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READER, be assured this narrative is no flction. I am aware that some
of my adventureS-may '~~em--illcredible; Sut they are, nevertheless,
strictly true. I have not exaggerated the wrongs inflicted by Slavery;
on the contrary, my descriptions fall far short of the facts. I have
concealed the names of places, and given persons fictitious names. I
had no motive for secrecy on my own account, but I deemed it kind
apd considerate towards others to pursue this course.
~ I wish I ':'Vere more competent to the task I have undertakel~But I
....,
,i...,
trust my readers will excuse deficiencies in consideration of Clrcum . f).:. ~'
~
stances. I was bom and reared in Slavery; and I remained in a Slave
State twenty-seven years. Since I have been at the North, it has been
necessary for me to work diligently for my own support, and the
education of my children. This has not left me much leisure to make
up for the loss of early opportun.i.ties to improve myself; and it has
compelled me to write these pages at irregular intervals, whenever I
could snatch an hour from household duties. 1
When I first arrived in Philadelphia, Bishop Paine 2 advised me to
publish a sketch of my life, but I told him I was altogether incompe
tent to such an undertaking. Though I have improved my mind
somewhat since that time, I still remain of the same opinion; but I
trust my motives will excuse what might otherwise seem presump
tuous. I have not written n:r, experiences in order to attract attention
to myself; on the contrary,eswould have be more pleasant to me
to have been silent about my own history.3 Neither do I care to
\'
llf
excite sympathy for my own sufferings. But do earnestly desire to
v..l
I~
arouse the w omen of the North to a realizing sense oft.liecondltl_Qn
-.\..
of two ~ons_<?.L'?I.om~}l~uh~_$o~th,~ill-i;;'-~~nd~ge, sL~f(ering
what I suffered, and most of them far worse. I want to add my

f

1
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,.tI
testimony to that of abler pens to convince the people of the Free
States what Slavery really is. Only by experience can anyone realize
how deep, and dark, and foul is that pit of abominations. 4 May the
blessing of God rest on this imperfect effort in behalf of my perse
cuted people!
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of the followin utobio [
personally known to
me, and her conversation an manners' pire me with confidence. 1
During the last seventeen ye
e as lived the greater part of the
time with a distinguished family in New York, and has so deported
herself as to be highly esteemed by them. This fact is sufficient,
without further credentials of her character. I believe those who
know her will not be di~se~o doubt her veracity, though some
incidents in her story arbor romantic)an fiction.t-'
At her request, I have revised er manuscript; but sGch changes as
I have made have been mainly for purposes of condensation and
orderly arrangement. I have not added any thing to the incidents, or
changed the import of her very pertinent remarks. With trifling
exceptions, both the ideas and the language are her own. I pruned
excrescences a little, but otherwise I had no reason for changing her
lively and dramatic way of telling her own story.2 The names of
both persons and places are known to me; but for good reasons I
suppress them.
D t will naturally excite surprise that a woman reared in Slavery
should be able to write so well. But circumstances will explain this. i
In the first place, nature endowed her with quick perceptions. Sec
ondly, the mistress, with whom she lived till she was twelve years
old, was a kind, considerate friend, who taught her to read and spell.
[Thirdly, she was placed in favorable circumstances after she came to
the North; having frequent intercourse with intelligent persons, who
felt a friendly interest in her welfare, and were disposed to give her
opportunities for self-improvemenf]
I am well aware that many will accuse me of indecorum for pre
senting these pages to the public; for the experiences of this intelli
S;E AUTHOR
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gent and much-injured woman belong to a class which some call
delicate subjects, and others indelicate. This peculiar phase of Slavery
has generally been kept veiled; but the public ought to be made
acquainted with its monstrous features, and I willingly take the re
sponsibility of presenting them with the veil withdrawn. I do this for
1\ the sake of my ;i,sters ~ bonda~e. who ar~fferm.g ",:!,~.g~_ S9 foul,
~ I that our ears ar~~-at€-t~.!.o themJ do It WIth the hope of
arousing conscientious arid 'reflecting women at the North to a sense
of their duty in the exertion of moral influence on the question of
Slav~ry, on all possible occasions. I do it with the hope that every
( man 'w ho reads this narrative will swear solemnly before God that,
so far as he has power to prevent it, no fugitive from Slavery shall
ever be sent back to suffer in that loathsome den of corruption and
cruelty.
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born a slave; but I never knew it till six years of happy
Jiildhood had passed away. My father was a carpenter, and consid
ered so intelligent and skilful in his trade, that, when buildings out of
the common line were to be erected, he was sent for from long
distances, to be head workman. 1 On condition of paying his mistress I U{~ ;)
two hundred dollars a year, and supporting himself, he was allowed
"fl MC
to work at his trade, and manage his own affairs. His strongest wish
was to purchase his children; but, though he several times offered hi~_
.... .\
hard earnings for that purpose, he never succeeded.\rn complexion VI V,) '.'/ . '
my parents were a light shade of brownish yellow, aka were termed \.~ I .
mUlatto"§] They lived together in a ~omfortable ho~;. and, though "
we were all slaves, I was so f~IlQly"~..hielded_ lhat Ll1ever. ..dLe_~!!l~QJ.
was a piece _Q[Jneicli;mais~-trusted to them for saf~J<~~pi~g,...E,nd
-liable to·bc"de-manaea "·6Tl:liem· arari~~rhad one brother,
William, who was· two years y~unger than myself-a bright, affec
tionate child. 2 I had also a great treasure in my maternal grand
mother, who was a remarkable woman in many respects. 3 She was
the daughter of a planter in South Carolina, who, at his death, left
her mother and his three children free, with money to go to St.
Augustine, where they had relatives. It was during the Revolution
ary War; and they were captured on their passage, carried back, and
sold to different purchasers.4 Such was the story my grandmother
used to tell me; but I do not remember all the particulars. She was a
little girl when she was captured and sold to the keeper of a large
hotel. 5 I have often heard her tell how hard she fared during child
hood. But as she grew older she evinced so much intelligepce, .and
was sofa] I1fi.il:-tfi:itnermaster and nllstress could~not help seeing it
was for the~rjnterest to take care of such a valuable piece of property.
WAS

~

\,
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She became an indispensable personage in the household, offICiating
in all capacities, from cook and wet nurse to seamstress. She was
much praised for her cooking; and her nice crackers became so fa
mous in the neighborhood that many people were desirous of ob
taining them. In consequence of numerous requests of this kind, she
asked permission of her mistress to bake crackers at night, after all
the household work was done; and she obtained leave to do it,
provided she would clothe herself and her children from the profits.
Upon these terms, after working hard all day for her mistress, she
began her midnight bakings, assisted by her two oldest children. 6
The business proved prQ.fuable; and each year she laicL by a little,
which was saved for a ,fund. to purchase her childr~:.J-!er master
died, and the property was divided among his heirs. The widow had
her dower in the hotel, which she continued to keep open. My
grandmother remained in her service as a slave; but her children were
divided among her master's children. As she had five, Benjamin, the
youngest one, was sold, in order that each heir might have an equal
portion of dollars and cents .7 There was so little difference in our
ages that he seemed !pore like my _~rother than my uncle. He was a
bright, handsome lad: nearly white; 'for he inherited the complexion
\ my grandIllQtb~J.h~d derIved from Angl?-:Saxon ancestors. Though
-only ten years old, s-e\'en hundred and twenty dollars were paid for
him. His sale was a terrible blow to my grandmother; but she was
naturally hopeful, and she went to work with renewed energy, trust
ing in time to be able to purchase some of her children. She had laid
up three hundred dollars, which her mistress one day begged as a
loan, promising to pay her soon. The reader probably knows th~t no
promise or writing given to a slave is Ieganyl)mCiU1g;r~rdi.Ilg
to Southern law2 , a ' sl~~2. t;§j property, ca~_hold nop~.<?p_er~y:
When my grandmother lent her hard earnings to her mistress, she
trusted solely to her honor. The honor of a slaveholder to a slave!
To this good grandmother I was indebted for many comforts. My
brother Willie and I often received portions of the crackers, cakes,
and preserves, she made to sell; and after we ceased to be children we
were indebted to her for many more important services.
Such were the unusually fortunate circumstances of m:y early
childhood. When. I was six years old, my mother died;8 and then, for
the first time, I learned, by the talk around me, that I was a slave.
My mother's mistress was the daughter of my grandmother's mis
tress. She was the foster sister of my mother; they were both nour

ished at my grandmother's breast. In fact, my mother had been
weaned at three months old, that the babe of the mistress might
obtain sufftcient food. They played together as children; and, when
they became women, my mother was a most faithful servant to her
whiter foster sister. On her death-bed her mistress promised that her
children should never suffer for any thing; and during her lifetime
she kept her word. They all spoke kindly of my dead mother, who ~~
had been a slave merely in name,Q.ut1!t_ n. ature was noble ~!ld ~~QJll- ( I ' '1\
a!y"y" I grieved for her, and my young mind was troubled with the .~
thoUght who would now take care of me and my little brother. I was
told that my home was now to be with her mistress; and I found it a
happy one. No toilsome or disagreeable duties were imposed upon
me. My mistress was so kind to me that I was always glad to do her
bidding, and proud to labor for her as much as my young years
would permit. I would sit by her side for hours, sewing diligently,
with a heart as free from care as that of any free-born white child.
When she thought I was tired, she would send me out to run and
jump; and away I bounded, to gather berries or flowers to decorate
her room. Those were happy days-too happy to last. The slave
child had no thought for the morrow; but there came that blight,
which too surely waits on every human being born to be a chatteL
When I was nearly twelve years old, my kind mistress sickened
and died. 9 As I saw the cheek grow paler, and the eye more glassy,
how earnestly I prayed in my heart that she might live! I loved her;
for she had been almost like a mother to me. My prayers were not
answered. She died, and they buried her in the little churchyard,
where, day after day, my tears fell upon her grave.
I was sent to spend a week with my grandmother. 10 I was now old
enough to begin to think of the future; and again and again I asked
myself what they would do with me. I felt sure I should never fmd
another mistress so kind as the one who was gone. She had promised
my dying mother that her children should never suffer for any thing;
and when I remembered that, and recalled her many proofs of at
tachment to me, I could not help having some hopes that she had left
me free. My friends were almost certain it would be so. They
thought she would be sure to do it, on account of my mother's love
and faithful service. But, alas! we all know that the memory of a
faithful slave does not avail much to save her children from the
auction block.
After a brief period of suspense, the will of my mistress was read,

