was night when I reached my new home. The house was large, and built at the bottom of a very
high hill; but I could not see much of it that night. I saw too much of it afterwards. The stones and
the timber were the best things in it; they were not so hard as the hearts of the owners.?

Before I entered the house, two slave women, hired from another owner, who were at work in
the yard, spoke to me, and asked who I belonged to? I replied, "I am come to live here." "Poor
child, poor child!" they both said; "you must keep a good heart, if you are to live here."—When I
went in, I stood up crying in a corner. Mrs. I— — came and took off my hat, a little black silk hat
Miss Pruden made for me, and said in a rough voice, "You are not come here to stand up in
corners and cry, you are come here to work." She then put a child into my arms, and, tired as I
was, | was forced instantly to take up my old occupation of a nurse. —I could not bear to look at
my mistress, her countenance was so stern. She was a stout tall woman with a very dark
complexion, and her brows were always drawn together into a frown. I thought of the words of
the two slave women when I saw Mrs. I — —, and heard the harsh sound of her voice.

The person I took the most notice of that night was a French Black called Hetty, whom my master
took in privateering from another vessel, and made his slave. She was the most active woman I
ever saw, and she was tasked to her utmost. A few minutes after my arrival she came in from
milking the cows, and put the sweet-potatoes on for supper. She then fetched home the sheep,
and penned them in the fold; drove home the cattle, and staked them about the pond side;* fed
and rubbed down my master's horse, and gave the hog and the fed cow5 their suppers; prepared
the beds, and undressed the children, and laid them to sleep. I liked to look at her and watch all
her doings, for hers was the only friendly face I had as yet seen, and I felt glad that she was there.
She gave me my supper of potatoes and milk, and a blanket to sleep upon, which she spread for
me in the passage before the door of Mrs. I — —'s chamber.

3 These strong expressions, and all of a similar character in this little narrative, are given verbatim as
uttered by Mary Prince. — Ed.

* The cattle on a small plantation in Bermuda are, it seems, often thus staked or tethered, both night and
day, in situations where grass abounds.

> A cow fed for slaughter.
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I got a sad fright, that night. I was just going to sleep, when I heard a noise in my mistress's room;
and she presently called out to inquire if some work was finished that she had ordered Hetty to
do. "No, Ma'am, not yet," was Hetty's answer from below. On hearing this, my master started up
from his bed, and just as he was, in his shirt, ran down stairs with a long cow-skin® in his hand. I
heard immediately after, the cracking of the thong, and the house rang to the shrieks of poor
Hetty, who kept crying out, "Oh, Massa! Massa! me dead. Massa! have mercy upon me—don't
kill me outright."—This was a sad beginning for me. I sat up upon my blanket, trembling with
terror, like a frightened hound, and thinking that my turn would come next. At length the house
became still, and I forgot for a little while all my sorrows by falling fast asleep.

The next morning my mistress set about instructing me in my tasks. She taught me to do all sorts
of household work; to wash and bake, pick cotton and wool, and wash floors, and cook. And she
taught me (how can I ever forget it!) more things than these; she caused me to know the exact
difference between the smart of the rope, the cart-whip, and the cow-skin, when applied to my
naked body by her own cruel hand. And there was scarcely any punishment more dreadful than
the blows I received on my face and head from her hard heavy fist. She was a fearful woman, and
a savage mistress to her slaves.

There were two little slave boys in the house, on whom she vented her bad temper in a special
manner. One of these children was a mulatto, called Cyrus, who had been bought while an infant
in his mother's arms; the other, Jack, was an African from the coast of Guinea, whom a sailor had
given or sold to my master. Seldom a day passed without these boys receiving the most severe
treatment, and often for no fault at all. Both my master and mistress seemed to think that they
had a right to ill-use them at their pleasure; and very often accompanied their commands with
blows, whether the children were behaving well or ill.  have seen their flesh ragged and raw with
licks. — Lick —lick — they were never secure one moment from a blow, and their lives were passed
in continual fear. My mistress was not contented with using the whip, but often pinched their
cheeks and arms in the most cruel manner. My pity for these poor boys was soon transferred to
myself; for I was licked, and flogged, and pinched by her pitiless fingers in the neck and arms,
exactly as they were. To strip me naked — to hang me up by the wrists and lay my flesh open with
the cow-skin, was an ordinary punishment for even a slight offence. My mistress often robbed
me too of the hours that belong to sleep. She used to sit up very late, frequently even until
morning; and [ had then to stand at a bench and wash during the greater part of the night, or pick
wool and cotton; and often I have dropped down overcome by sleep and fatigue, till roused from
a state of stupor by the whip, and forced to start up to my tasks.

Poor Hetty, my fellow slave, was very kind to me, and I used to call her my Aunt; but she led a
most miserable life, and her death was hastened (at least the slaves all believed and said so,) by
the dreadful chastisement she received from my master during her pregnancy. It happened as
follows. One of the cows had dragged the rope away from the stake to which Hetty had fastened
it, and got loose. My master flew into a terrible passion, and ordered the poor creature to be
stripped quite naked, notwithstanding her pregnancy, and to be tied up to a tree in the yard. He
then flogged her as hard as he could lick, both with the whip and cow-skin, till she was all over
streaming with blood. He rested, and then beat her again and again. Her shrieks were terrible.
The consequence was that poor Hetty was brought to bed before her time, and was delivered

5 A thong of hard twisted hide, known by this name in the West Indies.
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after severe labour of a dead child. She appeared to recover after her confinement, so far that she
was repeatedly flogged by both master and mistress afterwards; but her former strength never
returned to her. Ere long her body and limbs swelled to a great size; and she lay on a mat in the
kitchen, till the water burst out of her body and she died. All the slaves said that death was a
good thing for poor Hetty; but I cried very much for her death. The manner of it filled me with
horror. I could not bear to think about it; yet it was always present to my mind for many a day.

After Hetty died all her labours fell upon me, in addition to my own. I had now to milk eleven
cows every morning before sunrise, sitting among the damp weeds; to take care of the cattle as
well as the children; and to do the work of the house. There was no end to my toils —no end to
my blows. I lay down at night and rose up in the morning in fear and sorrow; and often wished
that like poor Hetty I could escape from this cruel bondage and be at rest in the grave. But the
hand of that God whom then I knew not, was stretched over me; and I was mercifully preserved
for better things. It was then, however, my heavy lot to weep, weep, weep, and that for years; to
pass from one misery to another, and from one cruel master to a worse. But I must go on with the
thread of my story.

One day a heavy squall of wind and rain came on suddenly, and my mistress sent me round the
corner of the house to empty a large earthen jar. The jar was already cracked with an old deep
crack that divided it in the middle, and in turning it upside down to empty it, it parted in my
hand. I could not help the accident, but I was dreadfully frightened, looking forward to a severe
punishment. I ran crying to my mistress, "O mistress, the jar has come in two." "You have broken
it, have you?" she replied; "come directly here to me." I came trembling; she stripped and flogged
me long and severely with the cow-skin; as long as she had strength to use the lash, for she did
not give over till she was quite tired. —- When my master came home at night, she told him of my
fault; and oh, frightful! how he fell a swearing. After abusing me with every ill name he could
think of, (too, too bad to speak in England,) and giving me several heavy blows with his hand, he
said, "I shall come home to-morrow morning at twelve, on purpose to give you a round hundred."
He kept his word —Oh sad for me! I cannot easily forget it. He tied me up upon a ladder, and
gave me a hundred lashes with his own hand, and master Benjy stood by to count them for him.
When he had licked me for some time he sat down to take breath; then after resting, he beat me
again and again, until he was quite wearied, and so hot (for the weather was very sultry), that he
sank back in his chair, almost like to faint. While my mistress went to bring him drink, there was
a dreadful earthquake. Part of the roof fell down, and every thing in the house went —clatter,
clatter, clatter. Oh I thought the end of all things near at hand; and I was so sore with the flogging,
that I scarcely cared whether I lived or died. The earth was groaning and shaking; every thing
tumbling about; and my mistress and the slaves were shrieking and crying out, "The earthquake!
the earthquake!" It was an awful day for us all.

During the confusion I crawled away on my hands and knees, and laid myself down under the
steps of the piazza, in front of the house. I was in a dreadful state — my body all blood and bruises,
and I could not help moaning piteously. The other slaves, when they saw me, shook their heads
and said, "Poor child! poor child!"—1I lay there till the morning, careless of what might happen,
for life was very weak in me, and I wished more than ever to die. But when we are very young,
death always seems a great way off, and it would not come that night to me. The next morning I
was forced by my master to rise and go about my usual work, though my body and limbs were
so stiff and sore, that I could not move without the greatest pain. — Nevertheless, even after all
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this severe punishment, I never heard the last of that jar; my mistress was always throwing it in
my face.

Some little time after this, one of the cows got loose from the stake, and eat one of the sweet-
potatoe slips. I was milking when my master found it out. He came to me, and without any more
ado, stooped down, and taking off his heavy boot, he struck me such a severe blow in the small
of my back, that I shrieked with agony, and thought I was killed; and I feel a weakness in that
part to this day. The cow was frightened at his violence, and kicked down the pail and spilt the
milk all about. My master knew that this accident was his own fault, but he was so enraged that
he seemed glad of an excuse to go on with his ill usage. I cannot remember how many licks he
gave me then, but he beat me till I was unable to stand, and till he himself was weary.

After this I ran away and went to my mother, who was living with Mr. Richard Darrel. My poor
mother was both grieved and glad to see me; grieved because I had been so ill used, and glad
because she had not seen me for a long, long while. She dared not receive me into the house, but
she hid me up in a hole in the rocks near, and brought me food at night, after every body was
asleep. My father, who lived at Crow-Lane, over the salt-water channel, at last heard of my being
hid up in the cavern, and he came and took me back to my master. Oh I was loth, loth to go back;
but as there was no remedy, I was obliged to submit.

When we got home, my poor father said to Capt. [— —, "Sir, I am sorry that my child should be
forced to run away from her owner; but the treatment she has received is enough to break her
heart. The sight of her wounds has nearly broke mine.—I entreat you, for the love of God, to
forgive her for running away, and that you will be a kind master to her in future." Capt. I — —
said I was used as well as I deserved, and that I ought to be punished for running away. I then
took courage and said that I could stand the floggings no longer; that I was weary of my life, and
therefore I had run away to my mother; but mothers could only weep and mourn over their
children, they could not save them from cruel masters —from the whip, the rope, and the cow-
skin. He told me to hold my tongue and go about my work, or he would find a way to settle me.
He did not, however, flog me that day.

For five years after this I remained in his house, and almost daily received the same harsh
treatment. At length he put me on board a sloop, and to my great joy sent me away to Turk's
Island. I was not permitted to see my mother or father, or poor sisters and brothers, to say good
bye, though going away to a strange land, and might never see them again. Oh the Buckra people
who keep slaves think that black people are like cattle, without natural affection. But my heart
tells me it is far otherwise.

We were nearly four weeks on the voyage, which was unusually long. Sometimes we had a light
breeze, sometimes a great calm, and the ship made no way; so that our provisions and water ran
very low, and we were put upon short allowance. I should almost have been starved had it not
been for the kindness of a black man called Anthony, and his wife, who had brought their own
victuals, and shared them with me.

When we went ashore at the Grand Quay, the captain sent me to the house of my new master,
Mr. D— —, to whom Captain I — —had sold me. Grand Quay is a small town upon a sandbank;

the houses low and built of wood. Such was my new master's. The first person I saw, on my
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arrival, was Mr. D— —, a stout sulky looking man, who carried me through the hall to show me
to his wife and children. Next day I was put up by the vendue master to know how much I was
worth, and I was valued at one hundred pounds currency.

My new master was one of the owners or holders of the salt ponds, and he received a certain sum
for every slave that worked upon his premises, whether they were young or old. This sum was
allowed him out of the profits arising from the salt works. I was immediately sent to work in the
salt water with the rest of the slaves. This work was perfectly new to me. I was given a half barrel
and a shovel, and had to stand up to my knees in the water, from four o'clock in the morning till
nine, when we were given some Indian corn boiled in water, which we were obliged to swallow
as fast as we could for fear the rain should come on and melt the salt. We were then called again
to our tasks, and worked through the heat of the day; the sun flaming upon our heads like fire,
and raising salt blisters in those parts which were not completely covered. Our feet and legs, from
standing in the salt water for so many hours, soon became full of dreadful boils, which eat down
in some cases to the very bone, afflicting the sufferers with great torment. We came home at
twelve; ate our corn soup, called blawly, as fast as we could, and went back to our employment
till dark at night. We then shovelled up the salt in large heaps, and went down to the sea, where
we washed the pickle from our limbs, and cleaned the barrows and shovels from the salt. When
we returned to the house, our master gave us each our allowance of raw Indian corn, which we
pounded in a mortar and boiled in water for our suppers.

We slept in a long shed, divided into narrow slips, like the stalls used for cattle. Boards fixed
upon stakes driven into the ground, without mat or covering, were our only beds. On Sundays,
after we had washed the salt bags, and done other work required of us, we went into the bush
and cut the long soft grass, of which we made trusses for our legs and feet to rest upon, for they
were so full of the salt boils that we could get no rest lying upon the bare boards.

Though we worked from morning till night, there was no satisfying Mr. D — —. I hoped, when I
left Capt. I— —, that I should have been better off, but I found it was but going from one butcher
to another. There was this difference between them: my former master used to beat me while
raging and foaming with passion; Mr. D — — was usually quite calm. He would stand by and give
orders for a slave to be cruelly whipped, and assist in the punishment, without moving a muscle
of his face; walking about and taking snuff with the greatest composure. Nothing could touch his
hard heart—neither sighs, nor tears, nor prayers, nor streaming blood; he was deaf to our cries,
and careless of our sufferings. Mr. D — — has often stripped me naked, hung me up by the wrists,
and beat me with the cow-skin, with his own hand, till my body was raw with gashes. Yet there
was nothing very remarkable in this; for it might serve as a sample of the common usage of the
slaves on that horrible island.

Owing to the boils in my feet, I was unable to wheel the barrow fast through the sand, which got
into the sores, and made me stumble at every step; and my master, having no pity for my
sufferings from this cause, rendered them far more intolerable, by chastising me for not being
able to move so fast as he wished me. Another of our employments was to row a little way off
from the shore in a boat, and dive for large stones to build a wall round our master's house. This
was very hard work; and the great waves breaking over us continually, made us often so giddy
that we lost our footing, and were in danger of being drowned.
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Ah, poor me! —my tasks were never ended. Sick or well, it was work —work —work! — After the
diving season was over, we were sent to the South Creek, with large bills, to cut up mangoes to
burn lime with. Whilst one party of slaves were thus employed, another were sent to the other
side of the island to break up coral out of the sea.

When we were ill, let our complaint be what it might, the only medicine given to us was a great
bowl of hot salt water, with salt mixed with it, which made us very sick. If we could not keep up
with the rest of the gang of slaves, we were put in the stocks, and severely flogged the next
morning. Yet, not the less, our master expected, after we had thus been kept from our rest, and
our limbs rendered stiff and sore with ill usage, that we should still go through the ordinary tasks
of the day all the same. —Sometimes we had to work all night, measuring salt to load a vessel; or
turning a machine to draw water out of the sea for the salt-making. Then we had no sleep—no
rest —but were forced to work as fast as we could, and go on again all next day the same as usual.
Work —work —work —Oh that Turk's Island was a horrible place! The people in England, I am
sure, have never found out what is carried on there. Cruel, horrible place!

Mr. D— — had a slave called old Daniel, whom he used to treat in the most cruel manner. Poor
Daniel was lame in the hip, and could not keep up with the rest of the slaves; and our master
would order him to be stripped and laid down on the ground, and have him beaten with a rod of
rough briar till his skin was quite red and raw. He would then call for a bucket of salt, and fling
upon the raw flesh till the man writhed on the ground like a worm, and screamed aloud with
agony. This poor man's wounds were never healed, and I have often seen them full of maggots,
which increased his torments to an intolerable degree. He was an object of pity and terror to the
whole gang of slaves, and in his wretched case we saw, each of us, our own lot, if we should live
to be as old.

Oh the horrors of slavery! —How the thought of it pains my heart! But the truth ought to be told
of it; and what my eyes have seen I think it is my duty to relate; for few people in England know
what slavery is. [ have been a slave —I have felt what a slave feels, and I know what a slave knows;
and I would have all the good people in England to know it too, that they may break our chains,
and set us free.

Mr. D — — had another slave called Ben. He being very hungry, stole a little rice one night after
he came in from work, and cooked it for his supper. But his master soon discovered the theft;
locked him up all night; and kept him without food till one o'clock the next day. He then hung
Ben up by his hands, and beat him from time to time till the slaves came in at night. We found
the poor creature hung up when we came home; with a pool of blood beneath him, and our master
still licking him. But this was not the worst. My master's son was in the habit of stealing the rice
and rum. Ben had seen him do this, and thought he might do the same, and when master found
out that Ben had stolen the rice and swore to punish him, he tried to excuse himself by saying
that Master Dickey did the same thing every night. The lad denied it to his father, and was so
angry with Ben for informing against him, that out of revenge he ran and got a bayonet, and
whilst the poor wretch was suspended by his hands and writhing under his wounds, he run it
quite through his foot. I was not by when he did it, but I saw the wound when I came home, and
heard Ben tell the manner in which it was done.
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I must say something more about this cruel son of a cruel father. —He had no heart—no fear of
God; he had been brought up by a bad father in a bad path, and he delighted to follow in the
same steps. There was a little old woman among the slaves called Sarah, who was nearly past
work; and, Master Dickey being the overseer of the slaves just then, this poor creature, who was
subject to several bodily infirmities, and was not quite right in her head, did not wheel the barrow
fast enough to please him. He threw her down on the ground, and after beating her severely, he
took her up in his arms and flung her among the prickly-pear bushes, which are all covered over
with sharp venomous prickles. By this her naked flesh was so grievously wounded, that her body
swelled and festered all over, and she died a few days after. In telling my own sorrows, I cannot
pass by those of my fellow-slaves —for when I think of my own griefs, I remember theirs.

I think it was about ten years I had worked in the salt ponds at Turk's Island, when my master
left off business, and retired to a house he had in Bermuda, leaving his son to succeed him in the
island. He took me with him to wait upon his daughters; and I was joyful, for I was sick, sick of
Turk's Island, and my heart yearned to see my native place again, my mother, and my kindred.

I had seen my poor mother during the time I was a slave in Turk's Island. One Sunday morning
I was on the beach with some of the slaves, and we saw a sloop come in loaded with slaves to
work in the salt water. We got a boat and went aboard. When I came upon the deck I asked the
black people, "Is there any one here for me?" "Yes," they said, "your mother." I thought they said
this in jest—1I could scarcely believe them for joy; but when I saw my poor mammy my joy was
turned to sorrow, for she had gone from her senses. "Mammy," I said, "is this you?" She did not
know me. "Mammy," I said, "what's the matter?" She began to talk foolishly, and said that she
had been under the vessel's bottom. They had been overtaken by a violent storm at sea. My poor
mother had never been on the sea before, and she was so ill, that she lost her senses, and it was
long before she came quite to herself again. She had a sweet child with her —a little sister I had
never seen, about four years of age, called Rebecca. I took her on shore with me, for I felt I should
love her directly; and I kept her with me a week. Poor little thing! her's has been a sad life, and
continues so to this day. My mother worked for some years on the island, but was taken back to
Bermuda some time before my master carried me again thither.”

After I left Turk's Island, I was told by some negroes that came over from it, that the poor slaves
had built up a place with boughs and leaves, where they might meet for prayers, but the white
people pulled it down twice, and would not allow them even a shed for prayers. A flood came
down soon after and washed away many houses, filled the place with sand, and overflowed the
ponds: and I do think that this was for their wickedness; for the Buckra mens there were very
wicked. I saw and heard much that was very very bad at that place.

7 Of the subsequent lot of her relatives she can tell but little. She says, her father died while she and her
mother were at Turk's Island; and that he had been long dead and buried before any of his children in
Bermuda knew of it, they being slaves on other estates. Her mother died after Mary went to Antigua. Of
the fate of the rest of her kindred, seven brothers and three sisters, she knows nothing further than this—
that the eldest sister, who had several children to her master, was taken by him to Trinidad; and that the
youngest, Rebecca, is still alive, and in slavery in Bermuda. Mary herself is now about forty-three years of
age.—Ed.

& Negro term for white people.
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I was several years the slave of Mr. D — — after I returned to my native place. Here I worked in
the grounds. My work was planting and hoeing sweet-potatoes, Indian corn, plantains, bananas,
cabbages, pumpkins, onions, &c. I did all the household work, and attended upon a horse and
cow besides, — going also upon all errands. I had to curry the horse —to clean and feed him —and
sometimes to ride him a little. I had more than enough to do—but still it was not so very bad as
Turk's Island.

My old master often got drunk, and then he would get in a fury with his daughter, and beat her
till she was not fit to be seen. I remember on one occasion, I had gone to fetch water, and when I
Was coming up the hill I heard a great screaming; I ran as fast as I could to the house, put down
the water, and went into the chamber, where I found my master beating Miss D — — dreadfully.
I strove with all my strength to get her away from him; for she was all black and blue with bruises.
He had beat her with his fist, and almost killed her. The people gave me credit for getting her
away. He turned round and began to lick me. Then I said, "Sir, this is not Turk's Island." I can't
repeat his answer, the words were too wicked —too bad to say. He wanted to treat me the same
in Bermuda as he had done in Turk's Island.

He had an ugly fashion of stripping himself quite naked, and ordering me then to wash him in a
tub of water. This was worse to me than all the licks. Sometimes when he called me to wash him
I would not come, my eyes were so full of shame. He would then come to beat me. One time I
had plates and knives in my hand, and I dropped both plates and knives, and some of the plates
were broken. He struck me so severely for this, that at last I defended myself, for I thought it was
high time to do so. I then told him I would not live longer with him, for he was a very indecent
man — very spiteful, and too indecent; with no shame for his servants, no shame for his own flesh.
So I went away to a neighbouring house and sat down and cried till the next morning, when I
went home again, not knowing what else to do.

After that I was hired to work at Cedar Hills, and every Saturday night I paid the money to my
master. I had plenty of work to do there—plenty of washing; but yet I made myself pretty
comfortable. I earned two dollars and a quarter a week, which is twenty pence a day.

During the time I worked there, I heard that Mr. John Wood was going to Antigua. I felt a great
wish to go there, and I went to Mr. D— —, and asked him to let me go in Mr. Wood's service. Mr.
Wood did not then want to purchase me; it was my own fault that I came under him, I was so
anxious to go. It was ordained to be, I suppose; God led me there. The truth is, I did not wish to
be any longer the slave of my indecent master.

Mr. Wood took me with him to Antigua, to the town of St. John's, where he lived. This was about
fifteen years ago. He did not then know whether I was to be sold; but Mrs. Wood found that I
could work, and she wanted to buy me. Her husband then wrote to my master to inquire whether
I was to be sold? Mr. D— — wrote in reply, "that I should not be sold to any one that would treat
me ill." It was strange he should say this, when he had treated me so ill himself. So I was
purchased by Mr. Wood for 300 dollars, (or £100 Bermuda currency.)?

® About £67. 10s. sterling.
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My work there was to attend the chambers and nurse the child, and to go down to the pond and
wash clothes. But I soon fell ill of the rheumatism, and grew so very lame that I was forced to
walk with a stick. I got the Saint Anthony's fire, also, in my left leg, and became quite a cripple.
No one cared much to come near me, and I was ill a long long time; for several months I could
not lift the limb. I had to lie in a little old out-house, that was swarming with bugs and other
vermin, which tormented me greatly; but I had no other place to lie in. I got the rheumatism by
catching cold at the pond side, from washing in the fresh water; in the salt water I never got cold.
The person who lived in next yard, (a Mrs. Greene,) could not bear to hear my cries and groans.
She was kind, and used to send an old slave woman to help me, who sometimes brought me a
little soup. When the doctor found I was so ill, he said I must be put into a bath of hot water. The
old slave got the bark of some bush that was good for the pains, which she boiled in the hot water,
and every night she came and put me into the bath, and did what she could for me: I don't know
what I should have done, or what would have become of me, had it not been for her.—My
mistress, it is true, did send me a little food; but no one from our family came near me but the
cook, who used to shove my food in at the door, and say, "Molly, Molly, there's your dinner." My
mistress did not care to take any trouble about me; and if the Lord had not put it into the hearts
of the neighbours to be kind to me, I must, I really think, have lain and died.

It was a long time before I got well enough to work in the house. Mrs. Wood, in the meanwhile,
hired a mulatto woman to nurse the child; but she was such a fine lady she wanted to be mistress
over me. I thought it very hard for a coloured woman to have rule over me because I was a slave
and she was free. Her name was Martha Wilcox; she was a saucy woman, very saucy; and she
went and complained of me, without cause, to my mistress, and made her angry with me. Mrs.
Wood told me that if I did not mind what I was about, she would get my master to strip me and
give me fifty lashes: "You have been used to the whip," she said, "and you shall have it here." This
was the first time she threatened to have me flogged; and she gave me the threatening so strong
of what she would have done to me, that I thought I should have fallen down at her feet, I was so
vexed and hurt by her words. The mulatto woman was rejoiced to have power to keep me down.
She was constantly making mischief; there was no living for the slaves —no peace after she came.

I was also sent by Mrs. Wood to be put in the Cage one night, and was next morning flogged, by
the magistrate's order, at her desire; and this all for a quarrel I had about a pig with another slave
woman. I was flogged on my naked back on this occasion: although I was in no fault after all; for
old Justice Dyett, when we came before him, said that I was in the right, and ordered the pig to
be given to me. This was about two or three years after I came to Antigua.

When we moved from the middle of the town to the Point, I used to be in the house and do all
the work and mind the children, though still very ill with the rheumatism. Every week I had to
wash two large bundles of clothes, as much as a boy could help me to lift; but I could give no
satisfaction. My mistress was always abusing and fretting after me. It is not possible to tell all her
ill language. — One day she followed me foot after foot scolding and rating me. I bore in silence a
great deal of ill words: at last my heart was quite full, and I told her that she ought not to use me
so; —that when I was ill I might have lain and died for what she cared; and no one would then
come near me to nurse me, because they were afraid of my mistress. This was a great affront. She
called her husband and told him what I had said. He flew into a passion: but did not beat me
then; he only abused and swore at me; and then gave me a note and bade me go and look for an
owner. Not that he meant to sell me; but he did this to please his wife and to frighten me. I went
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to Adam White, a cooper, a free black, who had money, and asked him to buy me. He went
directly to Mr. Wood, but was informed that I was not to be sold. The next day my master
whipped me.

Another time (about five years ago) my mistress got vexed with me, because I fell sick and I could
not keep on with my work. She complained to her husband, and he sent me off again to look for
an owner. I went to a Mr. Burchell, showed him the note, and asked him to buy me for my own
benefit; for I had saved about 100 dollars, and hoped, with a little help, to purchase my freedom.
He accordingly went to my master: —"Mr. Wood," he said, "Molly has brought me a note that she
wants an owner. If you intend to sell her, I may as well buy her as another." My master put him
off and said that he did not mean to sell me. I was very sorry at this, for I had no comfort with
Mrs. Wood, and I wished greatly to get my freedom.

The way in which I made my money was this. — When my master and mistress went from home,
as they sometimes did, and left me to take care of the house and premises, I had a good deal of
time to myself, and made the most of it. I took in washing, and sold coffee and yams and other
provisions to the captains of ships. I did not sit still idling during the absence of my owners; for I
wanted, by all honest means, to earn money to buy my freedom. Sometimes I bought a hog cheap
on board ship, and sold it for double the money on shore; and I also earned a good deal by selling
coffee. By this means I by degrees acquired a little cash. A gentleman also lent me some to help
to buy my freedom —but when I could not get free he got it back again. His name was Captain
Abbot.

My master and mistress went on one occasion into the country, to Date Hill, for change of air,
and carried me with them to take charge of the children, and to do the work of the house. While
I was in the country, I saw how the field negroes are worked in Antigua. They are worked very
hard and fed but scantily. They are called out to work before daybreak, and come home after
dark; and then each has to heave his bundle of grass for the cattle in the pen. Then, on Sunday
morning, each slave has to go out and gather a large bundle of grass; and, when they bring it
home, they have all to sit at the manager's door and wait till he come out: often have they to wait
there till past eleven o'clock, without any breakfast. After that, those that have yams or potatoes,
or fire-wood to sell, hasten to market to buy a dog's worth? of salt fish, or pork, which is a great
treat for them. Some of them buy a little pickle out of the shad barrels, which they call sauce, to
season their yams and Indian corn. It is very wrong, I know, to work on Sunday or go to market;
but will not God call the Buckra men to answer for this on the great day of judgment — since they
will give the slaves no other day?

While we were at Date Hill Christmas came; and the slave woman who had the care of the place
(which then belonged to Mr. Roberts the marshal), asked me to go with her to her husband's
house, to a Methodist meeting for prayer, at a plantation called Winthorps. I went; and they were
the first prayers I ever understood. One woman prayed; and then they all sung a hymn; then there
was another prayer and another hymn; and then they all spoke by turns of their own griefs as
sinners. The husband of the woman I went with was a black driver. His name was Henry. He
confessed that he had treated the slaves very cruelly; but said that he was compelled to obey the
orders of his master. He prayed them all to forgive him, and he prayed that God would forgive

10 A dog is the 72nd part of a dollar.
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him. He said it was a horrid thing for a ranger!! to have sometimes to beat his own wife or sister;
but he must do so if ordered by his master.

I felt sorry for my sins also. I cried the whole night, but I was too much ashamed to speak. I prayed
God to forgive me. This meeting had a great impression on my mind, and led my spirit to the
Moravian church; so that when I got back to town, I went and prayed to have my name put down
in the Missionaries' book; and I followed the church earnestly every opportunity. I did not then
tell my mistress about it; for I knew that she would not give me leave to go. But I felt I must go.
Whenever I carried the children their lunch at school, I ran round and went to hear the teachers.

The Moravian ladies (Mrs. Richter, Mrs. Olufsen, and Mrs. Sauter) taught me to read in the class;
and I got on very fast. In this class there were all sorts of people, old and young, grey headed
folks and children; but most of them were free people. After we had done spelling, we tried to
read in the Bible. After the reading was over, the missionary gave out a hymn for us to sing. I
dearly loved to go to the church, it was so solemn. I never knew rightly that I had much sin till I
went there. When I found out that I was a great sinner, I was very sorely grieved, and very much
frightened. I used to pray God to pardon my sins for Christ's sake, and forgive me for every thing
I had done amiss; and when I went home to my work, I always thought about what I had heard
from the missionaries, and wished to be good that I might go to heaven. After a while I was
admitted a candidate for the holy Communion. —I had been baptized long before this, in August
1817, by the Rev. Mr. Curtin, of the English Church, after I had been taught to repeat the Creed
and the Lord's Prayer. I wished at that time to attend a Sunday School taught by Mr. Curtin, but
he would not receive me without a written note from my master, granting his permission. I did
not ask my owner's permission, from the belief that it would be refused; so that I got no farther
instruction at that time from the English Church.12

Some time after I began to attend the Moravian Church, I met with Daniel James, afterwards my
dear husband. He was a carpenter and cooper to his trade; an honest, hard-working, decent black
man, and a widower. He had purchased his freedom of his mistress, old Mrs. Baker, with money
he had earned whilst a slave. When he asked me to marry him, I took time to consider the matter
over with myself, and would not say yes till he went to church with me and joined the Moravians.
He was very industrious after he bought his freedom; and he had hired a comfortable house, and
had convenient things about him. We were joined in marriage, about Christmas 1826, in the
Moravian Chapel at Spring Gardens, by the Rev. Mr. Olufsen. We could not be married in the
English Church. English marriage is not allowed to slaves; and no free man can marry a slave
woman.

When Mr. Wood heard of my marriage, he flew into a great rage, and sent for Daniel, who was
helping to build a house for his old mistress. Mr. Wood asked him who gave him a right to marry

! The head negro of an estate —a person who has the chief superintendence under the manager.

12She possesses a copy of Mrs. Trimmer's "Charity School Spelling Book," presented to her by the Rev.
Mr. Curtin, and dated August 30, 1817. In this book her name is written "Mary, Princess of Wales" —an
appellation which, she says, was given her by her owners. It is a common practice with the colonists to
give ridiculous names of this description to their slaves; being, in fact, one of the numberless modes of
expressing the habitual contempt with which they regard the negro race. —In printing this narrative we
have retained Mary's paternal name of Prince. — Ed.
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a slave of his? My husband said, "Sir, I am a free man, and thought I had a right to choose a wife;
but if I had known Molly was not allowed to have a husband, I should not have asked her to
marry me." Mrs. Wood was more vexed about my marriage than her husband. She could not
forgive me for getting married, but stirred up Mr. Wood to flog me dreadfully with the
horsewhip. I thought it very hard to be whipped at my time of life for getting a husband —1I told
her so. She said that she would not have nigger men about the yards and premises, or allow a
nigger man's clothes to be washed in the same tub where hers were washed. She was fearful, I
think, that I should lose her time, in order to wash and do things for my husband: but I had then
no time to wash for myself; I was obliged to put out my own clothes, though I was always at the
wash-tub.

I had not much happiness in my marriage, owing to my being a slave. It made my husband sad
to see me so ill-treated. Mrs. Wood was always abusing me about him. She did not lick me herself,
but she got her husband to do it for her, whilst she fretted the flesh off my bones. Yet for all this
she would not sell me. She sold five slaves whilst I was with her; but though she was always
finding fault with me, she would not part with me. However, Mr. Wood afterwards allowed
Daniel to have a place to live in our yard, which we were very thankful for.

After this, I fell ill again with the rheumatism, and was sick a long time; but whether sick or well,
I had my work to do. About this time I asked my master and mistress to let me buy my own
freedom. With the help of Mr. Burchell, I could have found the means to pay Mr. Wood; for it
was agreed that I should afterwards, serve Mr. Burchell a while, for the cash he was to advance
for me. I was earnest in the request to my owners; but their hearts were hard — too hard to consent.
Mrs. Wood was very angry —she grew quite outrageous — she called me a black devil, and asked
me who had put freedom into my head. "To be free is very sweet," I said: but she took good care
to keep me a slave. I saw her change colour, and I left the room.

About this time my master and mistress were going to England to put their son to school, and
bring their daughters home; and they took me with them to take care of the child. I was willing
to come to England: I thought that by going there I should probably get cured of my rheumatism,
and should return with my master and mistress, quite well, to my husband. My husband was
willing for me to come away, for he had heard that my master would free me, —and I also hoped
this might prove true; but it was all a false report.

The steward of the ship was very kind to me. He and my husband were in the same class in the
Moravian Church. I was thankful that he was so friendly, for my mistress was not kind to me on
the passage; and she told me, when she was angry, that she did not intend to treat me any better
in England than in the West Indies — that I need not expect it. And she was as good as her word.

When we drew near to England, the rheumatism seized all my limbs worse than ever, and my
body was dreadfully swelled. When we landed at the Tower, I shewed my flesh to my mistress,
but she took no great notice of it. We were obliged to stop at the tavern till my master got a house;
and a day or two after, my mistress sent me down into the wash-house to learn to wash in the
English way. In the West Indies we wash with cold water —in England with hot. I told my
mistress I was afraid that putting my hands first into the hot water and then into the cold, would
increase the pain in my limbs. The doctor had told my mistress long before I came from the West
Indies, that I was a sickly body and the washing did not agree with me. But Mrs. Wood would
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not release me from the tub, so I was forced to do as I could. I grew worse, and could not stand
to wash. I was then forced to sit down with the tub before me, and often through pain and
weakness was reduced to kneel or to sit down on the floor, to finish my task. When I complained
to my mistress of this, she only got into a passion as usual, and said washing in hot water could
not hurt any one; —that I was lazy and insolent, and wanted to be free of my work; but that she
would make me do it. I thought her very hard on me, and my heart rose up within me. However
I kept still at that time, and went down again to wash the child's things; but the English
washerwomen who were at work there, when they saw that I was so ill, had pity upon me and
washed them for me.

After that, when we came up to live in Leigh Street, Mrs. Wood sorted out five bags of clothes
which we had used at sea, and also such as had been worn since we came on shore, for me and
the cook to wash. Elizabeth the cook told her, that she did not think that I was able to stand to the
tub, and that she had better hire a woman. I also said myself, that I had come over to nurse the
child, and that I was sorry I had come from Antigua, since mistress would work me so hard,
without compassion for my rheumatism. Mr. and Mrs. Wood, when they heard this, rose up in a
passion against me. They opened the door and bade me get out. But I was a stranger, and did not
know one door in the street from another, and was unwilling to go away. They made a dreadful
uproar, and from that day they constantly kept cursing and abusing me. I was obliged to wash,
though I was very ill. Mrs. Wood, indeed once hired a washerwoman, but she was not well
treated, and would come no more.

My master quarrelled with me another time, about one of our great washings, his wife having
stirred him up to do so. He said he would compel me to do the whole of the washing given out
to me, or if I again refused, he would take a short course with me: he would either send me down
to the brig in the river, to carry me back to Antigua, or he would turn me at once out of doors,
and let me provide for myself. I said I would willingly go back, if he would let me purchase my
own freedom. But this enraged him more than all the rest: he cursed and swore at me dreadfully,
and said he would never sell my freedom —if I wished to be free, I was free in England, and I
might go and try what freedom would do for me, and be d — —d. My heart was very sore with
this treatment, but I had to go on. I continued to do my work, and did all I could to give
satisfaction, but all would not do.

Shortly after, the cook left them, and then matters went on ten times worse. I always washed the
child's clothes without being commanded to do it, and any thing else that was wanted in the
family; though still I was very sick—very sick indeed. When the great washing came round,
which was every two months, my mistress got together again a great many heavy things, such as
bed-ticks, bed-coverlets, &c. for me to wash. I told her I was too ill to wash such heavy things that
day. She said, she supposed I thought myself a free woman, but I was not; and if I did not do it
directly I should be instantly turned out of doors. I stood a long time before I could answer, for I
did not know well what to do. I knew that I was free in England, but I did not know where to go,
or how to get my living; and therefore, I did not like to leave the house. But Mr. Wood said he
would send for a constable to thrust me out; and at last I took courage and resolved that I would
not be longer thus treated, but would go and trust to Providence. This was the fourth time they
had threatened turn me out, and, go where I might, I was determined now to take them at their
word; though I thought it very hard, after I had lived with them for thirteen years, and worked
for them like a horse, to be driven out in this way, like a beggar. My only fault was being sick,
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and therefore unable to please my mistress, who thought she never could get work enough out
of her slaves; and I told them so: but they only abused me and drove me out. This took place from
two to three months, I think, after we came to England.

When I came away, I went to the man (one Mash) who used to black the shoes of the family, and
asked his wife to get somebody to go with me to Hatton Garden to the Moravian Missionaries:
these were the only persons I knew in England. The woman sent a young girl with me to the
mission house, and I saw there a gentleman called Mr. Moore. I told him my whole story, and
how my owners had treated me, and asked him to take in my trunk with what few clothes I had.
The missionaries were very kind to me — they were sorry for my destitute situation, and gave me
leave to bring my things to be placed under their care. They were very good people, and they told
me to come to the church.

When I went back to Mr. Wood's to get my trunk, I saw a lady, Mrs. Pell, who was on a visit to
my mistress. When Mr. and Mrs. Wood heard me come in, they set this lady to stop me, finding
that they had gone too far with me. Mrs. Pell came out to me, and said, "Are you really going to
leave, Molly? Don't leave, but come into the country with me." I believe she said this because she
thought Mrs. Wood would easily get me back again. I replied to her, "Ma'am, this is the fourth
time my master and mistress have driven me out, or threatened to drive me —and I will give them
no more occasion to bid me go. I was not willing to leave them, for I am a stranger in this country,
but now I must go—1I can stay no longer to be so used." Mrs. Pell then went up stairs to my
mistress, and told that I would go, and that she could not stop me. Mrs. Wood was very much
hurt and frightened when she found I was determined to go out that day. She said, "If she goes
the people will rob her, and then turn her adrift." She did not say this to me, but she spoke it loud
enough for me to hear; that it might induce me not to go, I suppose. Mr. Wood also asked me
where I was going to. I told him where I had been, and that I should never have gone away had
I not been driven out by my owners. He had given me a written paper some time before, which
said that I had come with them to England by my own desire; and that was true. It said also that
I left them of my own free will, because I was a free woman in England; and that I was idle and
would not do my work —which was not true. I gave this paper afterwards to a gentleman who
inquired into my case.!

I went into the kitchen and got my clothes out. The nurse and the servant girl were there, and I
said to the man who was going to take out my trunk, "Stop, before you take up this trunk, and
hear what I have to say before these people. I am going out of this house, as I was ordered; but I
have done no wrong at all to my owners, neither here nor in the West Indies. I always worked
very hard to please them, both by night and day; but there was no giving satisfaction, for my
mistress could never be satisfied with reasonable service. I told my mistress I was sick, and yet
she has ordered me out of doors. This is the fourth time; and now I am going out."

And so I came out, and went and carried my trunk to the Moravians. I then returned back to
Mash the shoe-black's house, and begged his wife to take me in. I had a little West Indian money
in my trunk; and they got it changed for me. This helped to support me for a little while. The
man's wife was very kind to me. I was very sick, and she boiled nourishing things up for me. She
also sent for a doctor to see me, and he sent me medicine, which did me good, though I was ill

13 See Supplement to The History of Mary Prince. By The Editor.
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for a long time with the rheumatic pains. I lived a good many months with these poor people,
and they nursed me, and did all that lay in their power to serve me. The man was well acquainted
with my situation, as he used to go to and fro to Mr. Wood's house to clean shoes and knives; and
he and his wife were sorry for me.

About this time, a woman of the name of Hill told me of the Anti-Slavery Society, and went with
me to their office, to inquire if they could do any thing to get me my freedom, and send me back
to the West Indies. The gentlemen of the Society took me to a lawyer, who examined very strictly
into my case; but told me that the laws of England could do nothing to make me free in Antigua.4
However they did all they could for me: they gave me a little money from time to time to keep
me from want; and some of them went to Mr. Wood to try to persuade him to let me return a free
woman to my husband; but though they offered him, as I have heard, a large sum for my freedom,
he was sulky and obstinate, and would not consent to let me go free.

This was the first winter I spent in England, and I suffered much from the severe cold, and from
the rheumatic pains, which still at times torment me. However, Providence was very good to me,
and I got many friends—especially some Quaker ladies, who hearing of my case, came and
sought me out, and gave me good warm clothing and money. Thus I had great cause to bless God
in my affliction.

When I got better I was anxious to get some work to do, as I was unwilling to eat the bread of
idleness. Mrs. Mash, who was a laundress, recommended me to a lady for a charwoman. She paid
me very handsomely for what work I did, and I divided the money with Mrs. Mash; for though
very poor, they gave me food when my own money was done, and never suffered me to want.

In the spring, I got into service with a lady, who saw me at the house where I sometimes worked
as a charwoman. This lady's name was Mrs. Forsyth. She had been in the West Indies, and was
accustomed to Blacks, and liked them. I was with her six months, and went with her to Margate.
She treated me well, and gave me a good character when she left London.15

After Mrs. Forsyth went away, I was again out of place, and went to lodgings, for which I paid
two shillings a week, and found coals and candle. After eleven weeks, the money I had saved in
service was all gone, and I was forced to go back to the Anti-Slavery office to ask a supply, till I
could get another situation. I did not like to go back —I did not like to be idle. I would rather work
for my living than get it for nothing. They were very good to give me a supply, but I felt shame
at being obliged to apply for relief whilst I had strength to work.

At last I went into the service of Mr. and Mrs. Pringle, where I have been ever since, and am as
comfortable as I can be while separated from my dear husband, and away from my own country
and all old friends and connections. My dear mistress teaches me daily to read the word of God,
and takes great pains to make me understand it. I enjoy the great privilege of being enabled to
attend church three times on the Sunday; and I have met with many kind friends since I have

14 She came first to the Anti-Slavery Office in Aldermanbury, about the latter end of November 1828; and
her case was referred to Mr. George Stephen to be investigated. More of this hereafter. — ED.

15 She refers to a written certificate which will be inserted afterwards.
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been here, both clergymen and others. The Rev. Mr. Young, who lives in the next house, has
shown me much kindness, and taken much pains to instruct me, particularly while my master
and mistress were absent in Scotland. Nor must I forget, among my friends, the Rev. Mr.
Mortimer, the good clergyman of the parish, under whose ministry I have now sat for upwards
of twelve months. I trust in God I have profited by what I have heard from him. He never keeps
back the truth, and I think he has been the means of opening my eyes and ears much better to
understand the word of God. Mr. Mortimer tells me that he cannot open the eyes of my heart, but
that I must pray to God to change my heart, and make me to know the truth, and the truth will
make me free.

I still live in the hope that God will find a way to give me my liberty, and give me back to my
husband. I endeavour to keep down my fretting, and to leave all to Him, for he knows what is
good for me better than I know myself. Yet, I must confess, I find it a hard and heavy task to do
SO.

