Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, Written by Herself

by Harriet Jacobs

Abridged and with commentary by James Frieden,
TeachWithMovies.com

Harriet Jacobs was born into slavery in approximately
1813 in Edenton, a small town in North Carolina. She
lived for 84 years and died in 1897. Harriet Jacobs’
slave narrative was first published in London in 1861
under the pseudonym “Linda Brent”. She also used
pseudonyms for most of the people who are described
in her book.

Besides being a story of intrigue and adventure,
“Incidents” is a historical document, revealing much
about slavery, the house-servant class of slaves, and
slavery in small communities in the South during the
first half of the 19th century. It was also designed to
stir abolitionist sentiment by demonstrating the evils
of slavery.

INTRODUCTION: Reflecting on seven years in a garret
in which she could not stand upright, Harriet Jacobs
wrote:

It seemed horrible to sit or lie in a cramped position day
after day, without one gleam of light. Yet I would have
chosen this, rather than my lot as a slave, though
white people considered it an easy one; and it was so
compared with the fate of others. I was never cruelly
overworked; I was never lacerated with the whip
from head to foot; I was never so beaten and bruised
that I could not turn from one side to the other; I



never had my heel-strings cut to prevent my running
away; I was never chained to a log and forced to drag
it about, while I toiled in the fields from morning till
night; I was never branded with hot iron, or torn by
bloodhounds. On the contrary, I had always been
kindly treated, and tenderly cared for, until I came
into the hands of Dr. Flint. I had never wished for
freedom till then. But though my life in slavery was
comparatively devoid of hardships, God pity the
woman who is compelled to lead such a life! (Chapter
XXI)

Chapter I - Childhood

I was born a slave, but I never knew it till six years of
happy childhood had passed away. My father was a
carpenter, and considered so intelligent and skilful in
his trade, that, when buildings out of the common line
were to be erected, he was sent for from long
distances, to be head workman. On condition of
paying his mistress two hundred dollars a year, and
supporting himself, he was allowed to work at his
trade, and manage his own affairs. His strongest wish
was to purchase his children; but, though he several
times offered his hard earnings for that purpose, he
never succeeded. In complexion my parents were a
light shade of brownish yellow, and were termed
mulattoes. They lived together in a comfortable home;
and, though we were all slaves, I was so fondly
shielded that I never dreamed I was a piece of
merchandise, trusted to them for safe keeping, and



liable to be demanded of them at any moment. I had
one brother, William, who was two years younger
than myself--a bright, affectionate child. I had also a
great treasure in my maternal grandmother, who was
a remarkable woman in many respects. She was the
daughter of a planter in South Carolina, who, at his
death, left her mother and his three children free,
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with money to go to St. Augustine, where they had
relatives. It was during the Revolutionary War; and
they were captured on their passage, carried back,
and sold to different purchasers. Such was the story
my grandmother used to tell me; but I do not
remember all the particulars. She was a little girl
when she was captured and sold to the keeper of a
large hotel. I have often heard her tell how hard she
fared during childhood. But as she grew older she
evinced so much intelligence, and was so faithful, that
her master and mistress could not help seeing it was
for their interest to take care of such a valuable piece
of property. She became an indispensable personage
in the household, officiating in all capacities, from
cook and wet nurse to seamstress. She was much
praised for her cooking; and her nice crackers
became so famous in the neighborhood that many



people were desirous of obtaining them. In
consequence of numerous requests of this kind, she
asked permission of her mistress to bake crackers at
night, after all the household work was done; and she
obtained leave to do it, provided she would clothe
herself and her children from the profits. Upon these
terms, after working hard all day for her mistress, she
began her midnight bakings, assisted by her two
oldest children. The business proved profitable; and
each year she laid by a little, which was saved for a
fund to purchase her children. Her master died, and
the property was divided among his heirs. The widow
had her dower in the hotel which she continued to
keep open. My grandmother remained in her service
as a slave; but her children were divided among her
master's children. As she had five, Benjamin, the
youngest one, was sold, in order that each heir might
have an equal portion of dollars and cents. There was
so little difference in our ages that he seemed more
like my brother than my uncle. He was a bright,
handsome lad, nearly white; for he inherited the
complexion my grandmother had derived from Anglo-
Saxon ancestors. Though only ten years old, seven
hundred and twenty dollars were paid for him. His
sale was a terrible blow to my grandmother, but she
was naturally hopeful, and she went to work with
renewed energy, trusting in time to be able to
purchase some of her children. She had laid up three
hundred dollars, which her mistress one day begged



as a loan, promising to pay her soon. The reader
probably knows that no promise or writing given to a
slave is legally binding; for, according to Southern
laws, a slave, being property, can hold no property.
When my grandmother lent her hard earnings to her
mistress, she trusted solely to her honor. The honor of
a slaveholder to a slave!

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

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



was noble and womanly. I grieved for her, and my
young mind was troubled with the thought who would
now take care of me and 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 on me. My mistress was so kind
to me that I was always glad to do her bidding, and
proud to labor for her as much as my young years
would permit. I would sit by her side for hours,
sewing diligently, with a heart as free from care as
that of any free-born white child. When she thought I
was tired, she would send me out to run and jump;
and away I bounded, to gather berries or flowers to
decorate her room. Those were happy days--too
happy to last. The slave child had no thought for the
morrow; but there came that blight, which too surely
waits on every human being born to be a chattel.

When I was nearly twelve years old, my kind mistress

sickened and died. As I saw the cheek grow paler, and
the eye more glassy, how earnestly I prayed in my
heart that she might live! I loved her; for she had
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been almost like a mother to me. My prayers were not

answered. She died, and they buried her in the little



churchyard, where, day after day, my tears fell upon
her grave.

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

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



this act of injustice. While I was with her, she taught
me to read and spell; and for this privilege, which so
rarely falls to the lot of a slave, I bless her memory.

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

Chapter II — The New Master and Mistress

The husband of her former mistress’ sister, Dr. Flint,
became “Linda’s” new master. A year later, Linda’s
father died.

Little attention was paid to the slaves' meals in Dr. Flint's
house. If they could catch a bit of food while it was
going, well and good. I gave myself no trouble on that
score, for on my various errands I passed my
grandmother's house, where there was always
something to spare for me. I was frequently
threatened with punishment if I stopped there; and
my grandmother, to avoid detaining me, often stood at
the gate with something for my breakfast or dinner. I
was indebted to her for all my comforts, spiritual or
temporal. It was her labor that supplied my scanty
wardrobe. I have a vivid recollection of the linsey-



woolsey dress given me every winter by Mrs. Flint.
How I hated it! It was one of the badges of slavery.

While my grandmother was thus helping to support me
from her hard earnings, the three hundred dollars she
had lent her mistress were never repaid. When her
mistress died, her son-in-law, Dr. Flint, was appointed
executor. When grandmother applied to him for
payment, he said the estate was insolvent, and the law
prohibited payment. It did not, however, prohibit him
from retaining the silver candelabra, which had been
purchased with that money. I presume they will be
handed down in the family, from generation to
generation.

My grandmother's mistress had always promised her that,
at her death, she should be free; and it was said that
in her will she made good the promise. But when the
estate was settled, Dr. Flint told the faithful old
servant that, under existing circumstances, it was
necessary she should be sold.
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On the appointed day, the customary advertisement was
posted up, proclaiming that there would be a "public
sale of negroes, horses, &c." Dr. Flint called to tell my
grandmother that he was unwilling to wound her
feelings by putting her up at auction, and that he



would prefer to dispose of her at private sale. My
grandmother saw through his hypocrisy; she
understood very well that he was ashamed of the job.
She was a very spirited woman, and if he was base
enough to sell her, when her mistress intended she
should be free, she was determined the public should
know it. She had for a long time supplied many
families with crackers and preserves; consequently,
""Aunt Marthy," as she was called, was generally
known, and every body who knew her respected her
intelligence and good character. Her long and faithful
service in the family was also well known, and the
intention of her mistress to leave her free. When the
day of sale came, she took her place among the
chattels, and at the first call she sprang upon the
auction-block. Many voices called out, '""Shame!
Shame! Who is going to sell you, aunt Marthy? Don't
stand there! That is no place for you." Without saying
a word, she quietly awaited her fate. No one bid for
her. At last, a feeble voice said, "Fifty dollars." It
came from a maiden lady, seventy years old, the sister
of my grandmother's deceased mistress. She had lived
forty years under the same roof with my
grandmother; she knew how faithfully she had served
her owners, and how cruelly she had been defrauded
of her rights; and she resolved to protect her. The
auctioneer waited for a higher bid; but her wishes
were respected; no one bid above her. She could
neither read nor write; and when the bill of sale was



made out, she signed it with a cross. But what
consequence was that, when she had a big heart
overflowing with human kindness? She gave the old
servant her freedom.

At that time, my grandmother was just fifty years old.
Laborious years had passed since then; and now my
brother and I were slaves to the man who had
defrauded her of her money, and tried to defraud her
of her freedom. One of my mother's sisters, called
Aunt Nancy, was also a slave in his family. She was a
kind, good aunt to me; and supplied the place of both
housekeeper and waiting maid to her mistress. She
was, in fact, at the beginning and end of every thing.

Mrs. Flint, like many southern women, was totally
deficient in energy. She had not strength to
superintend her household affairs; but her nerves
were so strong, that she could sit in her easy chair and
see a woman whipped, till the blood trickled from
every stroke of the lash. She was a member of the
church; but partaking of the Lord's supper did not
seem to put her in a Christian frame of mind. If
dinner was not served at the exact time on that
particular Sunday, she would station herself in the
kitchen, and wait till it was dished, and then spit in all
the kettles and pans that had been used for cooking.
She did this to prevent the cook and her children from
eking out their meagre fare with the remains of the
gravy and other scrapings. The slaves could get
nothing to eat except what she chose to give them.



Provisions were weighed out by the pound and ounce,
three times a day. I can assure you she gave them no
chance to eat wheat bread from her flour barrel. She
knew how many biscuits a quart of flour would make,
and exactly what size they ought to be.

Dr. Flint was an epicure. The cook never sent a dinner to
his table without fear and trembling; for if there
happened to be a dish not to his liking, he would
either order her to be whipped, or compel her to eat
every mouthful of it in his presence. The poor, hungry
creature might not have objected to eating it; but she
did object to having her master cram it down her
throat till she choked.