~
and we learned that she had bequeathed me to her sister's daughter, a
child of fIve years old. 11 So vanished our hopes. My mistress had
taught me the precepts of God's Word: "Thou shalt love thy neigh
bor as thyself. "12 "Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto
you, do ye even so unto them. "13 But I was her slave, and I suppose
she did not recognize me as her neighbor. I would give much to blot
out from my memory that one great wrong. As a child, I loved my
mistress; and, looking back on the happy days I spent with her, I try
to think with less bitterness of this act of ~ustice. While I was with
\\her, she taught me to read ami spell; and for tlus privilege, which so
rarely falls to the lot of a slave, I bless her memory.
She possessed but few slaves; and at her death those were all
distributed among her relatives. Five of them were my grand
mother's children, and had shared the same nlilk that nourished her
14
mother's children. Notwithstanding my grandmother's long and
faithful service to heL _9wners, not one of her children escaped the
auction block. Thest\ God-breathing machine0 re no more, in the
sight of their masters,'-than the cotton they plan't, or the horses they
tend.
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The New Master and Mistress

G;J

DR. FW-rT physician in the neighborhood, had married the siste~f
my nlistress, and I was no,\the property of their little daughter. \ It
was not without murmurin.1:trhat I prepared for my new home; and
what added to my unhappiness, was the fact that my brother Wil
liam was purchased by the same family . 2 My father, by his nature, as
well as by the habit of transacting business as a skilful mechanic, had
more of the feelings of a freeman than is common among slaves. My
brother was a spirited boy; and being brought up under such in
fluences, he early detested the name of master and nustress. One day,
when his father and his mistress had happened to call him at the same
time, he hesitated between the two; being perplexed to know which
had the strongest claim upon his obedience. He fmally concluded to
go to his nlistress. When my father reproved him for it, he said,
"You both called me, and I didn't know which I ought to go to
fmt. "
"You are my child," replied our father, "and when I call you, you
should come immediately, if you have to pass through fIre and
u}i\\\~
water. ,,3
Poor Willie! He was now to learn his fmt lesson of obedience to a
master. Grandmother tried to cheer us with hopeful words, and they
found an echo in the credulous hearts of youth.
When we entered our new home we encountered cold looks, cold
words, and cold treatment. We were glad when the night came. On
my narrow bed I moaned and wept, I felt so desolate and alone.
I had been there nearly a year, when a dear little friend of mine was
buried. I heard her mother sob, as the clods fell on the coffin of her
only child, and I turned away from the grave, feeling thankful that I
still had something left to love. I met my grandmother, who said,

\1

\

I'

of the north? Why do your tongues falter in maintenance of the
right? Would that I had more ability! But my heart is so full, and m y
pen is so weak! There are noble men and women who plead for us,
striving to help those who cannot help themselves. God bless them!
God give them strength and courage to go 0!,1! God bless those,
every where, who are laboring to advance th~use of humanitx;LJ
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The Jealous Mistress
I