I am often much vexed, and I feel great sorrow when I hear some people in this country say, that
the slaves do not need better usage, and do not want to be free.16 They believe the foreign
people,’” who deceive them, and say slaves are happy. I say, Not so. How can slaves be happy
when they have the halter round their neck and the whip upon their back? and are disgraced and
thought no more of than beasts? —and are separated from their mothers, and husbands, and
children, and sisters, just as cattle are sold and separated? Is it happiness for a driver in the field
to take down his wife or sister or child, and strip them, and whip them in such a disgraceful
manner? —women that have had children exposed in the open field to shame! There is no
modesty or decency shown by the owner to his slaves; men, women, and children are exposed
alike. Since I have been here I have often wondered how English people can go out into the West
Indies and act in such a beastly manner. But when they go to the West Indies, they forget God
and all feeling of shame, I think, since they can see and do such things. They tie up slaves like
hogs —moor!® them up like cattle, and they lick them, so as hogs, or cattle, or horses never were
flogged; —and yet they come home and say, and make some good people believe, that slaves don't
want to get out of slavery. But they put a cloak about the truth. It is not so. All slaves want to be
free—to be free is very sweet. I will say the truth to English people who may read this history
that my good friend, Miss S— —, is now writing down for me. I have been a slave myself —I know
what slaves feel —I can tell by myself what other slaves feel, and by what they have told me. The
man that says slaves be quite happy in slavery — that they don't want to be free — that man is either
ignorant or a lying person. I never heard a slave say so. I never heard a Buckra man say so, till I
heard tell of it in England. Such people ought to be ashamed of themselves. They can't do without
slaves, they say. What's the reason they can't do without slaves as well as in England? No slaves
here —no whips—no stocks —no punishment, except for wicked people. They hire servants in
England; and if they don't like them, they send them away: they can't lick them. Let them work
ever so hard in England, they are far better off than slaves. If they get a bad master, they give
warning and go hire to another. They have their liberty. That's just what we want. We don't mind
hard work, if we had proper treatment, and proper wages like English servants, and proper time

16 The whole of this paragraph especially, is given as nearly as was possible in Mary's precise words.
7 She means West Indians.

18 A West Indian phrase: to fasten or tie up.
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given in the week to keep us from breaking the Sabbath. But they won't give it: they will have
work —work —work, night and day, sick or well, till we are quite done up; and we must not speak
up nor look amiss, however much we be abused. And then when we are quite done up, who cares
for us, more than for a lame horse? This is slavery. I tell it, to let English people know the truth;
and I hope they will never leave off to pray God, and call loud to the great King of England, till
all the poor blacks be given free, and slavery done up for evermore.

Supplement to The History of Mary Prince. By the Editor.

Leaving Mary's narrative, for the present, without comment to the reader's reflections, I proceed
to state some circumstances connected with her case which have fallen more particularly under
my own notice, and which I consider it incumbent now to lay fully before the public.

About the latter end of November, 1828, this poor woman found her way to the office of the Anti-
Slavery Society in Aldermanbury, by the aid of a person who had become acquainted with her
situation, and had advised her to apply there for advice and assistance. After some preliminary
examination into the accuracy of the circumstances related by her, I went along with her to Mr.
George Stephen, solicitor, and requested him to investigate and draw up a statement of her case,
and have it submitted to counsel, in order to ascertain whether or not, under the circumstances,
her freedom could be legally established on her return to Antigua. On this occasion, in Mr.
Stephen's presence and mine, she expressed, in very strong terms, her anxiety to return thither if
she could go as a free person, and, at the same time, her extreme apprehensions of the fate that
would probably await her if she returned as a slave. Her words were, "I would rather go into my
grave than go back a slave to Antigua, though I wish to go back to my husband very much —very
much —very much! I am much afraid my owners would separate me from my husband, and use
me very hard, or perhaps sell me for a field negro; —and slavery is too too bad. I would rather go
into my grave!"

The paper which Mr. Wood had given her before she left his house, was placed by her in Mr.
Stephen's hands. It was expressed in the following terms: —

"l have already told Molly, and now give it her in writing, in order that there may be no
misunderstanding on her part, that as I brought her from Antigua at her own request and
entreaty, and that she is consequently now free, she is of course at liberty to take her baggage and
go where she pleases. And, in consequence of her late conduct, she must do one of two things —
either quit the house, or return to Antigua by the earliest opportunity, as she does not evince a
disposition to make herself useful. As she is a stranger in London, I do not wish to turn her out,
or would do so, as two female servants are sufficient for my establishment. If after this she does
remain, it will be only during her good behaviour: but on no consideration will I allow her wages
or any other remuneration for her services.

"JOHN A. WOOD."

"London, August 18, 1828."
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This paper, though not devoid of inconsistencies, which will be apparent to any attentive reader,
is craftily expressed; and was well devised to serve the purpose which the writer had obviously
in view, namely, to frustrate any appeal which the friendless black woman might make to the
sympathy of strangers, and thus prevent her from obtaining an asylum, if she left his house, from
any respectable family. As she had no one to refer to for a character in this country except himself,
he doubtless calculated securely on her being speedily driven back, as soon as the slender fund
she had in her possession was expended, to throw herself unconditionally upon his tender
mercies; and his disappointment in this expectation appears to have exasperated his feelings of
resentment towards the poor woman, to a degree which few persons alive to the claims of
common justice, not to speak of christianity or common humanity, could easily have anticipated.
Such, at least, seems the only intelligible inference that can be drawn from his subsequent
conduct.

The case having been submitted, by desire of the Anti-Slavery Committee, to the consideration of
Dr. Lushington and Mr. Sergeant Stephen, it was found that there existed no legal means of
compelling Mary's master to grant her manumission; and that if she returned to Antigua, she
would inevitably fall again under his power, or that of his attorneys, as a slave. It was, however,
resolved to try what could be effected for her by amicable negotiation; and with this view Mr.
Ravenscroft, a solicitor, (Mr. Stephen's relative,) called upon Mr. Wood, in order to ascertain
whether he would consent to Mary's manumission on any reasonable terms, and to refer, if
required, the amount of compensation for her value to arbitration. Mr. Ravenscroft with some
difficulty obtained one or two interviews, but found Mr. Wood so full of animosity against the
woman, and so firmly bent against any arrangement having her freedom for its object, that the
negotiation was soon broken off as hopeless. The angry slave-owner declared "that he would not
move a finger about her in this country, or grant her manumission on any terms whatever; and
that if she went back to the West Indies, she must take the consequences."

This unreasonable conduct of Mr. Wood, induced the Anti-Slavery Committee, after several other
abortive attempts to effect a compromise, to think of bringing the case under the notice of
Parliament. The heads of Mary's statement were accordingly engrossed in a Petition, which Dr.
Lushington offered to present, and to give notice at the same time of his intention to bring in a
Bill to provide for the entire emancipation of all slaves brought to England with the owner's
consent. But before this step was taken, Dr. Lushington again had recourse to negotiation with
the master; and, partly through the friendly intervention of Mr. Manning, partly by personal
conference, used every persuasion in his power to induce Mr. Wood to relent and let the
bondwoman go free. Seeing the matter thus seriously taken up, Mr. Wood became at length
alarmed, —not relishing, it appears, the idea of having the case publicly discussed in the House
of Commons; and to avert this result he submitted to temporize —assumed a demeanour of
unwonted civility, and even hinted to Mr. Manning (as I was given to understand) that if he was
not driven to utter hostility by the threatened exposure, he would probably meet our wishes "in
his own time and way." Having gained time by these manceuvres, he adroitly endeavoured to
cool the ardour of Mary's new friends, in her cause, by representing her as an abandoned and
worthless woman, ungrateful towards him, and undeserving of sympathy from others;
allegations which he supported by the ready affirmation of some of his West India friends, and
by one or two plausible letters procured from Antigua. By these and like artifices he appears
completely to have imposed on Mr. Manning, the respectable West India merchant whom Dr.
Lushington had asked to negotiate with him; and he prevailed so far as to induce Dr. Lushington
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himself (actuated by the benevolent view of thereby best serving Mary's cause,) to abstain from
any remarks upon his conduct when the petition was at last presented in Parliament. In this way
he dextrously contrived to neutralize all our efforts, until the close of the Session of 1829; soon
after which he embarked with his family for the West Indies.

Every exertion for Mary's relief having thus failed; and being fully convinced from a
twelvemonth's observation of her conduct, that she was really a well-disposed and respectable
woman; I engaged her, in December 1829, as a domestic servant in my own family. In this capacity
she has remained ever since; and I am thus enabled to speak of her conduct and character with a
degree of confidence I could not have otherwise done. The importance of this circumstance will
appear in the sequel.

From the time of Mr. Wood's departure to Antigua, in 1829, till June or July last, no farther effort
was attempted for Mary's relief. Some faint hope was still cherished that this unconscionable man
would at length relent, and "in his own time and way," grant the prayer of the exiled negro
woman. After waiting, however, nearly twelve months longer, and seeing the poor woman's
spirits daily sinking under the sickening influence of hope deferred, I resolved on a final attempt
in her behalf, through the intervention of the Moravian Missionaries, and of the Governor of
Antigua. At my request, Mr. Edward Moore, agent of the Moravian Brethren in London, wrote
to the Rev. Joseph Newby, their Missionary in that island, empowering him to negotiate in his
own name with Mr. Wood for Mary's manumission, and to procure his consent, if possible, upon
terms of ample pecuniary compensation. At the same time the excellent and benevolent William
Allen, of the Society of Friends, wrote to Sir Patrick Ross, the Governor of the Colony, with whom
he was on terms of friendship, soliciting him to use his influence in persuading Mr. Wood to
consent: and I confess I was sanguine enough to flatter myself that we should thus at length
prevail. The result proved, however, that I had not yet fully appreciated the character of the man
we had to deal with.

Mr. Newby's answer arrived early in November last, mentioning that he had done all in his power
to accomplish our purpose, but in vain; and that if Mary's manumission could not be obtained
without Mr. Wood's consent, he believed there was no prospect of its ever being effected.

A few weeks afterwards I was informed by Mr. Allen, that he had received a letter from Sir Patrick
Ross, stating that he also had used his best endeavours in the affair, but equally without effect.
Sir Patrick at the same time inclosed a letter, addressed by Mr. Wood to his Secretary, Mr. Taylor,
assigning his reasons for persisting in this extraordinary course. This letter requires our special
attention. Its tenor is as follows: —

"My dear Sir,
"In reply to your note relative to the woman Molly, I beg you will have the kindness to oblige me

by assuring his Excellency that I regret exceedingly my inability to comply with his request,
which under other circumstances would afford me very great pleasure.

"There are many and powerful reasons for inducing me to refuse my sanction to her returning
here in the way she seems to wish. It would be to reward the worst species of ingratitude, and

subject myself to insult whenever she came in my way. Her moral character is very bad, as the
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police records will shew; and she would be a very troublesome character should she come here
without any restraint. She is not a native of this country, and I know of no relation she has here.
I induced her to take a husband, a short time before she left this, by providing a comfortable
house in my yard for them, and prohibiting her going out after 10 to 12 o'clock (our bed-time)
without special leave. This she considered the greatest, and indeed the only, grievance she ever
complained of, and all my efforts could not prevent it. In hopes of inducing her to be steady to
her husband, who was a free man, I gave him the house to occupy during our absence; but it
appears the attachment was too loose to bind her, and he has taken another wife: so on that score
I do her no injury. —In England she made her election, and quitted my family. This I had no right
to object to; and I should have thought no more of it, but not satisfied to leave quietly, she gave
every trouble and annoyance in her power, and endeavoured to injure the character of my family
by the most vile and infamous falsehoods, which was embodied in a petition to the House of
Commons, and would have been presented, had not my friends from this island, particularly the
Hon. Mr. Byam and Dr. Coull, come forward, and disproved what she had asserted.

"It would be beyond the limits of an ordinary letter to detail her baseness, though I will do so
should his Excellency wish it; but you may judge of her depravity by one circumstance, which
came out before Mr. Justice Dyett, in a quarrel with another female.

"Such a thing I could not have believed possible.1?

"Losing her value as a slave in a pecuniary point of view I consider of no consequence; for it was
our intention, had she conducted herself properly and returned with us, to have given her
freedom. She has taken her freedom; and all I wish is, that she would enjoy it without meddling
with me.

"Let me again repeat, if his Excellency wishes it, it will afford me great pleasure to state such
particulars of her, and which will be incontestably proved by numbers here, that I am sure will
acquit me in his opinion of acting unkind or ungenerous towards her. I'll say nothing of the
liability I should incur, under the Consolidated Slave Law, of dealing with a free person as a slave.

"My only excuse for entering so much into detail must be that of my anxious wish to stand
justified in his Excellency's opinion.

"I am, my dear Sir,
Yours very truly,

John A. Wood.

"20th Oct. 1830."

19 I omit the circumstance here mentioned, because it is too indecent to appear in a publication likely to be
perused by females. It is, in all probability, a vile calumny; but even if it were perfectly true, it would not
serve Mr. Wood's case one straw. — Any reader who wishes it, may see the passage referred to, in the
autograph letter in my possession. T. P.
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"Charles Taylor, Esq.
&e. &e. &e.

"I forgot to mention that it was at her own special request that she accompanied me to England —
and also that she had a considerable sum of money with her, which she had saved in my service.
I knew of £36 to £40, at least, for I had some trouble to recover it from a white man, to whom she
had lent it.

"LALW

Such is Mr. Wood's justification of his conduct in thus obstinately refusing manumission to the
Negro-woman who had escaped from his "house of bondage."

Let us now endeavour to estimate the validity of the excuses assigned, and the allegations
advanced by him, for the information of Governor Sir Patrick Ross, in this deliberate statement
of his case.

1. To allow the woman to return home free, would, he affirms "be to reward the worst species of
ingratitude."

He assumes, it seems, the sovereign power of pronouncing a virtual sentence of banishment, for
the alleged crime of ingratitude. Is this then a power which any man ought to possess over his
fellow-mortal? or which any good man would ever wish to exercise? And, besides, there is no
evidence whatever, beyond Mr. Wood's mere assertion, that Mary Prince owed him or his family
the slightest mark of gratitude. Her account of the treatment she received in his service, may be
incorrect; but her simple statement is at least supported by minute and feasible details, and,
unless rebutted by positive facts, will certainly command credence from impartial minds more
readily than his angry accusation, which has something absurd and improbable in its very front.
Moreover, is it not absurd to term the assertion of her natural rights by a slave, —even supposing
her to have been kindly dealt with by her "owners," and treated in every respect the reverse of
what Mary affirms to have been her treatment by Mr. Wood and his wife, — "the worst species of
ingratitude?" This may be West Indian ethics, but it will scarcely be received as sound doctrine in
Europe.

2. To permit her return would be "to subject himself to insult whenever she came in his way."

This is a most extraordinary assertion. Are the laws of Antigua then so favourable to the free
blacks, or the colonial police so feebly administered, that there are no sufficient restraints to
protect a rich colonist like Mr. Wood,—a man who counts among his familiar friends the
Honourable Mr. Byam, and Mr. Taylor the Government Secretary, —from being insulted by a
poor Negro-woman? It is preposterous.

3. Her moral character is so bad, that she would prove very troublesome should she come to the
colony "without any restraint."
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"Any restraint?" Are there no restraints (supposing them necessary) short of absolute slavery to
keep "troublesome characters" in order? But this, I suppose, is the arqumentum ad gubernatorem —
to frighten the governor. She is such a termagant, it seems, that if she once gets back to the
colony free, she will not only make it too hot for poor Mr. Wood, but the police and courts of
justice will scarce be a match for her! Sir Patrick Ross, no doubt, will take care how he intercedes
farther for so formidable a virago! How can one treat such arguments seriously?

4. She is not a native of the colony, and he knows of no relation she has there.

True: But was it not her home (so far as a slave can have a home) for thirteen or fourteen years?
Were not the connexions, friendships, and associations of her mature life formed there? Was it
not there she hoped to spend her latter years in domestic tranquillity with her husband, free from
the lash of the taskmaster? These considerations may appear light to Mr. Wood, but they are every
thing to this poor woman.

5. He induced her, he says, to take a husband, a short time before she left Antigua, and gave them
a comfortable house in his yard, &c. &c.

This paragraph merits attention. He "induced her to take a husband?" If the fact were true, what
brutality of mind and manners does it not indicate among these slave-holders? They refuse to
legalize the marriages of their slaves, but induce them to form such temporary connexions as may
suit the owner's conveniency, just as they would pair the lower animals; and this man has the
effrontery to tell us so! Mary, however, tells a very different story, (see page 17;) and her assertion,
independently of other proof, is at least as credible as Mr. Wood's. The reader will judge for
himself as to the preponderance of internal evidence in the conflicting statements.

6. He alleges that she was, before marriage, licentious, and even depraved in her conduct, and
unfaithful to her husband afterwards.

These are serious charges. But if true, or even partially true, how comes it that a person so correct
in his family hours and arrangements as Mr. Wood professes to be, and who expresses so edifying
a horror of licentiousness, could reconcile it to his conscience to keep in the bosom of his family
so depraved, as well as so troublesome a character for at least thirteen years, and confide to her for
long periods too the charge of his house and the care of his children —for such I shall shew to
have been the facts? How can he account for not having rid himself with all speed, of so
disreputable an inmate —he who values her loss so little "in a pecuniary point of view?" How can
he account for having sold five other slaves in that period, and yet have retained this shocking
woman—nay, even have refused to sell her, on more than one occasion, when offered her full
value? It could not be from ignorance of her character, for the circumstance which he adduces as
a proof of her shameless depravity, and which I have omitted on account of its indecency,
occurred, it would appear, not less than ten years ago. Yet, notwithstanding her alleged ill qualities
and habits of gross immorality, he has not only constantly refused to part with her; but after
thirteen long years, brings her to England as an attendant on his wife and children, with the
avowed intention of carrying her back along with his maiden daughter, a young lady returning
from school! Such are the extraordinary facts; and until Mr. Wood shall reconcile these singular
inconsistencies between his actions and his allegations, he must not be surprised if we in England
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prefer giving credit to the former rather than the latter; although at present it appears somewhat
difficult to say which side of the alternative is the more creditable to his own character.

7. Her husband, he says, has taken another wife; "so that on that score," he adds, "he does her no
injury."

Supposing this fact be true, (which I doubt, as I doubt every mere assertion from so questionable
a quarter,) I shall take leave to put a question or two to Mr. Wood's conscience. Did he not write
from England to his friend Mr. Darrel, soon after Mary left his house, directing him to turn her
husband, Daniel James, off his premises, on account of her offence; telling him to inform James at
the same time that his wife had taken up with another man, who had robbed her of all she had —
a calumny as groundless as it was cruel? I further ask if the person who invented this story
(whoever he may be,) was not likely enough to impose similar fabrications on the poor negro
man's credulity, until he may have been induced to prove false to his marriage vows, and to "take
another wife," as Mr. Wood coolly expresses it? But withal, I strongly doubt the fact of Daniel
James' infidelity; for there is now before me a letter from himself to Mary, dated in April 1830,
couched in strong terms of conjugal affection; expressing his anxiety for her speedy return, and
stating that he had lately "received a grace" (a token of religious advancement) in the Moravian
church, a circumstance altogether incredible if the man were living in open adultery, as Mr.
Wood's assertion implies.

8. Mary, he says, endeavoured to injure the character of his family by infamous falsehoods, which
were embodied in a petition to the House of Commons, and would have been presented, had not
his friends from Antigua, the Hon. Mr. Byam, and Dr. Coull, disproved her assertions.

I can say something on this point from my own knowledge. Mary's petition contained simply a
brief statement of her case, and, among other things, mentioned the treatment she had received
from Mr. and Mrs. Wood. Now the principal facts are corroborated by other evidence, and Mr.
Wood must bring forward very different testimony from that of Dr. Coull before well-informed
persons will give credit to his contradiction. The value of that person's evidence in such cases will
be noticed presently. Of the Hon. Mr. Byam I know nothing, and shall only at present remark that
it is not likely to redound greatly to his credit to appear in such company. Furthermore, Mary's
petition was presented, as Mr. Wood ought to know; though it was not discussed, nor his conduct
exposed as it ought to have been.

9. He speaks of the liability he should incur, under the Consolidated Slave Law, of dealing with
a free person as a slave.

Is not this pretext hypocritical in the extreme? What liability could he possibly incur by
voluntarily resigning the power, conferred on him by an iniquitous colonial law, of re-imposing
the shackles of slavery on the bondwoman from whose limbs they had fallen when she touched
the free soil of England? —There exists no liability from which he might not have been easily
secured, or for which he would not have been fully compensated.

He adds in a postscript that Mary had a considerable sum of money with her, —from £36 to £40
at least, which she had saved in his service. The fact is, that she had at one time 113 dollars in

cash; but only a very small portion of that sum appears to have been brought by her to England,
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the rest having been partly advanced, as she states, to assist her husband, and partly lost by being
lodged in unfaithful custody.

Finally, Mr. Wood repeats twice that it will afford him great pleasure to state for the governor's
satisfaction, if required, such particulars of "the woman Molly," upon incontestable evidence, as
he is sure will acquit him in his Excellency's opinion "of acting unkind or ungenerous towards
her."

This is well: and I now call upon Mr. Wood to redeem his pledge; —to bring forward facts and
proofs fully to elucidate the subject; —to reconcile, if he can, the extraordinary discrepancies
which I have pointed out between his assertions and the actual facts, and especially between his
account of Mary Prince's character and his own conduct in regard to her. He has now to produce
such a statement as will acquit him not only in the opinion of Sir Patrick Ross, but of the British
public. And in this position he has spontaneously placed himself, in attempting to destroy, by his
deliberate criminatory letter, the poor woman's fair fame and reputation, —an attempt but for
which the present publication would probably never have appeared.

Here perhaps we might safely leave the case to the judgment of the public; but as this negro
woman's character, not the less valuable to her because her condition is so humble, has been so
unscrupulously blackened by her late master, a party so much interested and inclined to place
her in the worst point of view, —it is incumbent on me, as her advocate with the public, to state
such additional testimony in her behalf as I can fairly and conscientiously adduce.

My first evidence is Mr. Joseph Phillips, of Antigua. Having submitted to his inspection Mr.
Wood's letter and Mary Prince's narrative, and requested his candid and deliberate sentiments in
regard to the actual facts of the case, I have been favoured with the following letter from him on
the subject: —

"London, January 18, 1831.
"Dear Sir,

"In giving you my opinion of Mary Prince's narrative, and of Mr. Wood's letter respecting her,
addressed to Mr. Taylor, I shall first mention my opportunities of forming a proper estimate of
the conduct and character of both parties.

"I have known Mr. Wood since his first arrival in Antigua in 1803. He was then a poor young
man, who had been brought up as a ship carpenter in Bermuda. He was afterwards raised to be
a clerk in the Commissariat department, and realised sufficient capital to commence business as
a merchant. This last profession he has followed successfully for a good many years, and is
understood to have accumulated very considerable wealth. After he entered into trade, I had
constant intercourse with him in the way of business; and in 1824 and 1825, I was regularly
employed on his premises as his clerk; consequently, I had opportunities of seeing a good deal of
his character both as a merchant, and as a master of slaves. The former topic I pass over as
irrelevant to the present subject: in reference to the latter, I shall merely observe that he was not,
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in regard to ordinary matters, more severe than the ordinary run of slave owners; but, if seriously
offended, he was not of a disposition to be easily appeased, and would spare no cost or sacrifice
to gratify his vindictive feelings. As regards the exaction of work from domestic slaves, his wife
was probably more severe than himself —it was almost impossible for the slaves ever to give her
entire satisfaction.

"Of their slave Molly (or Mary) I know less than of Mr. and Mrs. Wood; but I saw and heard
enough of her, both while I was constantly employed on Mr. Wood's premises, and while I was
there occasionally on business, to be quite certain that she was viewed by her owners as their
most respectable and trustworthy female slave. It is within my personal knowledge that she had
usually the charge of the house in their absence, was entrusted with the keys, &c.; and was always
considered by the neighbours and visitors as their confidential household servant, and as a
person in whose integrity they placed unlimited confidence, —although when Mrs. Wood was at
home, she was no doubt kept pretty closely at washing and other hard work. A decided proof of
the estimation in which she was held by her owners exists in the fact that Mr. Wood uniformly
refused to part with her, whereas he sold five other slaves while she was with them. Indeed, she
always appeared to me to be a slave of superior intelligence and respectability; and I always
understood such to be her general character in the place.

"As to what Mr. Wood alleges about her being frequently before the police, &c. I can only say I
never heard of the circumstance before; and as I lived for twenty years in the same small town,
and in the vicinity of their residence, I think I could scarcely have failed to become acquainted
with it, had such been the fact. She might, however, have been occasionally before the magistrate
in consequence of little disputes among the slaves, without any serious imputation on her general
respectability. She says she was twice summoned to appear as a witness on such occasions; and
that she was once sent by her mistress to be confined in the Cage, and was afterwards flogged by
her desire. This cruel practice is very common in Antigua; and, in my opinion, is but little
creditable to the slave owners and magistrates by whom such arbitrary punishments are inflicted,
frequently for very trifling faults. Mr. James Scotland is the only magistrate in the colony who
invariably refuses to sanction this reprehensible practice.

"Of the immoral conduct ascribed to Molly by Mr. Wood, I can say nothing further than this—
that I have heard she had at a former period (previous to her marriage) a connexion with a white
person, a Capt. — —, which I have no doubt was broken off when she became seriously impressed
with religion. But, at any rate, such connexions are so common, I might almost say universal, in
our slave colonies, that except by the missionaries and a few serious persons, they are considered,
if faults at all, so very venial as scarcely to deserve the name of immorality. Mr. Wood knows this
colonial estimate of such connexions as well as I do; and, however false such an estimate must be
allowed to be, especially When applied to their own conduct by persons of education, pretending
to adhere to the pure Christian rule of morals, —yet when he ascribes to a negro slave, to whom
legal marriage was denied, such great criminality for laxity of this sort, and professes to be so
exceedingly shocked and amazed at the tale he himself relates, he must, I am confident, have had
a farther object in view than the information of Mr. Taylor or Sir Patrick Ross. He must, it is
evident, have been aware that his letter would be sent to Mr. Allen, and accordingly adapted it,
as more important documents from the colonies are often adapted, for effect in England. The tale
of the slave Molly's immoralities, be assured, was not intended for Antigua so much as for Stoke
Newington, and Peckham, and Aldermanbury.
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"In regard to Mary's narrative generally, although I cannot speak to the accuracy of the details,
except in a few recent particulars, I can with safety declare that I see no reason to question the
truth of a single fact stated by her, or even to suspect her in any instance of intentional
exaggeration. It bears in my judgment the genuine stamp of truth and nature. Such is my
unhesitating opinion, after a residence of twenty-seven years in the West Indies.

"T remain, &c.
"Joseph Phillips."
To T. Pringle, Esq.

"P.S. As Mr. Wood refers to the evidence of Dr. T. Coull in opposition to Mary's assertions, it may
be proper to enable you justly to estimate the worth of that person's evidence in cases connected
with the condition and treatment of slaves. You are aware that in 1829, Mr. M'Queen of Glasgow,
in noticing a Report of the "Ladies' Society of Birmingham for the relief of British Negro Slaves,"
asserted with his characteristic audacity, that the statement which it contained respecting
distressed and deserted slaves in Antigua was "an abominable falsehood." Not contented with
this, and with insinuating that I, as agent of the society in the distribution of their charity in
Antigua, had fraudulently duped them out of their money by a fabricated tale of distress, Mr.
M'Queen proceeded to libel me in the most opprobrious terms, as "a man of the most worthless
and abandoned character."? Now I know from good authority that it was upon Dr. Coull's

20 In elucidation of the circumstances above referred to, I subjoin the following extracts from the Report of
the Birmingham Ladies' Society for 1830: —

"As a portion of the funds of this association has been appropriated to assist the benevolent efforts of a
society which has for fifteen years afforded relief to distressed and deserted slaves in Antigua, it may not
be uninteresting to our friends to learn the manner in which the agent of this society has been treated for
simply obeying the command of our Saviour, by ministering, like the good Samaritan, to the distresses of
the helpless and the desolate. The society's proceedings being adverted to by a friend of Africa, at one of
the public meetings held in this country, a West Indian planter, who was present, wrote over to his
friends in Antigua, and represented the conduct of the distributors of this charity in such a light, that it
was deemed worthy of the cognizance of the House of Assembly. Mr. Joseph Phillips, a resident of the
island, who had most kindly and disinterestedly exerted himself in the distribution of the money from
England among the poor deserted slaves, was brought before the Assembly, and most severely
interrogated: on his refusing to deliver up his private correspondence with his friends in England, he was
thrown into a loathsome jail, where he was kept for nearly five months; while his loss of business, and the
oppressive proceedings instituted against him, were involving him in poverty and ruin. On his discharge
by the House of Assembly, he was seized in their lobby for debt, and again imprisoned."

"In our report for the year 1826, we quoted a passage from the 13th Report of the Society for the relief of
deserted Slaves in the island of Antigua, in reference to a case of great distress. This statement fell into the
hands of Mr. M'Queen, the Editor of the Glasgow Courier. Of the consequences resulting from this
circumstance we only gained information through the Leicester Chronicle, which had copied an article
from the Weekly Register of Antigua, dated St. John's, September 22, 1829. We find from this that Mr.
M'Queen affirms, that 'with the exception of the fact that the society is, as it deserves to be, duped out of
its money, the whole tale' (of the distress above referred to) 'is an abominable falsehood.' This statement,
which we are informed has appeared in many of the public papers, is completely refuted in our
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information that Mr. M'Queen founded this impudent contradiction of notorious facts, and this
audacious libel of my personal character. From this single circumstance you may judge of the
value of his evidence in the case of Mary Prince. I can furnish further information respecting Dr.
Coull's colonial proceedings, both private and judicial, should circumstances require it."

Il]' P'Il

I leave the preceding letter to be candidly weighed by the reader in opposition to the inculpatory
allegations of Mr. Wood —merely remarking that Mr. Wood will find it somewhat difficult to
impugn the evidence of Mr. Phillips, whose "upright," "unimpeached," and "unexceptionable"
character, he has himself vouched for in unqualified terms, by affixing his signature to the
testimonial published in the Weekly Register of Antigua in 1825. (See Note below.)

The next testimony in Mary's behalf is that of Mrs. Forsyth, a lady in whose service she spent the
summer of 1829. — (See page 21.) This lady, on leaving London to join her husband, voluntarily
presented Mary with a certificate, which, though it relates only to a recent and short period of her
history, is a strong corroboration of the habitual respectability of her character. It is in the
following terms: —

"Mrs. Forsyth states, that the bearer of this paper (Mary James,) has been with her for the last six
months; that she has found her an excellent character, being honest, industrious, and sober; and
that she parts with her on no other account than this —that being obliged to travel with her
husband, who has lately come from abroad in bad health, she has no farther need of a servant.
Any person Wishing to engage her, can have her character in full from Miss Robson, 4, Keppel

Appendix, No. 4, to which we refer our readers. Mr. M'Queen's statements, we regret to say, would lead
many to believe that there are no deserted Negroes to assist; and that the case mentioned was a perfect
fabrication. He also distinctly avers, that the disinterested and humane agent of the society, Mr. Joseph
Phillips, is 'a man of the most worthless and abandoned character.' In opposition to this statement, we
learn the good character of Mr. Phillips from those who have long been acquainted with his laudable
exertions in the cause of humanity, and from the Editor of the Weekly Register of Antigua, who speaks,
on his own knowledge, of more than twenty years back; confidently appealing at the same time to the
inhabitants of the colony in which he resides for the truth of his averments, and producing a testimonial
to Mr. Phillips's good character signed by two members of the Antigua House of Assembly, and by Mr.
Wyke, the collector of his Majesty's customs, and by Antigua merchants, as follows — 'that they have been
acquainted with him the last four years and upwards, and he has always conducted himself in an upright
becoming manner — his character we know to be unimpeached, and his morals unexceptionable.'

(Signed) "Thomas Saunderson  John D. Taylor
John A. Wood  George Wyke

Samuel L. Darrel  Giles S. Musson

Robert Grant."

"St. John's, Antigua, June 28, 1825."

In addition to the above testimonies, Mr. Phillips has brought over to England with him others of a more
recent date, from some of the most respectable persons in Antigua —sufficient to cover with confusion all
his unprincipled calumniators. See also his account of his own case in the Anti-Slavery Reporter, No. 74,
p. 69.
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Street, Russel Square, whom Mrs. Forsyth has requested to furnish particulars to any one desiring
them.

"4, Keppel Street, 28th Sept. 1829."

In the last place, I add my own testimony in behalf of this negro woman. Independently of the
scrutiny, which, as Secretary of the Anti-Slavery Society, I made into her case when she first
applied for assistance, at 18, Aldermanbury, and the watchful eye I kept upon her conduct for the
ensuing twelvemonths, while she was the occasional pensioner of the Society, I have now had the
opportunity of closely observing her conduct for fourteen months, in the situation of a
domestic servant in my own family; and the following is the deliberate opinion of Mary's
character, formed not only by myself, but also by my wife and sister-in-law, after this ample
period of observation. We have found her perfectly honest and trustworthy in all respects; so that
we have no hesitation in leaving every thing in the house at her disposal. She had the entire charge
of the house during our absence in Scotland for three months last autumn, and conducted herself
in that charge with the utmost discretion and fidelity. She is not, it is true, a very expert
housemaid, nor capable of much hard work, (for her constitution appears to be a good deal
broken,) but she is careful, industrious, and anxious to do her duty and to give satisfaction. She
is capable of strong attachments, and feels deep, though unobtrusive, gratitude for real kindness
shown her. She possesses considerable natural sense, and has much quickness of observation and
discrimination of character. She is remarkable for decency and propriety of conduct—and
her delicacy, even in trifling minutiee, has been a trait of special remark by the females of my
family. This trait, which is obviously quite unaffected, would be a most inexplicable anomaly, if
her former habits had been so indecent and depraved as Mr. Wood alleges. Her chief faults, so
far as we have discovered them, are, a somewhat violent and hasty temper, and a considerable
share of natural pride and self-importance; but these defects have been but rarely and transiently
manifested, and have scarcely occasioned an hour's uneasiness at any time in our household. Her
religious knowledge, notwithstanding the pious care of her Moravian instructors in Antigua, is
still but very limited, and her views of christianity indistinct; but her profession, whatever it may
have of imperfection, I am convinced, has nothing of insincerity. In short, we consider her on the
whole as respectable and well-behaved a person in her station, as any domestic, white or black,
(and we have had ample experience of both colours,) that we have ever had in our service.

But after all, Mary's character, important though its exculpation be to her, is not really the point
of chief practical interest in this case. Suppose all Mr. Wood's defamatory allegations to be true —
suppose him to be able to rake up against her out of the records of the Antigua police, or from
the veracious testimony of his brother colonists, twenty stories as bad or worse than what he
insinuates —suppose the whole of her own statement to be false, and even the whole of her
conduct since she came under our observation here to be a tissue of hypocrisy; —suppose all
this—and leave the negro woman as black in character as in complexion,? —yet it would affect

21 If it even were so, how strong a plea of palliation might not the poor negro bring, by adducing the neglect
of her various owners to afford religious instruction or moral discipline, and the habitual influence of their
evil example (to say the very least,) before her eyes? What moral good could she possibly learn —what moral
evil could she easily escape, while under the uncontrolled power of such masters as she describes Captain
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not the main facts — which are these. —1. Mr. Wood, not daring in England to punish this woman
arbitrarily, as he would have done in the West Indies, drove her out of his house, or left her, at
least, only the alternative of returning instantly to Antigua, with the certainty of severe treatment
there, or submitting in silence to what she considered intolerable usage in his household. 2. He
has since obstinately persisted in refusing her manumission, to enable her to return home in
security, though repeatedly offered more than ample compensation for her value as a slave; and
this on various frivolous pretexts, but really, and indeed not unavowedly, in order to punish her
for leaving his service in England, though he himself had professed to give her that option. These
unquestionable facts speak volumes.22

I— — and Mr. D— — of Turk's Island? All things considered, it is indeed wonderful to find her such as she
now is. But as she has herself piously expressed it, "that God whom then she knew not mercifully preserved
her for better things."

2 Since the preceding pages were printed off, I have been favoured with a communication from the Rev.
J. Curtin, to whom among other acquaintances of Mr. Wood's in this country, the entire proof sheets of
this pamphlet had been sent for inspection. Mr. Curtin corrects some omissions and inaccuracies in Mary
Prince's narrative (see page 17,) by stating, 1. That she was baptized, not in August, but on the 6th of
April, 1817; 2. That sometime before her baptism, on her being admitted a catechumen, preparatory to
that holy ordinance, she brought a note from her owner, Mr. Wood, recommending her for religious
instruction, &c.; 3. That it was his usual practice, when any adult slaves came on week days to school, to
require their owners' permission for their attendance; but that on Sundays the chapel was open
indiscriminately to all. —Mary, after a personal interview with Mr. Curtin, and after hearing his letter
read by me, still maintains that Mr. Wood's note recommended her for baptism merely, and that she
never received any religious instruction whatever from Mr. and Mrs. Wood, or from any one else at that
period beyond what she has stated in her narrative. In regard to her non-admission to the Sunday school
without permission from her owners, she admits that she may possibly have mistaken the clergyman's
meaning on that point, but says that such was certainly her impression at the time, and the actual cause of
her non-attendance.

Mr. Curtin finds in his books some reference to Mary's connection with a Captain — —, (the individual, I
believe, alluded to by Mr. Phillips at page 32); but he states that when she attended his chapel she was
always decently and becomingly dressed, and appeared to him to be in a situation of trust in her
mistress's family.

Mr. Curtin offers no comment on any other part of Mary's statement; but he speaks in very favourable,
though general terms of the respectability of Mr. Wood, whom he had known for many years in Antigua;
and of Mrs. Wood, though she was not personally known to him, he says, that he had "heard her spoken
of by those of her acquaintance, as a lady of very mild and amiable manners."

Another friend of Mr. and Mrs. Wood, a lady who had been their guest both in Antigua and England,
alleges that Mary has grossly misrepresented them in her narrative; and says that she "can vouch for their
being the most benevolent, kind-hearted people that can possibly live." She has declined, however, to
furnish me with any written correction of the misrepresentations she complains of, although I offered to
insert her testimony in behalf of her friends, if sent to me in time. And having already kept back the
publication a fortnight waiting for communications of this sort, I will not delay it longer. Those who have
withheld their strictures have only themselves to blame.
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The case affords a most instructive illustration of the true spirit of the slave system, and of the
pretensions of the slave-holders to assert, not merely their claims to a "vested right" in
the labour of their bondmen, but to an indefeasible property in them as their "absolute chattels."
It furnishes a striking practical comment on the assertions of the West Indians that self-interest is
a sufficient check to the indulgence of vindictive feelings in the master; for here is a case where a
man (a respectable and benevolent man as his friends aver,) prefers losing entirely the full price of
the slave, for the mere satisfaction of preventing a poor black woman from returning home to her
husband! If the pleasure of thwarting the benevolent wishes of the Anti-Slavery Society in behalf
of the deserted negro, be an additional motive with Mr. Wood, it will not much mend his
wretched plea.

I may here add a few words respecting the earlier portion of Mary Prince's narrative. The facts
there stated must necessarily rest entirely, —since we have no collateral evidence, —upon their
intrinsic claims to probability, and upon the reliance the reader may feel disposed, after perusing
the foregoing pages, to place on her veracity. To my judgment, the internal evidence of the truth
of her narrative appears remarkably strong. The circumstances are related in a tone of natural
sincerity, and are accompanied in almost every case with characteristic and minute details, which
must, I conceive, carry with them full conviction to every candid mind that this negro woman has
actually seen, felt, and suffered all that she so impressively describes; and that the picture she has
given of West Indian slavery is not less true than it is revolting.

But there may be some persons into whose hands this tract may fall, so imperfectly acquainted
with the real character of Negro Slavery, as to be shocked into partial, if not absolute incredulity,
by the acts of inhuman oppression and brutality related of Capt. I— — and his wife, and of Mr.
D — —, the salt manufacturer of Turk's Island. Here, at least, such persons may be disposed to
think, there surely must be some exaggeration; the facts are too shocking to be credible. The facts
are indeed shocking, but unhappily not the less credible on that account. Slavery is a curse to the
oppressor scarcely less than to the oppressed: its natural tendency is to brutalize both. After a
residence myself of six years in a slave colony, I am inclined to doubt whether, as regards
its demoralizing influence, the master is not even a greater object of compassion than his bondman.
Let those who are disposed to doubt the atrocities related in this narrative, on the testimony of a
sufferer, examine the details of many cases of similar barbarity that have lately come before the

Of the general character of Mr. and Mrs. Wood, I would not designedly give any unfair impression.
Without implicitly adopting either the ex parte view of Mary Prince, or the unmeasured encomiums of
their friends, I am willing to believe them to be, on the whole, fair, perhaps favourable, specimens of
colonial character. Let them even be rated, if you will, in the very highest and most benevolent class of
slave-holders; and, laying everything else entirely out of view, let Mr. Wood's conduct in this affair be
tried exclusively by the facts established beyond dispute, and by his own statement of the case in his
letter to Mr. Taylor. But then, I ask, if the very best and mildest of your slave-owners can act as Mr. Wood
is proved to have acted, what is to be expected of persons whose mildness, or equity, or common
humanity no one will dare to vouch for? If such things are done in the green tree, what will be done in the
dry? — And what else then can Colonial Slavery possibly be, even in its best estate, but a system incurably
evil and iniquitous? —I require no other data—I need add no further comment.
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public, on unquestionable evidence. Passing over the reports of the Fiscal of Berbice,? and the
Mauritius horrors recently unveiled,? let them consider the case of Mr. and Mrs. Moss, of the
Bahamas, and their slave Kate, so justly denounced by the Secretary for the Colonies;% — the cases
of Eleanor Mead,? —of Henry Williams,?” —and of the Rev. Mr. Bridges and Kitty Hylton,? in
Jamaica. These cases alone might suffice to demonstrate the inevitable tendency of slavery as it
exists in our colonies, to brutalize the master to a truly frightful degree —a degree which would
often cast into the shade even the atrocities related in the narrative of Mary Prince; and which are
sufficient to prove, independently of all other evidence, that there is nothing in the revolting
character of the facts to affect their credibility; but that on the contrary, similar deeds are at this
very time of frequent occurrence in almost every one of our slave colonies. The system of coercive
labour may vary in different places; it may be more destructive to human life in the cane culture
of Mauritius and Jamaica, than in the predial and domestic bondage of Bermuda or the
Bahamas, —but the spirit and character of slavery are every where the same, and cannot fail to
produce similar effects. Wherever slavery prevails, there will inevitably be found cruelty and
oppression. Individuals who have preserved humane, and amiable, and tolerant dispositions
towards their black dependents, may doubtless be found among slave-holders; but even where a
happy instance of this sort occurs, such as Mary's first mistress, the kind-hearted Mrs. Williams,
the favoured condition of the slave is still as precarious as it is rare: it is every moment at the
mercy of events; and must always be held by a tenure so proverbially uncertain as that of human
prosperity, or human life. Such examples, like a feeble and flickering streak of light in a gloomy
picture, only serve by contrast to exhibit the depth of the prevailing shades. Like other exceptions,
they only prove the general rule: the unquestionable tendency of the system is to vitiate the best
tempers, and to harden the most feeling hearts. "Never be kind, nor speak kindly to a slave," said
an accomplished English lady in South Africa to my wife: "I have now," she added, "been for
some time a slave-owner, and have found, from vexatious experience in my own household, that
nothing but harshness and hauteur will do with slaves."

I might perhaps not inappropriately illustrate this point more fully by stating many cases which
fell under my own personal observation, or became known to me through authentic sources, at
the Cape of Good Hope —a colony where slavery assumes, as it is averred, a milder aspect than
in any other dependency of the empire where it exists; and I could shew, from the judicial records
of that colony, received by me within these few weeks, cases scarcely inferior in barbarity to the
worst of those to which I have just specially referred; but to do so would lead me too far from the
immediate purpose of this pamphlet, and extend it to an inconvenient length. I shall therefore
content myself with quoting a single short passage from the excellent work of my friend Dr.
Walsh, entitled "Notices of Brazil," —a work which, besides its other merits, has vividly illustrated

2 See Anti-Slavery Reporter, Nos. 5 and 16.
2 Ibid, No. 44.

2 Ibid, No. 47.

2 Ibid, No. 64, p. 345; No. 71, p. 481.

27 Ibid, No. 65, p. 356; No. 69, p. 431.

28 Anti-Slavery Reporter, Nos. 66, 69, and 76.
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the true spirit of Negro Slavery, as it displays itself not merely in that country, but wherever it
has been permitted to open its Pandora's box of misery and crime.

Let the reader ponder on the following just remarks, and compare the facts stated by the Author
in illustration of them, with the circumstances related at pages 6 and 7 of Mary's narrative: —

"If then we put out of the question the injury inflicted on others, and merely consider the
deterioration of feeling and principle with which it operates on ourselves, ought it not to be a
sufficient, and, indeed, unanswerable argument, against the permission of Slavery?

"The exemplary manner in which the paternal duties are performed at home, may mark people
as the most fond and affectionate parents; but let them once go abroad, and come within the
contagion of slavery, and it seems to alter the very nature of a man; and the father has sold, and
still sells, the mother and his children, with as little compunction as he would a sow and her litter
of pigs; and he often disposes of them together.