They had a pet dog, that was a nuisance in the house. The
cook was ordered to make some Indian mush for him.
He refused to eat, and when his head was held over it,
the froth flowed from his mouth into the basin. He
died a few minutes after. When Dr. Flint came in, he
said the mush had not been well cooked, and that was
the reason the animal would not eat it. He sent for the
cook, and compelled her to eat it. He thought that the
woman's stomach was stronger than the dog's; but
her sufferings afterwards proved that he was
mistaken. This poor woman endured many cruelties
from her master and mistress; sometimes she was
locked up, away from her nursing baby, for a whole
day and night. . ..
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From others than the master persecution also comes in
such cases. I once saw a young slave girl dying soon
after the birth of a child nearly white. In her agony
she cried out, ""O Lord, come and take me!" Her
mistress stood by, and mocked at her like an incarnate
fiend. " You suffer, do you?' she exclaimed. "I am
glad of it. You deserve it all, and more too."

The girl's mother said, '"The baby is dead, thank God; and
I hope my poor child will soon be in heaven, too."

"Heaven!" retorted the mistress. '""There is no such place
for the like of her and her bastard."

The poor mother turned away, sobbing. Her dying
daughter called her, feebly, and as she bent over her, I
heard her say, "Don't grieve so, mother; God knows
all about it; and HE will have mercy upon me."

Her sufferings, afterwards, became so intense, that her
mistress felt unable to stay; but when she left the
room, the scornful smile was still on her lips. Seven
children called her mother. The poor black woman
had but the one child, whose eyes she saw closing in
death, while she thanked God for taking her away
from the greater bitterness of life.

In Chapters III and IV, Linda describes New Years Day
which is the day that slaves, who are hired out to
work for people other than their masters, are assigned
their positions. Families are often separated on these



occasions. Linda also tells of how her grandmother
had managed “by perseverance and unwearied
industry” to obtain a “snug little home, surrounded
with the necessaries of life” which she would have
liked to share with her children.

There remained [to grandmother] but three children and
two grandchildren, all slaves. Most earnestly did she
strive to make us feel that it was the will of God: that
He had seen fit to place us under such circumstances;
and though it seemed hard, we ought to pray for
contentment. . . . It was a beautiful faith, coming from
a mother who could not call her children her own. But
I, and Benjamin, her youngest boy, condemned it. We
reasoned that it was much more the will of God that
we should be situated as she was. We longed for a
home like hers.

Benjamin ran away, seeking freedom in the North. He was
captured, imprisoned, put into chains, tortured and
finally sold to a slave trader who took him to New
Orleans. There he ran again and this time made it to
the North. In Baltimore, he encountered on the street
his master’s next door neighbor, also a slave owner.
Instead of capturing Benjamin and bringing him
back, the man said, “You had a pretty tough time of
it, and you may go on your way rejoicing for all me.
But I would advise you to get out of this place plaguy
quick, for there are several gentlemen here from our
town.” He described the nearest and safest route to
New York, and added, “I shall be glad to tell your



mother I have seen you. Good bye, Ben.” Ben
marveled that the town he hated contained such a
gem. Later, Ben met his brother in New York who
gave him clothing and money. In the grandmother’s
house, his family rejoiced that Ben had reached
freedom, saying together, “He that is willing to be a
slave, let him be a slave.”

Chapter V — The Trials of Girlhood

During the first years of my service in Dr. Flint's family, I
was accustomed to share some indulgences with the
children of my mistress. Though this seemed to me no
more than right, I was grateful for it, and tried to
merit the Kindness by the faithful discharge of my
duties. But I now entered on my fifteenth year- -- a
sad epoch in the life of a slave girl. My master began
to whisper foul words in my ear. Young as I was, |
could not remain ignorant of their import. I tried to
treat them with indifference or contempt. The
master's age, my extreme youth, and the fear that his
conduct would be reported to my grandmother, made
him bear this treatment for many months. He was a
crafty man, and resorted to many means to
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accomplish his purposes. Sometimes he had stormy,
terrific ways, that made his victims tremble;



sometimes he assumed a gentleness that he thought
must surely subdue. Of the two, I preferred his
stormy moods, although they left me trembling. He
tried his utmost to corrupt the pure principles my
grandmother had instilled. He peopled my young
mind with unclean images, such as only a vile monster
could think of. I turned from him with disgust and
hatred. But he was my master. I was compelled to live
under the same roof with him--where I saw a man
forty years my senior daily violating the most sacred
commandments of nature. He told me I was his
property; that I must be subject to his will in all
things. My soul revolted against the mean tyranny.
But where could I turn for protection? No matter
whether the slave girl be as black as ebony or as fair
as her mistress. In either case, there is no shadow of
law to protect her from insult, from violence, or even
from death; all these are inflicted by fiends who bear
the shape of men. The mistress, who ought to protect
the helpless victim, has no other feelings towards her
but those of jealousy and rage. ...

Even the little child, who is accustomed to wait on her
mistress and her children, will learn, before she is
twelve years old, why it is that her mistress hates such
and such a one among the slaves. Perhaps the child's
own mother is among those hated ones. She listens to
violent outbreaks of jealous passion, and cannot help
understanding what is the cause. She will become
prematurely knowing in evil things. Soon she will



learn to tremble when she hears her master's footfall.
She will be compelled to realize that she is no longer a
child. If God has bestowed beauty upon her, it will
prove her greatest curse. That which commands
admiration in the white woman only hastens the
degradation of the female slave. I know that some are
too much brutalized by slavery to feel the humiliation
of their position; but many slaves feel it most acutely,
and shrink from the memory of it. I cannot tell how
much I suffered in the presence of these wrongs, nor
how I am still pained by the retrospect. My master
met me at every turn, reminding me that I belonged
to him, and swearing by heaven and earth that he
would compel me to submit to him. If I went out for a
breath of fresh air, after a day of unwearied toil, his
footsteps dogged me. If I knelt by my mother's grave,
his dark shadow fell on me even there. The light heart
which nature had given me became heavy with sad
forebodings. The other slaves in my master's house
noticed the change. Many of them pitied me; but none
dared to ask the cause. They had no need to inquire.
They knew too well the guilty practices under that
roof; and they were aware that to speak of them was
an offence that never went unpunished.

I longed for some one to confide in. I would have given the
world to have laid my head on my grandmother's
faithful bosom, and told her all my troubles. But Dr.
Flint swore he would kill me, if I was not as silent as
the grave. Then, although my grandmother was all in



all to me, I feared her as well as loved her. I had been
accustomed to look up to her with a respect bordering
upon awe. I was very young, and felt shamefaced
about telling her such impure things, especially as I
knew her to be very strict on such subjects. Moreover,
she was a woman of a high spirit. She was usually
very quiet in her demeanor; but if her indignation
was once aroused, it was not very easily quelled. I had
been told that she once chased a white gentleman with
a loaded pistol, because he insulted one of her
daughters. I dreaded the consequences of a violent
outbreak; and both pride and fear kept me silent. But
though I did not confide in my grandmother, and even
evaded her vigilant watchfulness and inquiry, her
presence in the neighborhood was some protection to
me. Though she had been a slave, Dr. Flint was afraid
of her. He dreaded her scorching rebukes. Moreover,
she was known and patronized by many people; and
he did not wish to have his villany made public. It was
lucky for me that I did not live on a distant
plantation, but in a town not so large that the
inhabitants were ignorant of each other's affairs. Bad
as are the laws and customs in a slaveholding
community, the doctor, as a professional man, deemed
it prudent to keep up some outward show of decency.

O, what days and nights of fear and sorrow that man
caused me! Reader, it is not to awaken sympathy for
myself that I am telling you truthfully what I suffered
in slavery. I do it to kindle a flame of compassion in



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

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

Chapter VI — The Jealous Mistress

Linda wrote of her mistress’ jealousy and Linda’s
unsuccessful efforts to obtain protection from the
woman by telling the truth when asked about Dr.



Flint’s advances. At one point, the mistress required
Linda to sleep in the mistress’ room, to make sure that
Dr. Flint was not coming to Linda during the night.
The mistress would stay up watching the young slave
girl.

. . . My mistress grew weary of her vigils; they did not
prove satisfactory. She changed her tactics. She now
tried the trick of accusing my master of crime, in my
presence, and gave my name as the author of the
accusation. To my utter astonishment, he replied, "I
don't believe it; but if she did acknowledge it, you
tortured her into exposing me." Tortured into
exposing him! Truly, Satan had no difficulty in
distinguishing the color of his soul! I understood his
object in making this false representation. It was to
show me that I gained nothing by seeking the
protection of my mistress; that the power was still all
in his own hands. I pitied Mrs. Flint. She was a second
wife, many years the junior of her husband; and the
hoary-headed miscreant was enough to try the
patience of a wiser and better woman. She was
completely foiled, and knew not how to proceed. She
would gladly have had me flogged for my supposed
false oath; but. .. the doctor never allowed any one to
whip me. The old sinner was politic. The application
of the lash might have led to remarks that would have
exposed him in the eyes of his children and
grandchildren. How often did I rejoice that I lived in
a town where all the inhabitants knew each other! If I



had been on a remote plantation, or lost among the
multitude of a crowded city, I should not be a living
woman at this day.

The secrets of slavery are concealed like those of the
Inquisition. My master was, to my knowledge, the
father of eleven slaves. But did the mothers dare to
tell who was the father of their children? Did the
other slaves dare to allude to it, except in whispers
among themselves? No, indeed! They knew too well
the terrible consequences.

My grandmother could not avoid seeing things which
excited her suspicions. She was uneasy about me, and
tried various ways to buy me; but the never-changing
answer was always repeated: '"Linda does not belong
to me. She is my daughter's property, and I have no
legal right to sell her." The conscientious man! He was
too scrupulous to sell me; but he had no scruples
whatever about committing a much greater wrong
against the helpless young girl placed under his
guardianship, as his daughter's property. Sometimes
my persecutor would ask me whether I would like to
be sold. I told him I would rather be sold to any body
than to lead such a life as I did. On such occasions he
would assume the air of a very injured individual, and
reproach me for my ingratitude. '"Did I not take you
into the house, and make you the companion of my
own children?'" he would say. '""Have I ever treated
you like a negro? I have never allowed you to be
punished, not even to please your mistress. And this is



the recompense I get, you ungrateful girl!" 1
answered that he had reasons of his own for screening
me from punishment, and that the course he pursued
made my mistress hate me and persecute me. If I
wept, he would say, "Poor child! Don't cry! don't cry!
I will make peace for you with your mistress. Only let
me arrange matters in
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my own way. Poor, foolish girl! you don't know what is for
your own good. I would cherish you. I would make a
lady of you. Now go, and think of all I have promised
you."