\ ~.\ I

WOULD

ten thousand times rather that my children should be the

~~~~~s~arv~E~~J~,e.rs"of !E~ra~J!lan fo-b~-t11e mostJ~~_~red~E.10ng,_, I~(: ! , t-J~
the slaves of America. I I would rather drudge out my life on a cotton
planfatlon,'-illfthe grave opened to give me rest, than to live with an
unprincipled master and a jealous mistress. The felon's home in a
penitentiary is preferable. He may repent, and turn from the error of
his ways, and so fmd peace; but it is not so with a favorite slave. She
is not allowed to have any pride of character. It is deemed a crime in
her to wish to be virt
Mrs. Flint possesse
2 to h~~sband's character:, gefor:e I
was bo~. She might have used this knowledge to counsel and to
screen the young and the innocent a ong hef slaves; but for them
she had no sympathy. The were the ob'ects f her constant suspi
cion and malevolence.
eO' watc e her us and with unceasing
vigilance; but he was well practised in means to evade it. What he
could not fmd opportunity to say in words he manifested in signs.
He invented more than were ever thought of in a deaf and dumb
asylum. I let them pass, as if I did not understand what he meant;
and many were the curses and threats bestowed on me for my
stupidity. One day he ca~ght rp.~_~eaching myself to w~
fro.'-Y~~,~ .~s, ~fJi~~as I]ot ,~~~pleased;_but Isuppo?e he came to the
conclusion that such an accomylishment might help to advance his
tavoriteScliei1ie."'13efore long, notes werL~fte!L~lip~~d inio':my
~and : I'\voiildretUffi ~~hem-,·. s~y!ng, "I can't read t9.~m, sir." "Can't
you?,' )le.r~ed; " then_ I. must read them to yo~ '.:...!I~ always
fmishe~!hu.~aclil1g-by- asking, "Do you understand?" Sometimes he
would complain of the heat of the tea room, and order his supper to
be placed on a small table in the piazza. He would seat himself there
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with a well-satisfied smile, and tell me to stand by and brush away
the flies, He would eat very slowly, pausing between the mouthfuls.
These intervals were employed in describing the happiness I was so
foolishly throwing away, and in threatening me with the penalty
that finally awaited my stubborn disobedience. He boasted much of
the forbearance he had exercised towards me, and reminded me that
there was a limit to his patience. When I succeeded in avoiding
opportunities for him to talk to me at home, I was ordered to come
to his office, to do some errand. When there, I was obliged to stand
and listen to such language as'he saw fit to address to me. Sometimes
I so openly expressed my contempt for him that he would b~ome
violently enraged,rand I wondered why he did not strike mejCir
cumstanced as he was, he probably thought it was better policy to be
forbearing. But the state of things grew worse and worse daily. In
desperation I told him that I must and would apply to my grand
mother for protection. He threatened me with death, and worse than
death, if I made any complaint to her. Strange to say, I did not
despair. I was naturally of a buoyant disposition, and always I had a
hope of somehow getting out of his clutches. Like many a poor,
simple slave before me, I trusted that some threads ofjoy would yet
be woven into my dark destiny .
I had entered my sixteenth year, and every day it became more
apparent that my presence was intolerable to Mrs. Flint. Angry
words frequently passed between her and her husband. He had never
punished me himself, and he would not allow any body else to
punish me. In that respect, she was never satisfied; but, in her angry
moods, no terms were too vile for her to bestow upon me. Yet I,
whom she detested so bitterly, had far more pity for her than he had,
whose duty it was to make her life happy. I never wronged her, or
wished to wrong her; and one word of kindness from her would
have brought me to her feet.
After repeated quarrels between the doctor and his wife, he an
nounced his intention to take his youngest daughter, then four years
old, to sleep in his apartment. 3 It was necessary that a servant should
sleep in the same room, to be on hand if the child stirred. I was
selected for that office, and informed for what purpose that arrange
ment had been made. By managing to keep within sight of people,
II\as much as POSSible, ~du.ring the day time, I had hitherto succetj~d in
eluding my master, though a razor was often held to my t~~ to
force me to change t 'S" line of policy. At night I slept by the side of
my great aunt, where I felt safe. He was too prudent to come into

her room. She was an old woman, and had been in the family many
years .4 Moreover, as a married man, and a professional man, he
deemed it necessary to save appearances in some degree. But he re
solved to remove the obstacle in the way of his scheme; and he
thought he had planned it so that he should evade suspicion. He was
well aware how much I prized my refuge by the side of myoId aunt,
and he determined to dispossess me of it. The first night the doctor
had the little child in his room alone. The next morning, I was
ordered to take my station as nurse the following night. A kind
Providence interposed in my favor. During the day Mrs. Flint heard
of this new arrangement, and a storm followed. I rejoiced to hear it
rage.
After a while my mistress sent for me to come to her room. Her
first question was, "Did you know you were to sleep in the doctor's
room?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Who told you?"
"My master."
"Will you answer truly all the questions I ask?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Tell me, then, as you hope to be forgiven, are you innocent of
what I have accused you?"
____.,
"I am."
M~'
She handed me a Bible, and said, "Lay your hand on your heart, :"
kiss this holy book, and swear before God that you tell me the
truth."
',;
I took the oath she required, and I did it with a clear conscience.
"You have taken God's holy word to testify your innocence," said
she. "If you have deceived me, beware! Now take this stool, sit
down, look me directly in the face, and tell me all that has passed _.J.
between your master and you ."
I did as she ordered. As I went on with my account her color
changed frequently, she wept, and sometimes groaned. She spoke in
tones so sad, that I was touched by her grief. The tears came to my
eyes; but I was soon convinced that her emotions arose from anger
and wounded pride. She felt that her marriage vows were dese
crated, her dignity insulted; but she had no compassion for the poor
victim of her husband's perfidy. She pitied herself as a martyr; but
she was incapable of feeling for the condition of shame and misery in
which her unfortunate, helpless slave was placed.
Yet perhaps she had some touch of feeling for me; for when the
'J

trThey are not exceptions to the general rule. I do not say there are no
humane slaveholders. Such characters do exist, notwithstanding the
hardening influences around them. But they are "like angels' visits
few and far between.,,5
I knew a young lady who was one of these rare specimens. She
was an orphan, and inherited as slaves a woman and her six children.
Their father was a free man. They had a comfortable home of their
own, parents and children living together. The mother and eldest
daughter served their mistress during the day, and at night returned
to their dwelling, which was'on the premises. The young lady was
very pious, and there was some reality in her religion. She taught her
slaves to lead pt~re lives, and wished them to enjoy the fruit of their
own industry \ljer religion was D.g! a garb put on for Sunday, and
laid aside till Sunday returned aga~Jrhe eldest daughter of the slave
mother was promised in marriage to a free man; and the day before
the wedding this good mistress emancipated her, in order that her
marriage might have the sanction of law.
Report said that this young lady cherished an unrequited affection
for a man who had resolved to marry for wealth. In the course of
time a rich uncle of hers died . He left six thousand dollars to his two
sons by a colored woman, and the remainder of his property to his
orphan niece. The metal soon attracted the magnet. The lady and her
weighty purse became his. She offered to manumit her slaves
telling them that her marriage might make unexpected changes in
their destiny, and she wished to insure their happiness. They refused
to take their freedom, saying that she had always been their best
friend, and they could not be so happy any where as with her. I was
not surprised. I had often seen them in their comfortable home, and
thought that the whole town did not contain a happier family . They
I II
had never felt slavery; and, when it \vas too late, they were con
vinced of its reality.
When the new master claimed this family as his property, the
father became furious, and went to his mistress for protection. "I can
I \\ do nothing for you now, Harry," said she. "I no longer have the
"
power I had a week ago. I have s.ucceeded in obtaining the freedom
of your wife; but I cannot obtain it for your children." The unhappy
father swore that nobody should take his children from him. He
concealed them in the woods for some days; but they were discov
ered and taken. The father was put in jail, and the two oldest boys
sold to Georgia. One little girl, too young to be of service to her

master, was left with the wretched mother. The other three were
carried to their master's plantation . The eldest soon became a
mother; and, when the slaveholder's wife looked at the babe, she
wept bitterly. She knew that her own husband had violated the
purity she had so carefully inculcated. She had a second child by her
master, and then he sold her and his offspring to his brother. She
bore two children to the brother, and was sold again. The next sister
went crazy. The life she was compelled to lead drove her mad. The ,
third one became the mother of five daughters. Before the birth of
the fourth the pious mistress died. To the last, she rendered every
kindness to the slaves that her unfortunate circumstances permitted.
She passed away peacefully, glad to close her eyes on a life which had
been made so wretched by the man she loved.
This man squandered the fortune he had received, and sought to
retrieve his affairs by a second marriage; but, having retired after a
night of drunken debauch, he was found dead in the morning. He
was called a good master; for he fed and clothed his slaves better than
most masters, and the lash was not heard on his plantation so fre
quently as on many others. Had it not been for slavery, he would
have been a better man, and his wife a happier woman.
No pen can give an adequate description of the all-pervading cor.:"l
ruption produced by slavery. The slave girl is reared in an atmo
sphere of licentiousness and fear. The lash and the foul talk of her
master and his sons are her teachers. When she is fourteen or fifteen, "
her owner, or his sons, or the overseer, or perhaps all of them, begin
to bribe her with presents. If these fail to accomplish their purpose~
she is whipped or starved into submission to their will. She may
have had religious principles inculcated by some pious mother or
grandmother, or some good mistress; she may have a lover, whose
good opinion and peace of mind are dear to her heart; or the profli
gate~n who have power over ht;r may be exceedingly odious to
her. ~But resistance is hofeless. ]

----

i

"The poor worm
Shall prove her contest vain. Life's little da y
Shall pass, and she is gone!"6

The slaveholder's sons are, of course, vitiated, even while boys, by
the unclean influences every where around them. Nor do the mas
ter's daughters always escape. Severe retributions sometimes come
upon him for the wrongs he does to the daughters of the slaves . The
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white daughters early hear their parents quarreling about some fe
male slave. Their curiosity is excited, and they soon learn the cause.
They are attended by the young slave girls whom their father has
corrupted; and they hear such talk as should never meet youthful
ears, or any other ears. They know that the women slaves are subject
to their father's authority in all things; and in some cases they exer
cise the same authority over the men slaves. 1 have myself seen the
master of such a household whose head was bowed down in shame;
for it was known in the neighborhood that his daughter had selected
one of the meanest slaves on' his plantation to be the father of his first
grandchild. She did not make her advances to her equals, nor even
to her fa~er's more intelligent servants. She selected the most
J\brutalized, over whom her authority could be exercised with less fear
of exposure Her father, half frantic with rage, sought to revenge
himself on the offending black man; but his daughter, foreseeing the
storm that would arise, had given him free papers, and sent him out
of the state.
In such cases the infant is smothered, or sent where it is never seen
by any who know its history. But if the white parent is the father,