"This deterioration of feeling is conspicuous in many ways among the Brazilians. They are
naturally a people of a humane and good-natured disposition, and much indisposed to cruelty
or severity of any kind. Indeed, the manner in which many of them treat their slaves is a proof of
this, as it is really gentle and considerate; but the natural tendency to cruelty and oppression in
the human heart, is continually evolved by the impunity and uncontrolled licence in which they
are exercised. I never walked through the streets of Rio, that some house did not present to me
the semblance of a bridewell, where the moans and the cries of the sufferers, and the sounds of
whips and scourges within, announced to me that corporal punishment was being inflicted.
Whenever I remarked this to a friend, I was always answered that the refractory nature of the
slave rendered it necessary, and no house could properly be conducted unless it was practised.
But this is certainly not the case; and the chastisement is constantly applied in the very
wantonness of barbarity, and would not, and dared not, be inflicted on the humblest wretch in
society, if he was not a slave, and so put out of the pale of pity.

"Immediately joining our house was one occupied by a mechanic, from which the most dismal
cries and moans constantly proceeded. I entered the shop one day, and found it was occupied by
a saddler, who had two negro boys working at his business. He was a tawny, cadaverous-looking
man, with a dark aspect; and he had cut from his leather a scourge like a Russian knout, which
he held in his hand, and was in the act of exercising on one of the naked children in an inner
room: and this was the cause of the moans and cries we heard every day, and almost all day long.

"In the rear of our house was another, occupied by some women of bad character, who kept, as
usual, several negro slaves. I was awoke early one morning by dismal cries, and looking out of
the window, I saw in the back yard of the house, a black girl of about fourteen years old; before
her stood her mistress, a white woman, with a large stick in her hand. She was undressed except
her petticoat and chemise, which had fallen down and left her shoulders and bosom bare. Her
hair was streaming behind, and every fierce and malevolent passion was depicted in her face. She
too, like my hostess at Governo [another striking illustration of the dehumanizing effects of
Slavery,] was the very representation of a fury. She was striking the poor girl, whom she had
driven up into a corner, where she was on her knees appealing for mercy. She shewed her none,
but continued to strike her on the head and thrust the stick into her face, till she was herself
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exhausted, and her poor victim covered with blood. This scene was renewed every morning, and
the cries and moans of the poor suffering blacks, announced that they were enduring the penalty
of slavery, in being the objects on which the irritable and malevolent passions of the whites are
allowed to vent themselves with impunity; nor could I help deeply deploring that state of society
in which the vilest characters in the community are allowed an almost uncontrolled power of life
and death, over their innocent, and far more estimable fellow-creatures." — (Notices of Brazil, vol.
ii. p. 354-356.)

In conclusion, I may observe that the history of Mary Prince furnishes a corollary to Lord Stowell's
decision in the case of the slave Grace, and that it is most valuable on this account. Whatever
opinions may be held by some readers on the grave question of immediately abolishing Colonial
Slavery, nothing assuredly can be more repugnant to the feelings of Englishmen than that the
system should be permitted to extend its baneful influence to this country. Yet such is the case,
when the slave landed in England still only possesses that qualified degree of freedom, that a
change of domicile will determine it. Though born a British subject, and resident within the shores
of England, he is cut off from his dearest natural rights by the sad alternative of regaining them
at the expence of liberty, and the certainty of severe treatment. It is true that he has the option of
returning; but it is a cruel mockery to call it a voluntary choice, when upon his return depend his
means of subsistence and his re-union with all that makes life valuable. Here he has tasted "the
sweets of freedom," to quote the words of the unfortunate Mary Prince; but if he desires to restore
himself to his family, or to escape from suffering and destitution, and the other evils of a climate
uncongenial to his constitution and habits, he must abandon the enjoyment of his late-acquired
liberty, and again subject himself to the arbitrary power of a vindictive master.

The case of Mary Prince is by no means a singular one; many of the same kind are daily occurring;:
and even if the case were singular, it would still loudly call for the interference of the legislature.
In instances of this kind no injury can possibly be done to the owner by confirming to the slave
his resumption of his natural rights. It is the master's spontaneous act to bring him to this country;
he knows when he brings him that he divests himself of his property; and it is, in fact, a minor
species of slave trading, when he has thus enfranchised his slave, to re-capture that slave by the
necessities of his condition, or by working upon the better feelings of his heart. Abstractedly from
all legal technicalities, there is no real difference between thus compelling the return of the
enfranchised negro, and trepanning a free native of England by delusive hopes into perpetual
slavery. The most ingenious casuist could not point out any essential distinction between the two
cases. Our boasted liberty is the dream of imagination, and no longer the characteristic of our
country, if its bulwarks can thus be thrown down by colonial special pleading. It would well
become the character of the present Government to introduce a Bill into the Legislature making
perpetual that freedom which the slave has acquired by his passage here, and thus to declare, in
the most ample sense of the words, (what indeed we had long fondly believed to be the fact,
though it now appears that we have been mistaken,) that no slave can exist within the shores of
Great Britain.

Narrative of Louis Asa-Asa, A Captured African
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The following interesting narrative is a convenient supplement to the history of Mary Prince. It
is given, like hers, as nearly as possible in the narrator's words, with only so much correction as
was necessary to connect the story, and render it grammatical. The concluding passage in
inverted commas, is entirely his own.

While Mary's narrative shews the disgusting character of colonial slavery, this little tale explains
with equal force the horrors in which it originates.

It is necessary to explain that Louis came to this country about five years ago, in a French vessel
called the Pearl. She had lost her reckoning, and was driven by stress of weather into the port of
St. Ives, in Cornwall. Louis and his four companions were brought to London upon a writ of
Habeas Corpus at the instance of Mr. George Stephen; and, after some trifling opposition on the
part of the master of the vessel, were discharged by Lord Wynford. Two of his unfortunate fellow-
sufferers died of the measles at Hampstead; the other two returned to Sierra Leone; but poor
Louis, when offered the choice of going back to Africa, replied, "Me no father, no mother now;
me stay with you." And here he has ever since remained; conducting himself in a way to gain the
good will and respect of all who know him. He is remarkably intelligent, understands our
language perfectly, and can read and write well. The last sentences of the following narrative will
seem almost too peculiar to be his own; but it is not the first time that in conversation with Mr.
George Stephen, he has made similar remarks. On one occasion in particular, he was heard saying
to himself in the kitchen, while sitting by the fire apparently in deep thought, "Me think, —me
think — —" A fellow-servant inquired what he meant; and he added, "Me think what a good thing
I came to England! Here, I know what God is, and read my Bible; in my country they have no
God, no Bible."

How severe and just a reproof to the guilty wretches who visit his country only with fire and
sword! How deserved a censure upon the not less guilty men, who dare to vindicate the state of
slavery, on the lying pretext, that its victims are of an inferior nature! And scarcely less deserving
of reprobation are those who have it in their power to prevent these crimes, but who remain
inactive from indifference, or are dissuaded from throwing the shield of British power over the
victim of oppression, by the sophistry, and the clamour, and the avarice of the oppressor. It is the
reproach and the sin of England. May God avert from our country the ruin which this national
guilt deserves!

We lament to add, that the Pearl which brought these negroes to our shore, was restored to its
owners at the instance of the French Government, instead of being condemned as a prize to Lieut.
Rye, who, on his own responsibility, detained her, with all her manacles and chains and other
detestable proofs of her piratical occupation on board. We trust it is not yet too late to demand
investigation into the reasons for restoring her.

The Negro Boy's Narrative
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My father's name was Clashoquin; mine is Asa-Asa. He lived in a country called Bycla, near Egie,
a large town. Egie is as large as Brighton; it was some way from the sea. I had five brothers and
sisters. We all lived together with my father and mother; he kept a horse, and was respectable,
but not one of the great men. My uncle was one of the great men at Egie: he could make men
come and work for him: his name was Otou. He had a great deal of land and cattle. My father
sometimes worked on his own land, and used to make charcoal. I was too little to work; my eldest
brother used to work on the land; and we were all very happy.

A great many people, whom we called Adinyés, set fire to Egie in the morning before daybreak;
there were some thousands of them. They killed a great many, and burnt all their houses. They
staid two days, and then carried away all the people whom they did not kill.

They came again every now and then for a month, as long as they could find people to carry
away. They used to tie them by the feet, except when they were taking them off, and then they
let them loose; but if they offered to run away, they would shoot them. I lost a great many friends
and relations at Egie; about a dozen. They sold all they carried away, to be slaves. I know this
because I afterwards saw them as slaves on the other side of the sea. They took away brothers,
and sisters, and husbands, and wives; they did not care about this. They were sold for cloth or
gunpowder, sometimes for salt or guns; sometimes they got four or five guns for a man: they
were English guns, made like my master's that I clean for his shooting. The Adinyés burnt a great
many places besides Egie. They burnt all the country wherever they found villages; they used to
shoot men, women, and children, if they ran away.

They came to us about eleven o'clock one day, and directly they came they set our house on fire.
All of us had run away. We kept together, and went into the woods, and stopped there two days.
The Adinyés then went away, and we returned home and found every thing burnt. We tried to
build a little shed, and were beginning to get comfortable again. We found several of our
neighbours lying about wounded; they had been shot. I saw the bodies of four or five little
children whom they had killed with blows on the head. They had carried away their fathers and
mothers, but the children were too small for slaves, so they killed them. They had killed several
others, but these were all that I saw. I saw them lying in the street like dead dogs.

In about a week after we got back, the Adinyés returned, and burnt all the sheds and houses they
had left standing. We all ran away again; we went to the woods as we had done before. — They
followed us the next day. We went farther into the woods, and staid there about four days and
nights; we were half starved; we only got a few potatoes. My uncle Otou was with us. At the end
of this time, the Adinyés found us. We ran away. They called my uncle to go to them; but he
refused, and they shot him immediately: they killed him. The rest of us ran on, and they did not
get at us till the next day. I ran up into a tree: they followed me and brought me down. They tied
my feet. I do not know if they found my father and mother, and brothers and sisters: they had
run faster than me, and were half a mile farther when I got up into the tree: I have never seen
them since. —There was a man who ran up into the tree with me: I believe they shot him, for I
never saw him again.

They carried away about twenty besides me. They carried us to the sea. They did not beat us: they
only killed one man, who was very ill and too weak to carry his load: they made all of us carry

chickens and meat for our food; but this poor man could not carry his load, and they ran him
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through the body with a sword. —He was a neighbour of ours. When we got to the sea they sold
all of us, but not to the same person. They sold us for money; and I was sold six times over,
sometimes for money, sometimes for cloth, and sometimes for a gun. I was about thirteen years
old. It was about half a year from the time I was taken, before I saw the white people.

We were taken in a boat from place to place, and sold at every place we stopped at. In about six
months we got to a ship, in which we first saw white people: they were French. They bought us.
We found here a great many other slaves; there were about eighty, including women and
children. The Frenchmen sent away all but five of us into another very large ship. We five staid
on board till we got to England, which was about five or six months. The slaves we saw on board
the ship were chained together by the legs below deck, so close they could not move. They were
flogged very cruelly: I saw one of them flogged till he died; we could not tell what for. They gave
them enough to eat. The place they were confined in below deck was so hot and nasty I could not
bear to be in it. A great many of the slaves were ill, but they were not attended to. They used to
flog me very bad on board the ship: the captain cut my head very bad one time.

"I am very happy to be in England, as far as I am very well; —but I have no friend belonging to
me, but God, who will take care of me as he has done already. I am very glad I have come to
England, to know who God is. I should like much to see my friends again, but I do not now wish
to go back to them: for if I go back to my own country, I might be taken as a slave again. I would
rather stay here, where I am free, than go back to my country to be sold. I shall stay in England
as long as (please God) I shall live. I wish the King of England could know all I have told you. I
wish it that he may see how cruelly we are used. We had no king in our country, or he would
have stopt it. I think the king of England might stop it, and this is why I wish him to know it all.
I have heard say he is good; and if he is, he will stop it if he can. I am well off myself, for I am
well taken care of, and have good bed and good clothes; but I wish my own people to be as
comfortable."

"LOUIS ASA-ASA."

"London, January 31, 1831."
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PHILLIS WHEATLEY

Date of Birth: c. 1753
Place of Birth: West Africa (Senegambia region)
Major Work: Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral

More details...

from Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral
Preface

THE following POEMS were written originally for the Amusement of the Author, as they were
the Products of her leisure Moments. She had no Intention ever to have published them; nor
would they now have made their Appearance, but at the Importunity of many of her best, and
most generous Friends; to whom she considers herself, as under the greatest Obligations.

As her Attempts in Poetry are now sent into the World, it is hoped the Critic will not severely
censure their Defects; and we presume they have too much Merit to be cast aside with Contempt,
as worthless and trifling Effusions.

As to the Disadvantages she has laboured under, with Regard to Learning, nothing needs to be
offered, as her Master’s Letter in the following Page will sufficiently show the Difficulties in this
Respect she had to encounter.

With all their Imperfections, the Poems are now humbly submitted to the Perusal of the Public.
The following is a Copy of a LETTER sent by the Author’s Master to the Publisher.

PHILLIS was brought from Africa to America, in the Year 1761, between seven and eight Years of Age.
Without any Assistance from School Education, and by only what she was taught in the Family, she, in
sixteen Months Time from her Arrival, attained the English language, to which she was an utter Stranger
before, to such a degree, as to read any, the most difficult Parts of the Sacred Writings, to the great
Astonishment of all who heard her.

As to her WRITING, her own Curiosity led her to it; and this she learnt in so short a Time, that in
the Year 1765, she wrote a Letter to the Rev. Mr. OCCOM, the Indian Minister, while in England.

She has a great Inclination to learn the Latin Tongue, and has made some Progress in it. This
Relation is given by her Master who bought her, and with whom she now lives.

JOHN WHEATLEY.
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Boston, Nov. 14, 1772.
To the Public

AS it has been repeatedly suggested to the Publisher, by Persons, who have seen the Manuscript,
that Numbers would be ready to suspect they were not really the Writings of PHILLIS, he has
procured the following Attestation, from the most respectable Characters in Boston, that none
might have the least Ground for disputing their Original.

WE whose Names are under-written, do assure the World, that the POEMS specified in the
following Page,* were (as we verily believe) written by Phillis, a young Negro Girl, who was but
a few Years since, brought an uncultivated Barbarian from Africa, and has ever since been, and
now is, under the Disadvantage of serving as a Slave in a Family in this Town. She has been
examined by some of the best Judges, and is thought qualified to write them.

His Excellency THOMAS HUTCHINSON, Governor.
The Hon. ANDREW OLIVER, Lieutenant-Governor.

The Hon. Thomas Hubbard, | The Rev. Charles Chauncey, D. D.
The Hon. John Erving, | The Rev. Mather Byles, D. D.

The Hon. James Pitts, | The Rev. Ed. Pemberton, D. D.

The Hon. Harrison Gray, | The Rev. Andrew Elliot, D. D.

The Hon. James Bowdoin, | The Rev. Samuel Cooper, D. D.
John Hancock, Esq; | The Rev. Mr. Saumel Mather,

Joseph Green, Esq; | The Rev. Mr. John Moorhead,

Richard Carey, Esq; | Mr. John Wheat ey, her Master.

N. B. The original Attestation, signed by the above Gentlemen,
may be seen by applying to Archibald Bell, Bookseller,
No. 8, Aldgate-Street.

On Virtue

O thou bright jewel in my aim I strive

To comprehend thee. Thine own words declare
Wisdom is higher than a fool can reach.

I cease to wonder, and no more attempt
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Thine height t'explore, or fathom thy profound.
But, O my soul, sink not into despair,

Virtue is near thee, and with gentle hand

Would now embrace thee, hovers o’er thine head.
Fain would the heaven-born soul with her converse,
Then seek, then court her for her promised bliss.

Auspicious queen, thine heavenly pinions spread,
And lead celestial Chastity along;

Lo! now her sacred retinue descends,

Arrayed in glory from the orbs above.

Attend me, Virtue, thro’ my youthful years!

O leave me not to the false joys of time!

But guide my steps to endless life and bliss.
Greatness, or Goodness, say what I shall call thee,
To give an higher appellation still,

Teach me a better strain, a nobler lay,

O Thou, enthroned with Cherubs in the realms of day!

On Being Brought from Africa to America

'"Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand
That there's a God, that there's a Saviour too:
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,
"Their colour is a diabolic die."

Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain,
May be refin'd, and join th' angelic train.

On Imagination
Thy various works, imperial queen, we see,

How bright their forms! how deck'd with pomp by thee!

Thy wond'rous acts in beauteous order stand,
And all attest how potent is thine hand.

From Helicon's refulgent heights attend,
Ye sacred choir, and my attempts befriend:
To tell her glories with a faithful tongue,
Ye blooming graces, triumph in my song.

Now here, now there, the roving Fancy flies,
Till some lov'd object strikes her wand'ring eyes,
Whose silken fetters all the senses bind,

And soft captivity involves the mind.
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Imagination! who can sing thy force?
Or who describe the swiftness of thy course?
Soaring through air to find the bright abode,
Th' empyreal palace of the thund'ring God,
We on thy pinions can surpass the wind,
And leave the rolling universe behind:
From star to star the mental optics rove,
Measure the skies, and range the realms above.
There in one view we grasp the mighty whole,
Or with new worlds amaze th' unbounded soul.

Though Winter frowns to Fancy's raptur'd eyes
The fields may flourish, and gay scenes arise;
The frozen deeps may break their iron bands,
And bid their waters murmur o'er the sands.
Fair Flora may resume her fragrant reign,
And with her flow'ry riches deck the plain;
Sylvanus may diffuse his honours round,
And all the forest may with leaves be crown'd:
Show'rs may descend, and dews their gems disclose,
And nectar sparkle on the blooming rose.

Such is thy pow'r, nor are thine orders vain,
O thou the leader of the mental train:
In full perfection all thy works are wrought,
And thine the sceptre o'er the realms of thought.
Before thy throne the subject-passions bow,
Of subject-passions sov'reign ruler thou;
At thy command joy rushes on the heart,
And through the glowing veins the spirits dart.

Fancy might now her silken pinions try
To rise from earth, and sweep th' expanse on high:
From Tithon's bed now might Aurora rise,
Her cheeks all glowing with celestial dies,
While a pure stream of light o'erflows the skies.
The monarch of the day I might behold,
And all the mountains tipt with radiant gold,
But I reluctant leave the pleasing views,
Which Fancy dresses to delight the Muse;
Winter austere forbids me to aspire,
And northern tempests damp the rising fire;
They chill the tides of Fancy's flowing sea,
Cease then, my song, cease the unequal lay.

A Hymn to the Evening
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Soon as the sun forsook the eastern main

The pealing thunder shook the heav'nly plain;
Majestic grandeur! From the zephyr's wing,
Exhales the incense of the blooming spring.

Soft purl the streams, the birds renew their notes,
And through the air their mingled music floats.
Through all the heav'ns what beauteous dies are spread!
But the west glories in the deepest red:

So may our breasts with ev'ry virtue glow,

The living temples of our God below!

Fill'd with the praise of him who gives the light,
And draws the sable curtains of the night,

Let placid slumbers sooth each weary mind,

At morn to wake more heav'nly, more refin'd;

So shall the labours of the day begin

More pure, more guarded from the snares of sin.
Night's leaden sceptre seals my drowsy eyes,
Then cease, my song, till fair Aurora rise.

To the Right Honorable William, Earl of Dartmouth

Hail, happy day, when, smiling like the morn,
Fair Freedom rose New-England to adorn:

The northern clime beneath her genial ray,
Dartmouth, congratulates thy blissful sway:
Elate with hope her race no longer mourns,
Each soul expands, each grateful bosom burns,
While in thine hand with pleasure we behold
The silken reins, and Freedom's charms unfold.
Long lost to realms beneath the northern skies

She shines supreme, while hated faction dies:
Soon as appear'd the Goddess long desir'd,

Sick at the view, she languish'd and expir'd;
Thus from the splendors of the morning light
The owl in sadness seeks the caves of night.

No more, America, in mournful strain

Of wrongs, and grievance unredress'd complain,
No longer shalt thou dread the iron chain,
Which wanton Tyranny with lawless hand

Had made, and with it meant t' enslave the land.

Should you, my lord, while you peruse my song,
Wonder from whence my love of Freedom sprung,
Whence flow these wishes for the common good,
By feeling hearts alone best understood,

I, young in life, by seeming cruel fate
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Was snatch'd from Afric's fancy'd happy seat:
What pangs excruciating must molest,

What sorrows labour in my parent's breast?
Steel'd was that soul and by no misery mov'd
That from a father seiz'd his babe belov'd:
Such, such my case. And can I then but pray
Others may never feel tyrannic sway?

For favours past, great Sir, our thanks are due,
And thee we ask thy favours to renew,

Since in thy pow'r, as in thy will before,

To sooth the griefs, which thou did'st once deplore.
May heav'nly grace the sacred sanction give

To all thy works, and thou for ever live

Not only on the wings of fleeting Fame,

Though praise immortal crowns the patriot's name,
But to conduct to heav'ns refulgent fane,

May fiery coursers sweep th' ethereal plain,

And bear thee upwards to that blest abode,

Where, like the prophet, thou shalt find thy God.

To a Gentleman and Lady on The Death of The Lady's Brother and Sister, And a Child of
The Name Avis, Aged One Year

On Death's domain intent I fix my eyes,

Where human nature in vast ruin lies,

With pensive mind I search the drear abode,
Where the great conqu'ror has his spoils bestow'd;
There there the offspring of six thousand years
In endless numbers to my view appears:
Whole kingdoms in his gloomy den are thrust,
And nations mix with their primeval dust:
Insatiate still he gluts the ample tomb;

His is the present, his the age to come

See here a brother, here a sister spread,

And a sweet daughter mingled with the dead.

But, Madam, let your grief be laid aside,

And let the fountain of your tears be dry'd,

In vain they flow to wet the dusty plain,

Your sighs are wafted to the skies in vain,

Your pains they witness, but they can no more,
While Death reigns tyrant o'er this mortal shore.

The glowing stars and silver queen of light
At last must perish in the gloom of night:
Resign thy friends to that Almighty hand,
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Which gave them life, and bow to his command;
Thine Avis give without a murm'ring heart,
Though half thy soul be fated to depart.

To shining guards consign thine infant care
To waft triumphant through the seas of air:
Her soul enlarg'd to heav'nly pleasure springs,
She feeds on truth and uncreated things.
Methinks I hear her in the realms above,

And leaning forward with a filial love,

Invite you there to share immortal bliss
Unknown, untasted in a state like this.

With tow'ring hopes, and growing grace arise,
And seek beatitude beyond the skies.

To S. M. A Young African Painter, On Seeing His Works

TO show the lab’ring bosom’s deep intent,
And thought in living characters to paint,
When first thy pencil did those beauties give,
And breathing figures learnt from thee to live,
How did those prospects give my soul delight,
A new creation rushing on my sight?

Still, wond'rous youth! each noble path pursue,
On deathless glories fix thine ardent view:

Still may the painter’s and the poet’s fire

To aid thy pencil, and thy verse conspire!

And may the charms of each seraphic theme
Conduct thy footsteps to immortal fame!

High to the blissful wonders of the skies

Elate thy soul, and raise thy wishful eyes.
Thrice happy, when exalted to survey

That splendid city, crown’d with endless day,
Whose twice six gates on radiant hinges ring:
Celestial Salem blooms in endless spring.

Calm and serene thy moments glide along,
And may the muse inspire each future song!
Still, with the sweets of contemplation bless’d,
May peace with balmy wings your soul invest!
But when these shades of time are chas’d away,
And darkness ends in everlasting day,

On what seraphic pinions shall we move,

And view the landscapes in the realms above?
There shall thy tongue in heav'nly murmurs flow,
And there my muse with heav'nly transport glow:
No more to tell of Damon’s tender sighs,

Or rising radiance of Aurora’s eyes,



For nobler themes demand a nobler strain,
And purer language on th” ethereal plain.
Cease, gentle muse! the solemn gloom of night
Now seals the fair creation from my sight.

To the University of Cambridge, In New-England

WHILE an intrinsic ardor prompts to write,

The muses promise to assist my pen;

"Twas not long since I left my native shore

The land of errors, and Egyptian gloom:

Father of mercy, ‘twas thy gracious hand

Brought me in safety from those dark abodes.
Students, to you “tis giv'n to scan the heights

Above, to traverse the ethereal space,

And mark the systems of revolving worlds.

Still more, ye sons of science ye receive

The blissful news by messengers from heav'n,

How Jesus’ blood for your redemption flows.

See him with hands out-stretcht upon the cross;

Immense compassion in his bosom glows;

He hears revilers, nor resents their scorn:

What matchless mercy in the Son of God!

When the whole human race by sin had fall'n,

He deign’d to die that they might rise again,

And share with him in the sublimest skies,

Life without death, and glory without end.
Improve your privileges while they stay,

Ye pupils, and each hour redeem, that bears

Or good or bad report of you to heav'n.

Let sin, that baneful evil to the soul,

By you be shun’d, nor once remit your guard;

Suppress the deadly serpent in its egg.

Ye blooming plants of human race divine,

An Ethiop tells you “tis your greatest foe;

Its transient sweetness turns to endless pain,

And in immense perdition sinks the soul.

On the Death of The Rev. Dr. Sewell, 1769

ERE yet the morn its lovely blushes spread,

See Sewell number’d with the happy dead.

Hail, holy man, arriv’d th” immortal shore,
Though we shall hear thy warning voice no more.
Come, let us all behold with wishful eyes

The saint ascending to his native skies;

From hence the prophet wing’d his rapt'rous way
To the blest mansions in eternal day.

Then begging for the Spirit of our God,



And panting eager for the same abode,
Come, let us all with the same vigour rise,
And take a prospect of the blissful skies;
While on our minds Christ’s image is imprest,
And the dear Saviour glows in ev’ry breast.
Thrice happy saint! to find thy heav’'n at last,
What compensation for the evils past!
Great God, incomprehensible, unknown
By sense, we bow at thine exalted throne.
O, while we beg thine excellence to feel,
Thy sacred Spirit to our hearts reveal,
And give us of that mercy to partake,
Which thou hast promis’d for the Saviour’s sake!
“Sewell is dead.” Swift-pinion’d Fame thus cry’d.
“Is Sewell dead,” my trembling tongue reply’d,
O what a blessing in his flight deny’d!
How oft for us the holy prophet pray’d!
How oft to us the Word of Life convey’d!
By duty urg’d my mournful verse to close,
I for his tomb this epitaph compose.
“Lo, here a man, redeem’d by Jesus’s blood,
“ A sinner once, but now a saint with God;
“Behold ye rich, ye poor, ye fools, ye wise,
“Not let his monument your heart surprise;
“Twill tell you what this holy man has done,
“Which gives him brighter lustre than the sun.
“Listen, ye happy, from your seats above.
“I speak sincerely, while I speak and love,
“He sought the paths of piety and truth,
“By these made happy from his early youth;
“In blooming years that grace divine he felt,
“Which rescues sinners from the chains of guilt.
“Mourn him, ye indigent, whom he has fed,
“ And henceforth seek, like him, for living bread;
“Ev’n Christ, the bread descending from above,
“And ask an int'rest in his saving love.
“Mourn him, ye youth, to whom he oft has told
“God’s gracious wonders from the times of old.
“I too have cause this mighty loss to mourn,
“For he my monitor will not return.
“O when shall we to his blest state arrive?
“When the same graces in our bosoms thrive.”

On the Death of The Rev. Mr. George Whitefield
HAIL, happy saint, on thine immortal throne,
Possest of glory, life, and bliss unknown;

We hear no more the music of thy tongue,

. 1770
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Thy wonted auditories cease to throng.
Thy sermons in unequall’d accents flow’d,
And ev’ry bosom with devotion glow’d;
Thou didst in strains of eloquence refin’d
Inflame the heart, and captivate the mind.
Unhappy we the setting sun deplore,

So glorious once, but ah! it shines no more.

Behold the prophet in his tow’ring flight!

He leaves the earth for heav'n’s unmeasur’d height,
And worlds unknown receive him from our sight.
There Whitefield wings with rapid course his way,
And sails to Zion through vast seas of day.

Thy pray’rs, great saint, and thine incessant cries
Have pierc’d the bosom of thy native skies.

Thou moon hast seen, and all the stars of light,
How he has wrestled with his God by night.

He pray’d that grace in ev’ry heart might dwell,
He long’d to see America excell;

He charg’d its youth that ev’ry grace divine
Should with full lustre in their conduct shine;

That Saviour, which his soul did first receive,

The greatest gift that ev'n a God can give,

He freely offer’d to the num’rous throng,

That on his lips with list'ning pleasure hung.

“Take him, ye wretched, for your only good,
“Take him ye starving sinners, for your food;
“Ye thirsty, come to this life-giving stream,

“Ye preachers, take him for your joyful theme;
“Take him my dear Americans, he said,

“Be your complaints on his kind bosom laid:
“Take him, ye Africans, he longs for you,
“Impartial Saviour is his title due:

“Wash’d in the fountain of redeeming blood,
“You shall be sons, and kings, and priests to God.”

Great Countess,* we Americans revere
Thy name, and mingle in thy grief sincere;

New England deeply feels, the Orphans mourn,
Their more than father will no more return.

But, though arrested by the hand of death,
Whitefield no more exerts his lab’ring breath,
Yet let us view him in th’ eternal skies,

Let ev’ry heart to this bright vision rise;
While the tomb safe retains its sacred trust,
Till life divine re-animates his dust.

*The Countess of Huntingdon, to whom Mr. Whitefield
was Chaplain.



JUPITER HAMMON

Date of Birth: C. 1711-C. 1806
Place of Birth: Long Island, NY

Major Works: “Winter Piece,” “Evening Thought, Salvation by Christ, with Penitential Cries”

More details...

An Evening Thought: Salvation by Christ, with Penitential Cries

74


https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/jupiter-hammon
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/52545/an-evening-thought-salvation-by-christ-with-penetential-cries
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/52546/an-address-to-miss-phillis-wheatly
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Major Work: The Life and Religious Experience of Jarena Lee, A Colored Lady: Giving an Account
of The Call to Preach the Gospel

More details...

The Life and Religious Experience of Jarena Lee, A Colored Lady: Giving
an Account of The Call to Preach the Gospel
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GEORGE MOSES HORTON

Date of Birth: 1797
Place of Birth: North Carolina
Major Works: The Hope of Liberty, The Poetical Works of George M. Horton, Naked Genius

More details...

The Slave’s Complaint
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NAT TURNER

Date of Birth: October 2, 1800
Place of Birth: Southampton County, VA
Major Work: The Confessions of Nat Turner (compiled and published by Thomas R. Gray)

More details...

The Confessions of Nat Turner
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA, TO WIT:

Be it remembered, that on this tenth day of November, Anno Domini, eighteen hundred and thirty-
one, Thomas R. Gray of the said District, deposited in this office the title of a book, which is in the
words as following;:

"The Confessions of Nat Turner, the leader of the late insurrection in Southampton, Virginia, as
fully and voluntarily made to Thomas R. Gray, in the prison where he was confined, and
acknowledged by him to be such when read before the Court of Southampton; with the certificate,
under seal, of the Court convened at Jerusalem, November 5, 1831, for his trial. Also, an authentic
account of the whole insurrection, with lists of the whites who were murdered, and of the negroes
brought before the Court of Southampton, and there sentenced, &c" the right whereof he claims
as proprietor, in conformity with an Act of Congress, entitled "An act to amend the several acts
respecting Copy Rights."

Edmund J. Lee, Clerk of the District.

In testimony that the above is a true copy,

from the record of the District Court for

(Seal.) the District of Columbia, I, Edmund J.
Lee, the Clerk thereof, have hereunto

set my hand and affixed the seal of my

office, this 10th day of November, 1831.
Edmund J. Lee, C.D.C.

TO THE PUBLIC

The late insurrection in Southampton has greatly excited the public mind, and led to a thousand
idle, exaggerated and mischievous reports. It is the first instance in our history of an open
rebellion of the slaves, and attended with such atrocious circumstances of cruelty and destruction,
as could not fail to leave a deep impression, not only upon the minds of the community where
this fearful tragedy was wrought, but throughout every portion of our country, in which this
population is to be found. Public curiosity has been on the stretch to understand the origin and
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progress of this dreadful conspiracy, and the motives which influences its diabolical actors. The
insurgent slaves had all been destroyed, or apprehended, tried and executed, (with the exception
of the leader,) without revealing any thing at all satisfactory, as to the motives which governed
them, or the means by which they expected to accomplish their object. Every thing connected
with this sad affair was wrapt in mystery, until Nat Turner, the leader of this ferocious band,
whose name has resounded throughout our widely extended empire, was captured. This "great
Bandit" was taken by a single individual, in a cave near the residence of his late owner, on Sunday,
the thirtieth of October, without attempting to make the slightest resistance, and on the following
day safely lodged in the jail of the County. His captor was Benjamin Phipps, armed with a shot
gun well charged. Nat's only weapon was a small light sword which he immediately surrendered,
and begged that his life might be spared. Since his confinement, by permission of the Jailor, I have
had ready access to him, and finding that he was willing to make a full and free confession of the
origin, progress and consummation of the insurrectory movements of the slaves of which he was
the contriver and head; I determined for the gratification of public curiosity to commit his
statements to writing, and publish them, with little or no variation, from his own words. That this
is a faithful record of his confessions, the annexed certificate of the County Court of Southampton,
will attest. They certainly bear one stamp of truth and sincerity. He makes no attempt (as all the
other insurgents who were examined did,) to exculpate himself, but frankly acknowledges his
full participation in all the guilt of the transaction. He was not only the contriver of the conspiracy,
but gave the first blow towards its execution.

It will thus appear, that whilst every thing upon the surface of society wore a calm and peaceful
aspect; whilst not one note of preparation was heard to warn the devoted inhabitants of woe and
death, a gloomy fanatic was revolving in the recesses of his own dark, bewildered, and
overwrought mind, schemes of indiscriminate massacre to the whites. Schemes too fearfully
executed as far as his fiendish band proceeded in their desolating march. No cry for mercy
penetrated their flinty bosoms. No acts of remembered kindness made the least impression upon
these remorseless murderers. Men, women and children, from hoary age to helpless infancy were
involved in the same cruel fate. Never did a band of savages do their work of death more
unsparingly. Apprehension for their own personal safety seems to have been the only principle
of restraint in the whole course of their bloody proceedings. And it is not the least remarkable
feature in this horrid transaction, that a band actuated by such hellish purposes, should have
resisted so feebly, when met by the whites in arms. Desperation alone, one would think, might
have led to greater efforts. More than twenty of them attacked Dr. Blunt's house on Tuesday
morning, a little before day-break, defended by two men and three boys. They fled precipitately
at the first fire; and their future plans of mischief, were entirely disconcerted and broken up.
Escaping thence, each individual sought his own safety either in concealment, or by returning
home, with the hope that his participation might escape detection, and all were shot down in the
course of a few days, or captured and brought to trial and punishment. Nat has survived all his
followers, and the gallows will speedily close his career. His own account of the conspiracy is
submitted to the public, without comment. It reads an awful, and it is hoped, a useful lesson, as
to the operations of a mind like his, endeavoring to grapple with things beyond its reach. How it
first became bewildered and confounded, and finally corrupted and led to the conception and
perpetration of the most atrocious and heart-rending deeds. It is calculated also to demonstrate
the policy of our laws in restraint of this class of our population, and to induce all those entrusted
with their execution, as well as our citizens generally, to see that they are strictly and rigidly
enforced. Each particular community should look to its own safety, whilst the general guardians
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of the laws, keep a watchful eye over all. If Nat's statements can be relied on, the insurrection in
this county was entirely local, and his designs confided but to a few, and these in his immediate
vicinity. It was not instigated by motives of revenge or sudden anger, but the results of long
deliberation, and a settled purpose of mind. The offspring of gloomy fanaticism, acting upon
materials but too well prepared for such impressions. It will be long remembered in the annals of
our country, and many a mother as she presses her infant darling to her bosom, will shudder at
the recollection of Nat Turner, and his band of ferocious miscreants.

Believing the following narrative, by removing doubts and conjectures from the public mind
which otherwise must have remained, would give general satisfaction, it is respectfully submitted
to the public by their ob't serv't,

T.R. GRAY.

Jerusalem, Southampton, Va. Nov. 5, 1831.

We the undersigned, members of the Court convened at Jerusalem, on Saturday, the 5th day of
Nov. 1831, for the trial of Nat, alias Nat Turner, a negro slave, late the property of Putnam Moore,
deceased, do hereby certify, that the confessions of Nat, to Thomas R. Gray, was read to him in
our presence, and that Nat acknowledged the same to be full, free, and voluntary; and that
furthermore, when called upon by the presiding Magistrate of the Court, to state if he had any
thing to say, why sentence of death should not be passed upon him, replied he had nothing
further than he had communicated to Mr. Gray. Given under our hands and seals at Jerusalem,
this 5th day of November, 1831.

JEREMIAH COBB, [Seal.]
THOMAS PRETLOW, [Seal.]
JAMES W. PARKER, [Seal.]
CARR BOWERS, [Seal.]
SAMUEL B. HINES, [Seal.]
ORRIS A. BROWNE, [Seal.]

State of Virginia, Southampton County, to wit:

I, James Rochelle, Clerk of the County Court of Southampton in the State of Virginia, do hereby
certify, that Jeremiah Cobb, Thomas Pretlow, James W. Parker, Carr Bowers, Samuel B. Hines,
and Orris A. Browne, esqr's are acting Justices of the Peace, in and for the County aforesaid, and
were members of the Court which convened at Jerusalem, on Saturday the 5th day of
November, 1831, for the trial of Nat alias Nat Turner, a negro slave, late the property of Putnam
Moore, deceased, who was tried and convicted, as an insurgent in the late insurrection in the
county of Southampton aforesaid, and that full faith and credit are due, and ought to be given
to their acts as Justices of the peace aforesaid.
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In testimony whereof, I have hereunto set my
hand and caused the seal of the Court

[Seal.] aforesaid, to be affixed this 5th day of
November, 1831.

James Rochelle, C.S.C.C.

CONFESSION

Agreeable to his own appointment, on the evening he was committed to prison, with permission
of the jailer, I visited NAT on Tuesday the 1st November, when, without being questioned at all,
he commenced his narrative in the following words: —

Sir, — You have asked me to give a history of the motives which induced me to undertake the late
insurrection, as you call it—To do so I must go back to the days of my infancy, and even before I
was born. I was thirty-one years of age the 2d of October last, and born the property of Ben,;.
Turner, of this county. In my childhood a circumstance occurred which made an indelible
impression on my mind, and laid the ground work of that enthusiasm, which has terminated so
fatally to many, both white and black, and for which I am about to atone at the gallows. It is here
necessary to relate this circumstance —trifling as it may seem, it was the commencement of that
belief which has grown with time, and even now, sir, in this dungeon, helpless and forsaken as I
am, I cannot divest myself of. Being at play with other children, when three or four years old, I
was telling them something, which my mother overhearing, said it had happened before I was
born—1I stuck to my story, however, and related somethings which went, in her opinion, to
confirm it—others being called on were greatly astonished, knowing that these things had
happened, and caused them to say in my hearing, I surely would be a prophet, as the Lord had
shewn me things that had happened before my birth. And my father and mother strengthened
me in this my first impression, saying in my presence, I was intended for some great purpose,
which they had always thought from certain marks on my head and breast—[a parcel of
excrescences which I believe are not at all uncommon, particularly among negroes, as I have seen
several with the same. In this case he has either cut them off or they have nearly disappeared] —
My grand mother, who was very religious, and to whom I was much attached — my master, who
belonged to the church, and other religious persons who visited the house, and whom I often saw
at prayers, noticing the singularity of my manners, I suppose, and my uncommon intelligence for
a child, remarked I had too much sense to be raised, and if I was, I would never be of any service
to any one as a slave —To a mind like mine, restless, inquisitive and observant of every thing that
was passing, it is easy to suppose that religion was the subject to which it would be directed, and
although this subject principally occupied my thoughts —there was nothing that I saw or heard
of to which my attention was not directed — The manner in which I learned to read and write, not
only had great influence on my own mind, as I acquired it with the most perfect ease, so much
so, that I have no recollection whatever of learning the alphabet —but to the astonishment of the
family, one day, when a book was shewn me to keep me from crying, I began spelling the names
of different objects—this was a source of wonder to all in the neighborhood, particularly the
blacks —and this learning was constantly improved at all opportunities —when I got large enough
to go to work, while employed, I was reflecting on many things that would present themselves
to my imagination, and whenever an opportunity occurred of looking at a book, when the school
children were getting their lessons, I would find many things that the fertility of my own
imagination had depicted to me before; all my time, not devoted to my master's service, was spent
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either in prayer, or in making experiments in casting different things in moulds made of earth, in
attempting to make paper, gunpowder, and many other experiments, that although I could not
perfect, yet convinced me of its practicability if I had the means.[Footnote: When questioned as
to the manner of manufacturing those different articles, he was found well informed on the
subject.] I was not addicted to stealing in my youth, nor have ever been—Yet such was the
confidence of the negroes in the neighborhood, even at this early period of my life, in my superior
judgment, that they would often carry me with them when they were going on any roguery, to
plan for them. Growing up among them, with this confidence in my superior judgment, and when
this, in their opinions, was perfected by Divine inspiration, from the circumstances already
alluded to in my infancy, and which belief was ever afterwards zealously inculcated by the
austerity of my life and manners, which became the subject of remark by white and black. —
Having soon discovered to be great, I must appear so, and therefore studiously avoided mixing
in society, and wrapped myself in mystery, devoting my time to fasting and prayer — By this time,
having arrived to man's estate, and hearing the scriptures commented on at meetings, I was struck
with that particular passage which says: "Seek ye the kingdom of Heaven and all things shall be
added unto you." I reflected much on this passage, and prayed daily for light on this subject — As
I was praying one day at my plough, the spirit spoke to me, saying, "Seek ye the kingdom of
Heaven and all things shall be added unto you." Question—what do you mean by the
Spirit. Ans. The Spirit that spoke to the prophets in former days —and I was greatly astonished,
and for two years prayed continually, whenever my duty would permit—and then again I had
the same revelation, which fully confirmed me in the impression that I was ordained for some
great purpose in the hands of the Almighty. Several years rolled round, in which many events
occurred to strengthen me in this my belief. At this time I reverted in my mind to the remarks
made of me in my childhood, and the things that had been shewn me —and as it had been said of
me in my childhood by those by whom I had been taught to pray, both white and black, and in
whom I had the greatest confidence, that I had too much sense to be raised, and if I was, I would
never be of any use to any one as a slave. Now finding I had arrived to man's estate, and was a
slave, and these revelations being made known to me, I began to direct my attention to this great
object, to fulfil the purpose for which, by this time, I felt assured I was intended. Knowing the
influence I had obtained over the minds of my fellow servants, (not by the means of conjuring
and such like tricks—for to them I always spoke of such things with contempt) but by the
communion of the Spirit whose revelations I often communicated to them, and they believed and
said my wisdom came from God. I now began to prepare them for my purpose, by telling them
something was about to happen that would terminate in fulfilling the great promise that had been
made to me — About this time I was placed under an overseer, from whom I ran away —and after
remaining in the woods thirty days, I returned, to the astonishment of the negroes on the
plantation, who thought I had made my escape to some other part of the country, as my father
had done before. But the reason of my return was, that the Spirit appeared to me and said I had
my wishes directed to the things of this world, and not to the kingdom of Heaven, and that I
should return to the service of my earthly master —"For he who knoweth his Master's will, and
doeth it not, shall be beaten with many stripes, and thus have I chastened you." And the negroes
found fault, and murmurred against me, saying that if they had my sense they would not serve
any master in the world. And about this time I had a vision —and I saw white spirits and black
spirits engaged in battle, and the sun was darkened —the thunder rolled in the Heavens, and
blood flowed in streams—and I heard a voice saying, "Such is your luck, such you are called to
see, and let it come rough or smooth, you must surely bare it." I now withdrew myself as much
as my situation would permit, from the intercourse of my fellow servants, for the avowed
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purpose of serving the Spirit more fully —and it appeared to me, and reminded me of the things
it had already shown me, and that it would then reveal to me the knowledge of the elements, the
revolution of the planets, the operation of tides, and changes of the seasons. After this revelation
in the year 1825, and the knowledge of the elements being made known to me, I sought more
than ever to obtain true holiness before the great day of judgment should appear, and then I began
to receive the true knowledge of faith. And from the first steps of righteousness until the last, was
I made perfect; and the Holy Ghost was with me, and said, "Behold me as I stand in the
Heavens"—and I looked and saw the forms of men in different attitudes —and there were lights
in the sky to which the children of darkness gave other names than what they really were —for
they were the lights of the Saviour's hands, stretched forth from east to west, even as they were
extended on the cross on Calvary for the redemption of sinners. And I wondered greatly at these
miracles, and prayed to be informed of a certainty of the meaning thereof —and shortly
afterwards, while laboring in the field, I discovered drops of blood on the corn as though it were
dew from heaven —and I communicated it to many, both white and black, in the neighborhood —
and I then found on the leaves in the woods hieroglyphic characters, and numbers, with the forms
of men in different attitudes, portrayed in blood, and representing the figures I had seen before
in the heavens. And now the Holy Ghost had revealed itself to me, and made plain the miracles
it had shown me —For as the blood of Christ had been shed on this earth, and had ascended to
heaven for the salvation of sinners, and was now returning to earth again in the form of dew —
and as the leaves on the trees bore the impression of the figures I had seen in the heavens, it was
plain to me that the Saviour was about to lay down the yoke he had borne for the sins of men,
and the great day of judgment was at hand. About this time I told these things to a white man,
(Etheldred T. Brantley) on whom it had a wonderful effect —and he ceased from his wickedness,
and was attacked immediately with a cutaneous eruption, and blood ozed from the pores of his
skin, and after praying and fasting nine days, he was healed, and the Spirit appeared to me again,
and said, as the Saviour had been baptised so should we be also —and when the white people
would not let us be baptised by the church, we went down into the water together, in the sight of
many who reviled us, and were baptised by the Spirit — After this I rejoiced greatly, and gave
thanks to God. And on the 12th of May, 1828, I heard a loud noise in the heavens, and the Spirit
instantly appeared to me and said the Serpent was loosened, and Christ had laid down the yoke
he had borne for the sins of men, and that I should take it on and fight against the Serpent, for the
time was fast approaching when the first should be last and the last should be first. Ques. Do you
not find yourself mistaken now? Ans. Was not Christ crucified. And by signs in the heavens that
it would make known to me when I should commence the great work —and until the first sign
appeared, I should conceal it from the knowledge of men —And on the appearance of the sign,
(the eclipse of the sun last February) I should arise and prepare myself, and slay my enemies with
their own weapons. And immediately on the sign appearing in the heavens, the seal was removed
from my lips, and I communicated the great work laid out for me to do, to four in whom I had
the greatest confidence, (Henry, Hark, Nelson, and Sam) —It was intended by us to have begun
the work of death on the 4th July last—Many were the plans formed and rejected by us, and it
affected my mind to such a degree, that I fell sick, and the time passed without our coming to any
determination how to commence — Still forming new schemes and rejecting them, when the sign
appeared again, which determined me not to wait longer.