I did think of it.

Reader, I draw no imaginary pictures of southern homes. I
am telling you the plain truth. Yet when victims make
their escape from the wild beast of Slavery,
northerners consent to act the part of bloodhounds,
and hunt the poor fugitive back into his den, "full of
dead men's bones, and all uncleanness.'" Nay, more,
they are not only willing, but proud, to give their
daughters in marriage to slaveholders. The poor girls
have romantic notions of a sunny clime, and of the
flowering vines that all the year round shade a happy
home. To what disappointments are they destined!
The young wife soon learns that the husband in whose



hands she has placed her happiness pays no regard to
his marriage vows. Children of every shade of
complexion play with her own fair babies, and too
well she knows that they are born unto him of his own
household. Jealousy and hatred enter the flowery
home, and it is ravaged of its loveliness.

Southern women often marry a man knowing that he is
the father of many little slaves. They do not trouble
themselves about it. They regard such children as
property, as marketable as the pigs on the plantation;
and it is seldom that they do not make them aware of
this by passing them into the slave- trader's hands as
soon as possible, and thus getting them out of their
sight. I am glad to say there are some honorable
exceptions.

I have myself known two southern wives who exhorted
their husbands to free those slaves towards whom
they stood in a "parental relation;" and their request
was granted. These husbands blushed before the
superior nobleness of their wives' natures. Though
they had only counselled them to do that which it was
their duty to do, it commanded their respect, and
rendered their conduct more exemplary. Concealment
was at an end, and confidence took the place of
distrust.

Though this bad institution deadens the moral sense, even
in white women, to a fearful extent, it is not altogether
extinct. I have heard southern ladies say of Mr. Such a
one, ""He not only thinks it no disgrace to be the



father of those little niggers, but he is not ashamed to
call himself their master. I declare, such things ought
not to be tolerated in any decent society!"

Chapter VII — The Lover

. .. There was in the neighborhood a young colored
carpenter; a free born man. We had been well
acquainted in childhood, and frequently met together
afterwards. We became mutually attached, and he
proposed to marry me. I loved him with all the ardor
of a young girl's first love. But when I reflected that I
was a slave, and that the laws gave no sanction to the
marriage of such, my heart sank within me. My lover
wanted to buy me; but I knew that Dr. Flint was too
willful and arbitrary a man to consent to that
arrangement. From him, I was sure of experiencing
all sort of opposition, and I had nothing to hope from
my mistress. She would have been delighted to have
got rid of me, but not in that way. It would have
relieved her mind of a burden if she could have seen
me sold to some distant state, but if I was married
near home I should be just as much in her husband's
power as I had previously been,-- for the husband of a
slave has no power to protect her. Moreover, my
mistress, like many others, seemed to think that slaves
had no right to any family ties of their own; that they
were created merely to wait upon the family of the
mistress. . ..



Linda asked a white lady friend to intercede for her and
request that Dr. Flint agree to sell Linda to her
intended, but Dr. Flint refused.
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How I dreaded my master now! Every minute I expected
to be summoned to his presence; but the day passed,
and I heard nothing from him. The next morning, a
message was brought to me: '"Master wants you in his
study." I found the door ajar, and I stood a moment
gazing at the hateful man who claimed a right to rule
me, body and soul. I entered, and tried to appear
calm. I did not want him to know how my heart was
bleeding. He looked fixedly at me, with an expression
which seemed to say, "I have half a mind to kill you
on the spot." At last he broke the silence, and that was
a relief to both of us.

'""So you want to be married, do you?" said he, "and to a
free nigger." "Yes, sir."

"Well, I'll soon convince you whether I am your master, or
the nigger fellow you honor so highly. If you must
have a husband, you may take up with one of my
slaves."

What a situation I should be in, as the wife of one of his
slaves, even if my heart had been interested!



I replied, ""Don't you suppose, sir, that a slave can have
some preference about marrying? Do you suppose
that all men are alike to her?"

"Do you love this nigger?" said he, abruptly. " Yes, sir."

"How dare you tell me so!" he exclaimed, in great wrath.
After a slight pause, he added, "I supposed you
thought more of yourself; that you felt above the
insults of such puppies."

I replied, "If he is a puppy, I am a puppy, for we are both
of the negro race. It is right and honorable for us to
love each other. The man you call a puppy never
insulted me, sir; and he would not love me if he did
not believe me to be a virtuous woman."

He sprang upon me like a tiger, and gave me a stunning
blow. It was the first time he had ever struck me; and
fear did not enable me to control my anger. When I
had recovered a little from the effects, I exclaimed,
"You have struck me for answering you honestly.
How I despise you!"

There was silence for some minutes. Perhaps he was
deciding what should be my punishment; or, perhaps,
he wanted to give me time to reflect on what I had
said, and to whom I had said it. Finally, he asked, '"Do
you know what you have said?"

"Yes, sir; but your treatment drove me to it."

"Do you know that I have a right to do as I like with you,--
that I can Kill you, if I please?"

"You have tried to kill me, and I wish you had; but you
have no right to do as you like with me."



"Silence!" he exclaimed, in a thundering voice. "By
heavens, girl, you forget yourself too far! Are you
mad? If you are, I will soon bring you to your senses.
Do you think any other master would bear what 1
have borne from you this morning? Many masters
would have Killed you on the spot. How would you
like to be sent to jail for your insolence?"

"I know I have been disrespectful, sir," I replied; "but you
drove me to it; I couldn't help it. As for the jail, there
would be more peace for me there than there is here."
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"You deserve to go there," said he, ""and to be under such
treatment, that you would forget the meaning of the
word peace. It would do you good. It would take some
of your high notions out of you. But I am not ready to
send you there yet, notwithstanding your ingratitude
for all my kindness and forbearance. You have been
the plague of my life. I have wanted to make you
happy, and I have been repaid with the basest
ingratitude; but though you have proved yourself
incapable of appreciating my Kindness, I will be
lenient towards you, Linda. I will give you one more
chance to redeem your character. If you behave
yourself and do as I require, I will forgive you and
treat you as I always have done; but if you disobey



me, I will punish you as I would the meanest slave on
my plantation. Never let me hear that fellow's name
mentioned again. If I ever know of your speaking to
him, I will cowhide you both; and if I catch him
lurking about my premises, I will shoot him as soon as
I would a dog. Do you hear what I say? I'll teach you
a lesson about marriage and free niggers! Now go,
and let this be the last time I have occasion to speak to
you on this subject."

Reader, did you ever hate? I hope not. I never did but
once; and I trust I never shall again. Somebody has
called it ""the atmosphere of hell;" and I believe it is
SO.

For a fortnight the doctor did not speak to me. He thought
to mortify me; to make me feel that I had disgraced
myself by receiving the honorable addresses of a
respectable colored man, in preference to the base
proposals of a white man. But though his lips
disdained to address me, his eyes were very
loquacious. No animal ever watched its prey more
narrowly than he watched me....

[Some time after], my lover met me at the corner of the
street, and I stopped to speak to him. Looking up, I
saw my master watching us from his window. I
hurried home, trembling with fear. I was sent for,
immediately, to go to his room. He met me with a
blow. '""When is mistress to be married?" said he, in a
sneering tone. A shower of oaths and imprecations
followed. How thankful I was that my lover was a free



man! that my tyrant had no power to flog him for
speaking to me in the street!

Again and again I revolved in my mind how all this would
end. There was no hope that the doctor would consent
to sell me on any terms. He had an iron will, and was
determined to keep me, and to conquer me. My lover
was an intelligent and religious man. Even if he could
have obtained permission to marry me while I was a
slave, the marriage would give him no power to
protect me from my master. It would have made him
miserable to witness the insults I should have been
subjected to. And then, if we had children, I knew
they must "follow the condition of the mother." What
a terrible blight that would be on the heart of a free,
intelligent father! For his sake, I felt that I ought not
to link his fate with my own unhappy destiny. He was
going to Savannah to see about a little property left
him by an uncle; and hard as it was to bring my
feelings to it, I earnestly entreated him not to come
back. I advised him to go to the Free States, where his
tongue would not be tied, and where his intelligence
would be of more avail to him. He left me, still hoping
the day would come when I could be bought. With me
the lamp of hope had gone out. The dream of my
girlhood was over. I felt lonely and desolate.

Still I was not stripped of all. I still had my good
grandmother, and my affectionate brother. When he
put his arms round my neck, and looked into my eyes,
as if to read there the troubles I dared not tell, I felt



that I still had something to love. But even that
pleasant emotion was chilled by the reflection that he
might be torn from me at any moment, by some
sudden freak of my master. If he had known how we
loved each other, I think he would have exulted in
separating us. We often planned together how we
could get to the north. But, as William remarked,
such things are easier said than done. My movements
were very closely watched, and we had no means of
getting any money to defray our expenses. As for
grandmother, she was strongly opposed to her
children's undertaking any such project. She had not
forgotten poor Benjamin's sufferings, and she was
afraid that if another child tried to escape, he would
have a similar or a worse fate. To me, nothing seemed
more dreadful than my present life. I said to myself,
"William must be free. He shall go to the north, and I
will follow him." Many a slave sister has formed the
same plans.
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In Chapters VIII and IX Linda recounted some of the lies
that slave owners spread about the North and
described of some of the other slave owners in the
town.

Chapter X - A Perilous Passage in a Slave Girl’s Life



Dr. Flint conceived a plan to set Linda up in an isolated
cottage some distance from the town. There she would
be his concubine. At the same time, an unmarried
white man in his 30s began paying attention to Linda.

. . . So much attention from a superior person was, of
course, flattering; for human nature is the same in all.
I also felt grateful for his sympathy, 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
gentleman; too eloquent, alas, for the poor slave girl
who trusted in him. Of course I saw whither all this
was tending. I knew the impassable gulf between us;
but to be an object of interest to a man who is not
married, and who is not her master, is agreeable to
the pride and feelings of a slave, if her miserable
situation has left her any pride or sentiment. It seems
less degrading to give one's self, than to submit to
compulsion. There is something akin to freedom in
having a lover who has no control over you, except
that which he gains by kindness and attachment. 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 unhappy. There may be sophistry in
all this; but the condition of a slave confuses all
principles of morality, and, in fact, renders the
practice of them impossible.