instead of the mother, the offspring are unblushingly reared for the
market. If they are girls, I have indicated plainly enough what will be
their inevitable des tin y.
You may believe what I say; for I write only that whereofI know.
was twenty-one years in that cage of obscene birds. 7 I can testify,
"Om my own experience and observation, that slavery is a curse to
le whites as well as to the blacks. It makes the white fathers cruel
1d sensual; the sons violent and licentious; it contaminates the
mghters. and makes the wives wretched. And as for the colored
Ice, it needs an abler pen than mine to describe the extremity of
leir sufferings, the depth of their degradation.
Yet few slaveholders seem to be aware of the widespread moral
lin occasioned by this wicked system. Their talk is of blighted
mon crops-not of the blight on their children's souls.
If you want to be fully convinced of the abominations of slavery,
go on a southern plantation, and call yourself a negro trader. Then
there will be no concealment; and you will see and hear things that
will seem to you impossible among human beings with immortal
souls.

X
~'lI\I.r-'

A Perilous Passage
in the Slave GirlJs Life
AFTER my lover went away, Dr. Flint contrived a new plan. He
seemed to have an idea that my fear of my mistress was his greatest
obstacle. In the blandest tones, he told me that he was going to build
a small house for me, in a secluded place, four miles away from the
town. 1 shuddered; but I was constrained to listen, while he talked of
his intention to give me a home of my own, and to make a lady of
me. Hitherto, I had escaped my dreaded fate, by being in the midst
of people. My grandmother had already had high words with my
master about me. She had told him pretty plainly what she thought
of his character, and there was considerable gossip in the neighbor
hood about our affairs, to which the open-mouthed jealousy of Mrs .
Flint contributed not a little. When my master said he was going to
build a house for me, and that he could do it with little trouble and
expense, I was in hopes something would happen to frustrate his
scheme; but I soon heard that the house was actually begun. 1 vowed
before my Maker that I would never enter it. I had rather toil on the
plantation from dawn till dark; I had rather live and die in jail, than
drag on, from day to day , through such a living death. I was deter
mined that the master, whom I so hated and loathed, who had
blighted the prospects of my youth, . and made my life a desert,
should not, after my long struggle with him, succeed at last in
trampling his victim under his feet . I would do any thing, every
thing, for the sake of defeating !Lim. What could I d2L! tho\Jg~nd
thought, till I became desperate, and made ~e into the ab.
And now, reader, I come to a period in my unhappy life, which I
~Oi:iIa glad1yf~ ~oulcl~mem15rance £IllS m e-w1t1i""SOi':'
row and shame. It pains me to tell you of it; put I have p ro mised to
4:ell.y'<5UtFieTruth, m d-Tw ill -do itliOlleSi:ly, let it cost me what it
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may. I will not try to screen myself behlnd the plea of compulsion
from a master; for it was not so. Neither can I plead ignorance or
thoughtlessness. For years, my master had done hls utmost to pol
lute my mind with foul images, and to destroy the pure principles
inculcated by my grandmother, and the good mistress of my child
hood. The influences of slavery had had the same effect on me that
they had on other young girls; they had made me prematurely
knowing, concerning the evil ways of the world. I knew what I did,
and I did it with deliberate calculation,
. .-~, vye ha~py Wornell,. Whose~has been sheltered from
childhood, who have been free to choose t e objects of your affec
tion, whose homes are protected by law, do not judge the poor
desolate slave girl too severely! If slavery had been abolished, I, also ,
could have married the man of my choice; I could have had a home
. d~)LJ:he laws; and I should have been spared the painful task
o confessing hat I am now about to relate; but all my prospects
ha . een
g ted by slavery. I wanted to keep myself pure; and,
under the most adverse circumstances, I tried hard to preserve my
self-respect; but I was struggling alone in the powerful grasp of the
demon Slavery; and the monster proved too strong for me. I felt as if
I was forsaken by God and man; as if all my efforts must be frus
trated; and I became reckless in my despair.
I have told you that Dr. Flint's persecutions and hls wife's jealousy
had given rise to some gossip in the neighborhood. Among others, it
chanced that a white unmarried gentleman had obtained some
knowledge of the circumstances in which I was placed, I He knew
my grandmother, and often spoke ~o me in the street. He became
interested for me, and asked questions about my master, whlch I
answered in part. He expressed a great deal of sympathy, and a wish
to aid me. He constantly sought opportunities to see me, and wrote
to me frequently . I was a poor slave girl, only fifteen years old.
So much attention from a superior person was, of course, flatter
ing; for human nature is the same in all. I also felt grateful for his
symp athy, and encouraged by his kind words. It seemed to me a
great thing to have such a friend. By degrees, a more tender feeling
crept into my heart. He was an educated and eloquent gel2tleman;
too eloquent, alas, for the poor slave girl who tlte..te:d-in hi~Of
course I saw whither all this was tending. Lknew t impassable
.=
between m, bUI to be 'n obj,ct of
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married, and who is not her master, is agreeable to the pride and
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feelings O,f a Slave. " if he.' r miserable situation h,as left her ,any pride or
sentiment. It seems les~. ~~grading to give one's selC than to sub.wit
\
\ \
to compulslOn. ~ is something akin to freedominliaving a lover
~lictFia-~no co~~l over you, excepttnarwrucllne gainsby'Kllidness- - \ ~
and a~~ A master may treat you as rudely as he pleases, and
.,
you dare not speak; moreover, the wrong does not seem so great
with an unmarried man, as with one who has a wife to be made
ll :0 r~" _" " ' " "
unhappy.
ere may be sophlstry in all thls; but the condition f
s ve confuses all pnnclp es ot mor 'ty , and, in fact r
e 1\ f.\
-Practice of them ImpOSSI e.
~.
When I found that my master had actually begun to build the
lonely cottage, other feelings mixed with those I have described.
Revenge, and calculations of interest, were added to flattered vanity
and sincere gratitude for kindness . I knew nothing would enrage
Dr. Flint so much as to know that Lfaxo;:ed .. ailother;....ar.ld . it. ~vas
s; methlng to triump~er .my tyran,t _ev~r.0I1 that small. way. I
- tfiough f.~~ revenge hlmself by selling me, and I was sure my
friend,(Mr. Sand~.,)would buy me. He was a man of more generosity
12.•
and feeling-tha~ my master, and I thought my freedom could be
;;'1'411.
easily obtained from him. The crisis of my fate now came so near
that I was desperate. I shuddered to think of being the mother of
chlldren that should be owned by m y oid tyrant. I knew that as soon
as a new fancy took him, hls victims were sold far off to get rid of
them; especially if they had children, I had seen several women sold,
with hls babies at the breast. He never allowed his offspring by slaves
to remain long in sight of himself and hls wife. Of a man who was
not my master I could ask to have my children well supported; and
in this case, I felt confIdent I should obtain the boon. I also felt quite
sure that they would be made free . With all these thoughts revolving
in my mind, and seeing no other way of escaping the doom)
much dreaded, I made a headlong plunge. Pity me, and pardon 1
o virtuous reader! You never knew what it is to be a slave; to
entirely unprotected by law or custom; to have the lavvs reduce )
to the condition of a chattel, entirely subject to the will of anot1:
You never exhausted your ingenuity in avoiding the snares, <
eluding the power of a hated tyrant; you never shuddered at
sound of hls footsteps, and trembled withln hearing of his voice
know I did wrong. No one can feel it more sensibly than I do. 1
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painful and humiliating memory will haunt me to my dying day.
I Still, in looking back, calmly , on the events of my life, 1 feel that the
t slave woman ought not to be judged by the same standard as others.
The months passed on. 1 had many unhappy hours. 1 secretly
mourned over the sorrow I was bringing on my grandmother, who
had so tried to shield me from harm. I knew that 1 was the greatest
comfort of her old age, and that it was a source of pride to her that I
had not degraded myself, like most of the slaves. I wanted to confess
to her that I was no longer worthy of her love; but I could not utter
the dreaded words.
As for Dr. Flint, 1 had a feeling of satisfaction and triumph in the
,J \I thought of telling him. From time to time he told me of his intended
arrangements, and I was silent. At last, he came and told me the cot
tage was completed, and ordered me to go to it. I told him I would
never enter it. He said, "I have heard enough of such talk as that.
You shall go, if you are carried by force; and you shall remain there."
I replied, "I will never go there. In a few months I shall be a
mother. "
He stood and looked at me in dumb amazement, and left the
house without a word. I thought I should be happy in my triumph
over him . But now that the truth was out, and my relatives would
hear of it, I felt wretched. Humble as were their circumstances, they
had pride in my good character. Now, how could 1 look them in the
face? My self-respect was gone! I had resolved that I would be virtu
\ . ous, though I was a slave. I had said, "Let the storm beat! I will brave
\ it till I di~." And nQw, .howh~ted 1 felt!
... __~~./~
I \Vern to my grandmother.\...~y lips moved to make \;,onfessionJ
but the words stuck in my throat~I sat down in the shade of" a tree at
her door and began to sew . I thiilk she saw something unusual ,"vas
the matter with me. The mother of slaves is very watchful. She
knows there is no security for her children. After they have entered
their teens she lives in daily expectation of trouble. This leads to
many questions. If the girl is of a sensitive nature, timidity keeps her
from answering truthfully, and this well-meant course has a tco
dency to drive her from maternal counsels . Presently, in came my
mistress, like a mad woman , and accused me concerning her hus
band. My grandmother, whose suspicions had been previollsly
awakened, believed what she said. She exclaimed, "0 Linda! has it
~ come to tills? I had rather see you dead than to see you as you now
\
\,
• j
are. You are a disgrace to your dead mother." She tore from my
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fingers my mother's wedding ring and her silver thimble. "Go
,<l~Y!" she exclaimed, "and never come to my house, again. ""'Her

to

reproachesfensOTiciTTn(lheavy-;-thaCtlieyT~ft me nochance
answer:-Bltter"'tears-;5Uclr-as-t1fe eYesnevcr shed but once, were my
-only ·answer. 1 rose from my seat, but fell back again , sobbing. She
did not speak to me; but the tears were running down her furrowed
cheeks, and they scorched me like fire . She had always been so kind
to me! So kind! How I longed to throw myself at her feet, and tell
her all the truth! But she had ordered me to go, and never to come
there again. After a few minutes, I mustered strength, and started to
obey her. With what feelings did I now close that little gate, which I
used to open with such an eager hand in my childhood! It closed
upon me with a sound 1 never heard before.
Where could 1 go? I was afraid to return to my master's. I walked
on recklessly, not caring where I went, or what would become of
me. When 1 had gone four or five miles, fatigue compelled me to
stop. I sat down on the stump of an old tree. The stars were shining
through the boughs above me. How they mocked me, with their
bright, calm light! The hours passed by, and as I sat there alone a
chilliness and deadly sickness came over me. I sank on the ground.
My mind was full of horrid thoughts. 1 prayed to die; but the prayer
was not answered. At last, with great effort 1 roused myself, and
walked some distance further, to the house of a woman who had
been a friend of my mother. When I told her why I was there, she
spoke soothingly to me; but I could not be comforted. I thought I
could bear my shame if I could only be reconciled to my grand
mother. I longed to open my heart to her. 1 thought if she could
know the real state of the case, and all 1 had been bearing for years,
she would perhaps judge me less harshly. My friend advised me to
send for her. 1 did so; but days of agonizing suspense passed before
she came. Had she utterly forsaken me? No. She came at last. 1 knelt