Since the commencement of 1830, I had been living with Mr. Joseph Travis, who was to me a kind

master, and placed the greatest confidence in me; in fact, I had no cause to complain of his
treatment to me. On Saturday evening, the 20th of August, it was agreed between Henry, Hark
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and myself, to prepare a dinner the next day for the men we expected, and then to concert a plan,
as we had not yet determined on any. Hark, on the following morning, brought a pig, and Henry
brandy, and being joined by Sam, Nelson, Will and Jack, they prepared in the woods a dinner,
where, about three o'clock, I joined them.

Q. Why were you so backward in joining them.
A. The same reason that had caused me not to mix with them for years before.

I saluted them on coming up, and asked Will how came he there, he answered, his life was worth
no more than others, and his liberty as dear to him. I asked him if he thought to obtain it? He said
he would, or loose his life. This was enough to put him in full confidence. Jack, I knew, was only
a tool in the hands of Hark, it was quickly agreed we should commence at home (Mr. ]. Travis')
on that night, and until we had armed and equipped ourselves, and gathered sufficient force,
neither age nor sex was to be spared, (which was invariably adhered to.) We remained at the
feast, until about two hours in the night, when we went to the house and found Austin; they all
went to the cider press and drank, except myself. On returning to the house, Hark went to the
door with an axe, for the purpose of breaking it open, as we knew we were strong enough to
murder the family, if they were awaked by the noise; but reflecting that it might create an alarm
in the neighborhood, we determined to enter the house secretly, and murder them whilst
sleeping. Hark got a ladder and set it against the chimney, on which I ascended, and hoisting a
window, entered and came down stairs, unbarred the door, and removed the guns from their
places. It was then observed that I must spill the first blood. On which, armed with a hatchet, and
accompanied by Will, I entered my master's chamber, it being dark, I could not give a death blow,
the hatchet glanced from his head, he sprang from the bed and called his wife, it was his last
word, Will laid him dead, with a blow of his axe, and Mrs. Travis shared the same fate, as she lay
in bed. The murder of this family, five in number, was the work of a moment, not one of them
awoke; there was a little infant sleeping in a cradle, that was forgotten, until we had left the house
and gone some distance, when Henry and Will returned and killed it; we got here, four guns that
would shoot, and several old muskets, with a pound or two of powder. We remained some time
at the barn, where we paraded; I formed them in a line as soldiers, and after carrying them
through all the manoeuvres I was master of, marched them off to Mr. Salathul Francis', about six
hundred yards distant. Sam and Will went to the door and knocked. Mr. Francis asked who was
there, Sam replied it was him, and he had a letter for him, on which he got up and came to the
door; they immediately seized him, and dragging him out a little from the door, he was
dispatched by repeated blows on the head; there was no other white person in the family. We
started from there for Mrs. Reese's, maintaining the most perfect silence on our march, where
finding the door unlocked, we entered, and murdered Mrs. Reese in her bed, while sleeping; her
son awoke, but it was only to sleep the sleep of death, he had only time to say who is that, and he
was no more. From Mrs. Reese's we went to Mrs. Turner's, a mile distant, which we reached about
sunrise, on Monday morning. Henry, Austin, and Sam, went to the still, where, finding Mr.
Peebles, Austin shot him, and the rest of us went to the house; as we approached, the family
discovered us, and shut the door. Vain hope! Will, with one stroke of his axe, opened it, and we
entered and found Mrs. Turner and Mrs. Newsome in the middle of a room, almost frightened to
death. Will immediately killed Mrs. Turner, with one blow of his axe. I took Mrs. Newsome by
the hand, and with the sword I had when I was apprehended, I struck her several blows over the
head, but not being able to kill her, as the sword was dull. Will turning around and discovering
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it, despatched her also. A general destruction of property and search for money and ammunition,
always succeeded the murders. By this time my company amounted to fifteen, and nine men
mounted, who started for Mrs. Whitehead's, (the other six were to go through a by way to Mr.
Bryant's, and rejoin us at Mrs. Whitehead's,) as we approached the house we discovered Mr.
Richard Whitehead standing in the cotton patch, near the lane fence; we called him over into the
lane, and Will, the executioner, was near at hand, with his fatal axe, to send him to an untimely
grave. As we pushed on to the house, I discovered some one run round the garden, and thinking
it was some of the white family, I pursued them, but finding it was a servant girl belonging to the
house, I returned to commence the work of death, but they whom I left, had not been idle; all the
family were already murdered, but Mrs. Whitehead and her daughter Margaret. As I came round
to the door I saw Will pulling Mrs. Whitehead out of the house, and at the step he nearly severed
her head from her body, with his broad axe. Miss Margaret, when I discovered her, had concealed
herself in the corner, formed by the projection of the cellar cap from the house; on my approach
she fled, but was soon overtaken, and after repeated blows with a sword, I killed her by a blow
on the head, with a fence rail. By this time, the six who had gone by Mr. Bryant's, rejoined us, and
informed me they had done the work of death assigned them. We again divided, part going to
Mr. Richard Porter's, and from thence to Nathaniel Francis', the others to Mr. Howell Harris', and
Mr. T. Doyles. On my reaching Mr. Porter's, he had escaped with his family. I understood there,
that the alarm had already spread, and I immediately returned to bring up those sent to Mr.
Doyles, and Mr. Howell Harris'; the party I left going on to Mr. Francis', having told them I would
join them in that neighborhood. I met these sent to Mr. Doyles' and Mr. Harris' returning, having
met Mr. Doyle on the road and killed him; and learning from some who joined them, that Mr.
Harris was from home, I immediately pursued the course taken by the party gone on before; but
knowing they would complete the work of death and pillage, at Mr. Francis' before I could get
there, I went to Mr. Peter Edwards', expecting to find them there, but they had been here also. I
then went to Mr. John T. Barrow's, they had been here and murdered him. I pursued on their
track to Capt. Newit Harris', where I found the greater part mounted, and ready to start; the men
now amounting to about forty, shouted and hurraed as I rode up, some were in the yard, loading
their guns, others drinking. They said Captain Harris and his family had escaped, the property
in the house they destroyed, robbing him of money and other valuables. I ordered them to mount
and march instantly, this was about nine or ten o'clock, Monday morning. I proceeded to Mr. Levi
Waller's, two or three miles distant. I took my station in the rear, and as it 'twas my object to carry
terror and devastation wherever we went, I placed fifteen or twenty of the best armed and most
to be relied on, in front, who generally approached the houses as fast as their horses could run;
this was for two purposes, to prevent their escape and strike terror to the inhabitants —on this
account I never got to the houses, after leaving Mrs. Whitehead's, until the murders were
committed, except in one case. I sometimes got in sight in time to see the work of death completed,
viewed the mangled bodies as they lay, in silent satisfaction, and immediately started in quest of
other victims—Having murdered Mrs. Waller and ten children, we started for Mr. William
Williams' —having killed him and two little boys that were there; while engaged in this, Mrs.
Williams fled and got some distance from the house, but she was pursued, overtaken, and
compelled to get up behind one of the company, who brought her back, and after showing her
the mangled body of her lifeless husband, she was told to get down and lay by his side, where
she was shot dead. I then started for Mr. Jacob Williams, where the family were murdered —Here
we found a young man named Drury, who had come on business with Mr. Williams —he was
pursued, overtaken and shot. Mrs. Vaughan was the next place we visited —and after murdering
the family here, I determined on starting for Jerusalem — Our number amounted now to fifty or
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sixty, all mounted and armed with guns, axes, swords and clubs —On reaching Mr. James W.
Parkers' gate, immediately on the road leading to Jerusalem, and about three miles distant, it was
proposed to me to call there, but I objected, as I knew he was gone to Jerusalem, and my object
was to reach there as soon as possible; but some of the men having relations at Mr. Parker's it was
agreed that they might call and get his people. I remained at the gate on the road, with seven or
eight; the others going across the field to the house, about half a mile off. After waiting some time
for them, I became impatient, and started to the house for them, and on our return we were met
by a party of white men, who had pursued our bloodstained track, and who had fired on those
at the gate, and dispersed them, which I new nothing of, not having been at that time rejoined by
any of them —Immediately on discovering the whites, I ordered my men to halt and form, as they
appeared to be alarmed —The white men, eighteen in number, approached us in about one
hundred yards, when one of them fired, (this was against the positive orders of Captain
Alexander P. Peete, who commanded, and who had directed the men to reserve their fire until
within thirty paces) And I discovered about half of them retreating, I then ordered my men to fire
and rush on them; the few remaining stood their ground until we approached within fifty yards,
when they fired and retreated. We pursued and overtook some of them who we thought we left
dead; (they were not killed) after pursuing them about two hundred yards, and rising a little hill,
I discovered they were met by another party, and had haulted, and were re-loading their guns,
(this was a small party from Jerusalem who knew the negroes were in the field, and had just tied
their horses to await their return to the road, knowing that Mr. Parker and family were in
Jerusalem, but knew nothing of the party that had gone in with Captain Peete; on hearing the
tiring they immediately rushed to the spot and arrived just in time to arrest the progress of these
barbarous villians, and save the lives of their friends and fellow citizens.) Thinking that those
who retreated first, and the party who fired on us at fifty or sixty yards distant, had all only fallen
back to meet others with amunition. As I saw them re-loading their guns, and more coming up
than I saw at first, and several of my bravest men being wounded, the others became panick
struck and squandered over the field; the white men pursued and fired on us several times. Hark
had his horse shot under him, and I caught another for him as it was running by me; five or six
of my men were wounded, but none left on the field; finding myself defeated here I instantly
determined to go through a private way, and cross the Nottoway river at the Cypress Bridge,
three miles below Jerusalem, and attack that place in the rear, as I expected they would look for
me on the other road, and I had a great desire to get there to procure arms and amunition. After
going a short distance in this private way, accompanied by about twenty men, I overtook two or
three who told me the others were dispersed in every direction. After trying in vain to collect a
sufficient force to proceed to Jerusalem, I determined to return, as I was sure they would make
back to their old neighborhood, where they would rejoin me, make new recruits, and come down
again. On my way back, I called at Mrs. Thomas's, Mrs. Spencer's, and several other places, the
white families having fled, we found no more victims to gratify our thirst for blood, we stopped
at Majr. Ridley's quarter for the night, and being joined by four of his men, with the recruits made
since my defeat, we mustered now about forty strong. After placing out sentinels, I laid down to
sleep, but was quickly roused by a great racket; starting up, I found some mounted, and others
in great confusion; one of the sentinels having given the alarm that we were about to be attacked,
I ordered some to ride round and reconnoitre, and on their return the others being more alarmed,
not knowing who they were, fled in different ways, so that I was reduced to about twenty again;
with this I determined to attempt to recruit, and proceed on to rally in the neighborhood, I had
left. Dr. Blunt's was the nearest house, which we reached just before day; on riding up the yard,
Hark fired a gun. We expected Dr. Blunt and his family were at Maj. Ridley's, as I knew there was
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a company of men there; the gun was fired to ascertain if any of the family were at home; we
were immediately fired upon and retreated, leaving several of my men. I do not know what
became of them, as I never saw them afterwards. Pursuing our course back and coming in sight
of Captain Harris', where we had been the day before, we discovered a party of white men at the
house, on which all deserted me but two, (Jacob and Nat,) we concealed ourselves in the woods
until near night, when I sent them in search of Henry, Sam, Nelson, and Hark, and directed them
to rally all they could, at the place we had had our dinner the Sunday before, where they would
find me, and I accordingly returned there as soon as it was dark and remained until Wednesday
evening, when discovering white men riding around the place as though they were looking for
some one, and none of my men joining me, I concluded Jacob and Nat had been taken, and
compelled to betray me. On this I gave up all hope for the present; and on Thursday night after
having supplied myself with provisions from Mr. Travis's, I scratched a hole under a pile of fence
rails in a field, where I concealed myself for six weeks, never leaving my hiding place but for a
few minutes in the dead of night to get water which was very near; thinking by this time I could
venture out, I began to go about in the night and eaves drop the houses in the neighborhood;
pursuing this course for about a fortnight and gathering little or no intelligence, afraid of speaking
to any human being, and returning every morning to my cave before the dawn of day. I know
not how long I might have led this life, if accident had not betrayed me, a dog in the neighborhood
passing by my hiding place one night while I was out, was attracted by some meat I had in my
cave, and crawled in and stole it, and was coming out just as I returned. A few nights after, two
negroes having started to go hunting with the same dog, and passed that way, the dog came again
to the place, and having just gone out to walk about, discovered me and barked, on which
thinking myself discovered, I spoke to them to beg concealment. On making myself known they
fled from me. Knowing then they would betray me, I immediately left my hiding place, and was
pursued almost incessantly until I was taken a fortnight afterwards by Mr. Benjamin Phipps, in a
little hole I had dug out with my sword, for the purpose of concealment, under the top of a fallen
tree. On Mr. Phipps' discovering the place of my concealment, he cocked his gun and aimed at
me. I requested him not to shoot and I would give up, upon which he demanded my sword. I
delivered it to him, and he brought me to prison. During the time I was pursued, I had many hair
breadth escapes, which your time will not permit you to relate. I am here loaded with chains, and
willing to suffer the fate that awaits me.

I here proceeded to make some inquiries of him, after assuring him of the certain death that
awaited him, and that concealment would only bring destruction on the innocent as well as
guilty, of his own color, if he knew of any extensive or concerted plan. His answer was, I do not.
When I questioned him as to the insurrection in North Carolina happening about the same time,
he denied any knowledge of it; and when I looked him in the face as though I would search his
inmost thoughts, he replied, "I see sir, you doubt my word; but can you not think the same ideas,
and strange appearances about this time in the heaven's might prompt others, as well as myself,
to this undertaking." I now had much conversation with and asked him many questions, having
forborne to do so previously, except in the cases noted in parenthesis; but during his statement, I
had, unnoticed by him, taken notes as to some particular circumstances, and having the
advantage of his statement before me in writing, on the evening of the third day that I had been
with him, I began a cross examination, and found his statement corroborated by every
circumstance coming within my own knowledge or the confessions of others whom had been
either killed or executed, and whom he had not seen nor had any knowledge since 22d of August
last, he expressed himself fully satisfied as to the impracticability of his attempt. It has been said
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he was ignorant and cowardly, and that his object was to murder and rob for the purpose of
obtaining money to make his escape. It is notorious, that he was never known to have a dollar in
his life; to swear an oath, or drink a drop of spirits. As to his ignorance, he certainly never had
the advantages of education, but he can read and write, (it was taught him by his parents,) and
for natural intelligence and quickness of apprehension, is surpassed by few men I have ever seen.
As to his being a coward, his reason as given for not resisting Mr. Phipps, shews the decision of
his character. When he saw Mr. Phipps present his gun, he said he knew it was impossible for
him to escape as the woods were full of men; he therefore thought it was better to surrender, and
trust to fortune for his escape. He is a complete fanatic, or plays his part most admirably. On other
subjects he possesses an uncommon share of intelligence, with a mind capable of attaining any
thing; but warped and perverted by the influence of early impressions. He is below the ordinary
stature, though strong and active, having the true negro face, every feature of which is strongly
marked. I shall not attempt to describe the effect of his narrative, as told and commented on by
himself, in the condemned hole of the prison. The calm, deliberate composure with which he
spoke of his late deeds and intentions, the expression of his fiend-like face when excited by
enthusiasm, still bearing the stains of the blood of helpless innocence about him; clothed with
rags and covered with chains; yet daring to raise his manacled hands to heaven, with a spirit
soaring above the attributes of man; I looked on him and my blood curdled in my veins.

I will not shock the feelings of humanity, nor wound afresh the bosoms of the disconsolate
sufferers in this unparalleled and inhuman massacre, by detailing the deeds of their fiend-like
barbarity. There were two or three who were in the power of these wretches, had they known it,
and who escaped in the most providential manner. There were two whom they thought they left
dead on the field at Mr. Parker's, but who were only stunned by the blows of their guns, as they
did not take time to re-load when they charged on them. The escape of a little girl who went to
school at Mr. Waller's, and where the children were collecting for that purpose, excited general
sympathy. As their teacher had not arrived, they were at play in the yard, and seeing the negroes
approach, she ran up on a dirt chimney, (such as are common to log houses,) and remained there
unnoticed during the massacre of the eleven that were killed at this place. She remained on her
hiding place till just before the arrival of a party, who were in pursuit of the murderers, when she
came down and fled to a swamp, where, a mere child as she was, with the horrors of the late
scene before her, she lay concealed until the next day, when seeing a party go up to the house,
she came up, and on being asked how she escaped, replied with the utmost simplicity, "The Lord
helped her." She was taken up behind a gentleman of the party, and returned to the arms of her
weeping mother. Miss Whitehead concealed herself between the bed and the mat that supported
it, while they murdered her sister in the same room, without discovering her. She was afterwards
carried off, and concealed for protection by a slave of the family, who gave evidence against
several of them on their trial. Mrs. Nathaniel Francis, while concealed in a closet heard their
blows, and the shrieks of the victims of these ruthless savages; they then entered the closet where
she was concealed, and went out without discovering her. While in this hiding place, she heard
two of her women in a quarrel about the division of her clothes. Mr. John T. Baron, discovering
them approaching his house, told his wife to make her escape, and scorning to fly, fell fighting
on his own threshold. After firing his rifle, he discharged his gun at them, and then broke it over
the villain who first approached him, but he was overpowered, and slain. His bravery, however,
saved from the hands of these monsters, his lovely and amiable wife, who will long lament a
husband so deserving of her love. As directed by him, she attempted to escape through the
garden, when she was caught and held by one of her servant girls, but another coming to her
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rescue, she fled to the woods, and concealed herself. Few indeed, were those who escaped their
work of death. But fortunate for society, the hand of retributive justice has overtaken them; and
not one that was known to be concerned has escaped.

The Commonwealth, }
Vs. } Charged with making insurrection,
Nat Turner. } and plotting to take away the lives of
divers free white persons, &c.
on the 22d of August, 1831.

The court composed of — —, having met for the trial of Nat Turner, the prisoner was brought in
and arraigned, and upon his arraignment pleaded Not guilty, saying to his counsel, that he did
not feel so.

On the part of the Commonwealth, Levi Waller was introduced, who being sworn, deposed as
follows: (agreeably to Nat's own Confession.) Col. Trezvant[Footnote:The committing Magistrate.]
was then introduced, who being sworn, numerated Nat's Confession to him, as follows: (his
Confession as given to Mr. Gray.) The prisoner introduced no evidence, and the case was submitted
without argument to the court, who having found him guilty, Jeremiah Cobb, Esq. Chairman,
pronounced the sentence of the court, in the following words: "Nat Turner! Stand up. Have you
any thing to say why sentence of death should not be pronounced against you?"

Ans. I have not. I have made a full confession to Mr. Gray, and I have nothing more to say.

Attend then to the sentence of the Court. You have been arraigned and tried before this court,
and convicted of one of the highest crimes in our criminal code. You have been convicted of
plotting in cold blood, the indiscriminate destruction of men, of helpless women, and of infant
children. The evidence before us leaves not a shadow of doubt, but that your hands were often
imbrued in the blood of the innocent; and your own confession tells us that they were stained
with the blood of a master; in your own language, "too indulgent." Could I stop here, your crime
would be sufficiently aggravated. But the original contriver of a plan, deep and deadly, one that
never can be effected, you managed so far to put it into execution, as to deprive us of many of our
most valuable citizens; and this was done when they were asleep, and defenceless; under
circumstances shocking to humanity. And while upon this part of the subject, I cannot but call
your attention to the poor misguided wretches who have gone before you. They are not few in
number —they were your bosom associates; and the blood of all cries aloud, and calls upon you,
as the author of their misfortune. Yes! You forced them unprepared, from Time to Eternity. Borne
down by this load of guilt, your only justification is, that you were led away by fanaticism. If this
be true, from my soul I pity you; and while you have my sympathies, I am, nevertheless called
upon to pass the sentence of the court. The time between this and your execution, will necessarily
be very short; and your only hope must be in another world. The judgment of the court is, that
you be taken hence to the jail from whence you came, thence to the place of execution, and on
Friday next, between the hours of 10 A.M. and 2 P.M. be hung by the neck until you are dead!
dead! dead! and may the Lord have mercy upon your soul.

A list of persons murdered in the Insurrection, on the 21st and 22d of August, 1831.
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Joseph Travers and wife and three children, Mrs. Elizabeth Turner, Hartwell Prebles, Sarah
Newsome, Mrs. P. Reese and son William, Trajan Doyle, Henry Bryant and wife and child, and
wife's mother, Mrs. Catharine Whitehead, son Richard and four daughters and grand-child,
Salathiel Francis, Nathaniel Francis' overseer and two children, John T. Barrow, George Vaughan,
Mrs. Levi Waller and ten children, William Williams, wife and two boys, Mrs. Caswell Worrell
and child, Mrs. Rebecca Vaughan, Ann Eliza Vaughan, and son Arthur, Mrs. John K. Williams
and child, Mrs. Jacob Williams and three children, and Edwin Drury —amounting to fifty-five.

A List of Negroes brought before the Court of Southampton, with their owners' names, and

sentence.

Daniel,

Moses,

Tom,

Jack and Andrew,
Jacob,

Isaac,

Jack,

Nathan,

Nathan, Tom, and
Davy, (boys,)
Davy,

Curtis,

Stephen,

Hardy and Isham,
Sam,

Hark,

Moses, (a boy,)
Davy,

Nelson,

Nat,

Jack,

Dred,

Arnold, Artist, (free,)
Sam,

Ferry and Archer,
Jim,

Bob,

Davy,

Richard Porter,
J.T. Barrow,

Caty Whitehead,
Caty Whitehead,
Geo. H. Charlton,
Ditto,

Everett Bryant,

Benj. Blunt's estate,

Nathaniel Francis,
Elizabeth Turner,
Thomas Ridley,

Do.

Benjamin Edwards,
Nathaniel Francis,
Joseph Travis' estate.
Do.

Levi Waller,

Jacob Williams,
Edm'd Turner's estate,
Wm. Reese's estate,

Nathaniel Francis,

J.W. Parker,

J.W. Parker,
William Vaughan,
Temperance Parker,

Joseph Parker,

Convicted.

Do.

Discharged.

Con. and transported.
Disch'd without trial.
Convi. and transported.
Discharged.

Convicted.

Convicted and transported.
Convicted.

Do.

Do.

Convicted and transp'd.
Convicted.

Do.

Do. and transported

Convicted.

Discharged.
Acquitted.

Disch'd without trial.
Acquitted.

Do.
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Daniel,

Thomas Haithcock, (free,)

Joe,

Lucy,

Matt,

Jim,

Exum Artes, (free,)
Joe,

Bury Newsome, (free,)
Stephen

Jim and Isaac,
Preston,

Frank,

Jack and Shadrach,
Nelson,

Sam,

Archer,

Isham Turner, (free,)

Nat Turner,

Solomon D. Parker,

John C. Turner,
John T. Barrow,
Thomas Ridley,
Richard Porter,

Richard P. Briggs,

Sent on for further trial.
James Bell,

Samuel Champion,
Hannah Williamson,
Solomon D. Parker,
Nathaniel Simmons,
Benj. Blunt's estate,
Peter Edwards,

Arthur G. Reese,

Putnam Moore, dec'd,

Disch'd without trial.

Sent on for further trial.

Convicted.
Do.
Acquitted.
Do.

Sent on for further trial.

Disch'd without trial.

Acquitted.

Convicted and trans'd.
Acquitted.

Convi'd and transp'd.
Acquitted.

Do.

Convicted.

Acquitted.

Sent on for further trial.

Convicted.
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FREDERICK DOUGLASS

Date of Birth: 1818
Place of Birth: Talbot County, MD

Major Works: Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave; The Meaning of

July Fourth for the Negro

More details...

Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An American Slave
Preface

In the month of August, 1841, I attended an anti-slavery convention in Nantucket, at which it was
my happiness to become acquainted with Frederick Douglass, the writer of the following
Narrative. He was a stranger to nearly every member of that body; but, having recently made his
escape from the southern prison-house of bondage, and feeling his curiosity excited to ascertain
the principles and measures of the abolitionists, —of whom he had heard a somewhat vague
description while he was a slave, —he was induced to give his attendance, on the occasion alluded
to, though at that time a resident in New Bedford.

Fortunate, most fortunate occurrence! —fortunate for the millions of his manacled brethren, yet
panting for deliverance from their awful thraldom!—fortunate for the cause of negro
emancipation, and of universal liberty! —fortunate for the land of his birth, which he has already
done so much to save and bless! —fortunate for a large circle of friends and acquaintances, whose
sympathy and affection he has strongly secured by the many sufferings he has endured, by his
virtuous traits of character, by his ever-abiding remembrance of those who are in bonds, as being
bound with them!—fortunate for the multitudes, in various parts of our republic, whose minds
he has enlightened on the subject of slavery, and who have been melted to tears by his pathos, or
roused to virtuous indignation by his stirring eloquence against the enslavers of men! —fortunate
for himself, as it at once brought him into the field of public usefulness, "gave the world assurance
of a MAN," quickened the slumbering energies of his soul, and consecrated him to the great work
of breaking the rod of the oppressor, and letting the oppressed go free!

I shall never forget his first speech at the convention — the extraordinary emotion it excited in my
own mind — the powerful impression it created upon a crowded auditory, completely taken by
surprise — the applause which followed from the beginning to the end of his felicitous remarks. I
think I never hated slavery so intensely as at that moment; certainly, my perception of the
enormous outrage which is inflicted by it, on the godlike nature of its victims, was rendered far
more clear than ever. There stood one, in physical proportion and stature commanding and
exact—in intellect richly endowed —in natural eloquence a prodigy —in soul manifestly "created
but a little lower than the angels" —yet a slave, ay, a fugitive slave, —trembling for his safety,
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hardly daring to believe that on the American soil, a single white person could be found who
would befriend him at all hazards, for the love of God and humanity! Capable of high attainments
as an intellectual and moral being—needing nothing but a comparatively small amount of
cultivation to make him an ornament to society and a blessing to his race — by the law of the land,
by the voice of the people, by the terms of the slave code, he was only a piece of property, a beast
of burden, a chattel personal, nevertheless!

A beloved friend from New Bedford prevailed on Mr. Douglass to address the convention: He
came forward to the platform with a hesitancy and embarrassment, necessarily the attendants of
a sensitive mind in such a novel position. After apologizing for his ignorance, and reminding the
audience that slavery was a poor school for the human intellect and heart, he proceeded to narrate
some of the facts in his own history as a slave, and in the course of his speech gave utterance to
many noble thoughts and thrilling reflections. As soon as he had taken his seat, filled with hope
and admiration, I rose, and declared that Patrick Henry, of revolutionary fame, never made a
speech more eloquent in the cause of liberty, than the one we had just listened to from the lips of
that hunted fugitive. So I believed at that time —such is my belief now. I reminded the audience
of the peril which surrounded this self-emancipated young man at the North,—even in
Massachusetts, on the soil of the Pilgrim Fathers, among the descendants of revolutionary sires;
and I appealed to them, whether they would ever allow him to be carried back into slavery, —law
or no law, constitution or no constitution. The response was unanimous and in thunder-tones —
"NO!" "Will you succor and protect him as a brother-man —a resident of the old Bay State?" "YES!"
shouted the whole mass, with an energy so startling, that the ruthless tyrants south of Mason and
Dixon's line might almost have heard the mighty burst of feeling, and recognized it as the pledge
of an invincible determination, on the part of those who gave it, never to betray him that wanders,
but to hide the outcast, and firmly to abide the consequences.

It was at once deeply impressed upon my mind, that, if Mr. Douglass could be persuaded to
consecrate his time and talents to the promotion of the anti-slavery enterprise, a powerful impetus
would be given to it, and a stunning blow at the same time inflicted on northern prejudice against
a colored complexion. I therefore endeavored to instill hope and courage into his mind, in order
that he might dare to engage in a vocation so anomalous and responsible for a person in his
situation; and I was seconded in this effort by warm-hearted friends, especially by the late
General Agent of the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society, Mr. John A. Collins, whose judgment in
this instance entirely coincided with my own. At first, he could give no encouragement; with
unfeigned diffidence, he expressed his conviction that he was not adequate to the performance
of so great a task; the path marked out was wholly an untrodden one; he was sincerely
apprehensive that he should do more harm than good. After much deliberation, however, he
consented to make a trial; and ever since that period, he has acted as a lecturing agent, under the
auspices either of the American or the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society. In labors he has been
most abundant; and his success in combating prejudice, in gaining proselytes, in agitating the
public mind, has far surpassed the most sanguine expectations that were raised at the
commencement of his brilliant career. He has borne himself with gentleness and meekness, yet
with true manliness of character. As a public speaker, he excels in pathos, wit, comparison,
imitation, strength of reasoning, and fluency of language. There is in him that union of head and
heart, which is indispensable to an enlightenment of the heads and a winning of the hearts of
others. May his strength continue to be equal to his day! May he continue to "grow in grace, and
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in the knowledge of God," that he may be increasingly serviceable in the cause of bleeding
humanity, whether at home or abroad!

It is certainly a very remarkable fact, that one of the most efficient advocates of the slave
population, now before the public, is a fugitive slave, in the person of Frederick Douglass; and that
the free colored population of the United States are as ably represented by one of their own
number, in the person of Charles Lenox Remond, whose eloquent appeals have extorted the highest
applause of multitudes on both sides of the Atlantic. Let the calumniators of the colored race
despise themselves for their baseness and illiberality of spirit, and henceforth cease to talk of the
natural inferiority of those who require nothing but time and opportunity to attain to the highest
point of human excellence.

It may, perhaps, be fairly questioned, whether any other portion of the population of the earth
could have endured the privations, sufferings and horrors of slavery, without having become
more degraded in the scale of humanity than the slaves of African descent. Nothing has been left
undone to cripple their intellects, darken their minds, debase their moral nature, obliterate all
traces of their relationship to mankind; and yet how wonderfully they have sustained the mighty
load of a most frightful bondage, under which they have been groaning for centuries! To illustrate
the effect of slavery on the white man, —to show that he has no powers of endurance, in such a
condition, superior to those of his black brother, — Daniel O’Connell, the distinguished advocate
of universal emancipation, and the mightiest champion of prostrate but not conquered Ireland,
relates the following anecdote in a speech delivered by him in the Conciliation Hall, Dublin,
before the Loyal National Repeal Association, March 31, 1845. "No matter," said Mr. O’Connell,
"under what specious term it may disguise itself, slavery is still hideous. It has a natural, an
inevitable tendency to brutalize every noble faculty of man. An American sailor, who was cast away
on the shore of Africa, where he was kept in slavery for three years, was, at the expiration of that
period, found to be imbruted and stultified —he had lost all reasoning power; and having
forgotten his native language, could only utter some savage gibberish between Arabic and
English, which nobody could understand, and which even he himself found difficulty in
pronouncing. So much for the humanizing influence of The Domestic Institution!" Admitting this
to have been an extraordinary case of mental deterioration, it proves at least that the white slave
can sink as low in the scale of humanity as the black one.

Mr. Douglass has very properly chosen to write his own Narrative, in his own style, and according
to the best of his ability, rather than to employ some one else. It is, therefore, entirely his own
production; and, considering how long and dark was the career he had to run as a slave, —how
few have been his opportunities to improve his mind since he broke his iron fetters, —it is, in my
judgment, highly creditable to his head and heart. He who can peruse it without a tearful eye, a
heaving breast, an afflicted spirit,—without being filled with an unutterable abhorrence of
slavery and all its abettors, and animated with a determination to seek the immediate overthrow
of that execrable system,—without trembling for the fate of this country in the hands of a
righteous God, who is ever on the side of the oppressed, and whose arm is not shortened that it
cannot save, —must have a flinty heart, and be qualified to act the part of a trafficker "in slaves
and the souls of men." I am confident that it is essentially true in all its statements; that nothing
has been set down in malice, nothing exaggerated, nothing drawn from the imagination; that it
comes short of the reality, rather than overstates a single fact in regard to slavery as it is. The
experience of Frederick Douglass, as a slave, was not a peculiar one; his lot was not especially a
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hard one; his case may be regarded as a very fair specimen of the treatment of slaves in Maryland,
in which State it is conceded that they are better fed and less cruelly treated than in Georgia,
Alabama, or Louisiana. Many have suffered incomparably more, while very few on the
plantations have suffered less, than himself. Yet how deplorable was his situation! what terrible
chastisements were inflicted upon his person! what still more shocking outrages were perpetrated
upon his mind! with all his noble powers and sublime aspirations, how like a brute was he
treated, even by those professing to have the same mind in them that was in Christ Jesus! to what
dreadful liabilities was he continually subjected! how destitute of friendly counsel and aid, even
in his greatest extremities! how heavy was the midnight of woe which shrouded in blackness the
last ray of hope, and filled the future with terror and gloom! what longings after freedom took
possession of his breast, and how his misery augmented, in proportion as he grew reflective and
intelligent, — thus demonstrating that a happy slave is an extinct man! how he thought, reasoned,
felt, under the lash of the driver, with the chains upon his limbs! what perils he encountered in
his endeavors to escape from his horrible doom! and how signal have been his deliverance and
preservation in the midst of a nation of pitiless enemies!

This Narrative contains many affecting incidents, many passages of great eloquence and power;
but I think the most thrilling one of them all is the description Douglass gives of his feelings, as he
stood soliloquizing respecting his fate, and the chances of his one day being a freeman, on the
banks of the Chesapeake Bay — viewing the receding vessels as they flew with their white wings
before the breeze, and apostrophizing them as animated by the living spirit of freedom. Who can
read that passage, and be insensible to its pathos and sublimity? Compressed into it is a whole
Alexandrian library of thought, feeling, and sentiment —all that can, all that need be urged, in the
form of expostulation, entreaty, rebuke, against that crime of crimes, —making man the property
of his fellow-man! O, how accursed is that system, which entombs the godlike mind of man,
defaces the divine image, reduces those who by creation were crowned with glory and honor to
a level with four-footed beasts, and exalts the dealer in human flesh above all that is called God!
Why should its existence be prolonged one hour? Is it not evil, only evil, and that continually?
What does its presence imply but the absence of all fear of God, all regard for man, on the part of
the people of the United States? Heaven speed its eternal overthrow!

So profoundly ignorant of the nature of slavery are many persons, that they are stubbornly
incredulous whenever they read or listen to any recital of the cruelties which are daily inflicted
on its victims. They do not deny that the slaves are held as property; but that terrible fact seems
to convey to their minds no idea of injustice, exposure to outrage, or savage barbarity. Tell them
of cruel scourgings, of mutilations and brandings, of scenes of pollution and blood, of the
banishment of all light and knowledge, and they affect to be greatly indignant at such enormous
exaggerations, such wholesale misstatements, such abominable libels on the character of the
southern planters! As if all these direful outrages were not the natural results of slavery! As if it
were less cruel to reduce a human being to the condition of a thing, than to give him a severe
flagellation, or to deprive him of necessary food and clothing! As if whips, chains, thumb-screws,
paddles, blood-hounds, overseers, drivers, patrols, were not all indispensable to keep the slaves
down, and to give protection to their ruthless oppressors! As if, when the marriage institution is
abolished, concubinage, adultery, and incest, must not necessarily abound; when all the rights of
humanity are annihilated, any barrier remains to protect the victim from the fury of the spoiler;
when absolute power is assumed over life and liberty, it will not be wielded with destructive
sway! Skeptics of this character abound in society. In some few instances, their incredulity arises
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from a want of reflection; but, generally, it indicates a hatred of the light, a desire to shield slavery
from the assaults of its foes, a contempt of the colored race, whether bond or free. Such will try to
discredit the shocking tales of slaveholding cruelty which are recorded in this truthful Narrative;
but they will labor in vain. Mr. Douglass has frankly disclosed the place of his birth, the names of
those who claimed ownership in his body and soul, and the names also of those who committed
the crimes which he has alleged against them. His statements, therefore, may easily be disproved,
if they are untrue.

In the course of his Narrative, he relates two instances of murderous cruelty, —in one of which a
planter deliberately shot a slave belonging to a neighboring plantation, who had unintentionally
gotten within his lordly domain in quest of fish; and in the other, an overseer blew out the brains
of a slave who had fled to a stream of water to escape a bloody scourging. Mr. Douglass states that
in neither of these instances was anything done by way of legal arrest or judicial investigation.
The Baltimore American, of March 17, 1845, relates a similar case of atrocity, perpetrated with
similar impunity —as follows: —"Shooting a slave. — We learn, upon the authority of a letter from
Charles county, Maryland, received by a gentleman of this city, that a young man, named
Matthews, a nephew of General Matthews, and whose father, it is believed, holds an office at
Washington, killed one of the slaves upon his father's farm by shooting him. The letter states that
young Matthews had been left in charge of the farm; that he gave an order to the servant, which
was disobeyed, when he proceeded to the house, obtained a gun, and, returning, shot the servant. He
immediately, the letter continues, fled to his father's residence, where he still remains
unmolested."— Let it never be forgotten, that no slaveholder or overseer can be convicted of any
outrage perpetrated on the person of a slave, however diabolical it may be, on the testimony of
colored witnesses, whether bond or free. By the slave code, they are adjudged to be as
incompetent to testify against a white man, as though they were indeed a part of the brute
creation. Hence, there is no legal protection in fact, whatever there may be in form, for the slave
population; and any amount of cruelty may be inflicted on them with impunity. Is it possible for
the human mind to conceive of a more horrible state of society?

The effect of a religious profession on the conduct of southern masters is vividly described in the
following Narrative, and shown to be any thing but salutary. In the nature of the case, it must be
in the highest degree pernicious. The testimony of Mr. Douglass, on this point, is sustained by a
cloud of witnesses, whose veracity is unimpeachable. "A slaveholder's profession of Christianity
is a palpable imposture. He is a felon of the highest grade. He is a man-stealer. It is of no
importance what you put in the other scale."

Reader! are you with the man-stealers in sympathy and purpose, or on the side of their down-
trodden victims? If with the former, then are you the foe of God and man. If with the latter, what
are you prepared to do and dare in their behalf? Be faithful, be vigilant, be untiring in your efforts
to break every yoke, and let the oppressed go free. Come what may — cost what it may —inscribe
on the banner which you unfurl to the breeze, as your religious and political motto—"NO
COMPROMISE WITH SLAVERY! NO UNION WITH SLAVEHOLDERS!"

WM. LLOYD GARRISON BOSTON,
May 1,1845.

Letter from Wendell Phillips, Esq. Boston, April 22, 1845
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My Dear Friend:

You remember the old fable of "The Man and the Lion," where the lion complained that he should
not be so misrepresented "when the lions wrote history."

I am glad the time has come when the "lions write history." We have been left long enough to
gather the character of slavery from the involuntary evidence of the masters. One might, indeed,
rest sufficiently satisfied with what, it is evident, must be, in general, the results of such a relation,
without seeking farther to find whether they have followed in every instance. Indeed, those who
stare at the half-peck of corn a week, and love to count the lashes on the slave's back, are seldom
the "stuff" out of which reformers and abolitionists are to be made. I remember that, in 1838, many
were waiting for the results of the West India experiment, before they could come into our ranks.
Those "results" have come long ago; but, alas! few of that number have come with them, as
converts. A man must be disposed to judge of emancipation by other tests than whether it has
increased the produce of sugar,—and to hate slavery for other reasons than because it starves
men and whips women, —before he is ready to lay the first stone of his anti-slavery life.

I was glad to learn, in your story, how early the most neglected of God's children waken to a sense
of their rights, and of the injustice done them. Experience is a keen teacher; and long before you
had mastered your A B C, or knew where the "white sails" of the Chesapeake were bound, you
began, I see, to gauge the wretchedness of the slave, not by his hunger and want, not by his lashes
and toil, but by the cruel and blighting death which gathers over his soul.

In connection with this, there is one circumstance which makes your recollections peculiarly
valuable, and renders your early insight the more remarkable. You come from that part of the
country where we are told slavery appears with its fairest features. Let us hear, then, what it is at
its best estate — gaze on its bright side, if it has one; and then imagination may task her powers to
add dark lines to the picture, as she travels southward to that (for the colored man) Valley of the
Shadow of Death, where the Mississippi sweeps along.

Again, we have known you long, and can put the most entire confidence in your truth, candor,
and sincerity. Every one who has heard you speak has felt, and, I am confident, every one who
reads your book will feel, persuaded that you give them a fair specimen of the whole truth. No
one-sided portrait,—no wholesale complaints, —but strict justice done, whenever individual
kindliness has neutralized, for a moment, the deadly system with which it was strangely allied.
You have been with us, too, some years, and can fairly compare the twilight of rights, which your
race enjoy at the North, with that "noon of night" under which they labor south of Mason and
Dixon's line. Tell us whether, after all, the half-free colored man of Massachusetts is worse off
than the pampered slave of the rice swamps!

In reading your life, no one can say that we have unfairly picked out some rare specimens of
cruelty. We know that the bitter drops, which even you have drained from the cup, are no
incidental aggravations, no individual ills, but such as must mingle always and necessarily in the
lot of every slave. They are the essential ingredients, not the occasional results, of the system.

96



After all, I shall read your book with trembling for you. Some years ago, when you were
beginning to tell me your real name and birthplace, you may remember I stopped you, and
preferred to remain ignorant of all. With the exception of a vague description, so I continued, till
the other day, when you read me your memoirs. I hardly knew, at the time, whether to thank you
or not for the sight of them, when I reflected that it was still dangerous, in Massachusetts, for
honest men to tell their names! They say the fathers, in 1776, signed the Declaration of
Independence with the halter about their necks. You, too, publish your declaration of freedom
with danger compassing you around. In all the broad lands which the Constitution of the United
States overshadows, there is no single spot, —however narrow or desolate, —where a fugitive
slave can plant himself and say, "l am safe." The whole armory of Northern Law has no shield for
you. I am free to say that, in your place, I should throw the MS. into the fire.

You, perhaps, may tell your story in safety, endeared as you are to so many warm hearts by rare
gifts, and a still rarer devotion of them to the service of others. But it will be owing only to your
labors, and the fearless efforts of those who, trampling the laws and Constitution of the country
under their feet, are determined that they will "hide the outcast," and that their hearths shall be,
spite of the law, an asylum for the oppressed, if, some time or other, the humblest may stand in
our streets, and bear witness in safety against the cruelties of which he has been the victim.

Yet it is sad to think, that these very throbbing hearts which welcome your story, and form your
best safeguard in telling it, are all beating contrary to the "statute in such case made and
provided." Go on, my dear friend, till you, and those who, like you, have been saved, so as by
tire, from the dark prison-house, shall stereotype these free, illegal pulses into statutes; and New
England, cutting loose from a blood-stained Union, shall glory in being the house of refuge for
the oppressed, —till we no longer merely "hide the outcast," or make a merit of standing idly by
while he is hunted in our midst; but, consecrating anew the soil of the Pilgrims as an asylum for
the oppressed, proclaim our welcome to the slave so loudly, that the tones shall reach every hut in
the Carolinas, and make the broken-hearted bondman leap up at the thought of old
Massachusetts.

God speed the day!