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 I favored another, and it was
something to triumph over my tyrant even in that
small way. I thought he would revenge himself by
selling me, and I was sure my friend, Mr. Sands,
would buy me. He was a man of more generosity and
feeling than my master, and I thought my freedom
could be 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 children
that should be owned by my old tyrant. I knew that as
soon as a new fancy took him, his victims were sold
far off to get rid of them; especially if they had
children. I had seen several women sold, with babies
at the breast. He never allowed his offspring by slaves
to remain long in sight of himself and his 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 I so much dreaded, I made
a headlong plunge. Pity me, and pardon me, O
virtuous reader! You never knew what it is to be a
slave; to be entirely unprotected by law or custom; to



have the laws reduce you to the condition of a chattel,
entirely subject to the will of another. You never
exhausted your ingenuity in avoiding the snares, and
eluding the power of a hated tyrant; you never
shuddered at the sound of his footsteps, and trembled
within hearing of his voice. I know I did wrong. No
one can feel it more sensibly than I do. The painful
and humiliating memory will haunt me to my dying
day. Still, in looking back, calmly, on the events of my
life, I feel that the slave woman ought not to be judged
by the same standard as others.

The months passed on. I had many unhappy hours. I

secretly mourned over the sorrow I was bringing on
my grandmother, who had so tried to shield me from
harm. I knew that I 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.
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As for Dr. Flint, I had a feeling of satisfaction and triumph

in the 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 cottage 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 I
look at them in the face? My self-respect was gone! I
had resolved that I would be virtuous, though I was a
slave. I had said, ""Let the storm beat! I will brave it
till I die." And now, how humiliated I felt!

I went to my grandmother. My lips moved to make
confession, but the words stuck in my throat. I sat
down in the shade of a tree at her door and began to
sew. I think she saw something unusual was 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 tendency to drive her from maternal counsels.
Presently, in came my mistress, like a mad woman,
and accused me concerning her husband. My
grandmother, whose suspicions had been previously



awakened, believed what she said. She exclaimed, 'O
Linda! Has it come to this? I had rather see you dead
than to see you as you now are. You are a disgrace to
your dead mother." She tore from my fingers my
mother's wedding ring and her silver thimble. "Go
away!" she exclaimed, "and never come to my house,
again." Her reproaches fell so hot and heavy, that
they left me no chance to answer. Bitter tears, such as
the eyes never 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 1
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 I never heard before.

Where could I 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 I 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. I prayed to die; but the prayer was
not answered. At last, with great effort I 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 grandmother. I longed to open my
heart to her. I thought if she could know the real state
of the case, and all I had been bearing for years, she
would perhaps judge me less harshly. My friend
advised me to send for her. I did so; but days of
agonizing suspense passed before she came. Had she
utterly forsaken me? No. She came at last. I knelt
before her, and told her the things that had poisoned
my life; how long I had been persecuted; that I saw no
way of escape; and in an hour of extremity I had
become desperate. She listened in silence. I told her I
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!"

Linda returned to her grandmother’s home and had her
child. It was a boy that she named Benjamin. Mrs.
Flint forbade Linda to return to the Flint household, a
welcome change for



Abridgement of Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl,
Written by Herself, by Harriet Jacobs

© 2008 by TeachWithMovies.com, Inc. For use only by
Subscribers to TeachWithMovies.com Page 12

Linda, except that Dr. Flint frequently came to her
grandmother’s house and threatened her. Dr. Flint
jailed and persecuted her brother William, who was
also his slave. In Chapter XII, Linda talked about the
fear in the white community caused by the Nat Turner
slave rebellion and how it was used by the whites as
an excuse to terrorize the blacks. Chapter XIII
discusses the hypocrisy of the Christian churches in
the South and the oppression.

Chapter XIV — Another Link to Life

I had not returned to my master's house since the birth of
my child. The old man raved to have me thus
removed from his immediate power; but his wife
vowed, by all that was good and great, she would Kkill
me if I came back; and he did not doubt her word.
Sometimes he would stay away for a season. Then he
would come and renew the old threadbare discourse
about his forbearance and my ingratitude. He
labored, most unnecessarily, to convince me that I had
lowered myself. The venomous old reprobate had no
need of descanting on that theme. I felt humiliated
enough. My unconscious babe was the ever- present
witness of my shame. I listened with silent contempt
when he talked about my having forfeited his good



opinion; but I shed bitter tears that I was no longer
worthy of being respected by the good and pure. Alas!
slavery still held me in its poisonous grasp. There was
no chance for me to be respectable. There was no
prospect of being able to lead a better life.

Sometimes, when my master found that I still refused to
accept what he called his kind offers, he would
threaten to sell my child. '"Perhaps that will humble
you," said he.

Humble me! Was I not already in the dust? But his threat
lacerated my heart. I knew the law gave him power to
fulfil it; for slaveholders have been cunning enough to
enact that "the child shall follow the condition of the
mother," not of the father, thus taking care that
licentiousness shall not interfere with avarice. This
reflection made me clasp my innocent babe all the
more firmly to my heart. Horrid visions passed
through my mind when I thought of his liability to fall
into the slave trader's hands. I wept over him, and
said, '""O my child! perhaps they will leave you in some
cold cabin to die, and then throw you into a hole, as if
you were a dog."

When Dr. Flint learned that I was again to be a mother, he
was exasperated beyond measure. He rushed from the
house, and returned with a pair of shears. I had a fine
head of hair; and he often railed about my pride of
arranging it nicely. He cut every hair close to my
head, storming and swearing all the time. I replied to
some of his abuse, and he struck me. Some months



before, he had pitched me down stairs in a fit of
passion; and the injury I received was so serious that
I was unable to turn myself in bed for many days. He
then said, "Linda, I swear by God I will never raise
my hand against you again;" but I knew that he
would forget his promise.

After he discovered my situation, he was like a restless
spirit from the pit. He came every day; and I was
subjected to such insults as no pen can describe. I
would not describe them if I could; they were too low,
too revolting. I tried to keep them from my
grandmother's knowledge as much as I could. I knew
she had enough to sadden her life, without having my
troubles to bear. When she saw the doctor treat me
with violence, and heard him utter oaths terrible
enough to palsy a man's tongue, she could not always
hold her peace. It was natural and motherlike that she
should try to defend me; but it only made matters
worse.

When they told me my new-born babe was a girl, my heart
was heavier than it had ever been before. Slavery is
terrible for men; but it is far more terrible for women.
Superadded to the burden common to all, they have
wrongs, and sufferings, and mortifications peculiarly
their own.

Dr. Flint had sworn that he would make me suffer, to my
last day, for this new crime against him, as he called
it; and as long as he had me in his power he kept his
word. On the fourth day after the birth of my
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babe, he entered my room suddenly, and commanded me
to rise and bring my baby to him. The nurse who took
care of me had gone out of the room to prepare some
nourishment, and I was alone. There was no
alternative. I rose, took up my babe, and crossed the
room to where he sat. ""Now stand there," said he,
"till I tell you to go back!" My child bore a strong
resemblance to her father, and to the deceased Mrs.
Sands, her grandmother. He noticed this; and while 1
stood before him, trembling with weakness, he heaped
upon me and my little one every vile epithet he could
think of. Even the grandmother in her grave did not
escape his curses. In the midst of his vituperations I
fainted at his feet. This recalled him to his senses. He
took the baby from my armes, laid it on the bed,
dashed cold water in my face, took me up, and shook
me violently, to restore my consciousness before any
one entered the room. Just then my grandmother
came in, and he hurried out of the house. I suffered in
consequence of this treatment; but I begged my
friends to let me die, rather than send for the doctor.
There was nothing I dreaded so much as his presence.
My life was spared; and I was glad for the sake of my
little ones. Had it not been for these ties to life, I



should have been glad to be released by death, though
I had lived only nineteen years.

Always it gave me a pang that my children had no lawful

claim to a name. Their father offered his; but, if I had
wished to accept the offer, I dared not while my
master lived. Moreover, I knew it would not be
accepted at their baptism. A Christian name they
were at least entitled to; and we resolved to call my
boy for our dear good Benjamin, who had gone far
away from us.

My grandmother belonged to the church; and she was

very desirous of having the children christened. I
knew Dr. Flint would forbid it, and I did not venture
to attempt it. But chance favored me. He was called to
visit a patient out of town, and was obliged to be
absent during Sunday. ""Now is the time," said my
grandmother; ""we will take the children to church,
and have them christened."” ...

Chapter XV -- Continued Persecutions
Linda continued to live with her grandmother with Dr.

(13
[ ]

Flint coming by to harass her. But the years went by
and her children grew. Then one day, Dr. Flint came
and told her. ..

. my interest in you is unchanged. When I said I would

have no more mercy on you I was rash. I recall my
words. Linda, you desire freedom for yourself and
your children, and you can obtain it only through me.
If you agree to what I am about to propose, you and
they shall be free. There must be no communication of



any kind between you and their father. I will procure
a cottage, where you and the children can live
together. Your labor shall be light, such as sewing for
my family. Think what is offered you, Linda—a home
and freedom! Let the past be forgotten. If I have been
harsh with you at times, your willfulness drove me to
it. You know I exact obedience from my own children,
and I consider you as yet a child."

He paused for an answer, but I remained silent. "Why
don't you speak?' said he. ""What more do you wait
for?"

"Nothing, sir."

"Then you accept my offer?" ""No, sir."

His anger was ready to break loose; but he succeeded in
curbing it, and replied, " You have answered without
thought. But I must let you know there are two sides
to my proposition; if you reject the bright side, you
will be obliged to take the dark one. You must either
accept my offer, or you and your children
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shall be sent to your young master's plantation, there to
remain till your young mistress is married; and your
children shall fare like the rest of the negro children. I
give you a week to consider it."



He was shrewd; but I knew he was not to be trusted. I told
him I was ready to give my answer now.

"I will not receive it now," he replied. '"'You act too much
from impulse. Remember that you and your children
can be free a week from to-day if you choose."