before her, and told her the things that had poisoned my life; how
long I had been persecuted; that 1 saw no way of escape; and in an
hour of extremity I had become desperate. She listened in silence. I
told her 1 would bear any thing and do any thing , if in time I had
hopes of obtaining her forgiveness . I begged of her to pity me, for
my dead mother's sake. And she did pity me. She did not say, "I
forgive you;" but she looked at me lovingly, with her eyes full of
tears. She laid her old hand gently on my head, and murmured,
"Poor child! Poor child!"
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The\Lodphole
____
---.l'of Retreae
A SMALL shed had been added to my grandmother's house years ago.
Some boards were laid across the joists at the top, and between these
~\
boards and the roof was a very small garret, never occupied by any
thing but rats and mice. It was a pent roof, covered with nothing but
shingles, according to the southern custom for such buildings. The
garret was only nine feet long and seven \vide. The highest part was
three feet high, and sloped down abruptly to the loose board floor.
There was no admission for either light or air. My uncle Phillip,
-I ( who 'v s asarpente' had very skilfully made a concealed trap-door,
which com~unicated with the storeroom. He had been doing this
while I was waiting 111 the swamp. The storeroom opened upon a
piazza. To this hole I was conveyed as soon as I entered the house.
The air was stifling; the darkness total. A bed had been spread on the
floor. I could sleep quite comfortably on one side; but the slope was
so sudden that I could not turn on the other without hitting the
roof. 2 The rats and mice ran over my bed; but I was weary, and I
slept such sleep as the wretched may, when a tempest has passed
over them. Morning came. I knew it only by the noises I heard; for
in my small den day and night were all the same. I suffered for air
even more than for light. But I was not comfortless. I heard the
voices of my children. There ,vas joy and there was sadness in the
sound. It made my tears flow. How I longed to speak to theJ!1! I was
eager to look on their faces; but there was no hole, no crack, through
which I could peep. This continued darkness was oppressive. It
seemed horrible to sit or lie in a cramped position day after day,
without one gleam of light. Yet I would have chosen this, rather
\~\ than my lot as a slave, though white people considered it an easy
one; and it was so compared with the fate of others. I was never
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cruelly over-worked; I was never lacerated with the whip from head
to foot; I was never so beaten and bruised that I could not turn from
one side to the other; I never had my heel-strings cut to prevent my
running away; I was never chained to a log and forced to drag it
about, while I toiled in the fields from morning till night; I was never
branded with hot iron, or torn by bloodhounds. On the contrary, I
had always been kindly treated, and tenderly cared for, until I came
into the hands of Dr. Flint. I had never wished for freedom till then.
But though my life in slavery was comparatively devoid of hard- \i \
ships, God pity the woman who is compelled to lead such a life!
\
My food was passed up to me through the trap-door my uncle had
contrived; and my grandmother, my uncle Phillip, and aunt Nancy
would seize such opportunities as they could, to mount up there and
chat with me at the opening. But of course this was not safe in the
daytime. It must all be done in darkness. It was impossible for me to
move in an erect position, but I crawled about my den for exercise.
One day I hit my head against something, and found it was a gimlet.
\)
My uncle had left it sticking there when he made the trap-door. I
~/
was as rejoiced as Robinson Crusoe could have been at fmding such a
treasure. It put a lucky thought into my head. I said to myself,
"Now I will have some light. Now I will see my children." I did not
dare to begin my work during the daytime, for fear of attracting
attention. But I groped round; and having found the side next the
street, where I could frequently see my children, I stuck the gimlet in
and waited for everung. I bored three rows of holes, one above
another; then I bored out the interstices between. I thus succeeded in
making one hole about an inch long and an inch broad. I sat by it till
late into the night, to enjoy the little whiff of air that floated in. In the
morning I watched for my children. The first person I saw in the
street was Dr. Flint. 3 I had a shuddering, superstitious feeling that it
was a bad omen. Several familiar faces passed by. At last I heard the
merry laugh of children, and presently two sweet little faces were
looking up at me, as though they knew I was there, and were
conscious of the joy they imparted. How I longed to tell them I was
there!
My condition was now a little improved. But for weeks I Was
tormented by hundreds of little red insects, fine as a needle's point,
that pierced through my skin, and produced an intolerable burning.
The good grandmother gave me herb teas and cooling medicines,
and fm.ally I got rid of them. The heat of my den was intense, for
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nothing but thin shingles protected me from the scorching summer's
sun. But I had my consolations. Through my peeping-hole I could
watch the children, and when they were near enough, I could hear
their talk. Aunt Nancy brought me all the news she could hear at Dr.
Flint's. From her I learned that the doctor had written to New York
to a colored woman, who had been born and raised in our neighbor
hood, and had breathed his contaminating atmosphere. He offered
her a reward if she could fmd out any thing about me. 1 know not
what was the nature of her reply; but he soon after started for New
York in haste, saying to his family that he had business of impor
tance to transact. 4 I peeped at him as he passed on his way to the
steamboat. It was a satisfaction to have miles of land and water
between us, even for a little while; and it was a still greater satisfac
tion to know that he believed me to be in the Free States. My little
den seemed less dreary than it had done. He returned, as he did from
his former journey to New York, without obtaining any satisfactory
information. When he passed our house next morning, Bermy was
standing at the gate. He had heard them say that he had gone to fmd
me, and he called out, "Dr. Flint, did you bring my mother home? I
want to see her." The doctor stamped his foot at him in a rage, and
exclaimed, "Get out of the way, you little damned rascal! If you
don't, I'll cut off your head."
Bermy ran terrified into the house, saying, "You can't put me in
j ail again. I don't belong to you now." It was well that the wind
carried the words away from the doctor's ear. I told my grand
mother of it, when we had our next conference at the trap-door; and
begged of her not to allow the children to be impertinent to the
irascible old man.
Autumn came, with a pleasant abatement of heat. My eyes had
I become accustomed to the dim light, and by holding my book or
work in a certain position near the aperture I contrived to read and
sew. That was a great relief to the tedious monotony of my life. But
when winter came, the cold penetrated through the thin shingle
roof, and I was dreadfully chilled. The winters there are not so long,
or so severe, as in northern latitudes; but the houses are not built to
shelter from cold, and my little den was peculiarly comfortless. 5 The
kind grandmother brought me bed-clothes and warm drinks. Often
I was obliged to lie in bed all day to keep comfortable; but with all
my precautions, my shoulders and feet were frostbitten. 0, those
long, gloomy days, with no object for my eye to rest upon, and no

thoughts to occupy my mind, except the dreary past and the uncer
tain future! 1 was thankful when there came a day suffIciently mild
for me to wrap myself up and sit at the loophole to watch the passers
by. Southerners have the habit of stopping and talking in the streets,
and 1 heard many conversations not intended to meet my ears. 1
heard slave-hunters planning how to catch some poor fugitive. Sev
eral times 1 heard allusions to Dr. Flint, myself, and the history of
my children, who, perhaps, were playing near the gate. One would
say, "I wouldn't move my little fmger to catch her, as old Flint's
property." Another would say, "I'll catch any nigger for the reward.
A man ought to have what belongs to him, ifhe is a damned brute."
The opinion was often expressed that 1 was in the Free States. Very
rarely did anyone suggest that I might be in the vicinity. Had the
least suspicion rested on my grandmother's house, it would have
been burned to the ground. But it was the last place they thought of.
Yet there was no place, where slavery existed, that could have af
forded me so good a place of concealment.
Dr. Flint and his family repeatedly tried to coax and bribe my
children to tell something they had heard said about me. One day the
doctor took them into a shop, and offered them some bright little
silver pieces and gay handkerchiefs if they would tell where their
mother was. Ellen shrank away from him, and would not speak; but
Benny spoke up, and said, "Dr. Flint, I don't know where my
mother is. I guess she's in New York; and when you go there again,
I wish you'd ask her to come home, for I want to see her; but if you
put her in jail, or tell her you'll cut her head off, I'll tell her to go
right back."
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FOR two years my daughter and I supported ourselves comfortably
in Boston. 1 At the end of that time , my brother William offered to
send Ellen to a boarding school. It required a great effort for me to
consent to part with her, for I had few near ties, and it was her
presence that made my two little rooms seem home-like. But my
judgment prevailed over my selfish feelings. I made preparations for
her departure. During the two years we had lived together I had
often resolved to tell her something about her father; but I had never
been able to muster sufficient courage. I had a shrinking dread of
diminishing my child's love. I knew she must have curiosity on the
subject, but she had never asked a question. She was always very
careful not to say any thing to remind me of my troubles. Now that
she was going from me, I thought if I should die before she returned,
she might hear my story from some one who did not understand the
palliating circumstances; and that if she were entirely ignorant on the
subject, her sensitive nature might receive a rude shock.
When we retired for the night, she said, "Mother, it is very hard to
leave you alone. I am almost sorry I am going, though I do want to
improve myself. But you "vill write to me often; won't you,
_ mother?"
I did not throw my arms round her. I did not ans\>"cr her. But in a
calm, solemn way, for it cost me great effort, I said, "Listen to me,
Ellen; I have something to tell you!" I recounted my early sufferings
in slavery, and told her how nearly they had crushed me. I began to
tell her how they had driven me into a great sin, when she clasped
me in her arms , and exclaimed, "0, don't, mother! Please don't tell
me any more."
I said, "But, my child, I want you to know about your father."

"I know all about it, mother, " she replied; " I am nothing to my
father , and he is nothing to me. All my love is for you. I was with
him five months in Washington, and he never cared for me. He
never spoke to me as he did to his little Fanny. I knew all the time he
was my father, for Fanny's nurse told me so; but she said I must
never tell any body, and I never did. I used to wish he would take
me in his arms and kiss me, as he did Fanny; or that he would
sometimes smile at me, as he did at her. I thought ifhe was my own
father, he ought to love me. I was a little girl then, and didn't know
any better. But now I never think any thing about my father. All
my love is for you." She hugged me closer as she spoke, and I
thanked God that the knowledge I had so much dreaded to impart
had not diminished the affection of my child. I had not the slightest
idea she knew that portion of my history. If I had, I should have
spoken to her long before; for my pent-up feelings had often longed
to pour themselves out to some one I could trust. But I loved the dear
girl better for the delicacy she had manifested towards her unfortu-; ' 0' . .\
nate mother.
._.~ ---~ j )
The next morning, she and her uncle started on their journey to l ~
the village in New York, where she was to be placed at school. 2 It ) U .
seemed as if all the sunshine had gone away . My little room was
dreadfully lonely . I was thankful when a message came from a lady,
accustomed to employ me, requesting me to come and sew in hel
family for several weeks. On my return, I found a letter frorr
brother William, He thought of opening an anti-slavery readinf
room in Rochester, and combining with it the sale of some book:
and stationery; and he wanted me to unite with him. We tried it, bu
it was not successful. 3 We found warm anti-slavery friends there, but
the feeling was not general enough to support such an establishment.
I passed nearly a year in the family of Isaac and Amy Post, pra.f.tical
believers in the Christian doctrine of human brotherhood. '(They
measured a man's worth by his character, not by his completonO ./
The memory of those beloved and honored friends will remain with
me to my latest hour. 4
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money for your freedom has been paid to Mr. Dodge. Come home
to-morrow. I long to see you and my sweet babe."
~ My brain reeled as I read these lines. A gentleman near me said,
"It's true; I have seen the bill of sale." "The bill of sale!" Those
words struck me like a blow. So I was sold at last! A human being
sold in the free city of New York! The bill of sale is on record, and
future generations will learn from it that women were articles of
traffic in New York, late in the nineteeth century of the Christian
religion. It may hereafter prove a useful document to antiquaries,
who are seeking to meast!lre the progress of civilization in the United
States. I well know the value of that bit of paper; but much as I love
freedom, I do not like to look upon it. I am deeply grateful to the
generous friend who procured it, but I despise the miscreant who
demanded payment for what never rightfully belonged to him or
his.
I had objected to having my freedom bought, yet I must confess
that when it was done I felt as if a heavy load had been lifted from
my weary shoulders. When I rode home in the cars I was no lqnger
afraid to unveil my face and look at people as they passed. I should
have been glad to have met Daniel Dodge himself; to have had him
seen me and known me, that he might have mourned over the
untoward circumstances which compelled him to sell me for three
hundred dollars .
When I reached home, the arms of m y benefactress were thrown
round me, and our tears mingled. As soon as she could speak, she
said, "0 Linda, I'm 50 glad it's all over! You wrote to me as if YOll
thought you were going to be transferred from one owner to an
other. But I did not buy you for your services. I should have done
•L -1me, if you had been going to sail for California toshould, at least, have the satisfaction of knowing that you
.
ree woman. "
rt was exceedingly full. I remembered how my poor father
.0 buy me, when I was a small child, and how he had been
:cd. I hoped his spirit was rejoicing over me now. I re
i how my good old grandmother had laid up her earnings
lse me in later years, and how often her plans had been
. How that faithful, loving old heart would leap for joy, if
she could look on me and my children now that we were free! My
relatives had been foiled in all their efforts, but God had raised me up
a friend among strangers, who had bestowed on me the precious ,
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long-desired boon. Friend! It is a common word, often lightly used.
Like other good and beautiful things, it may be tarnished by careless
handling; but when I speak of Mrs. Bruce as my friend , the word is
sacred.
My grandmother lived to rejoice in my freedom; but not long
after, a letter came with a black seal. She had gone "where the
wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.,,13
Time passed on, and a paper came to me from the south, contain
ing an obituary notice of my uncle Phillip. 14 It was the only case I
ever knew of such an honor conferred upon a colored person. It was
written by one of his friends , and contained these words: "Now that
death has laid him low, they call him a good man and a useful
citizen; but what are eulogies to the black man, when the world has
faded from his vision? It does not require man's praise to obtain rest
in God's kingdom.,,15 So they called a colored man a citizen! Strange
words to be uttered in that region!16
yeader, my story e~ith free~o~;!10t in the usual way, with
marriage. I and my children are now freel We are as free from the
~of sla~hold~~s--;-~the white people of the north; and
though that, according to my ideas, is not saying a great deal, it is a
I
vast imp'rovement in my condition . The dream of my life is }],ot yet
realized.\!yo not sit with my children in a home of my
still -\.
long for a hearthstone of my own, however humble. I wish it for my
children's sake far more than for my own. But God so orders cir
cumstances as to keep me with my friend Mrs. Bruce. Love, duty,
g~~titude , also bind me to her side. It is a privilege to ser:r e her who \1
pltles my oppressed people, and who has bestowed the mestlmable
boon of freedom on me and my children .
It has been painful to me, in many ways, to recall the dreary years
I passed in bondage. I would gladly forget them if I could . Yet the
retrospection is not altogether without solace; for with those gloomy
recollections come tender memories of my good old grandmother,
like light, fleecy clouds floating over a dark and troubled sea.
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APPENDIX

following statement is from Amy Post, a member of the Society
of Friends in the State of New York, well known and highly re
spected by friends of the poor and the oppressed. As has been already
stated, in the preceding pages, the author of this volume spent some
time under her hospitable roof I

THE

L.M.C.

"The author of this book is my highly-esteemed friend . If its
readers knew her as I know her, they coul~il to be deeply
interested in her story. She was a belove inmate l of our fam:i:ly
nearly the whole of the year 1849. She w mtro ced to us by her
0 had previously related to
affectionate and conscientious brother,
us some of the almost incredible ~ents in his sister's life. I im
mediately became much interes~d 'in Linda; for her appe~.
pre ossessif!S' and her depo~ent indicated remarkabl(~elicacy of
eeling ndl~ty of tho~gijt.
:a--:-t As we became acqua ted, she related to me, from time to time
some of the incidents i4 her bitter experiences as a slave-woman.
Though impelle(L!ly--:~atural cr~ving for ?uman sy~pat~y, ~he
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~o~~~U;:Pn;.1?~-s~·ffe::'~~~~l1n~=~ecounEn~er tna~s

pnvate con 1 enuar conversatlOns. The burden of these
memones lay heavily upon her s~t _...!1atural1y virtuous and
~fineg.. I repeatedly urged her to consent fcnne pu5hcation of her
narrative; for I felt that it would arouse people to a more earnest
work for the disinthralment of millions still remaining in that soulcrushing condition, which was so unendurable to her..~e.u~Qsi
t~~piri~ shrank ft:,om P~.~!iEity., She said, 'You know Wo-m;n can
whisper her cruerw rongs 'iri the ear of a dear friend much easier than
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she can record them for the world to read.' Even in talking with me,
she wept so much, and seemed to sutTer such mental agony , that I
felt her story was too sacred to be drawn from her by inquisitive
questions, and I left her free to tell as much, or as little, as she chose.
Still, 1 urged upon her the duty of publishing her experience, for the
sake of the good it might do; and, at last, she undertook the task.
" Having been a slave so large a portion of her life, she is un
learned; she is obliged to earn her living by her own labor, and she
has worked untiringly to procure education for her children; several
times she has been obliged fo leave her employments, in order to fly
from the man-hunters and woman-hunters of our land; but she
pressed through all these obstacles and overcame them. After the
labors of the day were over, she traced secretly and wearily, by the
midnight lamp, a truthful record of her eventful life.
"This Empire State is a shabby place of refuge for the oppressed;
but here, through anxiety, turmoil, and despair , the freedom of
Linda and her children was finally secured, by the exertions of a
generous friend . She was grateful for the boon; but the idea of
having been bought was always galling to a spirit that could never
acknowledge itself to be a chattel. She wrote to us thus, soon after
the event: 'I thank you for your kind expressions in regard to my
freedom; but the freedom I had before the money was paid was
dearer to me. God gave me that freedom; but man put God's image
in the scales with the paltry sum of three hundred dollars . 1 served
for my liberty as faithfully as Jacob served for Rachel. At the end, he
had large possessions; but 1 was robbed of my victory; I was obliged
to resign my crown, to rid myself of a tyrant.,2
"Her story, as written by herself, cannot fail to interest the reader.
It is a sad illustration of the condition of this country, which boasts of
its civilization, while it sanctions laws and customs which make the
experiences of the present more strange than any fictions of the past.
AMY POST.
"ROCHESTER, N.Y., Oct. 30th, 1859."

"'''''',..

The following testimonial is from a man who is now a highly
respectable colored citizen of Boston.3
L.M .C.

"This narrative contains some incidents so extraordinary, that,
doubtless, many persons, under whose eyes it may chance to fall ,
will be ready to believe that it is colored highly, to serve a special
purpose. But, however it may be regarded by the incredulous, I
know that it is full of living truths. I have been well acquainted with
the author from my boyhood. The circumstances recounted in her
history are perfectly familiar to me. I knew of her treatment from her
master; of the imprisonment of her children; of their sale and re
demption; of her seven years' concealment; and of her subsequent
escape to the North. I am now a resident of Boston, and am a living
witness to the truth of this interesting narrative.
GEORGE W . LOWTHER."

-l
King
Sireet

2.

3

4

5

012345 6
10
GROUND FLOOR PLAN
~
- - - - - - - --'---- - ----------:Feet
3116"-1'-0'
IZZ2I PERiOD I la te 18t
PERro It c. 1816

CE

cent.

~

Iil!I!III PERtQJ III , 1830
iVlolly Homiblow's house: reconstructiotl to scale of eleJlatiol1 artd .f/oor platl

ShOlVit/~

Jacobs's

hidin~

place .

.$....-r2/~- ~/"",..
~/J/~~
~AtIf'~I!'n;

Dr. Norcom's Hate repaying his daughter Jor havirlg sold her "two mulattoe Slaves named Joe & Louisa, the
Children oj woman Harriet," by sllbstitutillg two other childrCl1, August 4, 1837.

~

--

.

.

~

o

I\.a

TH E

ATLJtNTIC ]UONTHLY

TILE

TIlE

A ~IAG.\Z~E OF LlTErL\Tt:r:E. .Un", ,L'I;f) l'nLlTrt:S.

ATLANTIC· J)10NTHLY.

ATLANTIC I\IONTHIJY.
VOL. IX.-FEllitliAIlY, 1 81.;~. -NO. J.[I.

A

.\ )HG ,\Z[';F. (TF

~L\ G_\Z [:-1E

OF

BATTLE IIDI X OF Til E T(El'CBLIC.

LlTEIl .\.'ITI:E, A ItT, A\"I)

rouncs.

M!:-.: .: I:r~·.s 'l.,\{': ~i:1l I h(" ;;hny Qf tilt.· ('o!l1in;!!, r..( ti ll: L(.l:1I :
lIt.: it rr~lllq din~ o u t t tl!' \"itlL1..,1I. - wlwro t~\· J!;e.lIM!J of WF:U) , ;II"', ! ,:.: tr;ro::J
H u bAdt loo!le.ol 1h l.: liHl· r'll li;:],tl /tlt~ r,( Ili .:! t{,rriMA ~\Y iji. ~"'Q I,j :
11 i.'l t r lHb h ru:u-cl,jn~ em.

LITEIUTUllE, AllT, AXD l)OLITICS.

I h.'l""'·F~:· {~n rliril in the l¥:'k h·/i Tt.'i or a t.lIn~Il".~\J I~ jn.:ling c..unp~;.
11,.·y bq· hHil' i".llli ul :!1I n h~L r in L.l.i ~ fl H.n in~."1<:\,.!\, .1n..J J ,1rU rr.o ;

1

\'lJI,U;\IE Yll.

<.::In 1'('."11..1 IIi ... 6 J hkO;:i:". l'J'n'!('u e l' \\

(hl'

Ilim.lUld

Y OL t;~lE

lIlting lJmf'~:

H i.~ \b;,' i, 1l.I.IJ\· I/.jn~

IX

0 (1 .

1 ~J.' \'~ r":ld .:l 'i.('~' g..--..:pd WI ·it ;n Lurlli·h(·1j r (l \\"i of " h~d :
\~ y(: .J 1· ~1 wi dl my f;(}:lt~UU'l,/ I·:'. iIo.) \,. ~h y Utl II' Y gr;V' (' dmll d~al ;
I .t:t I h. : lJ t..: rn, 1:01'"H ;.)f ~'vlLl ':lU ) cruds tba ~'lA!l'lt wit h hi.' hc..),
I ••

SHIl'e

~UlHl!-J

(iw i... mi'lr\:hin:;.

(J.I : '

thl,; rrutn pel tb:1 t , L1U h '~\"'r r l, ll rva ·... ~t i
HI.: i~ ,, 'OiJ<! ntH, the. Jll;..oln.."t y( tm·u ~·rorr. I1 it jll,I,:t'i\'IIl':'I.;" :
Oh, ~ Jlwifr. Ill)" w.m;, fa n.!l3-1'i~~T H im ~ f1..: j:i!iil:wt. my K'\l:
} [•. h,H

( .ITtl.

O ur C OlI U nJ.1rebiug' ou.

.,"'ra,.,

TI CK1'<OF:~ A~D

FLELDS,

l:'jj \\·""' ''I n.'' (;l\ ' ~'; ST~n;T.

L (J:;tJO;S ! Tl:l1;>-'l ,~: ,.I,.~j)
III L;,- .;<.I U: I .

't:.' .

Irt (1 :<: Ur ~ lltt· ()frhe li;j,.,;. e'l ri.. l w~ ;""rn
CI.N
\ Vl III " ~~1""1'~: in ll i." 1.10*'"' \b.'U Iril tr ~fia;lI r t!j y.,u ,1flll m~ ~
...h J ,.~ ,1i loU 10 ItUki~ m\:11 !W::,', Id U.' ,I iI,) ttl nH~ Ih\' n j'n.:.!.',

llOS1'O:\";

cO )I ( ",':';)'.

Il OSTO X;

TICKKOn ...:\.00.' D

,\" ~uC" (iud io) IU 11\:1IID:; iJlJ.

J:1iI~J :.~c..;~tllrq- ~
nH.. I X .

,\"1

«(

FIELDS,

l ~:i \\·.l ~ II:!,>· G T"" :-O ,r.;.I1IU:?,

=--=_._-

_._ t .~"'_· _

(> "'1;'••••. I n

fA 11M ~trtrt

II"MI T" " ~ l ~("";. h

('!;I to r! t;j(

H)

th ' l/'i ·: r.t:: t

T l r r.'V I'lA) " 1lf·!'1 .

,',r ~ t l!.'I.M ; "I-i ' .,

i!'l 1M ( .u ..••

l)~".

lOSIJ OXI r ni:n :-;l:.f: ,\:\n CO.'lII'.4.X Y .
w

I">':::'::\." L XIJ

http: // wwwO .hku.hk/ams tudy/batllehYIllI1. hi III

Battle IIY11111 of the Republic

2.J

Thomas Hovendel1 ,