Till then, and ever,
Yours truly,
WENDELL PHILLIPS

Frederick Douglass

Frederick Douglass was born in slavery as Frederick Augustus Washington Bailey near Easton in
Talbot County, Maryland. He was not sure of the exact year of his birth, but he knew that it was
1817 or 1818. As a young boy he was sent to Baltimore, to be a house servant, where he learned
to read and write, with the assistance of his master's wife. In 1838 he escaped from slavery and
went to New York City, where he married Anna Murray, a free colored woman whom he had
met in Baltimore. Soon thereafter he changed his name to Frederick Douglass. In 1841 he
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addressed a convention of the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society in Nantucket and so greatly
impressed the group that they immediately employed him as an agent. He was such an
impressive orator that numerous persons doubted if he had ever been a slave, so he
wrote Narrative Of The Life Of Frederick Douglass. During the Civil War he assisted in the recruiting
of colored men for the 54th and 55th Massachusetts Regiments and consistently argued for the
emancipation of slaves. After the war he was active in securing and protecting the rights of the
freemen. In his later years, at different times, he was secretary of the Santo Domingo Commission,
marshall and recorder of deeds of the District of Columbia, and United States Minister to Haiti.
His other autobiographical works are My Bondage And My Freedom and Life And Times Of Frederick
Douglass, published in 1855 and 1881 respectively. He died in 1895.

Chapter |

I'was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about twelve miles from Easton, in Talbot county,
Maryland. I have no accurate knowledge of my age, never having seen any authentic record
containing it. By far the larger part of the slaves know as little of their ages as horses know of
theirs, and it is the wish of most masters within my knowledge to keep their slaves thus ignorant.
I do not remember to have ever met a slave who could tell of his birthday. They seldom come
nearer to it than planting-time, harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-time, or fall-time. A want of
information concerning my own was a source of unhappiness to me even during childhood. The
white children could tell their ages. I could not tell why I ought to be deprived of the same
privilege. I was not allowed to make any inquiries of my master concerning it. He deemed all
such inquiries on the part of a slave improper and impertinent, and evidence of a restless spirit.
The nearest estimate I can give makes me now between twenty-seven and twenty-eight years of
age. I come to this, from hearing my master say, some time during 1835, I was about seventeen
years old.

My mother was named Harriet Bailey. She was the daughter of Isaac and Betsey Bailey, both
colored, and quite dark. My mother was of a darker complexion than either my grandmother or
grandfather.

My father was a white man. He was admitted to be such by all I ever heard speak of my parentage.
The opinion was also whispered that my master was my father; but of the correctness of this
opinion, I know nothing; the means of knowing was withheld from me. My mother and I were
separated when I was but an infant—before I knew her as my mother. It is a common custom, in
the part of Maryland from which I ran away, to part children from their mothers at a very early
age. Frequently, before the child has reached its twelfth month, its mother is taken from it, and
hired out on some farm a considerable distance off, and the child is placed under the care of an
old woman, too old for field labor. For what this separation is done, I do not know, unless it be
to hinder the development of the child's affection toward its mother, and to blunt and destroy the
natural affection of the mother for the child. This is the inevitable result.

I never saw my mother, to know her as such, more than four or five times in my life; and each of
these times was very short in duration, and at night. She was hired by a Mr. Stewart, who lived
about twelve miles from my home. She made her journeys to see me in the night, travelling the
whole distance on foot, after the performance of her day's work. She was a field hand, and a
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whipping is the penalty of not being in the field at sunrise, unless a slave has special permission
from his or her master to the contrary —a permission which they seldom get, and one that gives
to him that gives it the proud name of being a kind master. I do not recollect of ever seeing my
mother by the light of day. She was with me in the night. She would lie down with me, and get
me to sleep, but long before I waked she was gone. Very little communication ever took place
between us. Death soon ended what little we could have while she lived, and with it her
hardships and suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my master's farms,
near Lee's Mill. I was not allowed to be present during her illness, at her death, or burial. She was
gone long before I knew any thing about it. Never having enjoyed, to any considerable extent,
her soothing presence, her tender and watchful care, I received the tidings of her death with much
the same emotions I should have probably felt at the death of a stranger.

Called thus suddenly away, she left me without the slightest intimation of who my father was.
The whisper that my master was my father, may or may not be true; and, true or false, it is of but
little consequence to my purpose whilst the fact remains, in all its glaring odiousness, that
slaveholders have ordained, and by law established, that the children of slave women shall in all
cases follow the condition of their mothers; and this is done too obviously to administer to their
own lusts, and make a gratification of their wicked desires profitable as well as pleasurable; for
by this cunning arrangement, the slaveholder, in cases not a few, sustains to his slaves the double
relation of master and father.

I know of such cases; and it is worthy of remark that such slaves invariably suffer greater
hardships, and have more to contend with, than others. They are, in the first place, a constant
offence to their mistress. She is ever disposed to find fault with them; they can seldom do any
thing to please her; she is never better pleased than when she sees them under the lash, especially
when she suspects her husband of showing to his mulatto children favors which he withholds
from his black slaves. The master is frequently compelled to sell this class of his slaves, out of
deference to the feelings of his white wife; and, cruel as the deed may strike any one to be, for a
man to sell his own children to human flesh-mongers, it is often the dictate of humanity for him
to do so; for, unless he does this, he must not only whip them himself, but must stand by and see
one white son tie up his brother, of but few shades darker complexion than himself, and ply the
gory lash to his naked back; and if he lisp one word of disapproval, it is set down to his parental
partiality, and only makes a bad matter worse, both for himself and the slave whom he would
protect and defend.

Every year brings with it multitudes of this class of slaves. It was doubtless in consequence of a
knowledge of this fact, that one great statesman of the south predicted the downfall of slavery by
the inevitable laws of population. Whether this prophecy is ever fulfilled or not, it is nevertheless
plain that a very different-looking class of people are springing up at the south, and are now held
in slavery, from those originally brought to this country from Africa; and if their increase do no
other good, it will do away the force of the argument, that God cursed Ham, and therefore
American slavery is right. If the lineal descendants of Ham are alone to be scripturally enslaved,
it is certain that slavery at the south must soon become unscriptural; for thousands are ushered
into the world, annually, who, like myself, owe their existence to white fathers, and those fathers
most frequently their own masters.
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I have had two masters. My first master's name was Anthony. I do not remember his first name.
He was generally called Captain Anthony — a title which, I presume, he acquired by sailing a craft
on the Chesapeake Bay. He was not considered a rich slaveholder. He owned two or three farms,
and about thirty slaves. His farms and slaves were under the care of an overseer. The overseer's
name was Plummer. Mr. Plummer was a miserable drunkard, a profane swearer, and a savage
monster. He always went armed with a cowskin and a heavy cudgel. I have known him to cut
and slash the women's heads so horribly, that even master would be enraged at his cruelty, and
would threaten to whip him if he did not mind himself. Master, however, was not a humane
slaveholder. It required extraordinary barbarity on the part of an overseer to affect him. He was
a cruel man, hardened by a long life of slaveholding. He would at times seem to take great
pleasure in whipping a slave. I have often been awakened at the dawn of day by the most heart-
rending shrieks of an own aunt of mine, whom he used to tie up to a joist, and whip upon her
naked back till she was literally covered with blood. No words, no tears, no prayers, from his
gory victim, seemed to move his iron heart from its bloody purpose. The louder she screamed,
the harder he whipped; and where the blood ran fastest, there he whipped longest. He would
whip her to make her scream, and whip her to make her hush; and not until overcome by fatigue,
would he cease to swing the blood-clotted cowskin. I remember the first time I ever witnessed
this horrible exhibition. I was quite a child, but I well remember it. I never shall forget it whilst I
remember any thing. It was the first of a long series of such outrages, of which I was doomed to
be a witness and a participant. It struck me with awful force. It was the blood-stained gate, the
entrance to the hell of slavery, through which I was about to pass. It was a most terrible spectacle.
I wish I could commit to paper the feelings with which I beheld it.

This occurrence took place very soon after I went to live with my old master, and under the
following circumstances. Aunt Hester went out one night, —where or for what I do not know, —
and happened to be absent when my master desired her presence. He had ordered her not to go
out evenings, and warned her that she must never let him catch her in company with a young
man, who was paying attention to her belonging to Colonel Lloyd. The young man's name was
Ned Roberts, generally called Lloyd's Ned. Why master was so careful of her, may be safely left
to conjecture. She was a woman of noble form, and of graceful proportions, having very few
equals, and fewer superiors, in personal appearance, among the colored or white women of our
neighborhood.

Aunt Hester had not only disobeyed his orders in going out, but had been found in company
with Lloyd's Ned; which circumstance, I found, from what he said while whipping her, was the
chief offence. Had he been a man of pure morals himself, he might have been thought interested
in protecting the innocence of my aunt; but those who knew him will not suspect him of any such
virtue. Before he commenced whipping Aunt Hester, he took her into the kitchen, and stripped
her from neck to waist, leaving her neck, shoulders, and back, entirely naked. He then told her to
cross her hands, calling her at the same time a d — —d b—-h. After crossing her hands, he tied
them with a strong rope, and led her to a stool under a large hook in the joist, put in for the
purpose. He made her get upon the stool, and tied her hands to the hook. She now stood fair for
his infernal purpose. Her arms were stretched up at their full length, so that she stood upon the
ends of her toes. He then said to her, "Now, you d— —d b—-h, I'll learn you how to disobey my
orders!" and after rolling up his sleeves, he commenced to lay on the heavy cowskin, and soon
the warm, red blood (amid heart-rending shrieks from her, and horrid oaths from him) came
dripping to the floor. I was so terrified and horror-stricken at the sight, that I hid myself in a
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closet, and dared not venture out till long after the bloody transaction was over. I expected it
would be my turn next. It was all new to me. I had never seen any thing like it before. I had always
lived with my grandmother on the outskirts of the plantation, where she was put to raise the
children of the younger women. I had therefore been, until now, out of the way of the bloody
scenes that often occurred on the plantation.

Chapter Il

My master's family consisted of two sons, Andrew and Richard; one daughter, Lucretia, and her
husband, Captain Thomas Auld. They lived in one house, upon the home plantation of Colonel
Edward Lloyd. My master was Colonel Lloyd's clerk and superintendent. He was what might be
called the overseer of the overseers. I spent two years of childhood on this plantation in my old
master's family. It was here that I witnessed the bloody transaction recorded in the first chapter;
and as I received my first impressions of slavery on this plantation, I will give some description
of it, and of slavery as it there existed. The plantation is about twelve miles north of Easton, in
Talbot county, and is situated on the border of Miles River. The principal products raised upon it
were tobacco, corn, and wheat. These were raised in great abundance; so that, with the products
of this and the other farms belonging to him, he was able to keep in almost constant employment
a large sloop, in carrying them to market at Baltimore. This sloop was named Sally Lloyd, in
honor of one of the colonel's daughters. My master's son-in-law, Captain Auld, was master of the
vessel; she was otherwise manned by the colonel's own slaves. Their names were Peter, Isaac,
Rich, and Jake. These were esteemed very highly by the other slaves, and looked upon as the
privileged ones of the plantation; for it was no small affair, in the eyes of the slaves, to be allowed
to see Baltimore.

Colonel Lloyd kept from three to four hundred slaves on his home plantation, and owned a large
number more on the neighboring farms belonging to him. The names of the farms nearest to the
home plantation were Wye Town and New Design. "Wye Town" was under the overseership of
a man named Noah Willis. New Design was under the overseership of a Mr. Townsend. The
overseers of these, and all the rest of the farms, numbering over twenty, received advice and
direction from the managers of the home plantation. This was the great business place. It was the
seat of government for the whole twenty farms. All disputes among the overseers were settled
here. If a slave was convicted of any high misdemeanor, became unmanageable, or evinced a
determination to run away, he was brought immediately here, severely whipped, put on board
the sloop, carried to Baltimore, and sold to Austin Woolfolk, or some other slave-trader, as a
warning to the slaves remaining.

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
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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; every one 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 any one 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.

Mr. Severe's place was filled by a Mr. Hopkins. He was a very different man. He was less cruel,
less profane, and made less noise, than Mr. Severe. His course was characterized by no
extraordinary demonstrations of cruelty. He whipped, but seemed to take no pleasure in it. He
was called by the slaves a good overseer.

The home plantation of Colonel Lloyd wore the appearance of a country village. All the
mechanical operations for all the farms were performed here. The shoemaking and mending, the
blacksmithing, cartwrighting, coopering, weaving, and grain-grinding, were all performed by the
slaves on the home plantation. The whole place wore a business-like aspect very unlike the
neighboring farms. The number of houses, too, conspired to give it advantage over the
neighboring farms. It was called by the slaves the Great House Farm.Few privileges were esteemed
higher, by the slaves of the out-farms, than that of being selected to do errands at the Great House
Farm. It was associated in their minds with greatness. A representative could not be prouder of
his election to a seat in the American Congress, than a slave on one of the out-farms would be of
his election to do errands at the Great House Farm. They regarded it as evidence of great
confidence reposed in them by their overseers; and it was on this account, as well as a constant
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desire to be out of the field from under the driver's lash, that they esteemed it a high privilege,
one worth careful living for. He was called the smartest and most trusty fellow, who had this
honor conferred upon him the most frequently. The competitors for this office sought as diligently
to please their overseers, as the office-seekers in the political parties seek to please and deceive
the people. The same traits of character might be seen in Colonel Lloyd's slaves, as are seen in the
slaves of the political parties.

The slaves selected to go to the Great House Farm, for the monthly allowance for themselves and
their fellow-slaves, were peculiarly enthusiastic. While on their way, they would make the dense
old woods, for miles around, reverberate with their wild songs, revealing at once the highest joy
and the deepest sadness. They would compose and sing as they went along, consulting neither
time nor tune. The thought that came up, came out—if not in the word, in the sound; —and as
frequently in the one as in the other. They would sometimes sing the most pathetic sentiment in
the most rapturous tone, and the most rapturous sentiment in the most pathetic tone. Into all of
their songs they would manage to weave something of the Great House Farm. Especially would
they do this, when leaving home. They would then sing most exultingly the following words: —

"I am going away to the Great House Farm!
O, yea! O, yea! O!"

This they would sing, as a chorus, to words which to many would seem unmeaning jargon, but
which, nevertheless, were full of meaning to themselves. I have sometimes thought that the mere
hearing of those songs would do more to impress some minds with the horrible character of
slavery, than the reading of whole volumes of philosophy on the subject could do.

I did not, when a slave, understand the deep meaning of those rude and apparently incoherent
songs. I was myself within the circle; so that I neither saw nor heard as those without might see
and hear. They told a tale of woe which was then altogether beyond my feeble comprehension;
they were tones loud, long, and deep; they breathed the prayer and complaint of souls boiling
over with the bitterest anguish. Every tone was a testimony against slavery, and a prayer to God
for deliverance from chains. The hearing of those wild notes always depressed my spirit, and
filled me with ineffable sadness. I have frequently found myself in tears while hearing them. The
mere recurrence to those songs, even now, afflicts me; and while I am writing these lines, an
expression of feeling has already found its way down my cheek. To those songs I trace my first
glimmering conception of the dehumanizing character of slavery. I can never get rid of that
conception. Those songs still follow me, to deepen my hatred of slavery, and quicken my
sympathies for my brethren in bonds. If any one wishes to be impressed with the soul-killing
effects of slavery, let him go to Colonel Lloyd's plantation, and, on allowance-day, place himself
in the deep pine woods, and there let him, in silence, analyze the sounds that shall pass through
the chambers of his soul, —and if he is not thus impressed, it will only be because "there is no
flesh in his obdurate heart."

I have often been utterly astonished, since I came to the north, to find persons who could speak
of the singing, among slaves, as evidence of their contentment and happiness. It is impossible to
conceive of a greater mistake. Slaves sing most when they are most unhappy. The songs of the
slave represent the sorrows of his heart; and he is relieved by them, only as an aching heart is
relieved by its tears. At least, such is my experience. I have often sung to drown my sorrow, but
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seldom to express my happiness. Crying for joy, and singing for joy, were alike uncommon to me
while in the jaws of slavery. The singing of a man cast away upon a desolate island might be as
appropriately considered as evidence of contentment and happiness, as the singing of a slave; the
songs of the one and of the other are prompted by the same emotion.

Chapter Il

Colonel Lloyd kept a large and finely cultivated garden, which afforded almost constant
employment for four men, besides the chief gardener, (Mr. M'Durmond.) This garden was
probably the greatest attraction of the place. During the summer months, people came from far
and near — from Baltimore, Easton, and Annapolis —to see it. It abounded in fruits of almost every
description, from the hardy apple of the north to the delicate orange of the south. This garden
was not the least source of trouble on the plantation. Its excellent fruit was quite a temptation to
the hungry swarms of boys, as well as the older slaves, belonging to the colonel, few of whom
had the virtue or the vice to resist it. Scarcely a day passed, during the summer, but that some
slave had to take the lash for stealing fruit. The colonel had to resort to all kinds of stratagems to
keep his slaves out of the garden. The last and most successful one was that of tarring his fence
all around; after which, if a slave was caught with any tar upon his person, it was deemed
sufficient proof that he had either been into the garden, or had tried to get in. In either case, he
was severely whipped by the chief gardener. This plan worked well; the slaves became as fearful
of tar as of the lash. They seemed to realize the impossibility of touching tar without being defiled.

The colonel also kept a splendid riding equipage. His stable and carriage-house presented the
appearance of some of our large city livery establishments. His horses were of the finest form and
noblest blood. His carriage-house contained three splendid coaches, three or four gigs, besides
dearborns and barouches of the most fashionable style.

This establishment was under the care of two slaves —old Barney and young Barney —father and
son. To attend to this establishment was their sole work. But it was by no means an easy
employment; for in nothing was Colonel Lloyd more particular than in the management of his
horses. The slightest inattention to these was unpardonable, and was visited upon those, under
whose care they were placed, with the severest punishment; no excuse could shield them, if the
colonel only suspected any want of attention to his horses —a supposition which he frequently
indulged, and one which, of course, made the office of old and young Barney a very trying one.
They never knew when they were safe from punishment. They were frequently whipped when
least deserving, and escaped whipping when most deserving it. Every thing depended upon the
looks of the horses, and the state of Colonel Lloyd's own mind when his horses were brought to
him for use. If a horse did not move fast enough, or hold his head high enough, it was owing to
some fault of his keepers. It was painful to stand near the stable-door, and hear the various
complaints against the keepers when a horse was taken out for use. "This horse has not had proper
attention. He has not been sufficiently rubbed and curried, or he has not been properly fed; his
food was too wet or too dry; he got it too soon or too late; he was too hot or too cold; he had too
much hay, and not enough of grain; or he had too much grain, and not enough of hay; instead of
old Barney's attending to the horse, he had very improperly left it to his son." To all these
complaints, no matter how unjust, the slave must answer never a word. Colonel Lloyd could not
brook any contradiction from a slave. When he spoke, a slave must stand, listen, and tremble; and
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such was literally the case. I have seen Colonel Lloyd make old Barney, a man between fifty and
sixty years of age, uncover his bald head, kneel down upon the cold, damp ground, and receive
upon his naked and toil-worn shoulders more than thirty lashes at the time. Colonel Lloyd had
three sons—Edward, Murray, and Daniel, —and three sons-in-law, Mr. Winder, Mr. Nicholson,
and Mr. Lowndes. All of these lived at the Great House Farm, and enjoyed the luxury of whipping
the servants when they pleased, from old Barney down to William Wilkes, the coach-driver. I
have seen Winder make one of the house-servants stand off from him a suitable distance to be
touched with the end of his whip, and at every stroke raise great ridges upon his back.

To describe the wealth of Colonel Lloyd would be almost equal to describing the riches of Job.
He kept from ten to fifteen house-servants. He was said to own a thousand slaves, and I think
this estimate quite within the truth. Colonel Lloyd owned so many that he did not know them
when he saw them; nor did all the slaves of the out-farms know him. It is reported of him, that,
while riding along the road one day, he met a colored man, and addressed him in the usual
manner of speaking to colored people on the public highways of the south: "Well, boy, whom do
you belong to?" "To Colonel Lloyd," replied the slave. "Well, does the colonel treat you well?"
"No, sir," was the ready reply. "What, does he work you too hard?" "Yes, sir." "Well, don't he give
you enough to eat?" "Yes, sir, he gives me enough, such as it is."

The colonel, after ascertaining where the slave belonged, rode on; the man also went on about his
business, not dreaming that he had been conversing with his master. He thought, said, and heard
nothing more of the matter, until two or three weeks afterwards. The poor man was then
informed by his overseer that, for having found fault with his master, he was now to be sold to a
Georgia trader. He was immediately chained and handcuffed; and thus, without a moment's
warning, he was snatched away, and forever sundered, from his family and friends, by a hand
more unrelenting than death. This is the penalty of telling the truth, of telling the simple truth, in
answer to a series of plain questions.

It is partly in consequence of such facts, that slaves, when inquired of as to their condition and
the character of their masters, almost universally say they are contented, and that their masters
are kind. The slaveholders have been known to send in spies among their slaves, to ascertain their
views and feelings in regard to their condition. The frequency of this has had the effect to establish
among the slaves the maxim, that a still tongue makes a wise head. They suppress the truth rather
than take the consequences of telling it, and in so doing prove themselves a part of the human
family. If they have any thing to say of their masters, it is generally in their masters' favor,
especially when speaking to an untried man. I have been frequently asked, when a slave, if I had
a kind master, and do not remember ever to have given a negative answer; nor did I, in pursuing
this course, consider myself as uttering what was absolutely false; for I always measured the
kindness of my master by the standard of kindness set up among slaveholders around us.
Moreover, slaves are like other people, and imbibe prejudices quite common to others. They think
their own better than that of others. Many, under the influence of this prejudice, think their own
masters are better than the masters of other slaves; and this, too, in some cases, when the very
reverse is true. Indeed, it is not uncommon for slaves even to fall out and quarrel among
themselves about the relative goodness of their masters, each contending for the superior
goodness of his own over that of the others. At the very same time, they mutually execrate their
masters when viewed separately. It was so on our plantation. When Colonel Lloyd's slaves met
the slaves of Jacob Jepson, they seldom parted without a quarrel about their masters; Colonel
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Lloyd's slaves contending that he was the richest, and Mr. Jepson's slaves that he was the
smartest, and most of a man. Colonel Lloyd's slaves would boast his ability to buy and sell Jacob
Jepson. Mr. Jepson's slaves would boast his ability to whip Colonel Lloyd. These quarrels would
almost always end in a fight between the parties, and those that whipped were supposed to have
gained the point atissue. They seemed to think that the greatness of their masters was transferable
to themselves. It was considered as being bad enough to be a slave; but to be a poor man's slave
was deemed a disgrace indeed!

Chapter IV

Mr. Hopkins remained but a short time in the office of overseer. Why his career was so short, I
do not know, but suppose he lacked the necessary severity to suit Colonel Lloyd. Mr. Hopkins
was succeeded by Mr. Austin Gore, a man possessing, in an eminent degree, all those traits of
character indispensable to what is called a first-rate overseer. Mr. Gore had served Colonel Lloyd,
in the capacity of overseer, upon one of the out-farms, and had shown himself worthy of the high
station of overseer upon the home or Great House Farm.

Mr. Gore was proud, ambitious, and persevering. He was artful, cruel, and obdurate. He was just
the man for such a place, and it was just the place for such a man. It afforded scope for the full
exercise of all his powers, and he seemed to be perfectly at home in it. He was one of those who
could torture the slightest look, word, or gesture, on the part of the slave, into impudence, and
would treat it accordingly. There must be no answering back to him; no explanation was allowed
a slave, showing himself to have been wrongfully accused. Mr. Gore acted fully up to the maxim
laid down by slaveholders, — "It is better that a dozen slaves should suffer under the lash, than
that the overseer should be convicted, in the presence of the slaves, of having been at fault." No
matter how innocent a slave might be —it availed him nothing, when accused by Mr. Gore of any
misdemeanor. To be accused was to be convicted, and to be convicted was to be punished; the
one always following the other with immutable certainty. To escape punishment was to escape
accusation; and few slaves had the fortune to do either, under the overseership of Mr. Gore. He
was just proud enough to demand the most debasing homage of the slave, and quite servile
enough to crouch, himself, at the feet of the master. He was ambitious enough to be contented
with nothing short of the highest rank of overseers, and persevering enough to reach the height
of his ambition. He was cruel enough to inflict the severest punishment, artful enough to descend
to the lowest trickery, and obdurate enough to be insensible to the voice of a reproving conscience.
He was, of all the overseers, the most dreaded by the slaves. His presence was painful; his eye
flashed confusion; and seldom was his sharp, shrill voice heard, without producing horror and
trembling in their ranks.

Mr. Gore was a grave man, and, though a young man, he indulged in no jokes, said no funny
words, seldom smiled. His words were in perfect keeping with his looks, and his looks were in
perfect keeping with his words. Overseers will sometimes indulge in a witty word, even with the
slaves; not so with Mr. Gore. He spoke but to command, and commanded but to be obeyed; he
dealt sparingly with his words, and bountifully with his whip, never using the former where the
latter would answer as well. When he whipped, he seemed to do so from a sense of duty, and
feared no consequences. He did nothing reluctantly, no matter how disagreeable; always at his
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post, never inconsistent. He never promised but to fulfil. He was, in a word, a man of the most
inflexible firmness and stone-like coolness.

His savage barbarity was equalled only by the consummate coolness with which he committed
the grossest and most savage deeds upon the slaves under his charge. Mr. Gore once undertook
to whip one of Colonel Lloyd's slaves, by the name of Demby. He had given Demby but few
stripes, when, to get rid of the scourging, he ran and plunged himself into a creek, and stood there
at the depth of his shoulders, refusing to come out. Mr. Gore told him that he would give him
three calls, and that, if he did not come out at the third call, he would shoot him. The first call was
given. Demby made no response, but stood his ground. The second and third calls were given
with the same result. Mr. Gore then, without consultation or deliberation with any one, not even
giving Demby an additional call, raised his musket to his face, taking deadly aim at his standing
victim, and in an instant poor Demby was no more. His mangled body sank out of sight, and
blood and brains marked the water where he had stood.

A thrill of horror flashed through every soul upon the plantation, excepting Mr. Gore. He alone
seemed cool and collected. He was asked by Colonel Lloyd and my old master, why he resorted
to this extraordinary expedient. His reply was, (as well as I can remember,) that Demby had
become unmanageable. He was setting a dangerous example to the other slaves, —one which, if
suffered to pass without some such demonstration on his part, would finally lead to the total
subversion of all rule and order upon the plantation. He argued that if one slave refused to be
corrected, and escaped with his life, the other slaves would soon copy the example; the result of
which would be, the freedom of the slaves, and the enslavement of the whites. Mr. Gore's defence
was satisfactory. He was continued in his station as overseer upon the home plantation. His fame
as an overseer went abroad. His horrid crime was not even submitted to judicial investigation. It
was committed in the presence of slaves, and they of course could neither institute a suit, nor
testify against him; and thus the guilty perpetrator of one of the bloodiest and most foul murders
goes unwhipped of justice, and uncensured by the community in which he lives. Mr. Gore lived
in St. Michael's, Talbot county, Maryland, when I left there; and if he is still alive, he very probably
lives there now; and if so, he is now, as he was then, as highly esteemed and as much respected
as though his guilty soul had not been stained with his brother's blood.

I speak advisedly when I say this, — that killing a slave, or any colored person, in Talbot county,
Maryland, is not treated as a crime, either by the courts or the community. Mr. Thomas Lanman,
of St. Michael's, killed two slaves, one of whom he killed with a hatchet, by knocking his brains
out. He used to boast of the commission of the awful and bloody deed. I have heard him do so
laughingly, saying, among other things, that he was the only benefactor of his country in the
company, and that when others would do as much as he had done, we should be relieved of "the
d— —d niggers."

The wife of Mr. Giles Hicks, living but a short distance from where I used to live, murdered my
wife's cousin, a young girl between fifteen and sixteen years of age, mangling her person in the
most horrible manner, breaking her nose and breastbone with a stick, so that the poor girl expired
in a few hours afterward. She was immediately buried, but had not been in her untimely grave
but a few hours before she was taken up and examined by the coroner, who decided that she had
come to her death by severe beating. The offence for which this girl was thus murdered was
this: —She had been set that night to mind Mrs. Hicks's baby, and during the night she fell asleep,
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and the baby cried. She, having lost her rest for several nights previous, did not hear the crying.
They were both in the room with Mrs. Hicks. Mrs. Hicks, finding the girl slow to move, jumped
from her bed, seized an oak stick of wood by the fireplace, and with it broke the girl's nose and
breastbone, and thus ended her life. I will not say that this most horrid murder produced no
sensation in the community. It did produce sensation, but not enough to bring the murderess to
punishment. There was a warrant issued for her arrest, but it was never served. Thus she escaped
not only punishment, but even the pain of being arraigned before a court for her horrid crime.

Whilst I am detailing bloody deeds which took place during my stay on Colonel Lloyd's
plantation, I will briefly narrate another, which occurred about the same time as the murder of
Demby by Mr. Gore.

Colonel Lloyd's slaves were in the habit of spending a part of their nights and Sundays in fishing
for oysters, and in this way made up the deficiency of their scanty allowance. An old man
belonging to Colonel Lloyd, while thus engaged, happened to get beyond the limits of Colonel
Lloyd's, and on the premises of Mr. Beal Bondly. At this trespass, Mr. Bondly took offence, and
with his musket came down to the shore, and blew its deadly contents into the poor old man.

Mr. Bondly came over to see Colonel Lloyd the next day, whether to pay him for his property, or
to justify himself in what he had done, I know not. At any rate, this whole fiendish transaction
was soon hushed up. There was very little said about it at all, and nothing done. It was a common
saying, even among little white boys, that it was worth a half-cent to kill a "nigger," and a half-
cent to bury one.

Chapter V

As to my own treatment while I lived on Colonel Lloyd's plantation, it was very similar to that of
the other slave children. I was not old enough to work in the field, and there being little else than
field work to do, I had a great deal of leisure time. The most I had to do was to drive up the cows
at evening, keep the fowls out of the garden, keep the front yard clean, and run of errands for my
old master's daughter, Mrs. Lucretia Auld. The most of my leisure time I spent in helping Master
Daniel Lloyd in finding his birds, after he had shot them. My connection with Master Daniel was
of some advantage to me. He became quite attached to me, and was a sort of protector of me. He
would not allow the older boys to impose upon me, and would divide his cakes with me.

I was seldom whipped by my old master, and suffered little from any thing else than hunger and
cold. I suffered much from hunger, but much more from cold. In hottest summer and coldest
winter, I was kept almost naked —no shoes, no stockings, no jacket, no trousers, nothing on but a
coarse tow linen shirt, reaching only to my knees. I had no bed. I must have perished with cold,
but that, the coldest nights, I used to steal a bag which was used for carrying corn to the mill. I
would crawl into this bag, and there sleep on the cold, damp, clay floor, with my head in and feet
out. My feet have been so cracked with the frost, that the pen with which I am writing might be
laid in the gashes.

We were not regularly allowanced. Our food was coarse corn meal boiled. This was called mush.
It was put into a large wooden tray or trough, and set down upon the ground. The children were
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then called, like so many pigs, and like so many pigs they would come and devour the mush;
some with oyster-shells, others with pieces of shingle, some with naked hands, and none with
spoons. He that ate fastest got most; he that was strongest secured the best place; and few left the
trough satisfied.

I was probably between seven and eight years old when I left Colonel Lloyd's plantation. I left it
with joy. I shall never forget the ecstasy with which I received the intelligence that my old master
(Anthony) had determined to let me go to Baltimore, to live with Mr. Hugh Auld, brother to my
old master's son-in-law, Captain Thomas Auld. I received this information about three days
before my departure. They were three of the happiest days I ever enjoyed. I spent the most part
of all these three days in the creek, washing off the plantation scurf, and preparing myself for my
departure.

The pride of appearance which this would indicate was not my own. I spent the time in washing,
not so much because I wished to, but because Mrs. Lucretia had told me I must get all the dead
skin off my feet and knees before I could go to Baltimore; for the people in Baltimore were very
cleanly, and would laugh at me if I looked dirty. Besides, she was going to give me a pair of
trousers, which I should not put on unless I got all the dirt off me. The thought of owning a pair
of trousers was great indeed! It was almost a sufficient motive, not only to make me take off what
would be called by pig-drovers the mange, but the skin itself. I went at it in good earnest, working
for the first time with the hope of reward.

The ties that ordinarily bind children to their homes were all suspended in my case. I found no
severe trial in my departure. My home was charmless; it was not home to me; on parting from it,
I could not feel that I was leaving any thing which I could have enjoyed by staying. My mother
was dead, my grandmother lived far off, so that I seldom saw her. I had two sisters and one
brother, that lived in the same house with me; but the early separation of us from our mother had
well nigh blotted the fact of our relationship from our memories. I looked for home elsewhere,
and was confident of finding none which I should relish less than the one which I was leaving. If,
however, I found in my new home hardship, hunger, whipping, and nakedness, I had the
consolation that I should not have escaped any one of them by staying. Having already had more
than a taste of them in the house of my old master, and having endured them there, I very
naturally inferred my ability to endure them elsewhere, and especially at Baltimore; for I had
something of the feeling about Baltimore that is expressed in the proverb, that "being hanged in
England is preferable to dying a natural death in Ireland." I had the strongest desire to see
Baltimore. Cousin Tom, though not fluent in speech, had inspired me with that desire by his
eloquent description of the place. I could never point out any thing at the Great House, no matter
how beautiful or powerful, but that he had seen something at Baltimore far exceeding, both in
beauty and strength, the object which I pointed out to him. Even the Great House itself, with all
its pictures, was far inferior to many buildings in Baltimore. So strong was my desire, that I
thought a gratification of it would fully compensate for whatever loss of comforts I should sustain
by the exchange. I left without a regret, and with the highest hopes of future happiness.

We sailed out of Miles River for Baltimore on a Saturday morning. I remember only the day of
the week, for at that time I had no knowledge of the days of the month, nor the months of the
year. On setting sail, I walked aft, and gave to Colonel Lloyd's plantation what I hoped would be
the last look. I then placed myself in the bows of the sloop, and there spent the remainder of the
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day in looking ahead, interesting myself in what was in the distance rather than in things near by
or behind.

In the afternoon of that day, we reached Annapolis, the capital of the State. We stopped but a few
moments, so that I had no time to go on shore. It was the first large town that I had ever seen, and
though it would look small compared with some of our New England factory villages, I thought
it a wonderful place for its size —more imposing even than the Great House Farm!

We arrived at Baltimore early on Sunday morning, landing at Smith's Wharf, not far from
Bowley's Wharf. We had on board the sloop a large flock of sheep; and after aiding in driving
them to the slaughterhouse of Mr. Curtis on Louden Slater's Hill, I was conducted by Rich, one
of the hands belonging on board of the sloop, to my new home in Alliciana Street, near Mr.
Gardner's ship-yard, on Fells Point.

Mr. and Mrs. Auld were both at home, and met me at the door with their little son Thomas, to
take care of whom I had been given. And here I saw what I had never seen before; it was a white
face beaming with the most kindly emotions; it was the face of my new mistress, Sophia Auld. I
wish I could describe the rapture that flashed through my soul as I beheld it. It was a new and
strange sight to me, brightening up my pathway with the light of happiness. Little Thomas was
told, there was his Freddy, —and I was told to take care of little Thomas; and thus I entered upon
the duties of my new home with the most cheering prospect ahead.

I look upon my departure from Colonel Lloyd's plantation as one of the most interesting events
of my life. It is possible, and even quite probable, that but for the mere circumstance of being
removed from that plantation to Baltimore, I should have to-day, instead of being here seated by
my own table, in the enjoyment of freedom and the happiness of home, writing this Narrative,
been confined in the galling chains of slavery. Going to live at Baltimore laid the foundation, and
opened the gateway, to all my subsequent prosperity. I have ever regarded it as the first plain
manifestation of that kind providence which has ever since attended me, and marked my life
with so many favors. I regarded the selection of myself as being somewhat remarkable. There
were a number of slave children that might have been sent from the plantation to Baltimore. There
were those younger, those older, and those of the same age. I was chosen from among them all,
and was the first, last, and only choice.

I may be deemed superstitious, and even egotistical, in regarding this event as a special
interposition of divine Providence in my favor. But I should be false to the earliest sentiments of
my soul, if I suppressed the opinion. I prefer to be true to myself, even at the hazard of incurring
the ridicule of others, rather than to be false, and incur my own abhorrence. From my earliest
recollection, I date the entertainment of a deep conviction that slavery would not always be able
to hold me within its foul embrace; and in the darkest hours of my career in slavery, this living
word of faith and spirit of hope departed not from me, but remained like ministering angels to
cheer me through the gloom. This good spirit was from God, and to him I offer thanksgiving and
praise.

Chapter VI
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My new mistress proved to be all she appeared when I first met her at the door, —a woman of the
kindest heart and finest feelings. She had never had a slave under her control previously to
myself, and prior to her marriage she had been dependent upon her own industry for a living.
She was by trade a weaver; and by constant application to her business, she had been in a good
degree preserved from the blighting and dehumanizing effects of slavery. I was utterly
astonished at her goodness. I scarcely knew how to behave towards her. She was entirely unlike
any other white woman I had ever seen. I could not approach her as I was accustomed to
approach other white ladies. My early instruction was all out of place. The crouching servility,
usually so acceptable a quality in a slave, did not answer when manifested toward her. Her favor
was not gained by it; she seemed to be disturbed by it. She did not deem it impudent or
unmannerly for a slave to look her in the face. The meanest slave was put fully at ease in her
presence, and none left without feeling better for having seen her. Her face was made of heavenly
smiles, and her voice of tranquil music.

But, alas! this kind heart had but a short time to remain such. The fatal poison of irresponsible
power was already in her hands, and soon commenced its infernal work. That cheerful eye, under
the influence of slavery, soon became red with rage; that voice, made all of sweet accord, changed
to one of harsh and horrid discord; and that angelic face gave place to that of a demon.

Very soon after I went to live with Mr. and Mrs. Auld, she very kindly commenced to teach me
the A, B, C. After I had learned this, she assisted me in learning to spell words of three or four
letters. Just at this point of my progress, Mr. Auld found out what was going on, and at once
forbade Mrs. Auld to instruct me further, telling her, among other things, that it was unlawful, as
well as unsafe, to teach a slave to read. To use his own words, further, he said, "If you give a
nigger an inch, he will take an ell. A nigger should know nothing but to obey his master —to do
as he is told to do. Learning would spoil the best nigger in the world. Now," said he, "if you teach
that nigger (speaking of myself) how to read, there would be no keeping him. It would forever
unfit him to be a slave. He would at once become unmanageable, and of no value to his master.
As to himself, it could do him no good, but a great deal of harm. It would make him discontented
and unhappy." These words sank deep into my heart, stirred up sentiments within that lay
slumbering, and called into existence an entirely new train of thought. It was a new and special
revelation, explaining dark and mysterious things, with which my youthful understanding had
struggled, but struggled in vain. I now understood what had been to me a most perplexing
difficulty — to wit, the white man's power to enslave the black man. It was a grand achievement,
and I prized it highly. From that moment, I understood the pathway from slavery to freedom. It
was just what I wanted, and I got it at a time when I the least expected it. Whilst I was saddened
by the thought of losing the aid of my kind mistress, I was gladdened by the invaluable
instruction which, by the merest accident, I had gained from my master. Though conscious of the
difficulty of learning without a teacher, I set out with high hope, and a fixed purpose, at whatever
cost of trouble, to learn how to read. The very decided manner with which he spoke, and strove
to impress his wife with the evil consequences of giving me instruction, served to convince me
that he was deeply sensible of the truths he was uttering. It gave me the best assurance that I
might rely with the utmost confidence on the results which, he said, would flow from teaching
me to read. What he most dreaded, that I most desired. What he most loved, that I most hated.
That which to him was a great evil, to be carefully shunned, was to me a great good, to be
diligently sought; and the argument which he so warmly urged, against my learning to read, only
served to inspire me with a desire and determination to learn. In learning to read, I owe almost
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as much to the bitter opposition of my master, as to the kindly aid of my mistress. I acknowledge
the benefit of both.

I had resided but a short time in Baltimore before I observed a marked difference, in the treatment
of slaves, from that which I had witnessed in the country. A city slave is almost a freeman,
compared with a slave on the plantation. He is much better fed and clothed, and enjoys privileges
altogether unknown to the slave on the plantation. There is a vestige of decency, a sense of shame,
that does much to curb and check those outbreaks of atrocious cruelty so commonly enacted upon
the plantation. He is a desperate slaveholder, who will shock the humanity of his non-
slaveholding neighbors with the cries of his lacerated slave. Few are willing to incur the odium
attaching to the reputation of being a cruel master; and above all things, they would not be known
as not giving a slave enough to eat. Every city slaveholder is anxious to have it known of him,
that he feeds his slaves well; and it is due to them to say, that most of them do give their slaves
enough to eat. There are, however, some painful exceptions to this rule. Directly opposite to us,
on Philpot Street, lived Mr. Thomas Hamilton. He owned two slaves. Their names were Henrietta
and Mary. Henrietta was about twenty-two years of age, Mary was about fourteen; and of all the
mangled and emaciated creatures I ever looked upon, these two were the most so. His heart must
be harder than stone, that could look upon these unmoved. The head, neck, and shoulders of
Mary were literally cut to pieces. I have frequently felt her head, and found it nearly covered with
festering sores, caused by the lash of her cruel mistress. I do not know that her master ever
whipped her, but I have been an eye-witness to the cruelty of Mrs. Hamilton. I used to be in Mr.
Hamilton's house nearly every day. Mrs. Hamilton used to sit in a large chair in the middle of the
room, with a heavy cowskin always by her side, and scarce an hour passed during the day but
was marked by the blood of one of these slaves. The girls seldom passed her without her saying,
"Move faster, you black gip!" at the same time giving them a blow with the cowskin over the head
or shoulders, often drawing the blood. She would then say, "Take that, you black gip!" continuing,
"If you don't move faster, I'll move you!" Added to the cruel lashings to which these slaves were
subjected, they were kept nearly half-starved. They seldom knew what it was to eat a full meal. I
have seen Mary contending with the pigs for the offal thrown into the street. So much was Mary
kicked and cut to pieces, that she was oftener called "pecked" than by her name.

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 anyone 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
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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. 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.

I was now about twelve years old, and the thought of being a slave for life began to bear heavily
upon my heart. Just about this time, I got hold of a book entitled "The Columbian Orator." Every
opportunity I got, I used to read this book. Among much of other interesting matter, I found in it
a dialogue between a master and his slave. The slave was represented as having run away from
his master three times. The dialogue represented the conversation which took place between
them, when the slave was retaken the third time. In this dialogue, the whole argument in behalf
of slavery was brought forward by the master, all of which was disposed of by the slave. The
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slave was made to say some very smart as well as impressive things in reply to his master — things
which had the desired though unexpected effect; for the conversation resulted in the voluntary
emancipation of the slave on the part of the master.

In the same book, I met with one of Sheridan's mighty speeches on and in behalf of Catholic
emancipation. These were choice documents to me. I read them over and over again with
unabated interest. They gave tongue to interesting thoughts of my own soul, which had
frequently flashed through my mind, and died away for want of utterance. The moral which I
gained from the dialogue was the power of truth over the conscience of even a slaveholder. What
I got from Sheridan was a bold denunciation of slavery, and a powerful vindication of human
rights. The reading of these documents enabled me to utter my thoughts, and to meet the
arguments brought forward to sustain slavery; but while they relieved me of one difficulty, they
brought on another even more painful than the one of which I was relieved. The more I read, the
more | was led to abhor and detest my enslavers. I could regard them in no other light than a
band of successful robbers, who had left their homes, and gone to Africa, and stolen us from our
homes, and in a strange land reduced us to slavery. I loathed them as being the meanest as well
as the most wicked of men. As I read and contemplated the subject, behold! that very
discontentment which Master Hugh had predicted would follow my learning to read had already
come, to torment and sting my soul to unutterable anguish. As I writhed under it, I would at
times feel that learning to read had been a curse rather than a blessing. It had given me a view of
my wretched condition, without the remedy. It opened my eyes to the horrible pit, but to no
ladder upon which to get out. In moments of agony, I envied my fellow-slaves for their stupidity.
I have often wished myself a beast. I preferred the condition of the meanest reptile to my own.
Any thing, no matter what, to get rid of thinking! It was this everlasting thinking of my condition
that tormented me. There was no getting rid of it. It was pressed upon me by every object within
sight or hearing, animate or inanimate. The silver trump of freedom had roused my soul to eternal
wakefulness. Freedom now appeared, to disappear no more forever. It was heard in every sound,
and seen in every thing. It was ever present to torment me with a sense of my wretched condition.
I saw nothing without seeing it, I heard nothing without hearing it, and felt nothing without
feeling it. It looked from every star, it smiled in every calm, breathed in every wind, and moved
in every storm.