On what a monstrous chance hung the destiny of my
children! I knew that my master's offer was a snare,
and that if I entered it escape would be impossible. As
for his promise, I knew him so well that I was sure if
he gave me free papers, they would be so managed as
to have no legal value. The alternative was inevitable.
I resolved to go to the plantation. But then I thought
how completely I should be in his power, and the
prospect was appalling. Even if I should kneel before
him, and implore him to spare me, for the sake of my
children, I knew he would spurn me with his foot, and
my weakness would be his triumph.

Before the week expired, I heard that young Mr. Flint was
about to be married to a lady of his own stamp. I
foresaw the position I should occupy in his
establishment. I had once been sent to the plantation
for punishment, and fear of the son had induced the
father to recall me very soon. My mind was made up;
I was resolved that I would foil my master and save
my children, or I would perish in the attempt. I kept
my plans to myself; I knew that friends would try to
dissuade me from them, and I would not wound their
feelings by rejecting their advice.



On the decisive day the doctor came, and said he hoped I
had made a wise choice. "I am ready to go to the
plantation, sir," I replied.

"Have you thought how important your decision is to your
children?" said he.

I told him I had.

"Very well. Go to the plantation, and my curse go with
you," he replied. "Your boy shall be put to work, and
he shall soon be sold; and your girl shall be raised for
the purpose of selling well. Go your own ways!" He
left the room with curses, not to be repeated.

As I stood rooted to the spot, my grandmother came and
said, "Linda, child, what did you tell him?" I
answered that I was going to the plantation.

"Must you go?" said she. ""Can't something be done to
stop it?"

I told her it was useless to try; but she begged me not to
give up. She said she would go to the doctor, and
remind him how long and how faithfully she had
served in the family, and how she had taken her own
baby from her breast to nourish his wife. She would
tell him I had been out of the family so long they
would not miss me; that she would pay them for my
time, and the money would procure a woman who had
more strength for the situation than I had. I begged
her not to go; but she persisted in saying, ""He will
listen to me, Linda." She went, and was treated as I
expected. He coolly listened to what she said, but
denied her request. He told her that what he did was



for my good, that my feelings were entirely above my
situation, and that on the plantation I would receive
treatment that was suitable to my behavior.
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My grandmother was much cast down. I had my secret
hopes; but I must fight my battle alone. I had a
woman's pride, and a mother's love for my children;
and I resolved that out of the darkness of this hour a
brighter dawn should rise for them. My master had
power and law on his side; I had a determined will.
There is might in each.

Chapter XVI — Scenes at the Plantation

Linda made herself invaluable at the plantation, taking
charge of the house and getting it ready for the
wedding of Mr. Flint’s son.

. .. I had been three weeks on the plantation, when I
planned a visit home. It must be at night, after every
body was in bed. I was six miles from town, and the
road was very dreary. I was to go with a young man,
who, I knew, often stole to town to see his mother. One
night, when all was quiet, we started. Fear gave speed
to our steps, and we were not long in performing the
journey. I arrived at my grandmother's. Her bed
room was on the first floor, and the window was open,
the weather being warm. I spoke to her and she



awoke. She let me in and closed the window, lest some
late passer-by should see me. A light was brought, and
the whole household gathered round me, some smiling
and some crying. I went to look at my children, and
thanked God for their happy sleep. The tears fell as 1
leaned over them. As I moved to leave, Benny stirred.
I turned back, and whispered, '"Mother is here." After
digging at his eyes with his little fist, they opened, and
he sat up in bed, looking at me curiously. Having
satisfied himself that it was I, he exclaimed, "O
mother! you ain't dead, are you? They didn't cut off
your head at the plantation, did they?"

My time was up too soon, and my guide was waiting for
me. I laid Benny back in his bed, and dried his tears
by a promise to come again soon. Rapidly we retraced
our steps back to the plantation. About half way we
were met by a company of four patrols. Luckily we
heard their horse's hoofs before they came in sight,
and we had time to hide behind a large tree. They
passed, hallooing and shouting in a manner that
indicated a recent carousal. How thankful we were
that they had not their dogs with them! We hastened
our footsteps, and when we arrived on the plantation
we heard the sound of the hand-mill. The slaves were
grinding their corn. We were safely in the house
before the horn summoned them to their labor. 1
divided my little parcel of food with my guide,
knowing that he had lost the chance of grinding his
corn, and must toil all day in the field.



Mr. Flint often took an inspection of the house, to see that
no one was idle. The entire management of the work
was trusted to me, because he knew nothing about it;
and rather than hire a superintendent he contented
himself with my arrangements. He had often urged
upon his father the necessity of having me at the
plantation to take charge of his affairs, and make
clothes for the slaves; but the old man knew him too
well to consent to that arrangement.

When I had been working a month at the plantation, the
great aunt of Mr. Flint came to make him a visit. This
was the good old lady who paid fifty dollars for my
grandmother, for the purpose of making her free,
when she stood on the auction block. My
grandmother loved this old lady, whom we all called
Miss Fanny. She often came to take tea with us. On
such occasions the table was spread with a snow-white
cloth, and the china cups and silver spoons were taken
from the old-fashioned buffet. There were hot
muffins, tea rusks, and delicious sweetmeats. My
grandmother kept two cows, and the fresh cream was
Miss Fanny's delight. She invariably declared that it
was the best in town. The old ladies had cosey times
together. They would work and chat, and sometimes,
while talking over old times, their spectacles would
get dim with tears, and would have to be taken off
and wiped. When Miss Fanny bade us good by, her
bag was filled with grandmother's best cakes, and she
was urged to come again soon.



There had been a time when Dr. Flint's wife came to take
tea with us, and when her children were also sent to
have a feast of '""Aunt Marthy's" nice cooking. But
after I became an object of her jealousy and
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spite, she was angry with grandmother for giving a shelter
to me and my children. She would not even speak to
her in the street. This wounded my grandmother's
feelings, for she could not retain ill will against the
woman whom she had nourished with her milk when
a babe. The doctor's wife would gladly have
prevented our intercourse with Miss Fanny if she
could have done it, but fortunately she was not
dependent on the bounty of the Flints. She had
enough to be independent; and that is more than can
ever be gained from charity, however lavish it may be.

Miss Fanny was endeared to me by many recollections,
and I was rejoiced to see her at the plantation. The
warmth of her large, loyal heart made the house seem
pleasanter while she was in it. She staid a week, and I
had many talks with her. She said her principal object
in coming was to see how I was treated, and whether
any thing could be done for me. She inquired whether
she could help me in any way. I told her I believed
not. She condoled with me in her own peculiar way;



saying she wished that I and all my grandmother's
family were at rest in our graves, for not until then
should she feel any peace about us. The good old soul
did not dream that I was planning to bestow peace
upon her, with regard to myself and my children; not
by death, but by securing our freedom.

Again and again I had traversed those dreary twelve
miles, to and from the town; and all the way, I was
meditating upon some means of escape for myself and
my children. My friends had made every effort that
ingenuity could devise to effect our purchase, but all
their plans had proved abortive. Dr. Flint was
suspicious, and determined not to loosen his grasp
upon us. I could have made my escape alone; but it
was more for my helpless children than for myself
that I longed for freedom. Though the boon would
have been precious to me, above all price, I would not
have taken it at the expense of leaving them in slavery.
Every trial I endured, every sacrifice I made for their
sakes, drew them closer to my heart, and gave me
fresh courage to beat back the dark waves that rolled
and rolled over me in a seemingly endless night of
storms.

The six weeks were nearly completed, when Mr. Flint's
bride was expected to take possession of her new
home. The arrangements were all completed, and Mr.
Flint said I had done well. He expected to leave home
on Saturday, and return with his bride the following
Wednesday. After receiving various orders from him,



I ventured to ask permission to spend Sunday in
town. It was granted; for which favor I was thankful.
It was the first I had ever asked of him, and I
intended it should be the last. I needed more than one
night to accomplish the project I had in view; but the
whole of Sunday would give me an opportunity. I
spent the Sabbath with my grandmother. A calmer,
more beautiful day never came down out of heaven.
To me it was a day of conflicting emotions. Perhaps it
was the last day I should ever spend under that dear,
old sheltering roof! Perhaps these were the last talks I
should ever have with the faithful old friend of my
whole life! Perhaps it was the last time I and my
children should be together! Well, better so, I thought,
than that they should be slaves. I knew the doom that
awaited my fair baby in slavery, and I determined to
save her from it, or perish in the attempt. I went to
make this vow at the graves of my poor parents, in the
burying-ground of the slaves. "There the wicked cease
from troubling, and there the weary be at rest. There
the prisoners rest together; they hear not the voice of
the oppressor; the servant is free from his master." 1
knelt by the graves of my parents, and thanked God,
as I had often done before, that they had not lived to
witness my trials, or to mourn over my sins. I had
received my mother's blessing when she died; and in
many an hour of tribulation I had seemed to hear her
voice, sometimes chiding me, sometimes whispering
loving words into my wounded heart. I have shed



many and bitter tears, to think that when I am gone
from my children they cannot remember me with
such entire satisfaction as I remembered my mother.

My plan was to conceal myself at the house of a friend,
and remain there a few weeks till the search was over.
My hope was that the doctor would get discouraged,
and, for fear of losing my value, and also of
subsequently finding my children among the missing,
he would consent to sell us; and I knew somebody
would buy us. I had done all in my power to make my
children comfortable during the time I expected to be
separated from them. I was packing my things, when
grandmother came into the room, and asked
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what I was doing. "I am putting my things in order," I
replied. I tried to look and speak cheerfully; but her
watchful eye detected something beneath the surface.
She drew me towards her, and asked me to sit down.
She looked earnestly at me, and said, "'Linda, do you
want to Kkill your old grandmother? Do you mean to
leave your little, helpless children? I am old now, and
cannot do for your babies as I once did for you."

I replied, that if I went away, perhaps their father would
be able to secure their freedom.



"Ah, my child," said she, "don't trust too much to him.
Stand by your own children, and suffer with them till
death. Nobody respects a mother who forsakes her
children; and if you leave them, you will never have a
happy moment. If you go, you will make me miserable
the short time I have to live. You would be taken and
brought back, and your sufferings would be dreadful.
Remember poor Benjamin. Do give it up, Linda. Try
to bear a little longer. Things may turn out better than
we expect."

My courage failed me, in view of the sorrow I should bring
on that faithful, loving old heart. I promised that 1
would try longer, and that I would take nothing out of
her house without her knowledge. . ..