The Last Moments of John Brown (1884, at the Metropolitan Museum of Art , NYC)

Battle Hymn of the Republic
by Julia Ward Howe
published February 1862, Atlantic Monthly Volume 9, No . 52; page 10.

John Brown's Body
by Anonymous
John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave,
John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave,
John Brown's body lies a-mouldering in the grave ,
But his soul goes marching on .

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord
He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored ;
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword :
His truth is marching on.

(Chorus)
Glory , glory , hallelujah ,
Glory , glory , hallelujah ,
Glory , glory , hallelujah ,
His soul goes marching on .

(Chorus)
Glory, glory, hallelujah,
Glory, glory, hallelujah,
Glory, glory, hallelujah,
His truth goes marching on.

He's gone to be a soldier in the Army of the Lord,
He's gone to be a soldier in the Army of the Lord,
He's gone to be a soldier in the Army of the Lord,
His soul goes marching on .

I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps,
They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps ;
I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps:
His day is marching on.

(Chorus)

(Chorus)

John Brown's
John Brown's
John Brown's
His soul goes

knapsack
knapsack
knapsack
marching

is strapped upon his back ,
is strapped upon his back,
is strapped upon his back ,
on .

(Chorus )
John Brown
John Brown
John Brown
But his soul

I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnished rows of steel:
"As ye deal with my contemners , so with you my grace shall deal ;
Let the Hero, born of woman , crush the serpent with his heel ,
Since God is marching on ."
(Chorus)

died that the slaves might be free,
died that the slaves might be free ,
died that the slaves might be free,
goes marching on .

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat ;
He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment-seat:
Oh , be swill, my soul , to answer Him ! be jub ilant, my feet I
Our God is marching on .

(Chorus)

(Chorus)

The stars above in Heaven now are looking kindly down ,
The stars above in Heaven now are looking kindly down ,
The stars above in Heaven now are looking kindly down ,
On the grave of old John Brown .

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me:
As he died to make men holy , let us die to make men free ,
While God is marching on .

(Chorus)

Julia Ward Howe, 1819-1910
by Laura E. Richards (1850-1943) and Maud Howe Elliott (1854-1948)
Assiste~ by Flore~:~ ~H~,::,e Hall ,(18~~~ ~9,22) Boston and New York Houghton
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Looking back to

The Second Inaugural Address of Abraham Lincoln, 16th President of the United States
Kendall Johnson
Swarthmore College
Figure 1: Abraham Lincoln, 27 February 1860
Photographed by Mat hew Brady. Ne w York Ci(v

Figure 2: Last known photo, 6 March 1865
Photographed by Hellry F Warren on the south halcony
of /he IVhite Ifollse

President Abraham Lincoln's Second Inaugural Address, delivel-ed 4 March 1865
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Fellow Countrymen:
At this second appearing to take the oath of the Presidential office there is less occasion for an extended address than there was at the first. Then a statement
somewhat in detail ofa course to be pursued seemed fitting and proper. Now, at the expiration offour years, during which public declarations have been
constantly called forth on every point and phase of the great con,t est which still absorbs the attention and engrosses the energies of the nation, little that is new
could be presented. The progress of our arms, upon which all else chiefly depends, is as well known to the public as to myself, and it is, I trust, reasonably
satisfactory and encouraging to all. With high hope for the future, no prediction in regard to it is ventured.
On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago all thoughts were anxiously directed to an impending
civil war. All dreaded it, all sought to avert it. While the inaugural address was being delivered from this place,
devoted altogether to saving the Union without war, insurgent agents were in the city seeking to destroy it
without war-seeking to dissolve the Union and divide effects by negotiation. Both parties deprecated war, but
one of them would make war rather than let the nation survive, and the other would accept war rather than let
it perish. And the war came.
One-eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed generally over the Union, but localized
in the southern part of it. These slaves constituted a peculiar and powerful interest. All knew that this interest
was somehow the cause of the war. To strengthen, perpetuate, and extend this interest was the object for which
the insurgents would rend the Union even by war, while the Government claimed no right to do more than to
restrict the territorial enlargement of it. Neither party expected for the war the magnitude or the duration
which it has already attained. Neither anticipated that the cause of the conflict might cease with or even before
the conflict itself should cease. Each looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and
astounding. Both read the same Bible and pray to the same God, and each invokes His aid against the other. It
may seem strange that any men should dare to ask a just God's assistance in wringing their bread from the
sweat of other men's faces, but let us judge not, that we be not judged. The prayers of both could not be
answered. That of neither has been answered fully. The Almighty has His own purposes. 'Woe unto the world
because of offenses; for it must needs be that offenses come, but woe to that man by whom the offense cometh.'
If we shall suppose that American slavery is one of those offenses which, in the providence of God, must needs
come, but which, having continued through His appointed time, He now wills to remove, and that He gives to
both North and South this terrible war as the woe due to those by whom the offense came, shall we discern
therein any departure f.·om those divine attributes which the believers in a living God always asc.-ibe to Him?
Fondly do we hope, fervently do we pray, that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass away. Yet, if God
wills that it continue until all the wealth piled by the bondsman's two hundred and fifty )'ears of unrequited toil
shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall be paid by another drawn with the
sword, as was said three thousand years ago, so still it must be said 'the judgments of the Lord are true and
righteous altogether'.

Figure 3: Lincoln on 5 February 1865,
holding a pencil and eyeglasses
Photographed by Alexander Gardner

With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in; to bind up
the nation's wounds; to care for him who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow, and his orphan-- to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and
lasting peace, among ourselves, and with all nations.
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Frontisp[ece to 1855 edition of Leaves of Grass
Walt
Published [n Brooklyn The author's name does not appear on the title
page; only the picture Identifies him

Whitman. Memoranda During the War (1875)

I shall not easily forget the first time I saw Abraham Lincoln. It must have
been about the 18th or 19th of February. 1861. It was rather a pleasant
spring afternoon, in New York city, as Lincoln arrived there from the West to
stop a few hours and then pass on to Washington. to prepare for his
inauguration. I saw him in Broadway. near the site of the present Post-office.
He had come down, I think, from Canal street, to stop at the Astor House.
the broad spaces, sidewalks. and street in the neighborhood. and for some
distance, were crowded with solid masses of people, many thousands. The
omnibuses and other vehicles had been all turn'ed off, leaving an unusual
hush in that busy part of the city. Presently two or three shabby hack
barouches made their way with some difficulty through the crowd, and drew
up at the Astor House entrance. A tall figure step'd out of the centre of these
barouches. paus'd leisurely on the sidewalk. look'd up at the dark granite
walls and looming architecture of the grand old hotel-- then. after a relieving
stretch of the arms and legs, turn'd round for over a minute to slowly and
good-humoredly scan the appearance of the vast and silent crowds-- and
so, with very moderate pace, and accompanied by a few unknown-looking
persons, ascended the portico steps.

The figure, the look, the gait are distinctly impress'd upon me yet; the
unusual and uncouth height, the dress of complete black, the stovepipe hat
push'd back on the head, the dark-brown complexion, the seam'd and
wrinkled yet canny-looking face, the black, bushy head of hair, the
disproportionately long neck, and the hands held behind as he stood
observing the people. All was comparative and ominous silence. The new
comer look'd with curiosity upon that immense sea of faces, and teh sea of
faces return'd the look with similar curiosity. In both there was a dash of
something almost comical. Yet there was much anxiety in certain quarters.
Cautious persons had fear'd that there would be some outbreak, some
mark'd indignity or insult to the President elect on his passage through the
city, for he possess'd no personal popularity in New York, and not much
L -_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _- - ' political. No such outbreak or insult, however, occurr'd. Only the silence of
the crowd was very significant to those who were accustom'd to the usual
demonstrations of New York in wild, tumultuous hurrahs-- the deafening tumults of welcome, and the thunder-shouts of pack'd
myriads along the whole line of Broadway, receiving Hungarian [Louis) Kossuth or Filibuster [William] Walker. (page 27-8; Applewood
Books; Bedford, Massachusetts)

Aug. 12
I see the President almost every day, as I lh appen to live where he passes to or from his lodgings out of town. He never sleeps at the
White House during the hot season, but has quarters at a healthy location, some three miles north of the city, the Soldier's Home, a
United States military establishment. I saw him this morning about 8 1/2 coming in to business, riding on Vermont avenue, near L
street. The sight is a signficant one, (and different enough from how and were I frist saw him.* [see quotation above]) He always has a
company of twenty-five or thirty cavalry, with sabres drawn, and held upright over their shoulders. The part makes no great show in
uniforms or horses. Mr. Lincoln, on the saddle, generally rides a good-sized easy-going gray horse, is dress'd in plain black,
somewhat rusty and dusty; wears a black stiff hat, and looks about as ordinary in attire, &c., as the commonest man. A Lieutenant,
with yellow straps, rides at his left, and following behind, one by two, come the cavalry men in their yellow-striped jackets. They are
generally going at a slow trot, as that is the pace set them by the One they wait upon. The sabres and accoutrements clank, and the
entirely unornametnal cortege as it trots towards Lafayette square, arouses no sensation, only some curious stranger stops and
gazes. I see very plainly ABRAHAM LINCOLN'S dark brown face, wtih deep cut lines , the eyes, &c., always to me with a deep latent
sadness in the expression. We have got so that we always exchange bows, and very cordial ones.
Sometimes the President goes and comes in an open barouche. The cavalry always accompany him, with drawn sabres. Often I
notice as he goes out evenings-- and sometimes in the morning, whe he returns early-- he turns off and halts at the large handsome
residence of the Secretary of War, on K street, and holds conference there. If in his barouche, I can see from my window he does not
alight, but sits in the vehicle, and Mr. Stanton comes out to attend him. Sometimes one of his sons, a boy of ten or twelve,
accompanies him, riding at his right on a pony.
Earlier in the summer I occasionally saw the President and his wife, toward the latter part of the afternoon, out in a barouche, on a
pleasure ride through the city. Mrs. Lincoln was dress'd in complete black, with a long crape veil. The equipage is of the plainest kind,
only two horses, and they nothing extra. They pass'd me once very close, and I saw the President in the face fully, as they were
moving slow, and his look, though abstracted, happen'd to be directed steadily in my eye. He bow'd and smiled, but far beneath his
smile I noticed well the expression I have alluded to. None of the artists or pictures have caught the deep, though subtle and indirect
expression of this man's face. There is something else there. One of the great pOl trait painters of two or three centuries ago is
needed. (pages 27-29)
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Whitman's Elegy for Lincoln

ZS
Thomas Eak ins , Walt Whitman