I often found myself regretting my own existence, and wishing myself dead; and but for the hope
of being free, I have no doubt but that I should have killed myself, or done something for which
I'should have been killed. While in this state of mind, I was eager to hear any one speak of slavery.
I was a ready listener. Every little while, I could hear something about the abolitionists. It was
some time before I found what the word meant. It was always used in such connections as to
make it an interesting word to me. If a slave ran away and succeeded in getting clear, or if a slave
killed his master, set fire to a barn, or did any thing very wrong in the mind of a slaveholder, it
was spoken of as the fruit of abolition. Hearing the word in this connection very often, I set about
learning what it meant. The dictionary afforded me little or no help. I found it was "the act of
abolishing;" but then I did not know what was to be abolished. Here I was perplexed. I did not
dare to ask any one about its meaning, for I was satisfied that it was something they wanted me
to know very little about. After a patient waiting, I got one of our city papers, containing an
account of the number of petitions from the north, praying for the abolition of slavery in the
District of Columbia, and of the slave trade between the States. From this time I understood the
words abolition and abolitionist, and always drew near when that word was spoken, expecting to
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hear something of importance to myself and fellow-slaves. The light broke in upon me by degrees.
I went one day down on the wharf of Mr. Waters; and seeing two Irishmen unloading a scow of
stone, | went, unasked, and helped them. When we had finished, one of them came to me and
asked me if I were a slave. I told him I was. He asked, "Are ye a slave for life?" I told him that I
was. The good Irishman seemed to be deeply affected by the statement. He said to the other that
it was a pity so fine a little fellow as myself should be a slave for life. He said it was a shame to
hold me. They both advised me to run away to the north; that I should find friends there, and
that I should be free. I pretended not to be interested in what they said, and treated them as if I
did not understand them; for I feared they might be treacherous. White men have been known to
encourage slaves to escape, and then, to get the reward, catch them and return them to their
masters. I was afraid that these seemingly good men might use me so; but I nevertheless
remembered their advice, and from that time I resolved to run away. I looked forward to a time
at which it would be safe for me to escape. I was too young to think of doing so immediately;
besides, I wished to learn how to write, as I might have occasion to write my own pass. I consoled
myself with the hope that I should one day find a good chance. Meanwhile, I would learn to write.

The idea as to how I might learn to write was suggested to me by being in Durgin and Bailey's
ship-yard, and frequently seeing the ship carpenters, after hewing, and getting a piece of timber
ready for use, write on the timber the name of that part of the ship for which it was intended.
When a piece of timber was intended for the larboard side, it would be marked thus —"L." When
a piece was for the starboard side, it would be marked thus—"S." A piece for the larboard side
forward, would be marked thus—"L. F." When a piece was for starboard side forward, it would
be marked thus—"S. F." For larboard aft, it would be marked thus—"L. A." For starboard aft, it
would be marked thus—"S. A." I soon learned the names of these letters, and for what they were
intended when placed upon a piece of timber in the ship-yard. I immediately commenced
copying them, and in a short time was able to make the four letters named. After that, when I met
with any boy who I knew could write, I would tell him I could write as well as he. The next word
would be, "I don't believe you. Let me see you try it." I would then make the letters which I had
been so fortunate as to learn, and ask him to beat that. In this way I got a good many lessons in
writing, which it is quite possible I should never have gotten in any other way. During this time,
my copy-book was the board fence, brick wall, and pavement; my pen and ink was a lump of
chalk. With these, I learned mainly how to write. I then commenced and continued copying the
Italics in Webster's Spelling Book, until I could make them all without looking on the book. By
this time, my little Master Thomas had gone to school, and learned how to write, and had written
over a number of copy-books. These had been brought home, and shown to some of our near
neighbors, and then laid aside. My mistress used to go to class meeting at the Wilk Street
meetinghouse every Monday afternoon, and leave me to take care of the house. When left thus, I
used to spend the time in writing in the spaces left in Master Thomas's copy-book, copying what
he had written. I continued to do this until I could write a hand very similar to that of Master
Thomas. Thus, after a long, tedious effort for years, I finally succeeded in learning how to write.

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
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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 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
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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 falling 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!"

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

117



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

I have now reached a period of my life when I can give dates. I left Baltimore, and went to live
with Master Thomas Auld, at St. Michael's, in March, 1832. It was now more than seven years
since I lived with him in the family of my old master, on Colonel Lloyd's plantation. We of course
were now almost entire strangers to each other. He was to me a new master, and I to him a new
slave. I was ignorant of his temper and disposition; he was equally so of mine. A very short time,
however, brought us into full acquaintance with each other. I was made acquainted with his wife
not less than with himself. They were well matched, being equally mean and cruel. I was now,
for the first time during a space of more than seven years, made to feel the painful gnawings of
hunger —a something which I had not experienced before since I left Colonel Lloyd's plantation.
It went hard enough with me then, when I could look back to no period at which I had enjoyed a
sufficiency. It was tenfold harder after living in Master Hugh's family, where I had always had
enough to eat, and of that which was good. I have said Master Thomas was a mean man. He was
so. Not to give a slave enough to eat, is regarded as the most aggravated development of
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meanness even among slaveholders. The rule is, no matter how coarse the food, only let there be
enough of it. This is the theory; and in the part of Maryland from which I came, it is the general
practice, —though there are many exceptions. Master Thomas gave us enough of neither coarse
nor fine food. There were four slaves of us in the kitchen —my sister Eliza, my aunt Priscilla,
Henny, and myself; and we were allowed less than a half of a bushel of corn-meal per week, and
very little else, either in the shape of meat or vegetables. It was not enough for us to subsist upon.
We were therefore reduced to the wretched necessity of living at the expense of our neighbors.
This we did by begging and stealing, whichever came handy in the time of need, the one being
considered as legitimate as the other. A great many times have we poor creatures been nearly
perishing with hunger, when food in abundance lay mouldering in the safe and smoke-house,
and our pious mistress was aware of the fact; and yet that mistress and her husband would kneel
every morning, and pray that God would bless them in basket and store!

Bad as all slaveholders are, we seldom meet one destitute of every element of character
commanding respect. My master was one of this rare sort. I do not know of one single noble act
ever performed by him. The leading trait in his character was meanness; and if there were any
other element in his nature, it was made subject to this. He was mean; and, like most other mean
men, he lacked the ability to conceal his meanness. Captain Auld was not born a slaveholder. He
had been a poor man, master only of a Bay craft. He came into possession of all his slaves by
marriage; and of all men, adopted slaveholders are the worst. He was cruel, but cowardly. He
commanded without firmness. In the enforcement of his rules, he was at times rigid, and at times
lax. At times, he spoke to his slaves with the firmness of Napoleon and the fury of a demon; at
other times, he might well be mistaken for an inquirer who had lost his way. He did nothing of
himself. He might have passed for a lion, but for his ears. In all things noble which he attempted,
his own meanness shone most conspicuous. His airs, words, and actions, were the airs, words,
and actions of born slaveholders, and, being assumed, were awkward enough. He was not even
a good imitator. He possessed all the disposition to deceive, but wanted the power. Having no
resources within himself, he was compelled to be the copyist of many, and being such, he was
forever the victim of inconsistency; and of consequence he was an object of contempt, and was
held as such even by his slaves. The luxury of having slaves of his own to wait upon him was
something new and unprepared for. He was a slaveholder without the ability to hold slaves. He
found himself incapable of managing his slaves either by force, fear, or fraud. We seldom called
him "master;" we generally called him "Captain Auld," and were hardly disposed to title him at
all. I doubt not that our conduct had much to do with making him appear awkward, and of
consequence fretful. Our want of reverence for him must have perplexed him greatly. He wished
to have us call him master, but lacked the firmness necessary to command us to do so. His wife
used to insist upon our calling him so, but to no purpose. In August, 1832, my master attended a
Methodist camp-meeting held in the Bay-side, Talbot county, and there experienced religion. I
indulged a faint hope that his conversion would lead him to emancipate his slaves, and that, if he
did not do this, it would, at any rate, make him more kind and humane. I was disappointed in
both these respects. It neither made him to be humane to his slaves, nor to emancipate them. If it
had any effect on his character, it made him more cruel and hateful in all his ways; for I believe
him to have been a much worse man after his conversion than before. Prior to his conversion, he
relied upon his own depravity to shield and sustain him in his savage barbarity; but after his
conversion, he found religious sanction and support for his slaveholding cruelty. He made the
greatest pretensions to piety. His house was the house of prayer. He prayed morning, noon, and
night. He very soon distinguished himself among his brethren, and was soon made a class-leader
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and exhorter. His activity in revivals was great, and he proved himself an instrument in the hands
of the church in converting many souls. His house was the preachers' home. They used to take
great pleasure in coming there to put up; for while he starved us, he stuffed them. We have had
three or four preachers there at a time. The names of those who used to come most frequently
while I lived there, were Mr. Storks, Mr. Ewery, Mr. Humphry, and Mr. Hickey. I have also seen
Mr. George Cookman at our house. 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 Mzr. 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 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.

My master and myself had quite a number of differences. He found me unsuitable to his purpose.
My city life, he said, had had a very pernicious effect upon me. It had almost ruined me for every
good purpose, and fitted me for every thing which was bad. One of my greatest faults was that
of letting his horse run away, and go down to his father-inlaw's farm, which was about five miles
from St. Michael's. I would then have to go after it. My reason for this kind of carelessness, or
carefulness, was, that I could always get something to eat when I went there. Master William
Hamilton, my master's father-in-law, always gave his slaves enough to eat. I never left there
hungry, no matter how great the need of my speedy return. Master Thomas at length said he
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would stand it no longer. I had lived with him nine months, during which time he had given me
a number of severe whippings, all to no good purpose. He resolved to put me out, as he said, to
be broken; and, for this purpose, he let me for one year to a man named Edward Covey. Mr.
Covey was a poor man, a farm-renter. He rented the place upon which he lived, as also the hands
with which he tilled it. Mr. Covey had acquired a very high reputation for breaking young slaves,
and this reputation was of immense value to him. It enabled him to get his farm tilled with much
less expense to himself than he could have had it done without such a reputation. Some
slaveholders thought it not much loss to allow Mr. Covey to have their slaves one year, for the
sake of the training to which they were subjected, without any other compensation. He could hire
young help with great ease, in consequence of this reputation. Added to the natural good qualities
of Mr. Covey, he was a professor of religion—a pious soul —a member and a class-leader in the
Methodist church. All of this added weight to his reputation as a "nigger-breaker." I was aware
of all the facts, having been made acquainted with them by a young man who had lived there. I
nevertheless made the change gladly; for I was sure of getting enough to eat, which is not the
smallest consideration to a hungry man.

Chapter X

I had left Master Thomas's house, and went to live with Mr. Covey, on the 1st of January, 1833. I
was now, for the first time in my life, a field hand. In my new employment, I found myself even
more awkward than a country boy appeared to be in a large city. I had been at my new home but
one week before Mr. Covey gave me a very severe whipping, cutting my back, causing the blood
to run, and raising ridges on my flesh as large as my little finger. The details of this affair are as
follows: Mr. Covey sent me, very early in the morning of one of our coldest days in the month of
January, to the woods, to get a load of wood. He gave me a team of unbroken oxen. He told me
which was the in-hand ox, and which the off-hand one. He then tied the end of a large rope
around the horns of the in-hand ox, and gave me the other end of it, and told me, if the oxen
started to run, that I must hold on upon the rope. I had never driven oxen before, and of course I
was very awkward. I, however, succeeded in getting to the edge of the woods with little difficulty;
but I had got a very few rods into the woods, when the oxen took fright, and started full tilt,
carrying the cart against trees, and over stumps, in the most frightful manner. I expected every
moment that my brains would be dashed out against the trees. After running thus for a
considerable distance, they finally upset the cart, dashing it with great force against a tree, and
threw themselves into a dense thicket. How I escaped death, I do not know. There [ was, entirely
alone, in a thick wood, in a place new to me. My cart was upset and shattered, my oxen were
entangled among the young trees, and there was none to help me. After a long spell of effort, I
succeeded in getting my cart righted, my oxen disentangled, and again yoked to the cart. I now
proceeded with my team to the place where I had, the day before, been chopping wood, and
loaded my cart pretty heavily, thinking in this way to tame my oxen. I then proceeded on my way
home. I had now consumed one half of the day. I got out of the woods safely, and now felt out of
danger. I stopped my oxen to open the woods gate; and just as I did so, before I could get hold of
my ox-rope, the oxen again started, rushed through the gate, catching it between the wheel and
the body of the cart, tearing it to pieces, and coming within a few inches of crushing me against
the gate-post. Thus twice, in one short day, I escaped death by the merest chance. On my return,
I told Mr. Covey what had happened, and how it happened. He ordered me to return to the
woods again immediately. I did so, and he followed on after me. Just as I got into the woods, he
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came up and told me to stop my cart, and that he would teach me how to trifle away my time,
and break gates. He then went to a large gum-tree, and with his axe cut three large switches, and,
after trimming them up neatly with his pocketknife, he ordered me to take off my clothes. I made
him no answer, but stood with my clothes on. He repeated his order. I still made him no answer,
nor did I move to strip myself. Upon this he rushed at me with the fierceness of a tiger, tore off
my clothes, and lashed me till he had worn out his switches, cutting me so savagely as to leave
the marks visible for a long time after. This whipping was the first of a number just like it, and
for similar offences.

I lived with Mr. Covey one year. During the first six months, of that year, scarce a week passed
without his whipping me. I was seldom free from a sore back. My awkwardness was almost
always his excuse for whipping me. We were worked fully up to the point of endurance. Long
before day we were up, our horses fed, and by the first approach of day we were off to the field
with our hoes and ploughing teams. Mr. Covey gave us enough to eat, but scarce time to eat it.
We were often less than five minutes taking our meals. We were often in the field from the first
approach of day till its last lingering ray had left us; and at saving-fodder time, midnight often
caught us in the field binding blades.

Covey would be out with us. The way he used to stand it, was this. He would spend the most of
his afternoons in bed. He would then come out fresh in the evening, ready to urge us on with his
words, example, and frequently with the whip. Mr. Covey was one of the few slaveholders who
could and did work with his hands. He was a hard-working man. He knew by himself just what
a man or a boy could do. There was no deceiving him. His work went on in his absence almost
as well as in his presence; and he had the faculty of making us feel that he was ever present with
us. This he did by surprising us. He seldom approached the spot where we were at work openly,
if he could do it secretly. He always aimed at taking us by surprise. Such was his cunning, that
we used to call him, among ourselves, "the snake." When we were at work in the cornfield, he
would sometimes crawl on his hands and knees to avoid detection, and all at once he would rise
nearly in our midst, and scream out, "Ha, ha! Come, come! Dash on, dash on!" This being his
mode of attack, it was never safe to stop a single minute. His comings were like a thief in the
night. He appeared to us as being ever at hand. He was under every tree, behind every stump, in
every bush, and at every window, on the plantation. He would sometimes mount his horse, as if
bound to St. Michael's, a distance of seven miles, and in half an hour afterwards you would see
him coiled up in the corner of the wood-fence, watching every motion of the slaves. He would,
for this purpose, leave his horse tied up in the woods. Again, he would sometimes walk up to us,
and give us orders as though he was upon the point of starting on a long journey, turn his back
upon us, and make as though he was going to the house to get ready; and, before he would get
half way thither, he would turn short and crawl into a fence-corner, or behind some tree, and
there watch us till the going down of the sun.

Mr. Covey's forte consisted in his power to deceive. His life was devoted to planning and
perpetrating the grossest deceptions. Every thing he possessed in the shape of learning or
religion, he made conform to his disposition to deceive. He seemed to think himself equal to
deceiving the Almighty. He would make a short prayer in the morning, and a long prayer at
night; and, strange as it may seem, few men would at times appear more devotional than he. The
exercises of his family devotions were always commenced with singing; and, as he was a very
poor singer himself, the duty of raising the hymn generally came upon me. He would read his
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hymn, and nod at me to commence. I would at times do so; at others, I would not. My non-
compliance would almost always produce much confusion. To show himself independent of me,
he would start and stagger through with his hymn in the most discordant manner. In this state of
mind, he prayed with more than ordinary spirit. Poor man! such was his disposition, and success
at deceiving, I do verily believe that he sometimes deceived himself into the solemn belief, that
he was a sincere worshipper of the most high God; and this, too, at a time when he may be said
to have been guilty of compelling his woman slave to commit the sin of adultery. The facts in the
case are these: Mr. Covey was a poor man; he was just commencing in life; he was only able to
buy one slave; and, shocking as is the fact, he bought her, as he said, for a breeder. This woman
was named Caroline. Mr. Covey bought her from Mr. Thomas Lowe, about six miles from St.
Michael's. She was a large, able-bodied woman, about twenty years old. She had already given
birth to one child, which proved her to be just what he wanted. After buying her, he hired a
married man of Mr. Samuel Harrison, to live with him one year; and him he used to fasten up
with her every night! The result was, that, at the end of the year, the miserable woman gave birth
to twins. At this result Mr. Covey seemed to be highly pleased, both with the man and the
wretched woman. Such was his joy, and that of his wife, that nothing they could do for Caroline
during her confinement was too good, or too hard, to be done. The children were regarded as
being quite an addition to his wealth.

If at any one time of my life more than another, I was made to drink the bitterest dregs of slavery,
that time was during the first six months of my stay with Mr. Covey. We were worked in all
weathers. It was never too hot or too cold; it could never rain, blow, hail, or snow, too hard for us
to work in the field. Work, work, work, was scarcely more the order of the day than of the night.
The longest days were too short for him, and the shortest nights too long for him. I was somewhat
unmanageable when I first went there, but a few months of this discipline tamed me. Mr. Covey
succeeded in breaking me. I was broken in body, soul, and spirit. My natural elasticity was
crushed, my intellect languished, the disposition to read departed, the cheerful spark that
lingered about my eye died; the dark night of slavery closed in upon me; and behold a man
transformed into a brute!

Sunday was my only leisure time. I spent this in a sort of beast-like stupor, between sleep and
wake, under some large tree. At times I would rise up, a flash of energetic freedom would dart
through my soul, accompanied with a faint beam of hope, that flickered for a moment, and then
vanished. I sank down again, mourning over my wretched condition. I was sometimes prompted
to take my life, and that of Covey, but was prevented by a combination of hope and fear. My
sufferings on this plantation seem now like a dream rather than a stern reality.

Our house stood within a few rods of the Chesapeake Bay, whose broad bosom was ever white
with sails from every quarter of the habitable globe. Those beautiful vessels, robed in purest
white, so delightful to the eye of freemen, were to me so many shrouded ghosts, to terrify and
torment me with thoughts of my wretched condition. I have often, in the deep stillness of a
summer's Sabbath, stood all alone upon the lofty banks of that noble bay, and traced, with
saddened heart and tearful eye, the countless number of sails moving off to the mighty ocean.
The sight of these always affected me powerfully. My thoughts would compel utterance; and
there, with no audience but the Almighty, I would pour out my soul's complaint, in my rude way,
with an apostrophe to the moving multitude of ships: —
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"You are loosed from your moorings, and are free; I am fast in my chains, and am a slave! You
move merrily before the gentle gale, and I sadly before the bloody whip! You are freedom's swift-
winged angels, that fly round the world; I am confined in bands of iron! O that I were free! O,
that I were on one of your gallant decks, and under your protecting wing! Alas! betwixt me and
you, the turbid waters roll. Go on, go on. O that I could also go! Could I but swim! If I could fly!
O, why was I born a man, of whom to make a brute! The glad ship is gone; she hides in the dim
distance. I am left in the hottest hell of unending slavery. O God, save me! God, deliver me! Let
me be free! Is there any God? Why am I a slave? I will run away. I will not stand it. Get caught,
or get clear, I'll try it.  had as well die with ague as the fever. I have only one life to lose. I had as
well be killed running as die standing. Only think of it; one hundred miles straight north, and I
am free! Try it? Yes! God helping me, I will. It cannot be that I shall live and die a slave. I will take
to the water. This very bay shall yet bear me into freedom. The steamboats steered in a north-east
course from North Point. I will do the same; and when I get to the head of the bay, I will turn my
canoe adrift, and walk straight through Delaware into Pennsylvania. When I get there, I shall not
be required to have a pass; I can travel without being disturbed. Let but the first opportunity
offer, and, come what will, I am off. Meanwhile, I will try to bear up under the yoke. I am not the
only slave in the world. Why should I fret? I can bear as much as any of them. Besides, I am but
a boy, and all boys are bound to some one. It may be that my misery in slavery will only increase
my happiness when I get free. There is a better day coming."

Thus I used to think, and thus I used to speak to myself; goaded almost to madness at one
moment, and at the next reconciling myself to my wretched lot.

I have already intimated that my condition was much worse, during the first six months of my
stay at Mr. Covey's, than in the last six. The circumstances leading to the change in Mr. Covey's
course toward me form an epoch in my humble history. You have seen how a man was made a
slave; you shall see how a slave was made a man. On one of the hottest days of the month of
August, 1833, Bill Smith, William Hughes, a slave named Eli, and myself, were engaged in
fanning wheat. Hughes was clearing the fanned wheat from before the fan. Eli was turning, Smith
was feeding, and I was carrying wheat to the fan. The work was simple, requiring strength rather
than intellect; yet, to one entirely unused to such work, it came very hard. About three o'clock of
that day, I broke down; my strength failed me; I was seized with a violent aching of the head,
attended with extreme dizziness; I trembled in every limb. Finding what was coming, I nerved
myself up, feeling it would never do to stop work. I stood as long as I could stagger to the hopper
with grain. When I could stand no longer, I fell, and felt as if held down by an immense weight.
The fan of course stopped; every one had his own work to do; and no one could do the work of
the other, and have his own go on at the same time.

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
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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
Iresolved, for the first time, to go to my master, enter a complaint, and ask his protection. In order
to do 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. 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. 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
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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 roof 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 —1I
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 on to 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

126



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 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.

My term of actual service to Mr. Edward Covey ended on Christmas day, 1833. The days between
Christmas and New Year's day are allowed as holidays; and, accordingly, we were not required
to perform any labor, more than to feed and take care of the stock. This time we regarded as our
own, by the grace of our masters; and we therefore used or abused it nearly as we pleased. Those
of us who had families at a distance, were generally allowed to spend the whole six days in their
society. This time, however, was spent in various ways. The staid, sober, thinking and industrious
ones of our number would employ themselves in making corn-brooms, mats, horse-collars, and
baskets; and another class of us would spend the time in hunting opossums, hares, and coons.
But by far the larger part engaged in such sports and merriments as playing ball, wrestling,
running foot-races, fiddling, dancing, and drinking whisky; and this latter mode of spending the
time was by far the most agreeable to the feelings of our masters. A slave who would work during
the holidays was considered by our masters as scarcely deserving them. He was regarded as one
who rejected the favor of his master. It was deemed a disgrace not to get drunk at Christmas; and
he was regarded as lazy indeed, who had not provided himself with the necessary means, during
the year, to get whisky enough to last him through Christmas.
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From what I know of the effect of these holidays upon the slave, I believe them to be among the
most effective means in the hands of the slaveholder in keeping down the spirit of insurrection.
Were the slaveholders at once to abandon this practice, I have not the slightest doubt it would
lead to an immediate insurrection among the slaves. These holidays serve as conductors, or
safety-valves, to carry off the rebellious spirit of enslaved humanity. But for these, the slave
would be forced up to the wildest desperation; and woe betide the slaveholder, the day he
ventures to remove or hinder the operation of those conductors! I warn him that, in such an event,
a spirit will go forth in their midst, more to be dreaded than the most appalling earthquake.

The holidays are part and parcel of the gross fraud, wrong, and inhumanity of slavery. They are
professedly a custom established by the benevolence of the slaveholders; but I undertake to say,
it is the result of selfishness, and one of the grossest frauds committed upon the down-trodden
slave. They do not give the slaves this time because they would not like to have their work during
its continuance, but because they know it would be unsafe to deprive them of it. This will be seen
by the fact, that the slaveholders like to have their slaves spend those days just in such a manner
as to make them as glad of their ending as of their beginning. Their object seems to be, to disgust
their slaves with freedom, by plunging them into the lowest depths of dissipation. For instance,
the slaveholders not only like to see the slave drink of his own accord, but will adopt various
plans to make him drunk. One plan is, to make bets on their slaves, as to who can drink the most
whisky without getting drunk; and in this way they succeed in getting whole multitudes to drink
to excess. Thus, when the slave asks for virtuous freedom, the cunning slaveholder, knowing his
ignorance, cheats him with a dose of vicious dissipation, artfully labelled with the name of liberty.
The most of us used to drink it down, and the result was just what might be supposed; many of
us were led to think that there was little to choose between liberty and slavery. We felt, and very
properly too, that we had almost as well be slaves to man as to rum. So, when the holidays ended,
we staggered up from the filth of our wallowing, took a long breath, and marched to the field, —
feeling, upon the whole, rather glad to go, from what our master had deceived us into a belief
was freedom, back to the arms of slavery.

I have said that this mode of treatment is a part of the whole system of fraud and inhumanity of
slavery. It is so. The mode here adopted to disgust the slave with freedom, by allowing him to
see only the abuse of it, is carried out in other things. For instance, a slave loves molasses; he
steals some. His master, in many cases, goes off to town, and buys a large quantity; he returns,
takes his whip, and commands the slave to eat the molasses, until the poor fellow is made sick at
the very mention of it. The same mode is sometimes adopted to make the slaves refrain from
asking for more food than their regular allowance. A slave runs through his allowance, and
applies for more. His master is enraged at him; but, not willing to send him off without food,
gives him more than is necessary, and compels him to eat it within a given time. Then, if he
complains that he cannot eat it, he is said to be satisfied neither full nor fasting, and is whipped
for being hard to please! I have an abundance of such illustrations of the same principle, drawn
from my own observation, but think the cases I have cited sufficient. The practice is a very
common one.

On the first of January, 1834, I left Mr. Covey, and went to live with Mr. William Freeland, who
lived about three miles from St. Michael's. I soon found Mr. Freeland a very different man from
Mr. Covey. Though not rich, he was what would be called an educated southern gentleman. Mr.
Covey, as I have shown, was a well-trained negro-breaker and slave-driver. The former
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(slaveholder though he was) seemed to possess some regard for honor, some reverence for justice,
and some respect for humanity. The latter seemed totally insensible to all such sentiments. Mr.
Freeland had many of the faults peculiar to slaveholders, such as being very passionate and
fretful; but I must do him the justice to say, that he was exceedingly free from those degrading
vices to which Mr. Covey was constantly addicted. The one was open and frank, and we always
knew where to find him. The other was a most artful deceiver, and could be understood only by
such as were skilful enough to detect his cunningly-devised frauds. Another advantage I gained
in my new master was, he made no pretensions to, or profession of, religion; and this, in my
opinion, was truly a great advantage. I assert most unhesitatingly, that the religion of the south
is a mere covering for the most horrid crimes, —a justifier of the most appalling barbarity, —a
sanctifier of the most hateful frauds,—and a dark shelter under, which the darkest, foulest,
grossest, and most infernal deeds of slaveholders find the strongest protection. Were I to be again
reduced to the chains of slavery, next to that enslavement, I should regard being the slave of a
religious master the greatest calamity that could befall me. For of all slaveholders with whom I
have ever met, religious slaveholders are the worst. I have ever found them the meanest and
basest, the most cruel and cowardly, of all others. It was my unhappy lot not only to belong to a
religious slaveholder, but to live in a community of such religionists. Very near Mr. Freeland lived
the Rev. Daniel Weeden, and in the same neighborhood lived the Rev. Rigby Hopkins. These
were members and ministers in the Reformed Methodist Church. Mr. Weeden owned, among
others, a woman slave, whose name I have forgotten. This woman's back, for weeks, was kept
literally raw, made so by the lash of this merciless, religious wretch. He used to hire hands. His
maxim was, Behave well or behave ill, it is the duty of a master occasionally to whip a slave, to
remind him of his master's authority. Such was his theory, and such his practice.

Mr. Hopkins was even worse than Mr. Weeden. His chief boast was his ability to manage slaves.
The peculiar feature of his government was that of whipping slaves in advance of deserving it.
He always managed to have one or more of his slaves to whip every Monday morning. He did
this to alarm their fears, and strike terror into those who escaped. His plan was to whip for the
smallest offences, to prevent the commission of large ones. Mr. Hopkins could always find some
excuse for whipping a slave. It would astonish one, unaccustomed to a slaveholding life, to see
with what wonderful ease a slaveholder can find things, of which to make occasion to whip a
slave. A mere look, word, or motion, —a mistake, accident, or want of power, —are all matters for
which a slave may be whipped at any time. Does a slave look dissatisfied? It is said, he has the
devil in him, and it must be whipped out. Does he speak loudly when spoken to by his master?
Then he is getting high-minded, and should be taken down a button-hole lower. Does he forget
to pull off his hat at the approach of a white person? Then he is wanting in reverence, and should
be whipped for it. Does he ever venture to vindicate his conduct, when censured for it? Then he
is guilty of impudence, —one of the greatest crimes of which a slave can be guilty. Does he ever
venture to suggest a different mode of doing things from that pointed out by his master? He is
indeed presumptuous, and getting above himself; and nothing less than a flogging will do for
him. Does he, while ploughing, break a plough, —or, while hoeing, break a hoe? It is owing to his
carelessness, and for it a slave must always be whipped. Mr. Hopkins could always find
something of this sort to justify the use of the lash, and he seldom failed to embrace such
opportunities. There was not a man in the whole county, with whom the slaves who had the
getting their own home, would not prefer to live, rather than with this Rev. Mr. Hopkins. And
yet there was not a man any where round, who made higher professions of religion, or was more
active in revivals, —more attentive to the class, love-feast, prayer and preaching meetings, or more
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devotional in his family, — that prayed earlier, later, louder, and longer, — than this same reverend
slave-driver, Rigby Hopkins.

But to return to Mr. Freeland, and to my experience while in his employment. He, like Mr. Covey,
gave us enough to eat; but, unlike Mr. Covey, he also gave us sufficient time to take our meals.
He worked us hard, but always between sunrise and sunset. He required a good deal of work to
be done, but gave us good tools with which to work. His farm was large, but he employed hands
enough to work it, and with ease, compared with many of his neighbors. My treatment, while in
his employment, was heavenly, compared with what I experienced at the hands of Mr. Edward
Covey.

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.

*This is the same man who gave me the roots to prevent my
being whipped by Mr. Covey. He was "a clever soul." We used
frequently to talk about the fight with Covey, and as often

as we did so, he would claim my success as the result of the
roots which he gave me. This superstition is very common
among the more ignorant slaves. A slave seldom dies but that
his death is attributed to trickery.

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
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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.

The year passed off smoothly. It seemed only about half as long as the year which preceded it. I
went through it without receiving a single blow. I will give Mr. Freeland the credit of being the
best master I ever had, till I becamne my own master. For the ease with which I passed the year, I
was, however, somewhat indebted to the society of my fellow-slaves. They were noble souls; they
not only possessed loving hearts, but brave ones. We were linked and interlinked with each other.
I loved them with a love stronger than any thing I have experienced since. It is sometimes said
that we slaves do not love and confide in each other. In answer to this assertion, I can say, I never
loved any or confided in any people more than my fellow-slaves, and especially those with whom
Ilived at Mr. Freeland's. I believe we would have died for each other. We never undertook to do
any thing, of any importance, without a mutual consultation. We never moved separately. We
were one; and as much so by our tempers and dispositions, as by the mutual hardships to which
we were necessarily subjected by our condition as slaves.

At the close of the year 1834, Mr. Freeland again hired me of my master, for the year 1835. But,
by this time, I began to want to live upon free land as well as with Freeland; and I was no longer
content, therefore, to live with him or any other slaveholder. I began, with the commencement of
the year, to prepare myself for a final struggle, which should decide my fate one way or the other.
My tendency was upward. I was fast approaching manhood, and year after year had passed, and
I was still a slave. These thoughts roused me —I must do something. I therefore resolved that 1835
should not pass without witnessing an attempt, on my part, to secure my liberty. But I was not
willing to cherish this determination alone. My fellow-slaves were dear to me. I was anxious to
have them participate with me in this, my life-giving determination. I therefore, though with
great prudence, commenced early to ascertain their views and feelings in regard to their
condition, and to imbue their minds with thoughts of freedom. I bent myself to devising ways
and means for our escape, and meanwhile strove, on all fitting occasions, to impress them with
the gross fraud and inhumanity of slavery. I went first to Henry, next to John, then to the others.
I found, in them all, warm hearts and noble spirits. They were ready to hear, and ready to act
when a feasible plan should be proposed. This was what I wanted. I talked to them of our want
of manhood, if we submitted to our enslavement without at least one noble effort to be free. We
met often, and consulted frequently, and told our hopes and fears, recounted the difficulties, real
and imagined, which we should be called on to meet. At times we were almost disposed to give
up, and try to content ourselves with our wretched lot; at others, we were firm and unbending in
our determination to go. Whenever we suggested any plan, there was shrinking — the odds were
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fearful. Our path was beset with the greatest obstacles; and if we succeeded in gaining the end of
it, our right to be free was yet questionable —we were yet liable to be returned to bondage. We
could see no spot, this side of the ocean, where we could be free. We knew nothing about Canada.
Our knowledge of the north did not extend farther than New York; and to go there, and be forever
harassed with the frightful liability of being returned to slavery —with the certainty of being
treated tenfold worse than before —the thought was truly a horrible one, and one which it was
not easy to overcome. The case sometimes stood thus: At every gate through which we were to
pass, we saw a watchman—at every ferry a guard —on every bridge a sentinel —and in every
wood a patrol. We were hemmed in upon every side. Here were the difficulties, real or
imagined —the good to be sought, and the evil to be shunned. On the one hand, there stood
slavery, a stern reality, glaring frightfully upon us, —its robes already crimsoned with the blood
of millions, and even now feasting itself greedily upon our own flesh. On the other hand, away
back in the dim distance, under the flickering light of the north star, behind some craggy hill or
snow-covered mountain, stood a doubtful freedom —half frozen—beckoning us to come and
share its hospitality. This in itself was sometimes enough to stagger us; but when we permitted
ourselves to survey the road, we were frequently appalled. Upon either side we saw grim death,
assuming the most horrid shapes. Now it was starvation, causing us to eat our own flesh; —now
we were contending with the waves, and were drowned; —now we were overtaken, and torn to
pieces by the fangs of the terrible bloodhound. We were stung by scorpions, chased by wild
beasts, bitten by snakes, and finally, after having nearly reached the desired spot, —after
swimming rivers, encountering wild beasts, sleeping in the woods, suffering hunger and
nakedness, —we were overtaken by our pursuers, and, in our resistance, we were shot dead upon
the spot! I say, this picture sometimes appalled us, and made us

"vather bear those ills we had,
Than fly to others, that we knew not of."

In coming to a fixed determination to run away, we did more than Patrick Henry, when he
resolved upon liberty or death. With us it was a doubtful liberty at most, and almost certain death
if we failed. For my part, I should prefer death to hopeless bondage.

Sandy, one of our number, gave up the notion, but still encouraged us. Our company then
consisted of Henry Harris, John Harris, Henry Bailey, Charles Roberts, and myself. Henry Bailey
was my uncle, and belonged to my master. Charles married my aunt: he belonged to my master's
father-in-law, Mr. William Hamilton.

The plan we finally concluded upon was, to get a large canoe belonging to Mr. Hamilton, and
upon the Saturday night previous to Easter holidays, paddle directly up the Chesapeake Bay. On
our arrival at the head of the bay, a distance of seventy or eighty miles from where we lived, it
was our purpose to turn our canoe adrift, and follow the guidance of the north star till we got
beyond the limits of Maryland. Our reason for taking the water route was, that we were less liable
to be suspected as runaways; we hoped to be regarded as fishermen; whereas, if we should take
the land route, we should be subjected to interruptions of almost every kind. Any one having a
white face, and being so disposed, could stop us, and subject us to examination.
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The week before our intended start, I wrote several protections, one for each of us. As well as I
can remember, they were in the following words, to wit: —

"This is to certify that I, the undersigned, have given the bearer, my
servant, full liberty to go to Baltimore, and spend the Easter holidays.
Written with mine own hand, &c., 1835.

"WILLIAM HAMILTON,
"Near St. Michael's, in Talbot county, Maryland."

We were not going to Baltimore; but, in going up the bay, we went toward Baltimore, and these
protections were only intended to protect us while on the bay.

As the time drew near for our departure, our anxiety became more and more intense. It was truly
a matter of life and death with us. The strength of our determination was about to be fully tested.
At this time, I was very active in explaining every difficulty, removing every doubt, dispelling
every fear, and inspiring all with the firmness indispensable to success in our undertaking;
assuring them that half was gained the instant we made the move; we had talked long enough;
we were now ready to move; if not now, we never should be; and if we did not intend to move
now, we had as well fold our arms, sit down, and acknowledge ourselves fit only to be slaves.
This, none of us were prepared to acknowledge. Every man stood firm; and at our last meeting,
we pledged ourselves afresh, in the most solemn manner, that, at the time appointed, we would
certainly start in pursuit of freedom. This was in the middle of the week, at the end of which we
were to be off. We went, as usual, to our several fields of labor, but with bosoms highly agitated
with thoughts of our truly hazardous undertaking. We tried to conceal our feelings as much as
possible; and I think we succeeded very well.

After a painful waiting, the Saturday morning, whose night was to witness our departure,

came. I hailed it with joy, bring what of sadness it might. Friday night was a sleepless one for
me. I probably felt more anxious than the rest, because I was, by common consent, at the head
of the whole affair. The responsibility of success or failure lay heavily upon me. The glory of the
one, and the confusion of the other, were alike mine. The first two hours of that morning were
such as I never experienced before, and hope never to again. Early in the morning, we went, as
usual, to the field. We were spreading manure; and all at once, while thus engaged, I was
overwhelmed with an indescribable feeling, in the fulness of which I turned to Sandy, who was
near by, and said, "We are betrayed!" "Well," said he, "that thought has this moment struck me."
We said no more. I was never more certain of any thing.

The horn was blown as usual, and we went up from the field to the house for breakfast. I went
for the form, more than for want of any thing to eat that morning. Just as I got to the house, in
looking out at the lane gate, I saw four white men, with two colored men. The white men were
on horseback, and the colored ones were walking behind, as if tied. I watched them a few
moments till they got up to our lane gate. Here they halted, and tied the colored men to the gate-
post. I was not yet certain as to what the matter was. In a few moments, in rode Mr. Hamilton,
with a speed betokening great excitement. He came to the door, and inquired if Master William
was in. He was told he was at the barn. Mr. Hamilton, without dismounting, rode up to the barn
with extraordinary speed. In a few moments, he and Mr. Freeland returned to the house. By this
time, the three constables rode up, and in great haste dismounted, tied their horses, and met
Master William and Mr. Hamilton returning from the barn; and after talking awhile, they all
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walked up to the kitchen door. There was no one in the kitchen but myself and John. Henry and
Sandy were up at the barn. Mr. Freeland put his head in at the door, and called me by name,
saying, there were some gentlemen at the door who wished to see me. I stepped to the door, and
inquired what they wanted. They at once seized me, and, without giving me any satisfaction, tied
me —lashing my hands closely together. I insisted upon knowing what the matter was. They at
length said, that they had learned I had been in a "scrape," and that I was to be examined before
my master; and if their information proved false, I should not be hurt.

In a few moments, they succeeded in tying John. They then turned to Henry, who had by this
time returned, and commanded him to cross his hands. "I won't!" said Henry, in a firm tone,
indicating his readiness to meet the consequences of his refusal. "Won't you?" said Tom Graham,
the constable. "No, I won't!" said Henry, in a still stronger tone. With this, two of the constables
pulled out their shining pistols, and swore, by their Creator, that they would make him cross his
hands or kill him. Each cocked his pistol, and, with fingers on the trigger, walked up to Henry,
saying, at the same time, if he did not cross his hands, they would blow his damned heart out.
"Shoot me, shoot me!" said Henry; "you can't kill me but once. Shoot, shoot, —and be damned! I
won't be tied!" This he said in a tone of loud defiance; and at the same time, with a motion as quick
as lightning, he with one single stroke dashed the pistols from the hand of each constable. As he
did this, all hands fell upon him, and, after beating him some time, they finally overpowered him,
and got him tied.

During the scuffle,  managed, I know not how, to get my pass out, and, without being discovered,
put it into the fire. We were all now tied; and just as we were to leave for Easton jail, Betsy
Freeland, mother of William Freeland, came to the door with her hands full of biscuits, and
divided them between Henry and John. She then delivered herself of a speech, to the following
effect: —addressing herself to me, she said, "You devil! You yellow devil! it was you that put it into
the heads of Henry and John to run away. But for you, you long-legged mulatto devil! Henry nor
John would never have thought of such a thing." I made no reply, and was immediately hurried
off towards St. Michael's. Just a moment previous to the scuffle with Henry, Mr. Hamilton
suggested the propriety of making a search for the protections which he had understood
Frederick had written for himself and the rest. But, just at the moment he was about carrying his
proposal into effect, his aid was needed in helping to tie Henry; and the excitement attending the
scuffle caused them either to forget, or to deem it unsafe, under the circumstances, to search. So
we were not yet convicted of the intention to run away.

When we got about half way to St. Michael's, while the constables having us in charge were
looking ahead, Henry inquired of me what he should do with his pass. I told him to eat it with
his biscuit, and own nothing; and we passed the word around, "Own nothing;" and "Own nothing!"
said we all. Our confidence in each other was unshaken. We were resolved to succeed or fail
together, after the calamity had befallen us as much as before. We were now prepared for any
thing. We were to be dragged that morning fifteen miles behind horses, and then to be placed in
the Easton jail. When we reached St. Michael's, we underwent a sort of examination. We all denied
that we ever intended to run away. We did this more to bring out the evidence against us, than
from any hope of getting clear of being sold; for, as I have said, we were ready for that. The fact
was, we cared but little where we went, so we went together. Our greatest concern was about
separation. We dreaded that more than any thing this side of death. We found the evidence
against us to be the testimony of one person; our master would not tell who it was; but we came

134



to a unanimous decision among ourselves as to who their informant was. We were sent off to the
jail at Easton. When we got there, we were delivered up to the sheriff, Mr. Joseph Graham, and
by him placed in jail. Henry, John, and myself, were placed in one room together — Charles, and
Henry Bailey, in another. Their object in separating us was to hinder concert.

We had been in jail scarcely twenty minutes, when a swarm of slave traders, and agents for slave
traders, flocked into jail to look at us, and to ascertain if we were for sale. Such a set of beings I
never saw before! I felt myself surrounded by so many fiends from perdition. A band of pirates
never looked more like their father, the devil. They laughed and grinned over us, saying, "Ah,
my boys! we have got you, haven't we?" And after taunting us in various ways, they one by one
went into an examination of us, with intent to ascertain our value. They would impudently ask
us if we would not like to have them for our masters. We would make them no answer, and leave
them to find out as best they could. Then they would curse and swear at us, telling us that they
could take the devil out of us in a very little while, if we were only in their hands.

While in jail, we found ourselves in much more comfortable quarters than we expected when we
went there. We did not get much to eat, nor that which was very good; but we had a good clean
room, from the windows of which we could see what was going on in the street, which was very
much better than though we had been placed in one of the dark, damp cells. Upon the whole, we
got along very well, so far as the jail and its keeper were concerned. Immediately after the
holidays were over, contrary to all our expectations, Mr. Hamilton and Mr. Freeland came up to
Easton, and took Charles, the two Henrys, and John, out of jail, and carried them home, leaving
me alone. I regarded this separation as a final one. It caused me more pain than any thing else in
the whole transaction. I was ready for any thing rather than separation. I supposed that they had
consulted together, and had decided that, as I was the whole cause of the intention of the others
to run away, it was hard to make the innocent suffer with the guilty; and that they had, therefore,
concluded to take the others home, and sell me, as a warning to the others that remained. It is due
to the noble Henry to say, he seemed almost as reluctant at leaving the prison as at leaving home
to come to the prison. But we knew we should, in all probability, be separated, if we were sold;
and since he was in their hands, he concluded to go peaceably home.

I was now left to my fate. I was all alone, and within the walls of a stone prison. But a few days
before, and I was full of hope. I expected to have been safe in a land of freedom; but now I was
covered with gloom, sunk down to the utmost despair. I thought the possibility of freedom was
gone. I was kept in this way about one week, at the end of which, Captain Auld, my master, to
my surprise and utter astonishment, came up, and took me out, with the intention of sending me,
with a gentleman of his acquaintance, into Alabama. But, from some cause or other, he did not
send me to Alabama, but concluded to send me back to Baltimore, to live again with his brother
Hugh, and to learn a trade.

Thus, after an absence of three years and one month, I was once more permitted to return to my
old home at Baltimore. My master sent me away, because there existed against me a very great
prejudice in the community, and he feared I might be killed.

In a few weeks after I went to Baltimore, Master Hugh hired me to Mr. William Gardner, an

extensive ship-builder, on Fell's Point. I was put there to learn how to calk. It, however, proved a
very unfavorable place for the accomplishment of this object. Mr. Gardner was engaged that

135



spring in building two large man-of-war brigs, professedly for the Mexican government. The
vessels were to be launched in the July of that year, and in failure thereof, Mr. Gardner was to
lose a considerable sum; so that when I entered, all was hurry. There was no time to learn any
thing. Every man had to do that which he knew how to do. In entering the shipyard, my orders
from Mr. Gardner were, to do whatever the carpenters commanded me to do. This was placing
me at the beck and call of about seventy-five men. I was to regard all these as masters. Their word
was to be my law. My situation was a most trying one. At times I needed a dozen pair of hands.
I was called a dozen ways in the space of a single minute. Three or four voices would strike my
ear at the same moment. It was —"Fred., come help me to cant this timber here." —"Fred., come
carry this timber yonder." —"Fred., bring that roller here." —"Fred., go get a fresh can of water." —
"Fred., come help saw off the end of this timber." —"Fred., go quick, and get the crowbar." —"Fred.,
hold on the end of this fall."—"Fred., go to the blacksmith's shop, and get a new punch."—"Hurra,
Fred! run and bring me a cold chisel."—"I say, Fred., bear a hand, and get up a fire as quick as
lightning under that steam-box."—"Halloo, nigger! come, turn this grindstone." —"Come, come!
move, move! and bowse this timber forward." —"I say, darky, blast your eyes, why don't you heat
up some pitch?"—"Halloo! halloo! halloo!" (Three voices at the same time.) "Come here! —Go
there! —Hold on where you are! Damn you, if you move, I'll knock your brains out!"