My mistress and I got along very well together. At the end
of a week, old Mrs. Flint made us another visit, and
was closeted a long time with her daughter-in-law. I
had my suspicions what was the subject of the
conference. The old doctor's wife had been informed
that I could leave the plantation on one condition, and
she was very desirous to keep me there. If she had
trusted me, as I deserved to be trusted by her, she
would have had no fears of my accepting that
condition. When she entered her carriage to return
home, she said to young Mrs. Flint, ""Don't neglect to
send for them as quick as possible." My heart was on
the watch all the time, and I at once concluded that
she spoke of my children. The doctor came the next
day, and as I entered the room to spread the tea table,



I heard him say, ""Don't wait any longer. Send for
them to-morrow." I saw through the plan. They
thought my children's being there would fetter me to
the spot, and that it was a good place to break us all in
to abject submission to our lot as slaves. After the
doctor left, a gentleman called, who had always
manifested friendly feelings towards my grandmother
and her family. Mr. Flint carried him over the
plantation to show him the results of labor performed
by men and women who were unpaid, miserably
clothed, and half famished. The cotton crop was all
they thought of. It was duly admired, and the
gentleman returned with specimens to show his
friends. I was ordered to carry water to wash his
hands. As I did so, he said, '""Linda, how do you like
your new home?" I told him I liked it as well as I
expected. He replied, "They don't think you are
contented, and to-morrow they are going to bring
your children to be with you. I am sorry for you,
Linda. I hope they will treat you kindly." I hurried
from the room, unable to thank him. My suspicions
were correct. My children were to be brought to the
plantation to be ""broke in."

To this day I feel grateful to the gentleman who gave me
this timely information. It nerved me to immediate
action.

Chapter XVII — The Flight

Mr. Flint was hard pushed for house servants, and rather
than lose me he had restrained his malice. I did my



work faithfully, though not, of course, with a willing
mind. They were evidently afraid I should leave them.
Mr. Flint wished that I should sleep in the great house
instead of the servants' quarters. His wife agreed to
the proposition, but said I mustn't bring my bed into
the house, because it would scatter feathers on her
carpet. I knew when I went there that they would
never think of such a thing as furnishing a bed of any
kind for me and my little ones. I therefore carried my
own bed, and now I was forbidden to use it. I did as I
was ordered. But now that I was certain my children
were to be put in their power, in order to give them a
stronger hold on me, I resolved to leave them that
night. I remembered the grief this step would bring
upon my dear old grandmother, and nothing less than
the freedom of my children would have induced me to
disregard her advice. I went about my evening work
with trembling

Abridgement of Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl,
Written by Herself, by Harriet Jacobs

© 2008 by TeachWithMovies.com, Inc. For use only by
Subscribers to TeachWithMovies.com Page 18

steps. Mr. Flint twice called from his chamber door to
inquire why the house was not locked up. I replied
that I had not done my work. "You have had time
enough to do it," said he. '""Take care how you answer
me!"



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

At half past twelve I stole softly down stairs. I stopped on
the second floor, thinking I heard a noise. I felt my
way down into the parlor, and looked out of the
window. The night was so intensely dark that I could
see nothing. I raised the window very softly and
jumped out. Large drops of rain were falling, and the
darkness bewildered me. I dropped on my knees, and
breathed a short prayer to God for guidance and
protection. I groped my way to the road, and rushed
towards the town with almost lightning speed. I
arrived at my grandmother's house, but dared not see
her. She would say, ""Linda, you are Kkilling me;" and I
knew that would unnerve me. I tapped softly at the
window of a room, occupied by a woman, who had
lived in the house several years. I knew she was a
faithful friend, and could be trusted with my secret. 1
tapped several times before she heard me. At last she
raised the window, and I whispered, ""Sally, I have
run away. Let me in, quick." She opened the door
softly, and said in low tones, ""For God's sake, don't.
Your grandmother is trying to buy you and de



chillern. Mr. Sands was here last week. He tole her he
was going away on business, but he wanted her to go
ahead about buying you and de chillern, and he would
help her all he could. Don't run away, Linda. Your
grandmother is all bowed down wid trouble now."

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

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

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



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

""No, Sally," I replied, "I want no one to be brought into
trouble on my account."

I went forth into the darkness and rain. I ran on till I came
to the house of the friend who was to conceal me.

Early the next morning [young]| Mr. Flint was at my
grandmother's inquiring for me. She told him she had
not seen me, and supposed I was at the plantation. He
watched her face narrowly, and said, '""Don't you
know any thing about her running off?" She assured
him that she did not. He went on to say, ""Last night
she ran off without the least provocation. We had
treated her very kindly. My wife liked her. She will
soon be found and brought back. Are her children
with you?'" When told that they were, he said, "I am
very
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glad to hear that. If they are here, she cannot be far off. If
I find out that any of my niggers have had any thing
to do with this damned business, I'll give 'em five
hundred lashes." As he started to go to his father's, he
turned round and added, persuasively, ""Let her be



brought back, and she shall have her children to live
with her."

The tidings made the old doctor rave and storm at a
furious rate. It was a busy day for them. My
grandmother's house was searched from top to
bottom. As my trunk was empty, they concluded I had
taken my clothes with me. Before ten o'clock every
vessel northward bound was thoroughly examined,
and the law against harboring fugitives was read to all
on board. At night a watch was set over the town.
Knowing how distressed my grandmother would be, I
wanted to send her a message; but it could not be
done. Every one who went in or out of her house was
closely watched. The doctor said he would take my
children, unless she became responsible for them;
which of course she willingly did. The next day was
spent in searching. Before night, the following
advertisement was posted at every corner, and in
every public place for miles round:--

$300 REWARD! Ran away from the subscriber, an
intelligent, bright, mulatto girl, named Linda, 21
years of age. Five feet four inches high. Dark eyes,
and black hair inclined to curl; but it can be made
straight. Has a decayed spot on a front tooth. She can
read and write, and in all probability will try to get to
the Free States. All persons are forbidden, under
penalty of law, to harbor or employ said slave. $150
will be given to whoever takes her in the state, and



$300 if taken out of the state and delivered to me, or
lodged in jail. -- Dr. Flint.

Chapter XVIII — Months of Peril

The search for me was kept up with more perseverance
than I had anticipated. I began to think that escape
was impossible. I was in great anxiety lest I should
implicate the friend who harbored me. I knew the
consequences would be frightful; and much as I
dreaded being caught, even that seemed better than
causing an innocent person to suffer for kindness to
me. A week had passed in terrible suspense, when my
pursuers came into such close vicinity that I
concluded they had tracked me to my hiding-place. I
flew out of the house, and concealed myself in a
thicket of bushes. There I remained in an agony of
fear for two hours. Suddenly, a reptile of some Kind
seized my leg. In my fright, I struck a blow which
loosened its hold, but I could not tell whether I had
killed it; it was so dark, I could not see what it was; I
only knew it was something cold and slimy. The pain I
felt soon indicated that the bite was poisonous. I was
compelled to leave my place of concealment, and I
groped my way back into the house. The pain had
become intense, and my friend was startled by my
look of anguish. I asked her to prepare a poultice of
warm ashes and vinegar, and I applied it to my leg,
which was already much swollen. The application
gave me some relief, but the swelling did not abate.
The dread of being disabled was greater than the



physical pain I endured. My friend asked an old
woman, who doctored among the slaves, what was
good for the bite of a snake or a lizard. She told her to
steep a dozen coppers in vinegar, over night, and
apply the cankered vinegar to the inflamed part.

I had succeeded in cautiously conveying some messages to
my relatives. They were harshly threatened, and
despairing of my having a chance to escape, they
advised me to return to my master, ask his
forgiveness, and let him make an example of me. But
such counsel had no influence with me. When I
started upon this hazardous undertaking, I had
resolved that, come what would, there should be no
turning back. "Give me liberty, or give me death,"
was my motto. When my friend contrived to make
known to my relatives the painful situation I had been
in for twenty-four hours, they said no more about my
going back to my master. Something must be done,
and that speedily; but where to return for help, they
knew not. God in his mercy raised up "a friend in
need."

Among the ladies who were acquainted with my
grandmother, was one who had known her from
childhood, and always been very friendly to her. She
had also known my mother and her children, and
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felt interested for them. At this crisis of affairs she called
to see my grandmother, as she not unfrequently did.
She observed the sad and troubled expression of her
face, and asked if she knew where Linda was, and
whether she was safe. My grandmother shook her
head, without answering. ""Come, Aunt Martha," said
the kind lady, "tell me all about it. Perhaps I can do
something to help you." The husband of this lady held
many slaves, and bought and sold slaves. She also
held a number in her own name; but she treated them
kindly, and would never allow any of them to be sold.
She was unlike the majority of slaveholders' wives.
My grandmother looked earnestly at her. Something
in the expression of her face said "Trust me!" and she
did trust her. She listened attentively to the details of
my story, and sat thinking for a while. At last she said,
'""Aunt Martha, I pity you both. If you think there is
any chance of Linda's getting to the Free States, I will
conceal her for a time. But first you must solemnly
promise that my name shall never be mentioned. If
such a thing should become known, it would ruin me
and my family. No one in my house must know of it,
except the cook. She is so faithful that I would trust
my own life with her; and I know she likes Linda. It is
a great risk; but I trust no harm will come of it. Get
word to Linda to be ready as soon as it is dark, before
the patrols are out. I will send the housemaids on
errands, and Betty shall go to meet Linda." The place



where we were to meet was designated and agreed
upon. My grandmother was unable to thank the lady
for this noble deed; overcome by her emotions, she
sank on her knees and sobbed like a child.

I received a message to leave my friend's house at such an
hour, and go to a certain place where a friend would
be waiting for me. As a matter of prudence no names
were mentioned. I had no means of conjecturing who
I was to meet, or where I was going. I did not like to
move thus blindfolded, but I had no choice. It would
not do for me to remain where I was. I disguised
myself, summoned up courage to meet the worst, and
went to the appointed place. My friend Betty was
there; she was the last person I expected to see. We
hurried along in silence. The pain in my leg was so
intense that it seemed as if I should drop but fear gave
me strength. We reached the house and entered
unobserved. Her first words were: ""Honey, now you is
safe. Dem devils ain't coming to search dis house.
When I get you into missis' safe place, I will bring
some nice hot supper. I specs you need it after all dis
skeering." Betty's vocation led her to think eating the
most important thing in life. She did not realize that
my heart was too full for me to care much about
supper.