(1887 , The Pennsylvania Academy of Fine Arts)

WHEN lilacs last in the door-yard bloom'd ,
And the great star early droop'd in the western sky in tile night,
I mourn'd--and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring .

o ever-returning spring!

trinity sure to me you bring ;
Lilac blooming perennial , and drooping star in the west,
And thought of him I love.

5

2

o powerful , western, fallen star!
o shades of nightl 0 moody, tearful

nightl
the black murk that hides the star l
cruel hands that hold me powerless l 0 'helpless soul of mel
harsh surrounding cloud, that will not free my soul l

o great star disappear'd l 0

o
o

10

3
In the door-yard fronting an old farm-house , near the white-wash'd palings,
Stands the lilac bush, tall-growing , With heart-shaped leaves of rich green ,
With many a pointed blossom , rising , delicate, with the perfume strong I
love,
With every leaf a miracle ... ... and from this bush in the door-yard ,
15
With delicate-color'd blossoms , and heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
Asprig , with its flower , I break .
4

In the swamp , in secluded recesses ,
A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song .

Solitary , the thrush ,
20
The hermit, withdrawn to himself. avoiding the settlements,
Sings by himself a song
Song of the bleeding throat!
Oeath's outlet song of life-(for well, dear brother, I know
If thou wast not gifted to sing, thou would'st surely die.)

25

5
Over the breast of the spring , the land , amid cities,
Amid lanes, and through old woods , (where lately the violets peep'd from
the ground, spotting the gray debris ;)
Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes--passing the endless
grass;
Passing the yellow-spear'd wheat. every grain from its shroud in the
dark-brown fields uprising ;
Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the orchards;
30
Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave,
Night and day journeys a coffin .

6
Coffin that passes through lanes and streets ,
Through day and night. with the great cloud darkening the land,
35
With the pomp of the inloop'd flags , with the cities draped in black,
With the show of the States themselves , as of crape-veil'd women ,
standing,
With processions long and winding , and the flambeaus of the night,
With the countless torches lit--with the silent sea of faces, and the unbared
heads,
With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,
With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and
solemn;
40
With all the mournful voices of the dirges, pour'd around the coffin,
The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs--Where amid these you
journey,
With the tolling, tolling bells perpetual clang ;
Here' coffin that slowly passes ,
45
I give you my sprig of lilac.
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7
(Nor for you. for one, alone ;
Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring
For fresh as the morning--thus would I carol a song for you, 0 sane and sacred death.
Allover bau q u ets of roses.
o death I I cover you over with roses and early lilies;
But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first ,
Copious , I break , I break the sprigs from the bushes;
With loaded arms I come , pouring for you ,
For you , and the coffins ai r of you , 0 death)

50

8

o western orb , sailing the heaven l

55
Now I know what you must have meant , as a month since we walk'd ,
As we walk'd up and down in the dark blue so mystic,
As we walk'd in silence the transparent shadowy night ,
As I saw you had something to tell , as you bent to me night after night,
As you droop'd from the sky low down , as if to my side, (while the other stars alilook'd on ;)
60
As we wander'd together the solemn night, (for something , I know not what , kept me from sleep ;)
As the night advanced , and I saw on the rim of the west , ere you went , how full you were of woe ;
As I stood on the rising ground in the breeze, in the cold transparen.t night,
As I watch 'd where you pass'd and was lost in the netherward black of the night,
As my soul , in its trouble , dissatisfied , sank , as where you , sad orb ,
65
Concluded , dropt in the night . and was gone.

9
Sing on , there in the swamp l
and tender l I hear your notes--I hear your call;
I hear--I come presently--I understand you ;
70
But a moment I linger--for the lustrous star has detain'd me;
The star, my departing comrade , holds and detains me.

o singer bashful

10

o how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I loved?
And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul that has gone?
And what shall my perfume be, for the grave of him I love?
75
Sea-winds , blown from east and west ,
Blown from the eastern sea , and blown from the western sea , till there on the prairies meeting :
These, and with these , and the breath of my chant ,
i perfume the grave of him I love .

11

o what shall I hang on the chamber walls ?
And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls ,
To adorn the burial-house of him I love?

80

Pictures of growing spring , and ,f arms , and homes,
With the Fourth-month eve at sundown , and the gray smoke lucid and bright,
With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous , indolent, sinking sun , burning , expanding the air;
85
With the fresh sweet herbage under foot , and the pale green leaves of the trees prol,ific;
In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, with a wind-dapple here and there ;
With ranging hills on the banks , with many a line against the sky, and shadows ;
And the city at hand , with dwellings so dense, and stacks of chimneys ,
And all the scenes of life, and the workshops , and the workmen homeward returning.

12
LOI ,b ody and soul l this land l
90
Mighty Manhattan, with spires , and the sparkling and hurrying tides, and the ships
The varied and ample land--the South and the North in the light--Ohio's shores, and flashing Missouri,
And. ever the far-spreading prairies , cover'd with grass and corn.
LOI the most excellent sun , so calm and haughty ;
95
The violet and purple morn, with just-felt breezes;
The gentle, soft-born , measureless light;
The miracle , spreading , bathing all--the fulfill 'd noon;
The coming eve, delicious--the welcome night , and the stars,
Over my cities shining all , en veloping man and land .

13
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Sing ani sing on, you gray-brown bird l
100
Sing from the swamps, the recesses--pour your chant from the bushes;
Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines.
Sing on, dearest brother--warble your reedy song,
Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe.

o liquid, and free, and tender l
o wild and loose to my soul l 0

105

wondrous singerl
You only I hear ...... yet the star holds me, (but will soon depart;)
Yet the 'lilac, with mastering odor, holds me.

14
Now while I sat in the day, and look'd forth,
In the close of the day, with its light , and the fields of spring , and the farmer preparing his crops,
110
,In the large unconscious scenery of my land , with its lakes and forests ,
In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb'd winds , and the storms ;)
Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing , and the voices of children and women ,
The many-moving sea-tides ,--and I saw the ships how they sail'd,
And the summer approaching with richness , and the fields all busy with labor,
115
And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on , each with its meals and minutia of daily usages;
And the streets . how their throbbings throbb'd , and the cities pent-iol then and there ,
Falling upon them all , and among them all . enveloping me with the rest ,
Appear'd the cloud , appear'd the long black trail;
And I knew Death , its thought , and the sacred knowledge of death .
120
15

Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me,
And the thought of death close-walking the other side of me,
And I in the middle. as with companions , and as holding the hands of companions,
I fled forth to the hiding receiving night , that talks not ,
Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the dimness,
125
To the solemn shadowy cedars, and ghostly pines so still.
And the singer so shy to the rest receiv'd me;
The gray-brown bird I know, receiv'd us comrades three;
And he sang what seem'd the carol of death, and a verse for him I love.
130
From deep secluded recesses,
From the fragrant cedars, and the ghostly pines so still,
Came the carol of the bird.

And the charm of the carol rapt me,
fls I held, as if by their hands, my comrades in the night;
And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird
135

16
Come, lovely and soothing Death,
Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving,
In the day, in the night, to all, to each,
Sooner or later, delicate Death.
140
Prais'd be the fathomless universe,
For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious ,
And for love, sweet love--But praise! praise! praise!
For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding Death.
Dark Mother, always gliding near, with soft feet,
Have none chanted for thee a chant of ful/est welcome?

145

Then I chant it for thee--I glorify thee above al/;
I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfalteringly

Approach, strong Deliveress!
When it is so--when thou hast taken them, I joyously sing the dead,
150
Lost in the loving, floating ocean of thee,
Laved in the flood of thy bliss, 0 Death.

From me to thee glad serenades,
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Dances for thee I propose, saluling thee-adornments and feastings for thee;
And the sights of IIle open landscape, and the high-spread sky, are fitting,
And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night.
155
The night, in silence, under many a star,
The ocean shore, and the husky whispering wave, whose voice I know;
And the soul turning to thee, 0 vast and well-veil'd Death,
And the body gratefully neslling close to thee.
160
Over the tree-tops I float thee a song!
Over the rising and sinking waves-over the myriad fields, and the prairies wide,
Over the dense-pack'd cities all, and the teeming wharves and ways.
I float this carol \!vith joy, with joy to thee, 0 Death l

17
To the tally of my soul,
165
Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird ,
With pure, deliberate notes , spreading , filling the night.
Loud in the pines and cedars dim ,
Clear in the freshness moist, and the swamp-perfume;
And I with my comrades there in the night.
While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed ,
As to long panoramas of visions.

170

18
I saw askant the armies;
And I saw, as in noiseless dreams, hundreds of battle-flags;
Borne through the smoke of the battles, and pierc'd with missiles, I saw them,
And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and bloody;
175
And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs , (and all in silence,)
And the staffs all splinter'd and broken.
I saw battle-corpses , myriads of them ,
And the white skeletons of young men--I saw them ;
I saw the debris and debris of all the dead soldiers of the war;
But I saw they were not as was thought;
They themselves were fully at rest--they suffer'd not;
The living remain'd and suffer'd--the mother suffer'd ,
And the wife and the child , and the musing comrade suffer'd ,
And the armies that remain'd suffer'd
185

180

19
Passing the visions, passing the night;
Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades' hands ;
Passing the song of the hermit bird, and the tallying song of my soul,
(Victorious song, death's outlet song, yet varying, ever-altering song,
As low and wailing , yet clear the notes, rising and falling , flooding the night,
190
Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning , and yet again bursting with joy ,
Covering the earth , and filling the spread of the heaven ,
As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses ,)
Passing , I leave thee, lilac with heart-shaped leaves ;
195
I leave thee there in the door-yard , blooming , returning with spring ,
I cease from my song for thee;
From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, communing with thee,
o comrade lustrous, with silver face in the night.

20
Yet each I keep, and all, retrievements out of the night;
The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird,
200
And the tallying chant, the echo arous'd in my soul,
With the lustrous and drooping star, with the countenance full of woe,
With the lilac tall, and its blossoms of mastering odor;
With the holders holding my hand, nearing the call of the bird ,
Comrades mine, and I in the midst , and their memory ever I keep-for the dead I loved so well ;
For the sweetest , wisest soul of all my days and lands ... and this for his dear sake;
Lilac and star and bird , twined with the chant of my soul ,
There in the fragrant pines , and the cedars dusk and dim .
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