This was my school for eight months; and I might have remained there longer, but for a most
horrid fight I had with four of the white apprentices, in which my left eye was nearly knocked
out, and I was horribly mangled in other respects. The facts in the case were these: Until a very
little while after I went there, white and black ship-carpenters worked side by side, and no one
seemed to see any impropriety in it. All hands seemed to be very well satisfied. Many of the black
carpenters were freemen. Things seemed to be going on very well. All at once, the white
carpenters knocked off, and said they would not work with free colored workmen. Their reason
for this, as alleged, was, that if free colored carpenters were encouraged, they would soon take
the trade into their own hands, and poor white men would be thrown out of employment. They
therefore felt called upon at once to put a stop to it. And, taking advantage of Mr. Gardner's
necessities, they broke off, swearing they would work no longer, unless he would discharge his
black carpenters. Now, though this did not extend to me in form, it did reach me in fact. My
fellow-apprentices very soon began to feel it degrading to them to work with me. They began to
put on airs, and talk about the "niggers" taking the country, saying we all ought to be killed; and,
being encouraged by the journeymen, they commenced making my condition as hard as they
could, by hectoring me around, and sometimes striking me. I, of course, kept the vow I made
after the fight with Mr. Covey, and struck back again, regardless of consequences; and while I
kept them from combining, I succeeded very well; for I could whip the whole of them, taking
them separately. They, however, at length combined, and came upon me, armed with sticks,
stones, and heavy handspikes. One came in front with a half brick. There was one at each side of
me, and one behind me. While I was attending to those in front, and on either side, the one behind
ran up with the handspike, and struck me a heavy blow upon the head. It stunned me. I fell, and
with this they all ran upon me, and fell to beating me with their fists. I let them lay on for a while,
gathering strength. In an instant, I gave a sudden surge, and rose to my hands and knees. Just as
I did that, one of their number gave me, with his heavy boot, a powerful kick in the left eye. My
eyeball seemed to have burst. When they saw my eye closed, and badly swollen, they left me.
With this I seized the handspike, and for a time pursued them. But here the carpenters interfered,
and I thought I might as well give it up. It was impossible to stand my hand against so many. All
this took place in sight of not less than fifty white ship-carpenters, and not one interposed a
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friendly word; but some cried, "Kill the damned nigger! Kill him! kill him! He struck a white
person." I found my only chance for life was in flight. I succeeded in getting away without an
additional blow, and barely so; for to strike a white man is death by Lynch law, —and that was
the law in Mr. Gardner's ship-yard; nor is there much of any other out of Mr. Gardner's ship-
yard.

I went directly home, and told the story of my wrongs to Master Hugh; and I am happy to say of
him, irreligious as he was, his conduct was heavenly, compared with that of his brother Thomas
under similar circumstances. He listened attentively to my narration of the circumstances leading
to the savage outrage, and gave many proofs of his strong indignation at it. The heart of my once
overkind mistress was again melted into pity. My puffed-out eye and blood-covered face moved
her to tears. She took a chair by me, washed the blood from my face, and, with a mother's
tenderness, bound up my head, covering the wounded eye with a lean piece of fresh beef. It was
almost compensation for my suffering to witness, once more, a manifestation of kindness from
this, my once affectionate old mistress. Master Hugh was very much enraged. He gave expression
to his feelings by pouring out curses upon the heads of those who did the deed. As soon as I got
a little the better of my bruises, he took me with him to Esquire Watson's, on Bond Street, to see
what could be done about the matter. Mr. Watson inquired who saw the assault committed.
Master Hugh told him it was done in Mr. Gardner's ship-yard at midday, where there were a
large company of men at work. "As to that," he said, "the deed was done, and there was no
question as to who did it." His answer was, he could do nothing in the case, unless some white
man would come forward and testify. He could issue no warrant on my word. If I had been killed
in the presence of a thousand colored people, their testimony combined would have been
insufficient to have arrested one of the murderers. Master Hugh, for once, was compelled to say
this state of things was too bad. Of course, it was impossible to get any white man to volunteer
his testimony in my behalf, and against the white young men. Even those who may have
sympathized with me were not prepared to do this. It required a degree of courage unknown to
them to do so; for just at that time, the slightest manifestation of humanity toward a colored
person was denounced as abolitionism, and that name subjected its bearer to frightful liabilities.
The watchwords of the bloody-minded in that region, and in those days, were, "Damn the
abolitionists!" and "Damn the niggers!" There was nothing done, and probably nothing would
have been done if I had been killed. Such was, and such remains, the state of things in the
Christian city of Baltimore.

Master Hugh, finding he could get no redress, refused to let me go back again to Mr. Gardner.
He kept me himself, and his wife dressed my wound till I was again restored to health. He then
took me into the ship-yard of which he was foreman, in the employment of Mr. Walter Price.
There I was immediately set to calking, and very soon learned the art of using my mallet and
irons. In the course of one year from the time I left Mr. Gardner's, I was able to command the
highest wages given to the most experienced calkers. I was now of some importance to my master.
I was bringing him from six to seven dollars per week. I sometimes brought him nine dollars per
week: my wages were a dollar and a half a day. After learning how to calk, I sought my own
employment, made my own contracts, and collected the money which I earned. My pathway
became much more smooth than before; my condition was now much more comfortable. When I
could get no calking to do, I did nothing. During these leisure times, those old notions about
freedom would steal over me again. When in Mr. Gardner's employment, I was kept in such a
perpetual whirl of excitement, I could think of nothing, scarcely, but my life; and in thinking of
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my life, I almost forgot my liberty. I have observed this in my experience of slavery,—that
whenever my condition was improved, instead of its increasing my contentment, it only
increased my desire to be free, and set me to thinking of plans to gain my freedom. I have found
that, to make a contented slave, it is necessary to make a thoughtless one. It is necessary to darken
his moral and mental vision, and, as far as possible, to annihilate the power of reason. He must
be able to detect no inconsistencies in slavery; he must be made to feel that slavery is right; and
he can be brought to that only when he ceases to be a man.

I was now getting, as I have said, one dollar and fifty cents per day. I contracted for it; I earned
it; it was paid to me; it was rightfully my own; yet, upon each returning Saturday night, I was
compelled to deliver every cent of that money to Master Hugh. And why? Not because he earned
it, —not because he had any hand in earning it, —not because I owed it to him, —nor because he
possessed the slightest shadow of a right to it; but solely because he had the power to compel me
to give it up. The right of the grim-visaged pirate upon the high seas is exactly the same.

Chapter Xl

I now come to that part of my life during which I planned, and finally succeeded in making, my
escape from slavery. But before narrating any of the peculiar circumstances, I deem it proper to
make known my intention not to state all the facts connected with the transaction. My reasons for
pursuing this course may be understood from the following: First, were I to give a minute
statement of all the facts, it is not only possible, but quite probable, that others would thereby be
involved in the most embarrassing difficulties. Secondly, such a statement would most
undoubtedly induce greater vigilance on the part of slaveholders than has existed heretofore
among them; which would, of course, be the means of guarding a door whereby some dear
brother bondman might escape his galling chains. I deeply regret the necessity that impels me to
suppress any thing of importance connected with my experience in slavery. It would afford me
great pleasure indeed, as well as materially add to the interest of my narrative, were I at liberty
to gratify a curiosity, which I know exists in the minds of many, by an accurate statement of all
the facts pertaining to my most fortunate escape. But I must deprive myself of this pleasure, and
the curious of the gratification which such a statement would afford. I would allow myself to
suffer under the greatest imputations which evil-minded men might suggest, rather than
exculpate myself, and thereby run the hazard of closing the slightest avenue by which a brother
slave might clear himself of the chains and fetters of slavery.

I have never approved of the very public manner in which some of our western friends have
conducted what they call the underground railroad, but which I think, by their open declarations,
has been made most emphatically the upper-ground railroad. I honor those good men and women
for their noble daring, and applaud them for willingly subjecting themselves to bloody
persecution, by openly avowing their participation in the escape of slaves. I, however, can see
very little good resulting from such a course, either to themselves or the slaves escaping; while,
upon the other hand, I see and feel assured that those open declarations are a positive evil to the
slaves remaining, who are seeking to escape. They do nothing towards enlightening the slave,
whilst they do much towards enlightening the master. They stimulate him to greater
watchfulness, and enhance his power to capture his slave. We owe something to the slave south
of the line as well as to those north of it; and in aiding the latter on their way to freedom, we
should be careful to do nothing which would be likely to hinder the former from escaping from
slavery. I would keep the merciless slaveholder profoundly ignorant of the means of flight
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adopted by the slave. I would leave him to imagine himself surrounded by myriads of invisible
tormentors, ever ready to snatch from his infernal grasp his trembling prey. Let him be left to feel
his way in the dark; let darkness commensurate with his crime hover over him; and let him feel
that at every step he takes, in pursuit of the flying bondman, he is running the frightful risk of
having his hot brains dashed out by an invisible agency. Let us render the tyrant no aid; let us
not hold the light by which he can trace the footprints of our flying brother. But enough of this. I
will now proceed to the statement of those facts, connected with my escape, for which I am alone
responsible, and for which no one can be made to suffer but myself.

In the early part of the year 1838, I became quite restless. I could see no reason why I should, at
the end of each week, pour the reward of my toil into the purse of my master. When I carried to
him my weekly wages, he would, after counting the money, look me in the face with a robber-
like fierceness, and ask, "Is this all?" He was satisfied with nothing less than the last cent. He
would, however, when I made him six dollars, sometimes give me six cents, to encourage me. It
had the opposite effect. I regarded it as a sort of admission of my right to the whole. The fact that
he gave me any part of my wages was proof, to my mind, that he believed me entitled to the
whole of them. I always felt worse for having received any thing; for I feared that the giving me
a few cents would ease his conscience, and make him feel himself to be a pretty honorable sort of
robber. My discontent grew upon me. I was ever on the look-out for means of escape; and, finding
no direct means, I determined to try to hire my time, with a view of getting money with which to
make my escape. In the spring of 1838, when Master Thomas came to Baltimore to purchase his
spring goods, I got an opportunity, and applied to him to allow me to hire my time. He
unhesitatingly refused my request, and told me this was another stratagem by which to escape.
He told me I could go nowhere but that he could get me; and that, in the event of my running
away, he should spare no pains in his efforts to catch me. He exhorted me to content myself, and
be obedient. He told me, if I would be happy, I must lay out no plans for the future. He said, if I
behaved myself properly, he would take care of me. Indeed, he advised me to complete
thoughtlessness of the future, and taught me to depend solely upon him for happiness. He
seemed to see fully the pressing necessity of setting aside my intellectual nature, in order to
contentment in slavery. But in spite of him, and even in spite of myself, I continued to think, and
to think about the injustice of my enslavement, and the means of escape.

About two months after this, I applied to Master Hugh for the privilege of hiring my time. He
was not acquainted with the fact that I had applied to Master Thomas, and had been refused. He
too, at first, seemed disposed to refuse; but, after some reflection, he granted me the privilege,
and proposed the following terms: I was to be allowed all my time, make all contracts with those
for whom I worked, and find my own employment; and, in return for this liberty, I was to pay
him three dollars at the end of each week; find myself in calking tools, and in board and clothing.
My board was two dollars and a half per week. This, with the wear and tear of clothing and
calking tools, made my regular expenses about six dollars per week. This amount I was compelled
to make up, or relinquish the privilege of hiring my time. Rain or shine, work or no work, at the
end of each week the money must be forthcoming, or I must give up my privilege. This
arrangement, it will be perceived, was decidedly in my master's favor. It relieved him of all need
of looking after me. His money was sure. He received all the benefits of slaveholding without its
evils; while I endured all the evils of a slave, and suffered all the care and anxiety of a freeman. I
found it a hard bargain. But, hard as it was, I thought it better than the old mode of getting along.
It was a step towards freedom to be allowed to bear the responsibilities of a freeman, and I was
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determined to hold on upon it. I bent myself to the work of making money. I was ready to work
at night as well as day, and by the most untiring perseverance and industry, I made enough to
meet my expenses, and lay up a little money every week. I went on thus from May till August.
Master Hugh then refused to allow me to hire my time longer. The ground for his refusal was a
failure on my part, one Saturday night, to pay him for my week's time. This failure was
occasioned by my attending a camp meeting about ten miles from Baltimore. During the week, I
had entered into an engagement with a number of young friends to start from Baltimore to the
camp ground early Saturday evening; and being detained by my employer, I was unable to get
down to Master Hugh's without disappointing the company. I knew that Master Hugh was in no
special need of the money that night. I therefore decided to go to camp meeting, and upon my
return pay him the three dollars. I staid at the camp meeting one day longer than I intended when
I left. But as soon as I returned, I called upon him to pay him what he considered his due. I found
him very angry; he could scarce restrain his wrath. He said he had a great mind to give me a
severe whipping. He wished to know how I dared go out of the city without asking his
permission. I told him I hired my time and while I paid him the price which he asked for it, I did
not know that I was bound to ask him when and where I should go. This reply troubled him; and,
after reflecting a few moments, he turned to me, and said I should hire my time no longer; that
the next thing he should know of, I would be running away. Upon the same plea, he told me to
bring my tools and clothing home forthwith. I did so; but instead of seeking work, as I had been
accustomed to do previously to hiring my time, I spent the whole week without the performance
of a single stroke of work. I did this in retaliation. Saturday night, he called upon me as usual for
my week's wages. I told him I had no wages; I had done no work that week. Here we were upon
the point of coming to blows. He raved, and swore his determination to get hold of me. I did not
allow myself a single word; but was resolved, if he laid the weight of his hand upon me, it should
be blow for blow. He did not strike me, but told me that he would find me in constant
employment in future. I thought the matter over during the next day, Sunday, and finally
resolved upon the third day of September, as the day upon which I would make a second attempt
to secure my freedom. I now had three weeks during which to prepare for my journey. Early on
Monday morning, before Master Hugh had time to make any engagement for me, I went out and
got employment of Mr. Butler, at his ship-yard near the drawbridge, upon what is called the City
Block, thus making it unnecessary for him to seek employment for me. At the end of the week, I
brought him between eight and nine dollars. He seemed very well pleased, and asked why I did
not do the same the week before. He little knew what my plans were. My object in working
steadily was to remove any suspicion he might entertain of my intent to run away; and in this I
succeeded admirably. I suppose he thought I was never better satisfied with my condition than
at the very time during which I was planning my escape. The second week passed, and again I
carried him my full wages; and so well pleased was he, that he gave me twenty-five cents, (quite
a large sum for a slaveholder to give a slave,) and bade me to make a good use of it. I told him I
would.

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
warmhearted 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 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
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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 seal 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!—I 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
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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.

Very soon after I went to Mr. Ruggles, he wished to know of me where I wanted to go; as he
deemed it unsafe for me to remain in New York. I told him I was a calker, and should like to go
where I could get work. I thought of going to Canada; but he decided against it, and in favor of
my going to New Bedford, thinking I should be able to get work there at my trade. At this time,
Anna,* my intended wife, came on; for I wrote to her immediately after my arrival at New York,
(notwithstanding my homeless, houseless, and helpless condition,) informing her of my
successful flight, and wishing her to come on forthwith. In a few days after her arrival, Mr.
Ruggles called in the Rev. J. W. C. Pennington, who, in the presence of Mr. Ruggles, Mrs.
Michaels, and two or three others, performed the marriage ceremony, and gave us a certificate,
of which the following is an exact copy: —

"This may certify, that I joined together in holy matrimony Frederick
Johnson™** and Anna Murray, as man and wife, in the presence of Mr. David
Ruggles and Mrs. Michaels.

"JAMES W. C. PENNINGTON
"New York, Sept. 15, 1838"

*She was free.

**I had changed my name from Frederick Bailey to that of
Johnson.

Upon receiving this certificate, and a five-dollar bill from Mr. Ruggles, I shouldered one part of
our baggage, and Anna took up the other, and we set out forthwith to take passage on board of
the steamboat John W. Richmond for Newport, on our way to New Bedford. Mr. Ruggles gave
me a letter to a Mr. Shaw in Newport, and told me, in case my money did not serve me to New
Bedford, to stop in Newport and obtain further assistance; but upon our arrival at Newport, we
were so anxious to get to a place of safety, that, notwithstanding we lacked the necessary money
to pay our fare, we decided to take seats in the stage, and promise to pay when we got to New
Bedford. We were encouraged to do this by two excellent gentlemen, residents of New Bedford,
whose names I afterward ascertained to be Joseph Ricketson and William C. Taber. They seemed
at once to understand our circumstances, and gave us such assurance of their friendliness as put
us fully at ease in their presence.
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It was good indeed to meet with such friends, at such a time. Upon reaching New Bedford, we
were directed to the house of Mr. Nathan Johnson, by whom we were kindly received, and
hospitably provided for. Both Mr. and Mrs. Johnson took a deep and lively interest in our welfare.
They proved themselves quite worthy of the name of abolitionists. When the stage-driver found
us unable to pay our fare, he held on upon our baggage as security for the debt. I had but to
mention the fact to Mr. Johnson, and he forthwith advanced the money.

We now began to feel a degree of safety, and to prepare ourselves for the duties and
responsibilities of a life of freedom. On the morning after our arrival at New Bedford, while at
the breakfast-table, the question arose as to what name I should be called by. The name given me
by my mother was, "Frederick Augustus Washington Bailey." I, however, had dispensed with the
two middle names long before I left Maryland so that I was generally known by the name of
"Frederick Bailey." I started from Baltimore bearing the name of "Stanley." When I got to New
York, I again changed my name to "Frederick Johnson," and thought that would be the last
change. But when I got to New Bedford, I found it necessary again to change my name. The reason
of this necessity was, that there were so many Johnsons in New Bedford, it was already quite
difficult to distinguish between them. I gave Mr. Johnson the privilege of choosing me a name,
but told him he must not take from me the name of "Frederick." I must hold on to that, to preserve
a sense of my identity. Mr. Johnson had just been reading the "Lady of the Lake," and at once
suggested that my name be "Douglass." From that time until now I have been called "Frederick
Douglass;" and as I am more widely known by that name than by either of the others, I shall
continue to use it as my own.

I was quite disappointed at the general appearance of things in New Bedford. The impression
which I had received respecting the character and condition of the people of the north, I found to
be singularly erroneous. I had very strangely supposed, while in slavery, that few of the comforts,
and scarcely any of the luxuries, of life were enjoyed at the north, compared with what were
enjoyed by the slaveholders of the south. I probably came to this conclusion from the fact that
northern people owned no slaves. I supposed that they were about upon a level with the non-
slaveholding population of the south. I knew they were exceedingly poor, and I had been
accustomed to regard their poverty as the necessary consequence of their being non-slaveholders.
I had somehow imbibed the opinion that, in the absence of slaves, there could be no wealth, and
very little refinement. And upon coming to the north, I expected to meet with a rough, hard-
handed, and uncultivated population, living in the most Spartan-like simplicity, knowing
nothing of the ease, luxury, pomp, and grandeur of southern slaveholders. Such being my
conjectures, any one acquainted with the appearance of New Bedford may very readily infer how
palpably I must have seen my mistake.

In the afternoon of the day when I reached New Bedford, I visited the wharves, to take a view of
the shipping. Here I found myself surrounded with the strongest proofs of wealth. Lying at the
wharves, and riding in the stream, I saw many ships of the finest model, in the best order, and of
the largest size. Upon the right and left, I was walled in by granite warehouses of the widest
dimensions, stowed to their utmost capacity with the necessaries and comforts of life. Added to
this, almost every body seemed to be at work, but noiselessly so, compared with what I had been
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accustomed to in Baltimore. There were no loud songs heard from those engaged in loading and
unloading ships. I heard no deep oaths or horrid curses on the laborer. I saw no whipping of men;
but all seemed to go smoothly on. Every man appeared to understand his work, and went at it
with a sober, yet cheerful earnestness, which betokened the deep interest which he felt in what
he was doing, as well as a sense of his own dignity as a man. To me this looked exceedingly
strange. From the wharves I strolled around and over the town, gazing with wonder and
admiration at the splendid churches, beautiful dwellings, and finely-cultivated gardens; evincing
an amount of wealth, comfort, taste, and refinement, such as I had never seen in any part of
slaveholding Maryland.

Every thing looked clean, new, and beautiful. I saw few or no dilapidated houses, with poverty-
stricken inmates; no half-naked children and barefooted women, such as I had been accustomed
to see in Hillsborough, Easton, St. Michael's, and Baltimore. The people looked more able,
stronger, healthier, and happier, than those of Maryland. I was for once made glad by a view of
extreme wealth, without being saddened by seeing extreme poverty. But the most astonishing as
well as the most interesting thing to me was the condition of the colored people, a great many of
whom, like myself, had escaped thither as a refuge from the hunters of men. I found many, who
had not been seven years out of their chains, living in finer houses, and evidently enjoying more
of the comforts of life, than the average of slaveholders in Maryland. I will venture to assert, that
my friend Mr. Nathan Johnson (of whom I can say with a grateful heart, "I was hungry, and he
gave me meat; I was thirsty, and he gave me drink; I was a stranger, and he took me in") lived in
a neater house; dined at a better table; took, paid for, and read, more newspapers; better
understood the moral, religious, and political character of the nation, —than nine tenths of the
slaveholders in Talbot county Maryland. Yet Mr. Johnson was a working man. His hands were
hardened by toil, and not his alone, but those also of Mrs. Johnson. I found the colored people
much more spirited than I had supposed they would be. I found among them a determination to
protect each other from the blood-thirsty kidnapper, at all hazards. Soon after my arrival, I was
told of a circumstance which illustrated their spirit. A colored man and a fugitive slave were on
unfriendly terms. The former was heard to threaten the latter with informing his master of his
whereabouts. Straightway a meeting was called among the colored people, under the stereotyped
notice, "Business of importance!" The betrayer was invited to attend. The people came at the
appointed hour, and organized the meeting by appointing a very religious old gentleman as
president, who, I believe, made a prayer, after which he addressed the meeting as follows:
"Friends, we have got him here, and I would recommend that you young men just take him outside the
door, and kill him!" With this, a number of them bolted at him; but they were intercepted by some
more timid than themselves, and the betrayer escaped their vengeance, and has not been seen in
New Bedford since. I believe there have been no more such threats, and should there be hereafter,
I doubt not that death would be the consequence.

I found employment, the third day after my arrival, in stowing a sloop with a load of oil. It was
new, dirty, and hard work for me; but I went at it with a glad heart and a willing hand. I was now
my own master. It was a happy moment, the rapture of which can be understood only by those
who have been slaves. It was the first work, the reward of which was to be entirely my own. There
was no Master Hugh standing ready, the moment I earned the money, to rob me of it. I worked
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that day with a pleasure I had never before experienced. I was at work for myself and newly-
married wife. It was to me the starting-point of a new existence. When I got through with that
job, I went in pursuit of a job of calking; but such was the strength of prejudice against color,
among the white calkers, that they refused to work with me, and of course I could get no
employment.*

* 1 am told that colored persons can now get employment at
calking in New Bedford — a result of anti-slavery effort.

Finding my trade of no immediate benefit, I threw off my calking habiliments, and prepared
myself to do any kind of work I could get to do. Mr. Johnson kindly let me have his wood-horse
and saw, and I very soon found myself a plenty of work. There was no work too hard —none too
dirty. I was ready to saw wood, shovel coal, carry wood, sweep the chimney, or roll oil casks, —
all of which I did for nearly three years in New Bedford, before I became known to the anti-
slavery world.

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. 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.

Appendix

I find, since reading over the foregoing Narrative, that I have, in several instances, spoken in such
a tone and manner, respecting religion, as may possibly lead those unacquainted with my
religious views to suppose me an opponent of all religion. To remove the liability of such
misapprehension, I deem it proper to append the following brief explanation. What I have said
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respecting and against religion, I mean strictly to apply to the slaveholding religion of this land,
and with no possible reference to Christianity proper; for, between the Christianity of this land,
and the Christianity of Christ, I recognize the widest possible difference —so wide, that to receive
the one as good, pure, and holy, is of necessity to reject the other as bad, corrupt, and wicked. To
be the friend of the one, is of necessity to be the enemy of the other. I love the pure, peaceable,
and impartial Christianity of Christ: I therefore hate the corrupt, slaveholding, women-whipping,
cradle-plundering, partial and hypocritical Christianity of this land. Indeed, I can see no reason,
but the most deceitful one, for calling the religion of this land Christianity. I look upon it as the
climax of all misnomers, the boldest of all frauds, and the grossest of all libels. Never was there a
clearer case of "stealing the livery of the court of heaven to serve the devil in." I am filled with
unutterable loathing when I contemplate the religious pomp and show, together with the horrible
inconsistencies, which every where surround me. We have men-stealers for ministers, women-
whippers for missionaries, and cradle-plunderers for church members. The man who wields the
blood-clotted cowskin during the week fills the pulpit on Sunday, and claims to be a minister of
the meek and lowly Jesus. The man who robs me of my earnings at the end of each week meets
me as a class-leader on Sunday morning, to show me the way of life, and the path of salvation.
He who sells my sister, for purposes of prostitution, stands forth as the pious advocate of purity.
He who proclaims it a religious duty to read the Bible denies me the right of learning to read the
name of the God who made me. He who is the religious advocate of marriage robs whole millions
of its sacred influence, and leaves them to the ravages of wholesale pollution. The warm defender
of the sacredness of the family relation is the same that scatters whole families, —sundering
husbands and wives, parents and children, sisters and brothers, —leaving the hut vacant, and the
hearth desolate. We see the thief preaching against theft, and the adulterer against adultery. We
have men sold to build churches, women sold to support the gospel, and babes sold to purchase
Bibles for the Poor Heathen! All For The Glory Of God And The Good Of Souls! The slave auctioneer's
bell and the church-going bell chime in with each other, and the bitter cries of the heart-broken
slave are drowned in the religious shouts of his pious master. Revivals of religion and revivals in
the slave-trade go hand in hand together. The slave prison and the church stand near each other.
The clanking of fetters and the rattling of chains in the prison, and the pious psalm and solemn
prayer in the church, may be heard at the same time. The dealers in the bodies and souls of men
erect their stand in the presence of the pulpit, and they mutually help each other. The dealer gives
his blood-stained gold to support the pulpit, and the pulpit, in return, covers his infernal business
with the garb of Christianity. Here we have religion and robbery the allies of each other —devils
dressed in angels' robes, and hell presenting the semblance of paradise.

"Just God! and these are they,

Who minister at thine altar, God of right!

Men who their hands, with prayer and blessing, lay
On Israel's ark of light.

"What! preach, and kidnap men?

Give thanks, and rob thy own afflicted poor?
Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then

Bolt hard the captive's door?
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"What! servants of thy own

Merciful Son, who came to seek and save
The homeless and the outcast, fettering down
The tasked and plundered slave!

"Pilate and Herod friends!

Chief priests and rulers, as of old, combine!
Just God and holy! is that church which lends
Strength to the spoiler thine?"

The Christianity of America is a Christianity, of whose votaries it may be as truly said, as it was
of the ancient scribes and Pharisees, "They bind heavy burdens, and grievous to be borne, and
lay them on men's shoulders, but they themselves will not move them with one of their fingers.
All their works they do for to be seen of men. — They love the uppermost rooms at feasts, and the
chief seats in the synagogues, . . .. .. and to be called of men, Rabbi, Rabbi. — But woe unto you,
scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye shut up the kingdom of heaven against men; for ye
neither go in yourselves, neither suffer ye them that are entering to go in. Ye devour widows'
houses, and for a pretence make long prayers; therefore ye shall receive the greater damnation.
Ye compass sea and land to make one proselyte, and when he is made, ye make him twofold
more the child of hell than yourselves. — Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye
pay tithe of mint, and anise, and cumin, and have omitted the weightier matters of the law,
judgment, mercy, and faith; these ought ye to have done, and not to leave the other undone. Ye
blind guides! which strain at a gnat, and swallow a camel. Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees,
hypocrites! for ye make clean the outside of the cup and of the platter; but within, they are full of
extortion and excess.—Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye are like unto
whited sepulchres, which indeed appear beautiful outward, but are within full of dead men's
bones, and of all uncleanness. Even so ye also outwardly appear righteous unto men, but within
ye are full of hypocrisy and iniquity."

Dark and terrible as is this picture, I hold it to be strictly true of the overwhelming mass of
professed Christians in America. They strain at a gnat, and swallow a camel. Could any thing be
more true of our churches? They would be shocked at the proposition of fellowshipping a sheep-
stealer; and at the same time they hug to their communion a man-stealer, and brand me with
being an infidel, if I find fault with them for it. They attend with Pharisaical strictness to the
outward forms of religion, and at the same time neglect the weightier matters of the law,
judgment, mercy, and faith. They are always ready to sacrifice, but seldom to show mercy. They
are they who are represented as professing to love God whom they have not seen, whilst they
hate their brother whom they have seen. They love the heathen on the other side of the globe.
They can pray for him, pay money to have the Bible put into his hand, and missionaries to instruct
him; while they despise and totally neglect the heathen at their own doors.

Such is, very briefly, my view of the religion of this land; and to avoid any misunderstanding,
growing out of the use of general terms, I mean by the religion of this land, that which is revealed
in the words, deeds, and actions, of those bodies, north and south, calling themselves Christian
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churches, and yet in union with slaveholders. It is against religion, as presented by these bodies,
that I have felt it my duty to testify.

I conclude these remarks by copying the following portrait of the religion of the south, (which is,
by communion and fellowship, the religion of the north,) which I soberly affirm is "true to the
life," and without caricature or the slightest exaggeration. It is said to have been drawn, several
years before the present anti-slavery agitation began, by a northern Methodist preacher, who,
while residing at the south, had an opportunity to see slaveholding morals, manners, and piety,
with his own eyes. "Shall I not visit for these things? saith the Lord. Shall not my soul be avenged
on such a nation as this?"

A PARODY

"Come, saints and sinners, hear me tell
How pious priests whip Jack and Nell,
And women buy and children sell,
And preach all sinners down to hell,
And sing of heavenly union.

"They'll bleat and baa, dona like goats,
Gorge down black sheep, and strain at motes,
Array their backs in fine black coats,

Then seize their negroes by their throats,
And choke, for heavenly union.

"They'll church you if you sip a dram,
And damn you if you steal a lamb;
Yet rob old Tony, Doll, and Sam,

Of human rights, and bread and ham;
Kidnapper's heavenly union.

"They'll loudly talk of Christ's reward,
And bind his image with a cord,

And scold, and swing the lash abhorred,
And sell their brother in the Lord

To handcuffed heavenly union.

"They'll read and sing a sacred song,
And make a prayer both loud and long,
And teach the right and do the wrong,
Hailing the brother, sister throng,
With words of heavenly union.

"We wonder how such saints can sing,
Or praise the Lord upon the wing,

Who roar, and scold, and whip, and sting,
And to their slaves and mammon cling,
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In guilty conscience union.

"They'll raise tobacco, corn, and rye,
And drive, and thieve, and cheat, and lie,
And lay up treasures in the sky,

By making switch and cowskin fly,

In hope of heavenly union.

"They'll crack old Tony on the skull,
And preach and roar like Bashan bull,
Or braying ass, of mischief full,

Then seize old Jacob by the wool,

And pull for heavenly union.

"A roaring, ranting, sleek man-thief,
Who lived on mutton, veal, and beef,
Yet never would afford relief

To needy, sable sons of grief,

Was big with heavenly union.

"'Love not the world,' the preacher said,
And winked his eye, and shook his head;

He seized on Tom, and Dick, and Ned,

Cut short their meat, and clothes, and bread,
Yet still loved heavenly union.

" Another preacher whining spoke

Of One whose heart for sinners broke:
He tied old Nanny to an oak,

And drew the blood at every stroke,
And prayed for heavenly union.

"Two others oped their iron jaws,

And waved their children-stealing paws;
There sat their children in gewgaws;

By stinting negroes' backs and maws,
They kept up heavenly union.

"All good from Jack another takes,

And entertains their flirts and rakes,

Who dress as sleek as glossy snakes,

And cram their mouths with sweetened cakes;
And this goes down for union."

Sincerely and earnestly hoping that this little book may do something toward throwing light on
the American slave system, and hastening the glad day of deliverance to the millions of my
brethren in bonds — faithfully relying upon the power of truth, love, and justice, for success in

149



my humble efforts —and solemnly pledging my self anew to the sacred cause, —I subscribe
myself,

FREDERICK DOUGLASS.
LYNN, Mass., April 28, 1845.

THE END

150



SOJOURNER TRUTH

Date of Birth: c. 1797
Place of Birth: Ulster County, NY
Major Work: 1851 Women's Rights Convention Speech

More details...

Sojourner Truth’s 1851 Women's Rights Convention Speech
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SOLOMON NORTHUP

Date of Birth: July 10, 1807 or 1808
Place of Birth: Minerva, NY
Major Work: Twelve Years a Slave

More details...

12 Years A Slave
Editor's Preface

When the editor commenced the preparation of the following narrative, he did not suppose it
would reach the size of this volume. In order, however, to present all the facts which have been
communicated to him, it has seemed necessary to extend it to its present length.

Many of the statements contained in the following pages are corroborated by abundant
evidence — others rest entirely upon Solomon's assertion. That he has adhered strictly to the truth,
the editor, at least, who has had an opportunity of detecting any contradiction or discrepancy in
his statements, is well satisfied. He has invariably repeated the same story without deviating in
the slightest particular, and has also carefully perused the manuscript, dictating an alteration
wherever the most trivial inaccuracy has appeared.

It was Solomon's fortune, during his captivity, to be owned by several masters. The treatment he
received while at the "Pine Woods" shows that among slaveholders there are men of humanity as
well as of cruelty. Some of them are spoken of with emotions of gratitude —others in a spirit of
bitterness. It is believed that the following account of his experience on Bayou Beeuf presents a
correct picture of Slavery, in all its lights and shadows, as it now exists in that locality. Unbiased,
as he conceives, by any prepossessions or prejudices, the only object of the editor has been to give
a faithful history of Solomon Northup's life, as he received it from his lips.

In the accomplishment of that object, he trusts he has succeeded, notwithstanding the numerous
faults of style and of expression it may be found to contain.

DAVID WILSON.
Whitehall, N. Y., May, 1853.

Chapter |

INTRODUCTORY — ANCESTRY —THE NORTHUP FAMILY — BIRTH AND PARENTAGE —
MINTUS NORTHUP —MARRIAGE WITH ANNE HAMPTON — GOOD RESOLUTIONS —
CHAMPLAIN CANAL —RAFTING EXCURSION TO CANADA —FARMING —THE VIOLIN —
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COOKING —REMOVAL TO SARATOGA —PARKER AND PERRY —SLAVES AND
SLAVERY —THE CHILDREN — THE BEGINNING OF SORROW.

Having been born a freeman, and for more than thirty years enjoyed the blessings of liberty in a
free State—and having at the end of that time been kidnapped and sold into Slavery, where I
remained, until happily rescued in the month of January, 1853, after a bondage of twelve years —
it has been suggested that an account of my life and fortunes would not be uninteresting to the
public.

Since my return to liberty, I have not failed to perceive the increasing interest throughout the
Northern States, in regard to the subject of Slavery. Works of fiction, professing to portray its
features in their more pleasing as well as more repugnant aspects, have been circulated to an
extent unprecedented, and, as I understand, have created a fruitful topic of comment and
discussion.

I can speak of Slavery only so far as it came under my own observation —only so far as I have
known and experienced it in my own person. My object is, to give a candid and truthful statement
of facts: to repeat the story of my life, without exaggeration, leaving it for others to determine,
whether even the pages of fiction present a picture of more cruel wrong or a severer bondage.

As far back as I have been able to ascertain, my ancestors on the paternal side were slaves in
Rhode Island. They belonged to a family by the name of Northup, one of whom, removing to the
State of New-York, settled at Hoosic, in Rensselaer county. He brought with him Mintus Northup,
my father. On the death of this gentleman, which must have occurred some fifty years ago, my
father became free, having been emancipated by a direction in his will.

Henry B. Northup, Esq., of Sandy Hill, a distinguished counselor at law, and the man to whom,
under Providence, I am indebted for my present liberty, and my return to the society of my wife
and children, is a relative of the family in which my forefathers were thus held to service, and
from which they took the name I bear. To this fact may be attributed the persevering interest he
has taken in my behalf.

Sometime after my father's liberation, he removed to the town of Minerva, Essex county, N. Y.,
where Iwas born, in the month of July, 1808. How long he remained in the latter place I have not
the means of definitely ascertaining. From thence he removed to Granville, Washington county,
near a place known as Slyborough, where, for some years, he labored on the farm of Clark
Northup, also a relative of his old master; from thence he removed to the Alden farm, at Moss
Street, a short distance north of the village of Sandy Hill; and from thence to the farm now owned
by Russel Pratt, situated on the road leading from Fort Edward to Argyle, where he continued to
reside until his death, which took place on the 22d day of November, 1829. He left a widow and
two children —myself, and Joseph, an elder brother. The latter is still living in the county of
Oswego, near the city of that name; my mother died during the period of my captivity.

Though born a slave, and laboring under the disadvantages to which my unfortunate race is
subjected, my father was a man respected for his industry and integrity, as many now living, who
well remember him, are ready to testify. His whole life was passed in the peaceful pursuits of
agriculture, never seeking employment in those more menial positions, which seem to be
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especially allotted to the children of Africa. Besides giving us an education surpassing that
ordinarily bestowed upon children in our condition, he acquired, by his diligence and economy,
a sufficient property qualification to entitle him to the right of suffrage. He was accustomed to
speak to us of his early life; and although at all times cherishing the warmest emotions of
kindness, and even of affection towards the family, in whose house he had been a bondsman, he
nevertheless comprehended the system of Slavery, and dwelt with sorrow on the degradation of
his race. He endeavored to imbue our minds with sentiments of morality, and to teach us to place
our trust and confidence in Him who regards the humblest as well as the highest of his creatures.
How often since that time has the recollection of his paternal counsels occurred to me, while lying
in a slave hut in the distant and sickly regions of Louisiana, smarting with the undeserved
wounds which an inhuman master had inflicted, and longing only for the grave which had
covered him, to shield me also from the lash of the oppressor. In the church-yard at Sandy Hill,
an humble stone marks the spot where he reposes, after having worthily performed the duties
appertaining to the lowly sphere wherein God had appointed him to walk.

Up to this period I had been principally engaged with my father in the labors of the farm. The
leisure hours allowed me were generally either employed over my books, or playing on the
violin —an amusement which was the ruling passion of my youth. It has also been the source of
consolation since, affording pleasure to the simple beings with whom my lot was cast, and
beguiling my own thoughts, for many hours, from the painful contemplation of my fate.

On Christmas day, 1829,  was married to Anne Hampton, a colored girl then living in the vicinity
of our residence. The ceremony was performed at Fort Edward, by Timothy Eddy, Esq., a
magistrate of that town, and still a prominent citizen of the place. She had resided a long time at
Sandy Hill, with Mr. Baird, proprietor of the Eagle Tavern, and also in the family of Rev.
Alexander Proudfit, of Salem. This gentleman for many years had presided over the Presbyterian
society at the latter place, and was widely distinguished for his learning and piety. Anne still
holds in grateful remembrance the exceeding kindness and the excellent counsels of that good
man. She is not able to determine the exact line of her descent, but the blood of three races mingles
in her veins. It is difficult to tell whether the red, white, or black predominates. The union of them
all, however, in her origin, has given her a singular but pleasing expression, such as is rarely to
be seen. Though somewhat resembling, yet she cannot properly be styled a quadroon, a class to
which, I have omitted to mention, my mother belonged.

I had just now passed the period of my minority, having reached the age of twenty-one years in
the month of July previous. Deprived of the advice and assistance of my father, with a wife
dependent upon me for support, I resolved to enter upon a life of industry; and notwithstanding
the obstacle of color, and the consciousness of my lowly state, indulged in pleasant dreams of a
good time coming, when the possession of some humble habitation, with a few surrounding
acres, should reward my labors, and bring me the means of happiness and comfort.

From the time of my marriage to this day the love I have borne my wife has been sincere and
unabated; and only those who have felt the glowing tenderness a father cherishes for his
offspring, can appreciate my affection for the beloved children which have since been born to us.
This much I deem appropriate and necessary to say, in order that those who read these pages,
may comprehend the poignancy of those sufferings I have been doomed to bear.
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Immediately upon our marriage we commenced house-keeping, in the old yellow building then
standing at the southern extremity of Fort Edward village, and which has since been transformed
into a modern mansion, and lately occupied by Captain Lathrop. It is known as the Fort House.
In this building the courts were sometime held after the organization of the county. It was also
occupied by Burgoyne in 1777, being situated near the old Fort on the left bank of the Hudson.

During the winter I was employed with others repairing the Champlain Canal, on that section
over which William Van Nortwick was superintendent. David McEachron had the immediate
charge of the men in whose company I labored. By the time the canal opened in the spring, I was
enabled, from the savings of my wages, to purchase a pair of horses, and other things necessarily
required in the business of navigation.

Having hired several efficient hands to assist me, I entered into contracts for the transportation
of large rafts of timber from Lake Champlain to Troy. Dyer Beckwith and a Mr. Bartemy, of
Whitehall, accompanied me on several trips. During the season I became perfectly familiar with
the art and mysteries of rafting —a knowledge which afterwards enabled me to render profitable
service to a worthy master, and to astonish the simple-witted lumbermen on the banks of the
Bayou Beeuf.

In one of my voyages down Lake Champlain, I was induced to make a visit to Canada. Repairing
to Montreal, I visited the cathedral and other places of interest in that city, from whence I
continued my excursion to Kingston and other towns, obtaining a knowledge of localities, which
was also of service to me afterwards, as will appear towards the close of this narrative.

Having completed my contracts on the canal satisfactorily to myself and to my employer, and not
wishing to remain idle, now that the navigation of the canal was again suspended, I entered into
another contract with Medad Gunn, to cut a large quantity of wood. In this business I was
engaged during the winter of 1831-32.

With the return of spring, Anne and myself conceived the project of taking a farm in the
neighborhood. I had been accustomed from earliest youth to agricultural labors, and it was an
occupation congenial to my tastes. I accordingly entered into arrangements for a part of the old
Alden farm, on which my father formerly resided. With one cow, one swine, a yoke of fine oxen
I had lately purchased of Lewis Brown, in Hartford, and other personal property and effects, we
proceeded to our new home in Kingsbury. That year I planted twenty-five acres of corn, sowed
large fields of oats, and commenced farming upon as large a scale as my utmost means would
permit. Anne was diligent about the house affairs, while I toiled laboriously in the field.

On this place we continued to reside until 1834. In the winter season I had numerous calls to play
on the violin. Wherever the young people assembled to dance, I was almost invariably there.
Throughout the surrounding villages my fiddle was notorious. Anne, also, during her long
residence at the Eagle Tavern, had become somewhat famous as a cook. During court weeks, and
on public occasions, she was employed at high wages in the kitchen at Sherrill's Coffee House.

We always returned home from the performance of these services with money in our pockets; so
that, with fiddling, cooking, and farming, we soon found ourselves in the possession of

abundance, and, in fact, leading a happy and prosperous life. Well, indeed, would it have been

155



for us had we remained on the farm at Kingsbury; but the time came when the next step was to
be taken towards the cruel destiny that awaited me.

In March, 1834, we removed to Saratoga Springs. We occupied a house belonging to Daniel
O'Brien, on the north side of Washington street. At that time Isaac Taylor kept a large boarding
house, known as Washington Hall, at the north end of Broadway. He employed me to drive a
hack, in which capacity I worked for him two years. After this time I was generally employed
through the visiting season, as also was Anne, in the United States Hotel, and other public houses
of the place. In winter seasons I relied upon my violin, though during the construction of the Troy
and Saratoga railroad, I performed many hard days' labor upon it.

I was in the habit, at Saratoga, of purchasing articles necessary for my family at the stores of Mr.
Cephas Parker and Mr. William Perry, gentlemen towards whom, for many acts of kindness, I
entertained feelings of strong regard. It was for this reason that, twelve years afterwards, I caused
to be directed to them the letter, which is hereinafter inserted, and which was the means, in the
hands of Mr. Northup, of my fortunate deliverance.