The mistress came to meet us, and led me up stairs to a
small room over her own sleeping apartment. " You
will be safe here, Linda," said she; "I keep this room
to store away things that are out of use. The girls are



not accustomed to be sent to it, and they will not
suspect any thing unless they hear some noise. I
always keep it locked, and Betty shall take care of the
key. But you must be very careful, for my sake as well
as your own; and you must never tell my secret; for it
would ruin me and my family. I will keep the girls
busy in the morning, that Betty may have a chance to
bring your breakfast; but it will not do for her to
come to you again till night. I will come to see you
sometimes. Keep up your courage. I hope this state of
things will not last long." Betty came with the "nice
hot supper," and the mistress hastened down stairs to
keep things straight till she returned. How my heart
overflowed with gratitude! Words choked in my
throat; but I could have kissed the feet of my
benefactress. For that deed of Christian womanhood,
may God forever bless her!

I went to sleep that night with the feeling that I was for the
present the most fortunate slave in town. Morning
came and filled my little cell with light. I thanked the
heavenly Father for this safe retreat. Opposite my
window was a pile of feather beds. On the top of these
I could lie perfectly concealed, and command a view
of the street through which Dr. Flint passed to his
office. Anxious as I was, I felt a gleam of satisfaction
when I saw him. Thus far I had outwitted him, and I
triumphed over it. Who can blame slaves for being
cunning? They are constantly compelled to resort to



it. It is the only weapon of the weak and oppressed
against the strength of their tyrants.

I was daily hoping to hear that my master had sold my
children; for I knew who was on the watch to buy
them. But Dr. Flint cared even more for revenge than
he did for money. My brother William and the good
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aunt who had served in his family twenty years, and my
little Benny, and Ellen, who was a little over two years
old, were thrust into jail, as a means of compelling my
relatives to give some information about me. He swore
my grandmother should never see one of them again
till I was brought back. They kept these facts from me
for several days. When I heard that my little ones
were in a loathsome jail, my first impulse was to go to
them. I was encountering dangers for the sake of
freeing them, and must I be the cause of their death?
The thought was agonizing. My benefactress tried to
soothe me by telling me that my aunt would take good
care of the children while they remained in jail. But it
added to my pain to think that the good old aunt, who
had always been so kind to her sister's orphan
children, should be shut up in prison for no other
crime than loving them. I suppose my friends feared a
reckless movement on my part, knowing, as they did,



that my life was bound up in my children. I received a
note from my brother William. It was scarcely legible,
and ran thus: "Wherever you are, dear sister, I beg of
you not to come here. We are all much better off than
you are. If you come, you will ruin us all. They would
force you to tell where you had been, or they would
kill you. Take the advice of your friends; if not for the
sake of me and your children, at least for the sake of
those you would ruin."

Poor William! He also must suffer for being my brother. I
took his advice and kept quiet. My aunt was taken out
of jail at the end of a month, because Mrs. Flint could
not spare her any longer. She was tired of being her
own housekeeper. It was quite too fatiguing to order
her dinner and eat it too. My children remained in
jail, where brother William did all he could for their
comfort. Betty went to see them sometimes, and
brought me tidings. She was not permitted to enter
the jail; but William would hold them up to the grated
window while she chatted with them. When she
repeated their prattle, and told me how they wanted
to see their ma, my tears would flow. Old Betty would
exclaim, "Lors, chile! what's you crying 'bout? Dem
young uns vil kill you dead. Don't be so chick'n
hearted! If you does, you vil nebber git thro' dis
world."

Good old soul! She had gone through the world childless.
She had never had little ones to clasp their arms
round her neck; she had never seen their soft eyes



looking into hers; no sweet little voices had called her
mother; she had never pressed her own infants to her
heart, with the feeling that even in fetters there was
something to live for. How could she realize my
feelings? Betty's husband loved children dearly, and
wondered why God had denied them to him. He
expressed great sorrow when he came to Betty with
the tidings that Ellen had been taken out of jail and
carried to Dr. Flint's. She had the measles a short time
before they carried her to jail, and the disease had left
her eyes affected. The doctor had taken her home to
attend to them. My children had always been afraid
of the doctor and his wife. They had never been inside
of their house. Poor little Ellen cried all day to be
carried back to prison. The instincts of childhood are
true. She knew she was loved in the jail. Her screams
and sobs annoyed Mrs. Flint. Before night she called
one of the slaves, and said, '""Here, Bill, carry this brat
back to the jail. I can't stand her noise. If she would
be quiet I should like to keep the little minx. She
would make a handy waiting-maid for my daughter
by and by. But if she staid here, with her white face, 1
suppose I should either kill her or spoil her. I hope the
doctor will sell them as far as wind and water can
carry them. As for their mother, her ladyship will find
out yet what she gets by running away. She hasn't so
much feeling for her children as a cow has for its calf.
If she had, she would have come back long ago, to get
them out of jail, and save all this expense and trouble.



The good-for-nothing hussy! When she is caught, she
shall stay in jail, in irons, for one six months, and then
be sold to a sugar plantation. I shall see her broke in
yet. What do you stand there for, Bill? Why don't you
go off with the brat? Mind, now, that you don't let any
of the niggers speak to her in the street!"

When these remarks were reported to me, I smiled at Mrs.
Flint's saying that she should either kill my child or
spoil her. I thought there was very little danger of the
latter. I have always considered it as one of God's
special providences that Ellen screamed till she was
carried back to jail.

That same night Dr. Flint was called to a patient, and did
not return till near morning. Passing my
grandmother's, he saw a light in the house, and
thought to himself, ""Perhaps this has something to do
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with Linda." He knocked, and the door was opened.
"What calls you up so early?" said he. "I saw your
light, and I thought I would just stop and tell you that
I have found out where Linda is. I know where to put
my hands on her, and I shall have her before twelve
o'clock." When he had turned away, my grandmother
and my uncle looked anxiously at each other. They did
not know whether or not it was merely one of the



doctor's tricks to frighten them. In their uncertainty,
they thought it was best to have a message conveyed
to my friend Betty. Unwilling to alarm her mistress,
Betty resolved to dispose of me herself. She came to
me, and told me to rise and dress quickly. We hurried
down stairs, and across the yard, into the Kitchen. She
locked the door, and lifted up a plank in the floor. A
buffalo skin and a bit of carpet were spread for me to
lie on, and a quilt thrown over me. "Stay dar," said
she, "'till I sees if dey know 'bout you. Dey say dey vil
put thar hans on you afore twelve o'clock. If dey did
know whar you are, dey won't know now. Dey'll be
disapinted dis time. Dat's all I got to say. If dey comes
rummagin 'mong my tings, de'll get one bressed
sarssin from dis'ere nigger." In my shallow bed I had
but just room enough to bring my hands to my face to
keep the dust out of my eyes; for Betty walked over
me twenty times in an hour, passing from the dresser
to the fireplace. When she was alone, I could hear her
pronouncing anathemas over Dr. Flint and all his
tribe, every now and then saying, with a chuckling
laugh, '""Dis nigger's too cute for 'em dis time." When
the housemaids were about, she had sly ways of
drawing them out, that I might hear what they would
say. She would repeat stories she had heard about my
being in this, or that, or the other place. To which they
would answer, that I was not fool enough to be staying
round there; that I was in Philadelphia or New York
before this time. When all were abed and asleep, Betty



raised the plank, and said," Come out, chile; come out.
Dey don't know nottin 'bout you. Twas only white
folks' lies, to skeer de niggers."

Some days after this adventure I had a much worse fright.
As I sat very still in my retreat above stairs, cheerful
visions floated through my mind. I thought Dr. Flint
would soon get discouraged, and would be willing to
sell my children, when he lost all hopes of making
them the means of my discovery. I knew who was
ready to buy them. Suddenly I heard a voice that
chilled my blood. The sound was too familiar to me, it
had been too dreadful, for me not to recognize at once
my old master. He was in the house, and I at once
concluded he had come to seize me. I looked round in
terror. There was no way of escape. The voice
receded. I supposed the constable was with him, and
they were searching the house. In my alarm I did not
forget the trouble I was bringing on my generous
benefactress. It seemed as if I were born to bring
sorrow on all who befriended me, and that was the
bitterest drop in the bitter cup of my life. After a
while I heard approaching footsteps; the key was
turned in my door. I braced myself against the wall to
keep from falling. I ventured to look up, and there
stood my kind benefactress alone. I was too much
overcome to speak, and sunk down upon the floor.

"I thought you would hear your master's voice," she said;
"and knowing you would be terrified, I came to tell
you there is nothing to fear. You may even indulge in a



laugh at the old gentleman's expense. He is so sure
you are in New York, that he came to borrow five
hundred dollars to go in pursuit of you. My sister had
some money to loan on interest. He has obtained it,
and proposes to start for New York to- night. So, for
the present, you see you are safe. The doctor will
merely lighten his pocket hunting after the bird he
has left behind."

Linda describes Dr. Flint’s return, empty handed, from
New York and his subsequent need for money. This
caused him to sell her children and her brother
William to a slave trader bound for Texas. However,
Linda’s family and Mr. Sands had made an
arrangement with the trader to give him the money
and then get the children and William when the slave
trader left the county. Mr. Sands promised to give the
children their freedom. In Chapter XIX Linda, wrote:

“Much as I despise and detest the class of slave-traders,
whom I regard as the vilest wretches on earth, I must
do this man the justice to say that he seemed to have
some feeling. ... I had my season of joy and
thanksgiving. It was the first time since my childhood
that I had experienced any real happiness. ...
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The darkest cloud that hung over my life had rolled away.
Whatever slavery might do to me, it could not shackle
my children. If I fell a sacrifice, my little ones were
saved. . ... ”

Or so Linda thought.

Chapter XX — New Perils

The doctor, more exasperated than ever, again tried to
revenge himself on my relatives. He arrested uncle
Phillip on the charge of having aided my flight. He
was carried before a court, and swore truly that he
knew nothing of my intention to escape, and that he
had not seen me since I left my master's plantation.
The doctor then demanded that he should give bail
for five hundred dollars that he would have nothing to
do with me. Several gentlemen offered to be security
for him; but Mr. Sands told him he had better go back
to jail, and he would see that he came out without
giving bail.