While living at the United States Hotel, I frequently met with slaves, who had accompanied their
masters from the South. They were always well dressed and well provided for, leading
apparently an easy life, with but few of its ordinary troubles to perplex them. Many times they
entered into conversation with me on the subject of Slavery. Almost uniformly I found they
cherished a secret desire for liberty. Some of them expressed the most ardent anxiety to escape,
and consulted me on the best method of effecting it. The fear of punishment, however, which
they knew was certain to attend their re-capture and return, in all cases proved sufficient to deter
them from the experiment. Having all my life breathed the free air of the North, and conscious
that I possessed the same feelings and affections that find a place in the white man's breast;
conscious, moreover, of an intelligence equal to that of some men, at least, with a fairer skin, I
was too ignorant, perhaps too independent, to conceive how any one could be content to live in
the abject condition of a slave. I could not comprehend the justice of that law, or that religion,
which upholds or recognizes the principle of Slavery; and never once, I am proud to say, did I
fail to counsel any one who came to me, to watch his opportunity, and strike for freedom.

I continued to reside at Saratoga until the spring of 1841. The flattering anticipations which, seven
years before, had seduced us from the quiet farm-house, on the east side of the Hudson, had not
been realized. Though always in comfortable circumstances, we had not prospered. The society
and associations at that world-renowned watering place, were not calculated to preserve the
simple habits of industry and economy to which I had been accustomed, but, on the contrary, to
substitute others in their stead, tending to shiftlessness and extravagance.

At this time we were the parents of three children — Elizabeth, Margaret, and Alonzo. Elizabeth,
the eldest, was in her tenth year; Margaret was two years younger, and little Alonzo had just
passed his fifth birth-day. They filled our house with gladness. Their young voices were music in
our ears. Many an airy castle did their mother and myself build for the little innocents. When not
at labor I was always walking with them, clad in their best attire, through the streets and groves
of Saratoga. Their presence was my delight; and I clasped them to my bosom with as warm and
tender love as if their clouded skins had been as white as snow.
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Thus far the history of my life presents nothing whatever unusual —nothing but the common
hopes, and loves, and labors of an obscure colored man, making his humble progress in the world.
But now I had reached a turning point in my existence —reached the threshold of unutterable
wrong, and sorrow, and despair. Now had I approached within the shadow of the cloud, into the
thick darkness whereof I was soon to disappear, thenceforward to be hidden from the eyes of all
my kindred, and shut out from the sweet light of liberty, for many a weary year.

Chapter Il

THE TWO STRANGERS —THE CIRCUS COMPANY — DEPARTURE FROM SARATOGA —
VENTRILOQUISM AND LEGERDEMAIN —JOURNEY TO NEW-YORK —FREE PAPERS —
BROWN AND HAMILTON — THE HASTE TO REACH THE CIRCUS— ARRIVAL IN
WASHINGTON —FUNERAL OF HARRISON — THE SUDDEN SICKNESS — THE TORMENT
OF THIRST — THE RECEDING LIGHT —INSENSIBILITY — CHAINS AND DARKNESS.

One morning, towards the latter part of the month of March, 1841, having at that time no
particular business to engage my attention, I was walking about the village of Saratoga Springs,
thinking to myself where I might obtain some present employment, until the busy season should
arrive. Anne, as was her usual custom, had gone over to Sandy Hill, a distance of some twenty
miles, to take charge of the culinary department at Sherrill's Coffee House, during the session of
the court. Elizabeth, I think, had accompanied her. Margaret and Alonzo were with their aunt at
Saratoga.

On the corner of Congress street and Broadway, near the tavern, then, and for aught I know to
the contrary, still kept by Mr. Moon, I was met by two gentlemen of respectable appearance, both
of whom were entirely unknown to me. I have the impression that they were introduced to me
by some one of my acquaintances, but who, I have in vain endeavored to recall, with the remark
that I was an expert player on the violin.

At any rate, they immediately entered into conversation on that subject, making numerous
inquiries touching my proficiency in that respect. My responses being to all appearances
satisfactory, they proposed to engage my services for a short period, stating, at the same time, I
was just such a person as their business required. Their names, as they afterwards gave them to
me, were Merrill Brown and Abram Hamilton, though whether these were their true appellations,
I have strong reasons to doubt. The former was a man apparently forty years of age, somewhat
short and thick-set, with a countenance indicating shrewdness and intelligence. He wore a black
frock coat and black hat, and said he resided either at Rochester or at Syracuse. The latter was a
young man of fair complexion and light eyes, and, I should judge, had not passed the age of
twenty-five. He was tall and slender, dressed in a snuff-colored coat, with glossy hat, and vest of
elegant pattern. His whole apparel was in the extreme of fashion. His appearance was somewhat
effeminate, but prepossessing, and there was about him an easy air, that showed he had mingled
with the world. They were connected, as they informed me, with a circus company, then in the
city of Washington; that they were on their way thither to rejoin it, having left it for a short time
to make an excursion northward, for the purpose of seeing the country, and were paying their
expenses by an occasional exhibition. They also remarked that they had found much difficulty in
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procuring music for their entertainments, and that if I would accompany them as far as New-
York, they would give me one dollar for each day's services, and three dollars in addition for
every night I played at their performances, besides sufficient to pay the expenses of my return
from New-York to Saratoga.

I at once accepted the tempting offer, both for the reward it promised, and from a desire to visit
the metropolis. They were anxious to leave immediately. Thinking my absence would be brief, I
did not deem it necessary to write to Anne whither I had gone; in fact supposing that my return,
perhaps, would be as soon as hers. So taking a change of linen and my violin, I was ready to
depart. The carriage was brought round —a covered one, drawn by a pair of noble bays,
altogether forming an elegant establishment. Their baggage, consisting of three large trunks, was
fastened on the rack, and mounting to the driver's seat, while they took their places in the rear, I
drove away from Saratoga on the road to Albany, elated with my new position, and happy as I
had ever been, on any day in all my life.

We passed through Ballston, and striking the ridge road, as it is called, if my memory correctly
serves me, followed it direct to Albany. We reached that city before dark, and stopped at a hotel
southward from the Museum.

This night I had an opportunity of witnessing one of their performances —the only one, during
the whole period I was with them. Hamilton was stationed at the door; I formed the orchestra,
while Brown provided the entertainment. It consisted in throwing balls, dancing on the rope,
frying pancakes in a hat, causing invisible pigs to squeal, and other like feats of ventriloquism
and legerdemain. The audience was extraordinarily sparse, and not of the selectest character at
that, and Hamilton's report of the proceeds presented but a "beggarly account of empty boxes."

Early next morning we renewed our journey. The burden of their conversation now was the
expression of an anxiety to reach the circus without delay. They hurried forward, without again
stopping to exhibit, and in due course of time, we reached New-York, taking lodgings at a house
on the west side of the city, in a street running from Broadway to the river. I supposed my journey
was at an end, and expected in a day or two at least, to return to my friends and family at Saratoga.
Brown and Hamilton, however, began to importune me to continue with them to Washington.
They alleged that immediately on their arrival, now that the summer season was approaching,
the circus would set out for the north. They promised me a situation and high wages if I would
accompany them. Largely did they expatiate on the advantages that would result to me, and such
were the flattering representations they made, that I finally concluded to accept the offer.

The next morning they suggested that, inasmuch as we were about entering a slave State, it would
be well, before leaving New-York, to procure free papers. The idea struck me as a prudent one,
though I think it would scarcely have occurred to me, had they not proposed it. We proceeded at
once to what I understood to be the Custom House. They made oath to certain facts showing I
was a free man. A paper was drawn up and handed us, with the direction to take it to the clerk's
office. We did so, and the clerk having added something to it, for which he was paid six shillings,
we returned again to the Custom House. Some further formalities were gone through with before
it was completed, when, paying the officer two dollars, I placed the papers in my pocket, and
started with my two friends to our hotel. I thought at the time, I must confess, that the papers
were scarcely worth the cost of obtaining them —the apprehension of danger to my personal
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safety never having suggested itself to me in the remotest manner. The clerk, to whom we were
directed, I remember, made a memorandum in a large book, which, I presume, is in the office yet.
A reference to the entries during the latter part of March, or first of April, 1841, I have no doubt
will satisfy the incredulous, at least so far as this particular transaction is concerned.

With the evidence of freedom in my possession, the next day after our arrival in New-York, we
crossed the ferry to Jersey City, and took the road to Philadelphia. Here we remained one night,
continuing our journey towards Baltimore early in the morning. In due time, we arrived in the
latter city, and stopped at a hotel near the railroad depot, either kept by a Mr. Rathbone, or known
as the Rathbone House. All the way from New-York, their anxiety to reach the circus seemed to
grow more and more intense. We left the carriage at Baltimore, and entering the cars, proceeded
to Washington, at which place we arrived just at nightfall, the evening previous to the funeral of
General Harrison, and stopped at Gadsby's Hotel, on Pennsylvania Avenue.

After supper they called me to their apartments, and paid me forty-three dollars, a sum greater
than my wages amounted to, which act of generosity was in consequence, they said, of their not
having exhibited as often as they had given me to anticipate, during our trip from Saratoga. They
moreover informed me that it had been the intention of the circus company to leave Washington
the next morning, but that on account of the funeral, they had concluded to remain another day.
They were then, as they had been from the time of our first meeting, extremely kind. No
opportunity was omitted of addressing me in the language of approbation; while, on the other
hand, I was certainly much prepossessed in their favor. I gave them my confidence without
reserve, and would freely have trusted them to almost any extent. Their constant conversation
and manner towards me— their foresight in suggesting the idea of free papers, and a hundred
other little acts, unnecessary to be repeated —all indicated that they were friends indeed, sincerely
solicitous for my welfare. I know not but they were. I know not but they were innocent of the
great wickedness of which I now believe them guilty. Whether they were accessory to my
misfortunes —subtle and inhuman monsters in the shape of men —designedly luring me away
from home and family, and liberty, for the sake of gold —those who read these pages will have
the same means of determining as myself. If they were innocent, my sudden disappearance must
have been unaccountable indeed; but revolving in my mind all the attending circumstances, I
never yet could indulge, towards them, so charitable a supposition.

After receiving the money from them, of which they appeared to have an abundance, they
advised me not to go into the streets that night, inasmuch as I was unacquainted with the customs
of the city. Promising to remember their advice, I left them together, and soon after was shown
by a colored servant to a sleeping room in the back part of the hotel, on the ground floor. I laid
down to rest, thinking of home and wife, and children, and the long distance that stretched
between us, until I fell asleep. But no good angel of pity came to my bedside, bidding me to fly —
no voice of mercy forewarned me in my dreams of the trials that were just at hand.

The next day there was a great pageant in Washington. The roar of cannon and the tolling of bells
filled the air, while many houses were shrouded with crape, and the streets were black with
people. As the day advanced, the procession made its appearance, coming slowly through the
Avenue, carriage after carriage, in long succession, while thousands upon thousands followed on
foot—all moving to the sound of melancholy music. They were bearing the dead body of Harrison
to the grave.
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From early in the morning, I was constantly in the company of Hamilton and Brown. They were
the only persons I knew in Washington. We stood together as the funeral pomp passed by. I
remember distinctly how the window glass would break and rattle to the ground, after each
report of the cannon they were firing in the burial ground. We went to the Capitol, and walked a
long time about the grounds. In the afternoon, they strolled towards the President's House, all
the time keeping me near to them, and pointing out various places of interest. As yet, I had seen
nothing of the circus. In fact, I had thought of it but little, if at all, amidst the excitement of the
day.

My friends, several times during the afternoon, entered drinking saloons, and called for liquor.
They were by no means in the habit, however, so far as I knew them, of indulging to excess. On
these occasions, after serving themselves, they would pour out a glass and hand it to me. I did
not become intoxicated, as may be inferred from what subsequently occurred. Towards evening,
and soon after partaking of one of these potations, I began to experience most unpleasant
sensations. I felt extremely ill. My head commenced aching—a dull, heavy pain, inexpressibly
disagreeable. At the supper table, I was without appetite; the sight and flavor of food was
nauseous. About dark the same servant conducted me to the room I had occupied the previous
night. Brown and Hamilton advised me to retire, commiserating me kindly, and expressing hopes
that I would be better in the morning. Divesting myself of coat and boots merely, I threw myself
upon the bed. It was impossible to sleep. The pain in my head continued to increase, until it
became almost unbearable. In a short time I became thirsty. My lips were parched. I could think
of nothing but water — of lakes and flowing rivers, of brooks where I had stooped to drink, and
of the dripping bucket, rising with its cool and overflowing nectar, from the bottom of the well.
Towards midnight, as near as I could judge, I arose, unable longer to bear such intensity of thirst.
I was a stranger in the house, and knew nothing of its apartments. There was no one up, as I could
observe. Groping about at random, I knew not where, I found the way at last to a kitchen in the
basement. Two or three colored servants were moving through it, one of whom, a woman, gave
me two glasses of water. It afforded momentary relief, but by the time I had reached my room
again, the same burning desire of drink, the same tormenting thirst, had again returned. It was
even more torturing than before, as was also the wild pain in my head, if such a thing could be. I
was in sore distress —in most excruciating agony! I seemed to stand on the brink of madness! The
memory of that night of horrible suffering will follow me to the grave.

In the course of an hour or more after my return from the kitchen, I was conscious of some one
entering my room. There seemed to be several —a mingling of various voices, —but how many,
or who they were, I cannot tell. Whether Brown and Hamilton were among them, is a mere matter
of conjecture. I only remember, with any degree of distinctness, that I was told it was necessary
to go to a physician and procure medicine, and that pulling on my boots, without coat or hat, I
followed them through a long passage-way, or alley, into the open street. It ran out at right angles
from Pennsylvania Avenue. On the opposite side there was a light burning in a window. My
impression is there were then three persons with me, but it is altogether indefinite and vague,
and like the memory of a painful dream. Going towards the light, which I imagined proceeded
from a physician's office, and which seemed to recede as I advanced, is the last glimmering
recollection I can now recall. From that moment I was insensible. How long I remained in that
condition —whether only that night, or many days and nights—I do not know; but when
consciousness returned, I found myself alone, in utter darkness, and in chains.
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The pain in my head had subsided in a measure, but I was very faint and weak. I was sitting upon
a low bench, made of rough boards, and without coat or hat. I was hand-cuffed. Around my
ankles also were a pair of heavy fetters. One end of a chain was fastened to a large ring in the
floor, the other to the fetters on my ankles. I tried in vain to stand upon my feet. Waking from
such a painful trance, it was some time before I could collect my thoughts. Where was I? What
was the meaning of these chains? Where were Brown and Hamilton? What had I done to deserve
imprisonment in such a dungeon? I could not comprehend. There was a blank of some indefinite
period, preceding my awakening in that lonely place, the events of which the utmost stretch of
memory was unable to recall. I listened intently for some sign or sound of life, but nothing broke
the oppressive silence, save the clinking of my chains, whenever I chanced to move. I spoke aloud,
but the sound of my voice startled me. I felt of my pockets, so far as the fetters would allow —far
enough, indeed, to ascertain that I had not only been robbed of liberty, but that my money and
free papers were also gone! Then did the idea begin to break upon my mind, at first dim and
confused, that I had been kidnapped. But that I thought was incredible. There must have been
some misapprehension —some unfortunate mistake. It could not be that a free citizen of New-
York, who had wronged no man, nor violated any law, should be dealt with thus inhumanly. The
more I contemplated my situation, however, the more I became confirmed in my suspicions. It
was a desolate thought, indeed. I felt there was no trust or mercy in unfeeling man; and
commending myself to the God of the oppressed, bowed my head upon my fettered hands, and
wept most bitterly.

Chapter Il

PAINFUL MEDITATIONS —JAMES H. BURCH —WILLIAMS' SLAVE PEN IN
WASHINGTON —THE LACKEY, RADBURN — ASSERT MY FREEDOM — THE ANGER OF
THE TRADER —THE PADDLE AND CAT-O'-NINETAILS — THE WHIPPING —NEW
ACQUAINTANCES—RAY, WILLIAMS, AND RANDALL— ARRIVAL OF LITTLE EMILY
AND HER MOTHER IN THE PEN —MATERNAL SORROWS —THE STORY OF ELIZA.

Some three hours elapsed, during which time I remained seated on the low bench, absorbed in
painful meditations. At length I heard the crowing of a cock, and soon a distant rumbling sound,
as of carriages hurrying through the streets, came to my ears, and I knew that it was day. No ray
of light, however, penetrated my prison. Finally, I heard footsteps immediately overhead, as of
some one walking to and fro. It occurred to me then that I must be in an underground apartment,
and the damp, mouldy odors of the place confirmed the supposition. The noise above continued
for at least an hour, when, at last, I heard footsteps approaching from without. A key rattled in
the lock—a strong door swung back upon its hinges, admitting a flood of light, and two men
entered and stood before me. One of them was a large, powerful man, forty years of age, perhaps,
with dark, chestnut-colored hair, slightly interspersed with gray. His face was full, his
complexion flush, his features grossly coarse, expressive of nothing but cruelty and cunning. He
was about five feet ten inches high, of full habit, and, without prejudice, I must be allowed to say,
was a man whose whole appearance was sinister and repugnant. His name was James H. Burch,
as I learned afterwards —a well-known slave-dealer in Washington; and then, or lately, connected
in business, as a partner, with Theophilus Freeman, of New-Orleans. The person who
accompanied him was a simple lackey, named Ebenezer Radburn, who acted merely in the
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capacity of turnkey. Both of these men still live in Washington, or did, at the time of my return
through that city from slavery in January last.

The light admitted through the open door enabled me to observe the room in which I was
confined. It was about twelve feet square —the walls of solid masonry. The floor was of heavy
plank. There was one small window, crossed with great iron bars, with an outside shutter,
securely fastened.

An iron-bound door led into an adjoining cell, or vault, wholly destitute of windows, or any
means of admitting light. The furniture of the room in which I was, consisted of the wooden
bench on which I sat, an old-fashioned, dirty box stove, and besides these, in either cell, there was
neither bed, nor blanket, nor any other thing whatever. The door, through which Burch and
Radburn entered, led through a small passage, up a flight of steps into a yard, surrounded by a
brick wall ten or twelve feet high, immediately in rear of a building of the same width as itself.
The yard extended rearward from the house about thirty feet. In one part of the wall there was a
strongly ironed door, opening into a narrow, covered passage, leading along one side of the house
into the street. The doom of the colored man, upon whom the door leading out of that narrow
passage closed, was sealed. The top of the wall supported one end of a roof, which ascended
inwards, forming a kind of open shed. Underneath the roof there was a crazy loft all round, where
slaves, if so disposed, might sleep at night, or in inclement weather seek shelter from the storm.
It was like a farmer's barnyard in most respects, save it was so constructed that the outside world
could never see the human cattle that were herded there.

The building to which the yard was attached, was two stories high, fronting on one of the public
streets of Washington. Its outside presented only the appearance of a quiet private residence. A
stranger looking at it, would never have dreamed of its execrable uses. Strange as it may seem,
within plain sight of this same house, looking down from its commanding height upon it, was
the Capitol. The voices of patriotic representatives boasting of freedom and equality, and the
rattling of the poor slave's chains, almost commingled. A slave pen within the very shadow of
the Capitol!

Such is a correct description as it was in 1841, of Williams' slave pen in Washington, in one of the
cellars of which I found myself so unaccountably confined.

"Well, my boy, how do you feel now?" said Burch, as he entered through the open door. I replied
that I was sick, and inquired the cause of my imprisonment. He answered that I was his slave —
that he had bought me, and that he was about to send me to New-Orleans. I asserted, aloud and
boldly, that I was a free man —a resident of Saratoga, where I had a wife and children, who were
also free, and that my name was Northup. I complained bitterly of the strange treatment I had
received, and threatened, upon my liberation, to have satisfaction for the wrong. He denied that
I was free, and with an emphatic oath, declared that I came from Georgia. Again and again I
asserted I was no man's slave, and insisted upon his taking off my chains at once. He endeavored
to hush me, as if he feared my voice would be overheard. But I would not be silent, and
denounced the authors of my imprisonment, whoever they might be, as unmitigated villains.
Finding he could not quiet me, he flew into a towering passion. With blasphemous oaths, he
called me a black liar, a runaway from Georgia, and every other profane and vulgar epithet that
the most indecent fancy could conceive.
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During this time Radburn was standing silently by. His business was, to oversee this human, or
rather inhuman stable, receiving slaves, feeding and whipping them, at the rate of two shillings
a head per day. Turning to him, Burch ordered the paddle and cat-o'-ninetails to be brought in.
He disappeared, and in a few moments returned with these instruments of torture. The paddle,
as it is termed in slave-beating parlance, or at least the one with which I first became acquainted,
and of which I now speak, was a piece of hard-wood board, eighteen or twenty inches long,
moulded to the shape of an old-fashioned pudding stick, or ordinary oar. The flattened portion,
which was about the size in circumference of two open hands, was bored with a small auger in
numerous places. The cat was a large rope of many strands —the strands unraveled, and a knot
tied at the extremity of each.

As soon as these formidable whips appeared, I was seized by both of them, and roughly divested
of my clothing. My feet, as has been stated, were fastened to the floor. Drawing me over the bench,
face downwards, Radburn placed his heavy foot upon the fetters, between my wrists, holding
them painfully to the floor. With the paddle, Burch commenced beating me. Blow after blow was
inflicted upon my naked body. When his unrelenting arm grew tired, he stopped and asked if I
still insisted I was a free man. I did insist upon it, and then the blows were renewed, faster and
more energetically, if possible, than before. When again tired, he would repeat the same question,
and receiving the same answer, continue his cruel labor. All this time, the incarnate devil was
uttering most fiendish oaths. At length the paddle broke, leaving the useless handle in his hand.
Still I would not yield. All his brutal blows could not force from my lips the foul lie that I was a
slave. Casting madly on the floor the handle of the broken paddle, he seized the rope. This was
far more painful than the other. I struggled with all my power, but it was in vain. I prayed for
mercy, but my prayer was only answered with imprecations and with stripes. I thought I must
die beneath the lashes of the accursed brute. Even now the flesh crawls upon my bones, as I recall

the scene. I was all on fire. My sufferings I can compare to nothing else than the burning agonies
of hell!

SCENE IN THE SLAVE PEN AT WASHINGTON
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At last I became silent to his repeated questions. I would make no reply. In fact, I was becoming
almost unable to speak. Still he plied the lash without stint upon my poor body, until it seemed
that the lacerated flesh was stripped from my bones at every stroke. A man with a particle of
mercy in his soul would not have beaten even a dog so cruelly. At length Radburn said that it
was useless to whip me any more —that I would be sore enough. Thereupon, Burch desisted,
saying, with an admonitory shake of his fist in my face, and hissing the words through his firm-
set teeth, that if ever I dared to utter again that I was entitled to my freedom, that I had been
kidnapped, or any thing whatever of the kind, the castigation I had just received was nothing in
comparison with what would follow. He swore that he would either conquer or kill me. With
these consolatory words, the fetters were taken from my wrists, my feet still remaining fastened
to the ring; the shutter of the little barred window, which had been opened, was again closed,
and going out, locking the great door behind them, I was left in darkness as before.

In an hour, perhaps two, my heart leaped to my throat, as the key rattled in the door again. I, who
had been so lonely, and who had longed so ardently to see some one, I cared not who, now
shuddered at the thought of man's approach. A human face was fearful to me, especially a white
one. Radburn entered, bringing with him, on a tin plate, a piece of shriveled fried pork, a slice of
bread and a cup of water. He asked me how I felt, and remarked that I had received a pretty
severe flogging. He remonstrated with me against the propriety of asserting my freedom. In
rather a patronizing and confidential manner, he gave it to me as his advice, that the less I said
on that subject the better it would be for me. The man evidently endeavored to appear kind —
whether touched at the sight of my sad condition, or with the view of silencing, on my part, any
further expression of my rights, it is not necessary now to conjecture. He unlocked the fetters
from my ankles, opened the shutters of the little window, and departed, leaving me again alone.

By this time I had become stiff and sore; my body was covered with blisters, and it was with great
pain and difficulty that I could move. From the window I could observe nothing but the roof
resting on the adjacent wall. At night I laid down upon the damp, hard floor, without any pillow
or covering whatever. Punctually, twice a day, Radburn came in, with his pork, and bread, and
water. I had but little appetite, though I was tormented with continual thirst. My wounds would
not permit me to remain but a few minutes in any one position; so, sitting, or standing, or moving
slowly round, I passed the days and nights. I was heart sick and discouraged. Thoughts of my
family, of my wife and children, continually occupied my mind. When sleep overpowered me I
dreamed of them —dreamed I was again in Saratoga — that I could see their faces, and hear their
voices calling me. Awakening from the pleasant phantasms of sleep to the bitter realities around
me, I could but groan and weep. Still my spirit was not broken. I indulged the anticipation of
escape, and that speedily. It was impossible, I reasoned, that men could be so unjust as to detain
me as a slave, when the truth of my case was known. Burch, ascertaining I was no runaway from
Georgia, would certainly let me go. Though suspicions of Brown and Hamilton were not
unfrequent, I could not reconcile myself to the idea that they were instrumental to my
imprisonment. Surely they would seek me out—they would deliver me from thraldom. Alas! I
had not then learned the measure of "man's inhumanity to man," nor to what limitless extent of
wickedness he will go for the love of gain.

In the course of several days the outer door was thrown open, allowing me the liberty of the yard.
There I found three slaves —one of them a lad of ten years, the others young men of about twenty
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and twenty-five. I was not long in forming an acquaintance, and learning their names and the
particulars of their history.

The eldest was a colored man named Clemens Ray. He had lived in Washington; had driven a
hack, and worked in a livery stable there for a long time. He was very intelligent, and fully
comprehended his situation. The thought of going south overwhelmed him with grief. Burch had
purchased him a few days before, and had placed him there until such time as he was ready to
send him to the New-Orleans market. From him I learned for the first time that I was in William's
Slave Pen, a place I had never heard of previously. He described to me the uses for which it was
designed. I repeated to him the particulars of my unhappy story, but he could only give me the
consolation of his sympathy. He also advised me to be silent henceforth on the subject of my
freedom; for, knowing the character of Burch, he assured me that it would only be attended with
renewed whipping. The next eldest was named John Williams. He was raised in Virginia, not far
from Washington. Burch had taken him in payment of a debt, and he constantly entertained the
hope that his master would redeem him —a hope that was subsequently realized. The lad was a
sprightly child, that answered to the name of Randall. Most of the time he was playing about the
yard, but occasionally would cry, calling for his mother, and wondering when she would come.
His mother's absence seemed to be the great and only grief in his little heart. He was too young
to realize his condition, and when the memory of his mother was not in his mind, he amused us
with his pleasant pranks.

At night, Ray, Williams, and the boy, slept in the loft of the shed, while I was locked in the cell.
Finally we were each provided with blankets, such as are used upon horses — the only bedding I
was allowed to have for twelve years afterwards. Ray and Williams asked me many questions
about New-York—how colored people were treated there; how they could have homes and
families of their own, with none to disturb and oppress them; and Ray, especially, sighed
continually for freedom. Such conversations, however, were not in the hearing of Burch, or the
keeper Radburn. Aspirations such as these would have brought down the lash upon our backs.

It is necessary in this narrative, in order to present a full and truthful statement of all the principal
events in the history of my life, and to portray the institution of Slavery as I have seen and known
it, to speak of well-known places, and of many persons who are yet living. I am, and always was,
an entire stranger in Washington and its vicinity —aside from Burch and Radburn, knowing no
man there, except as I have heard of them through my enslaved companions. What I am about to
say, if false, can be easily contradicted.

Iremained in Williams' slave pen about two weeks. The night previous to my departure a woman
was brought in, weeping bitterly, and leading by the hand a little child. They were Randall's
mother and half-sister. On meeting them he was overjoyed, clinging to her dress, kissing the child,
and exhibiting every demonstration of delight. The mother also clasped him in her arms,
embraced him tenderly, and gazed at him fondly through her tears, calling him by many an
endearing name.

Emily, the child, was seven or eight years old, of light complexion, and with a face of admirable
beauty. Her hair fell in curls around her neck, while the style and richness of her dress, and the
neatness of her whole appearance indicated she had been brought up in the midst of wealth. She
was a sweet child indeed. The woman also was arrayed in silk, with rings upon her fingers, and
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golden ornaments suspended from her ears. Her air and manners, the correctness and propriety
of her language —all showed, evidently, that she had sometime stood above the common level of
a slave. She seemed to be amazed at finding herself in such a place as that. It was plainly a sudden
and unexpected turn of fortune that had brought her there. Filling the air with her complainings,
she was hustled, with the children and myself, into the cell. Language can convey but an
inadequate impression of the lamentations to which she gave incessant utterance. Throwing
herself upon the floor, and encircling the children in her arms, she poured forth such touching
words as only maternal love and kindness can suggest. They nestled closely to her, as if there only
was there any safety or protection. At last they slept, their heads resting upon her lap. While they
slumbered, she smoothed the hair back from their little foreheads, and talked to them all night
long. She called them her darlings —her sweet babes — poor innocent things, that knew not the
misery they were destined to endure. Soon they would have no mother to comfort them — they
would be taken from her. What would become of them? Oh! she could not live away from her
little Emmy and her dear boy. They had always been good children, and had such loving ways.
It would break her heart, God knew, she said, if they were taken from her; and yet she knew they
meant to sell them, and, may be, they would be separated, and could never see each other any
more. It was enough to melt a heart of stone to listen to the pitiful expressions of that desolate
and distracted mother. Her name was Eliza; and this was the story of her life, as she afterwards
related it:

She was the slave of Elisha Berry, a rich man, living in the neighborhood of Washington. She was
born, I think she said, on his plantation. Years before, he had fallen into dissipated habits, and
quarreled with his wife. In fact, soon after the birth of Randall, they separated. Leaving his wife
and daughter in the house they had always occupied, he erected a new one near by, on the estate.
Into this house he brought Eliza; and, on condition of her living with him, she and her children
were to be emancipated. She resided with him there nine years, with servants to attend upon her,
and provided with every comfort and luxury of life. Emily was his child! Finally, her young
mistress, who had always remained with her mother at the homestead, married a Mr. Jacob
Brooks. At length, for some cause, (as I gathered from her relation,) beyond Berry's control, a
division of his property was made. She and her children fell to the share of Mr. Brooks. During
the nine years she had lived with Berry, in consequence of the position she was compelled to
occupy, she and Emily had become the object of Mrs. Berry and her daughter's hatred and dislike.
Berry himself she represented as a man of naturally a kind heart, who always promised her that
she should have her freedom, and who, she had no doubt, would grant it to her then, if it were
only in his power. As soon as they thus came into the possession and control of the daughter, it
became very manifest they would not live long together. The sight of Eliza seemed to be odious
to Mrs. Brooks; neither could she bear to look upon the child, half-sister, and beautiful as she was!

The day she was led into the pen, Brooks had brought her from the estate into the city, under
pretence that the time had come when her free papers were to be executed, in fulfillment of her
master's promise. Elated at the prospect of immediate liberty, she decked herself and little Emmy
in their best apparel, and accompanied him with a joyful heart. On their arrival in the city, instead
of being baptized into the family of freemen, she was delivered to the trader Burch. The paper
that was executed was a bill of sale. The hope of years was blasted in a moment. From the height
of most exulting happiness to the utmost depths of wretchedness, she had that day descended.
No wonder that she wept, and filled the pen with wailings and expressions of heart-rending woe.
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Eliza is now dead. Far up the Red River, where it pours its waters sluggishly through the
unhealthy low lands of Louisiana, she rests in the grave at last — the only resting place of the poor
slave! How all her fears were realized —how she mourned day and night, and never would be
comforted —how, as she predicted, her heart did indeed break, with the burden of maternal
sorrow, will be seen as the narrative proceeds.

Chapter IV

ELIZA'S SORROWS — PREPARATION TO EMBARK —DRIVEN THROUGH THE STREETS OF
WASHINGTON —HAIL, COLUMBIA — THE TOMB OF WASHINGTON — CLEM RAY —THE
BREAKFAST ON THE STEAMER — THE HAPPY BIRDS — AQUIA CREEK —
FREDERICKSBURGH — ARRIVAL IN RICHMOND — GOODIN AND HIS SLAVE PEN —
ROBERT, OF CINCINNATI—-DAVID AND HIS WIFE —MARY AND LETHE — CLEM'S
RETURN —HIS SUBSEQUENT ESCAPE TO CANADA —THE BRIG ORLEANS —JAMES H.
BURCH.

At intervals during the first night of Eliza's incarceration in the pen, she complained bitterly of
Jacob Brooks, her young mistress' husband. She declared that had she been aware of the deception
he intended to practice upon her, he never would have brought her there alive. They had chosen
the opportunity of getting her away when Master Berry was absent from the plantation. He had
always been kind to her. She wished that she could see him; but she knew that even he was unable
now to rescue her. Then would she commence weeping again—kissing the sleeping children —
talking first to one, then to the other, as they lay in their unconscious slumbers, with their heads
upon her lap. So wore the long night away; and when the morning dawned, and night had come
again, still she kept mourning on, and would not be consoled.

About midnight following, the cell door opened, and Burch and Radburn entered, with lanterns
in their hands. Burch, with an oath, ordered us to roll up our blankets without delay, and get
ready to go on board the boat. He swore we would be left unless we hurried fast. He aroused the
children from their slumbers with a rough shake, and said they were d —d sleepy, it appeared.
Going out into the yard, he called Clem Ray, ordering him to leave the loft and come into the cell,
and bring his blanket with him. When Clem appeared, he placed us side by side, and fastened us
together with hand-cuffs —my left hand to his right. John Williams had been taken out a day or
two before, his master having redeemed him, greatly to his delight. Clem and I were ordered to
march, Eliza and the children following. We were conducted into the yard, from thence into the
covered passage, and up a flight of steps through a side door into the upper room, where I had
heard the walking to and fro. Its furniture was a stove, a few old chairs, and a long table, covered
with papers. It was a white-washed room, without any carpet on the floor, and seemed a sort of
office. By one of the windows, I remember, hung a rusty sword, which attracted my attention.
Burch's trunk was there. In obedience to his orders, I took hold of one of its handles with my
unfettered hand, while he taking hold of the other, we proceeded out of the front door into the
street in the same order as we had left the cell.

It was a dark night. All was quiet. I could see lights, or the reflection of them, over towards
Pennsylvania Avenue, but there was no one, not even a straggler, to be seen. I was almost
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resolved to attempt to break away. Had I not been hand-cuffed the attempt would certainly have
been made, whatever consequence might have followed. Radburn was in the rear, carrying a
large stick, and hurrying up the children as fast as the little ones could walk. So we passed, hand-
cuffed and in silence, through the streets of Washington — through the Capital of a nation, whose
theory of government, we are told, rests on the foundation of man's inalienable right to life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness! Hail! Columbia, happy land, indeed!

Reaching the steamboat, we were quickly hustled into the hold, among barrels and boxes of
freight. A colored servant brought a light, the bell rung, and soon the vessel started down the
Potomac, carrying us we knew not where. The bell tolled as we passed the tomb of Washington!
Burch, no doubt, with uncovered head, bowed reverently before the sacred ashes of the man who
devoted his illustrious life to the liberty of his country.

None of us slept that night but Randall and little Emmy. For the first time Clem Ray was wholly
overcome. To him the idea of going south was terrible in the extreme. He was leaving the friends
and associations of his youth—every thing that was dear and precious to his heart—in all
probability never to return. He and Eliza mingled their tears together, bemoaning their cruel fate.
For my own part, difficult as it was, I endeavored to keep up my spirits. I resolved in my mind a
hundred plans of escape, and fully determined to make the attempt the first desperate chance
that offered. I had by this time become satisfied, however, that my true policy was to say nothing
further on the subject of my having been born a freeman. It would but expose me to mal-
treatment, and diminish the chances of liberation.

After sunrise in the morning we were called up on deck to breakfast. Burch took our hand-cuffs
off, and we sat down to table. He asked Eliza if she would take a dram. She declined, thanking
him politely. During the meal we were all silent—not a word passed between us. A mulatto
woman who served at table seemed to take an interest in our behalf —told us to cheer up, and not
to be so cast down. Breakfast over, the hand-cuffs were restored, and Burch ordered us out on the
stern deck. We sat down together on some boxes, still saying nothing in Burch's presence.
Occasionally a passenger would walk out to where we were, look at us for a while, then silently
return.

It was a very pleasant morning. The fields along the river were covered with verdure, far in
advance of what I had been accustomed to see at that season of the year. The sun shone out
warmly; the birds were singing in the trees. The happy birds —I envied them. I wished for wings
like them, that I might cleave the air to where my birdlings waited vainly for their father's coming,
in the cooler region of the North.

In the forenoon the steamer reached Aquia Creek. There the passengers took stages —Burch and
his five slaves occupying one exclusively. He laughed with the children, and at one stopping
place went so far as to purchase them a piece of gingerbread. He told me to hold up my head and
look smart. That I might, perhaps, get a good master if I behaved myself. I made him no reply.
His face was hateful to me, and I could not bear to look upon it. I sat in the corner, cherishing in
my heart the hope, not yet extinct, of some day meeting the tyrant on the soil of my native State.

At Fredericksburgh we were transferred from the stage coach to a car, and before dark arrived in
Richmond, the chief city of Virginia. At this city we were taken from the cars, and driven through
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the street to a slave pen, between the railroad depot and the river, kept by a Mr. Goodin. This pen
is similar to Williams' in Washington, except it is somewhat larger; and besides, there were two
small houses standing at opposite corners within the yard. These houses are usually found within
slave yards, being used as rooms for the examination of human chattels by purchasers before
concluding a bargain. Unsoundness in a slave, as well as in a horse, detracts materially from his
value. If no warranty is given, a close examination is a matter of particular importance to the
negro jockey.

We were met at the door of Goodin's yard by that gentleman himself —a short, fat man, with a
round, plump face, black hair and whiskers, and a complexion almost as dark as some of his own
negroes. He had a hard, stern look, and was perhaps about fifty years of age. Burch and he met
with great cordiality. They were evidently old friends. Shaking each other warmly by the hand,
Burch remarked he had brought some company, inquired at what time the brig would leave, and
was answered that it would probably leave the next day at such an hour. Goodin then turned to
me, took hold of my arm, turned me partly round, looked at me sharply with the air of one who
considered himself a good judge of property, and as if estimating in his own mind about how
much [ was worth.

"Well, boy, where did you come from?"
Forgetting myself, for a moment, I answered, "From New-York."
"New-York! H—1! what have you been doing up there?" was his astonished interrogatory.

Observing Burch at this moment looking at me with an angry expression that conveyed a
meaning it was not difficult to understand, I immediately said, "O, I have only been up that way
a piece," in a manner intended to imply that although I might have been as far as New-York, yet
I wished it distinctly understood that I did not belong to that free State, nor to any other.

Goodin then turned to Clem, and then to Eliza and the children, examining them severally, and
asking various questions. He was pleased with Emily, as was every one who saw the child's sweet
countenance. She was not as tidy as when I first beheld her; her hair was now somewhat
disheveled; but through its unkempt and soft profusion there still beamed a little face of most
surpassing loveliness. "Altogether we were a fair lot—a devilish good lot," he said, enforcing that
opinion with more than one emphatic adjective not found in the Christian vocabulary. Thereupon
we passed into the yard. Quite a number of slaves, as many as thirty I should say, were moving
about, or sitting on benches under the shed. They were all cleanly dressed —the men with hats,
the women with handkerchiefs tied about their heads.

Burch and Goodin, after separating from us, walked up the steps at the back part of the main
building, and sat down upon the door sill. They entered into conversation, but the subject of it I
could not hear. Presently Burch came down into the yard, unfettered me, and led me into one of

the small houses.

"You told that man you came from New-York," said he.
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Ireplied, "I told him I had been up as far as New-York, to be sure, but did not tell him I belonged
there, nor that I was a freeman. I meant no harm at all, Master Burch. I would not have said it had
I thought."

He looked at me a moment as if he was ready to devour me, then turning round went out. In a
few minutes he returned. "If ever I hear you say a word about New-York, or about your freedom,
I will be the death of you—1I will kill you; you may rely on that," he ejaculated fiercely.

I doubt not he understood then better than I did, the danger and the penalty of selling a free man
into slavery. He felt the necessity of closing my mouth against the crime he knew he was
committing. Of course, my life would not have weighed a feather, in any emergency requiring
such a sacrifice. Undoubtedly, he meant precisely what he said.

Under the shed on one side of the yard, there was constructed a rough table, while overhead were
sleeping lofts — the same as in the pen at Washington. After partaking at this table of our supper
of pork and bread, I was hand-cuffed to a large yellow man, quite stout and fleshy, with a
countenance expressive of the utmost melancholy. He was a man of intelligence and information.
Chained together, it was not long before we became acquainted with each other's history. His
name was Robert. Like myself, he had been born free, and had a wife and two children in
Cincinnati. He said he had come south with two men, who had hired him in the city of his
residence. Without free papers, he had been seized at Fredericksburgh, placed in confinement,
and beaten until he had learned, as I had, the necessity and the policy of silence. He had been in
Goodin's pen about three weeks. To this man I became much attached. We could sympathize
with, and understand each other. It was with tears and a heavy heart, not many days
subsequently, that I saw him die, and looked for the last time upon his lifeless form!

Robert and myself, with Clem, Eliza and her children, slept that night upon our blankets, in one
of the small houses in the yard. There were four others, all from the same plantation, who had
been sold, and were now on their way south, who also occupied it with us. David and his wife,
Caroline, both mulattoes, were exceedingly affected. They dreaded the thought of being put into
the cane and cotton fields; but their greatest source of anxiety was the apprehension of being
separated. Mary, a tall, lithe girl, of a most jetty black, was listless and apparently indifferent.
Like many of the class, she scarcely knew there was such a word as freedom. Brought up in the
ignorance of a brute, she possessed but little more than a brute's intelligence. She was one of
those, and there are very many, who fear nothing but their master's lash, and know no further
duty than to obey his voice. The other was Lethe. She was of an entirely different character. She
had long, straight hair, and bore more the appearance of an Indian than a negro woman. She had
sharp and spiteful eyes, and continually gave utterance to the language of hatred and revenge.
Her husband had been sold. She knew not where she was. An exchange of masters, she was sure,
could not be for the worse. She cared not whither they might carry her. Pointing to the scars upon
her face, the desperate creature wished that she might see the day when she could wipe them off
in some man's blood!

While we were thus learning the history of each other's wretchedness, Eliza was seated in a corner
by herself, singing hymns and praying for her children. Wearied from the loss of so much sleep,
I could no longer bear up against the advances of that "sweet restorer," and laying down by the
side of Robert, on the floor, soon forgot my troubles, and slept until the dawn of day.
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In the morning, having swept the yard, and washed ourselves, under Goodin's superintendence,
we were ordered to roll up our blankets, and make ready for the continuance of our journey.
Clem Ray was informed that he would go no further, Burch, for some cause, having concluded
to carry him back to Washington. He was much rejoiced. Shaking hands, we parted in the slave
pen at Richmond, and I have not seen him since. But, much to my surprise, since my return, I
learned that he had escaped from bondage, and on his way to the free soil of Canada, lodged one
night at the house of my brother-in-law in Saratoga, informing my family of the place and the
condition in which he left me.

In the afternoon we were drawn up, two abreast, Robert and myself in advance, and in this order,
driven by Burch and Goodin from the yard, through the streets of Richmond to the brig Orleans.
She was a vessel of respectable size, full rigged, and freighted principally with tobacco. We were
all on board by five o'clock. Burch brought us each a tin cup and a spoon. There were forty of us
in the brig, being all, except Clem, that were in the pen.

With a small pocket knife that had not been taken from me, I began cutting the initials of my
name upon the tin cup. The others immediately flocked round me, requesting me to mark theirs
in a similar manner. In time, I gratified them all, of which they did not appear to be forgetful.

We were all stowed away in the hold at night, and the hatch barred down. We laid on boxes, or
where-ever there was room enough to stretch our blankets on the floor.

Burch accompanied us no farther than Richmond, returning from that point to the capital with
Clem. Not until the lapse of almost twelve years, to wit, in January last, in the Washington police
office, did I set my eyes upon his face again.

James H. Burch was a slave-trader —buying men, women and children at low prices, and selling
them at an advance. He was a speculator in human flesh—a disreputable calling—and so
considered at the South. For the present he disappears from the scenes recorded in this narrative,
but he will appear again before its close, not in the character of a man-whipping tyrant, but as an
arrested, cringing criminal in a court of law, that failed to do him justice.

Chapter V

ARRIVAL AT NORFOLK — FREDERICK AND MARIA — ARTHUR, THE FREEMAN —
APPOINTED STEWARD —JIM, CUFFEE, AND JENNY — THE STORM —BAHAMA BANKS —
THE CALM —THE CONSPIRACY —THE LONG BOAT —THE SMALL-POX—DEATH OF
ROBERT —MANNING, THE SAILOR —THE MEETING IN THE FORECASTLE — THE
LETTER—ARRIVAL AT NEW-ORLEANS — ARTHUR'S RESCUE — THEOPHILUS FREEMAN,
THE CONSIGNEE —PLATT —FIRST NIGHT IN THE NEW-ORLEANS SLAVE PEN.

After we were all on board, the brig Orleans proceeded down James River. Passing into
Chesapeake Bay, we arrived next day opposite the city of Norfolk. While lying at anchor, a lighter
approached us from the town, bringing four more slaves. Frederick, a boy of eighteen, had been
born a slave, as also had Henry, who was some years older. They had both been house servants
in the city. Maria was a rather genteel looking colored g