The news of his arrest was carried to my grandmother,
who conveyed it to Betty. In the kindness of her heart,
she again stowed me away under the floor; and as she
walked back and forth, in the performance of her
culinary duties, she talked apparently to herself, but
with the intention that I should hear what was going
on. I hoped that my uncle's imprisonment would last
but few days; still I was anxious. I thought it likely Dr.
Flint would do his utmost to taunt and insult him, and
I was afraid my uncle might lose control of himself,
and retort in some way that would be construed into a



punishable offence; and I was well aware that in court
his word would not be taken against any white man's.
The search for me was renewed. Something had
excited suspicions that I was in the vicinity. They
searched the house I was in. I heard their steps and
their voices. At night, when all were asleep, Betty
came to release me from my place of confinement.
The fright I had undergone, the constrained posture,
and the dampness of the ground, made me ill for
several days. My uncle was soon after taken out of
prison; but the movements of all my relatives, and of
all our friends, were very closely watched.

We all saw that I could not remain where I was much
longer. I had already staid longer than was intended,
and I knew my presence must be a source of perpetual
anxiety to my kind benefactress. During this time, my
friends had laid many plans for my escape, but the
extreme vigilance of my persecutors made it
impossible to carry them into effect.

One morning I was much startled by hearing somebody
trying to get into my room. Several keys were tried,
but none fitted. I instantly conjectured it was one of
the housemaids; and I concluded she must either have
heard some noise in the room, or have noticed the
entrance of Betty. When my friend came, at her usual
time, I told her what had happened. "I knows who it
was,' said she. "Tend upon it, 'twas dat Jenny. Dat
nigger allers got de debble in her." I suggested that



she might have seen or heard something that excited
her curiosity.

"Tut! tut! chile!" exclaimed Betty, ""she ain't seen notin’,
nor hearn notin'. She only 'spects something. Dat's all.
She wants to fine out who hab cut and make my
gownd. But she won't nebber know. Dat's sartin. I'll
git missis to fix her."

I reflected a moment, and said, '"'Betty, I must leave here
to-night."

"Do as you tink best, poor chile," she replied. '"'I'se mighty
'fraid dat 'ere nigger vill pop on you some time."

She reported the incident to her mistress, and received
orders to keep Jenny busy in the Kitchen till she could
see my uncle Phillip. He told her he would send a
friend for me that very evening. She told him she
hoped I was going to the north, for it was very
dangerous for me to remain any where in the vicinity.
Alas, it was not an easy thing, for one in my situation,
to go to the north. In order to leave the coast
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quite clear for me, she went into the country to spend the
day with her brother, and took Jenny with her. She
was afraid to come and bid me good bye, but she left a
kind message with Betty. I heard her carriage roll
from the door, and I never again saw her who had so



generously befriended the poor, trembling fugitive!
Though she was a slaveholder, to this day my heart
blesses her!

I had not the slightest idea where I was going. Betty
brought me a suit of sailor's clothes,--jacket, trowsers,
and tarpaulin hat. She gave me a small bundle, saying
I might need it where I was going. In cheery tones, she
exclaimed, "I'se so glad you is gwine to free parts!
Don't forget ole Betty. P'raps I'll come 'long by and
by."

I tried to tell her how grateful I felt for all her kindness.
But she interrupted me. "I don't want no tanks,
honey. I'se glad I could help you, and I hope de good
Lord vill open de path for you. I'se gwine wid you to
de lower gate. Put your hands in your pockets, and
walk ricketty, like de sailors."

I performed to her satisfaction. At the gate I found Peter, a
young colored man, waiting for me. I had known him
for years. He had been an apprentice to my father,
and had always borne a good character. I was not
afraid to trust to him. Betty bade me a hurried good
bye, and we walked off. ""Take courage, Linda," said
my friend Peter. "I've got a dagger, and no man shall
take you from me, unless he passes over my dead
body."

It was a long time since I had taken a walk out of doors,
and the fresh air revived me. It was also pleasant to
hear a human voice speaking to me above a whisper. I
passed several people whom I knew, but they did not



recognize me in my disguise. I prayed internally that,
for Peter's sake, as well as my own, nothing might
occur to bring out his dagger. We walked on till we
came to the wharf. My aunt Nancy's husband was a
seafaring man, and it had been deemed necessary to
let him into our secret. He took me into his boat,
rowed out to a vessel not far distant, and hoisted me
on board. We three were the only occupants of the
vessel. I now ventured to ask what they proposed to
do with me. They said I was to remain on board till
near dawn, and then they would hide me in Snaky
Swamp, till my uncle Phillip had prepared a place of
concealment for me. If the vessel had been bound
north, it would have been of no avail to me, for it
would certainly have been searched. About four
o'clock, we were again seated in the boat, and rowed
three miles to the swamp. My fear of snakes had been
increased by the venomous bite I had received, and I
dreaded to enter this hiding place. But I was in no
situation to choose, and I gratefully accepted the best
that my poor, persecuted friends could do for me.
Peter landed first, and with a large knife cut a path
through bamboos and briers of all descriptions. He
came back, took me in his arms, and carried me to a
seat made among the bamboos. Before we reached it,
we were covered with hundreds of mosquitoes. In an
hour's time they had so poisoned my flesh that I was a
pitiful sight to behold. As the light increased, I saw
snake after snake crawling round us. I had been



accustomed to the sight of snakes all my life, but these
were larger than any I had ever seen. To this day I
shudder when I remember that morning. As evening
approached, the number of snakes increased so much
that we were continually obliged to thrash them with
sticks to keep them from crawling over us. The
bamboos were so high and so thick that it was
impossible to see beyond a very short distance. Just
before it became dark we procured a seat nearer to
the entrance of the swamp, being fearful of losing our
way back to the boat. It was not long before we heard
the paddle of oars, and the low whistle, which had
been agreed upon as a signal. We made haste to enter
the boat, and were rowed back to the vessel. I passed
a wretched night; for the heat of the swamp, the
mosquitos, and the constant terror of snakes, had
brought on a burning fever. I had just dropped asleep,
when they came and told me it was time to go back to
that horrid swamp. I could scarcely summon courage
to rise. But even those large, venomous snakes were
less dreadful to my imagination than the white men in
that community called civilized. This time Peter took
a quantity of tobacco to burn, to keep off the
mosquitos. It produced the desired effect on them, but
gave me nausea and severe headache. At dark we
returned to the vessel. I had been so sick during the
day, that Peter declared I should go home that night,
if the
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devil himself was on patrol. They told me a place of
concealment had been provided for me at my
grandmother's. I could not imagine how it was
possible to hide me in her house, every nook and
corner of which was known to the Flint family. They
told me to wait and see. We were rowed ashore, and
went boldly through the streets, to my grandmother's.
I wore my sailor's clothes, and had blackened my face
with charcoal. I passed several people whom I knew.
The father of my children came so near that I brushed
against his arm; but he had no idea who it was.

"You must make the most of this walk," said my friend
Peter, "for you may not have another very soon."

I thought his voice sounded sad. It was kind of him to
conceal from me what a dismal hole was to be my
home for a long, long time.

Chapter XXI - The Loophole Of Retreat

A small shed had been added to my grandmother's house
years ago. Some boards were laid across the joists at
the top, and between these boards and the roof was a
very small garret, never occupied by any thing but
rats and mice. It was a pent roof, covered with
nothing but shingles, according to the southern
custom for such buildings. The garret was only nine



feet long and seven wide. The highest part was three
feet high, and sloped down abruptly to the loose
board floor. There was no admission for either light or
air. My uncle Phillip, who was a carpenter, had very
skilfully made a concealed trap-door, which
communicated with the storeroom. He had been doing
this while I was waiting in the swamp. The storeroom
opened upon a piazza. To this hole I was conveyed as
soon as I entered the house. The air was stifling; the
darkness total. A bed had been spread on the floor. I
could sleep quite comfortably on one side; but the
slope was so sudden that I could not turn on my other
without hitting the roof. The rats and mice ran over
my bed; but I was weary, and I slept such sleep as the
wretched may, when a tempest has passed over them.
Morning came. I knew it only by the noises I heard;
for in my small den day and night were all the same. I
suffered for air even more than for light. But I was
not comfortless. I heard the voices of my children.
There was joy and there was sadness in the sound. It
made my tears flow. How I longed to speak to them! I
was eager to look on their faces; but there was no
hole, no crack, through which I could peep. This
continued darkness was oppressive. It seemed
horrible to sit or lie in a cramped position day after
day, without one gleam of light. Yet I would have
chosen this, rather than my lot as a slave, though
white people considered it an easy one; and it was so
compared with the fate of others. I was never cruelly



overworked; I was never lacerated with the whip
from head to foot; I was never so beaten and bruised
that I could not turn from one side to the other; I
never had my heel-strings cut to prevent my running
away; I was never chained to a log and forced to drag
it about, while I toiled in the fields from morning till
night; I was never branded with hot iron, or torn by
bloodhounds. On the contrary, I had always been
kindly treated, and tenderly cared for, until I came
into the hands of Dr. Flint. I had never wished for
freedom till then. But though my life in slavery was
comparatively devoid of hardships, God pity the
woman who is compelled to lead such a life!

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



round; and having found the side next the street,
where I could frequently see my children, I
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stuck the gimlet in and waited for evening. I bored three
rows of holes, one above another; then I bored out the
interstices between. I thus succeeded in making one
hole about an inch long and an inch broad. I sat by it
till late into the night, to enjoy the little whiff of air
that floated in. In the morning I watched for my
children. The first person I saw in the street was Dr.
Flint. I had a shuddering, superstitious feeling that it
was a bad omen. Several familiar faces passed by. At
last I heard the merry 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 finally I got rid of them. The heat of
my den was intense, for nothing but thin shingles
protected me from the scorching summer's sun. But I



had my consolations. Through my peeping-hole I
could watch the children, and when they were near
enough, I could hear their talk. 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
neighborhood, and had breathed his contaminating
atmosphere. He offered her a reward if she could find
out any thing about me. I 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 importance to transact. 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
satisfaction 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, Benny was standing at the gate. He had
heard them say that he had gone to find 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."

Benny ran terrified into the house, saying, ""You can't put
me in jail 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 grandmother 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 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. The kind grandmother brought me
bedclothes 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.
O, 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 uncertain future! I 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 I heard many
conversations not intended to meet my ears. I heard
slave-hunters planning how to catch some poor
fugitive. Several times I 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 finger 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, if he is a damned brute." The opinion
was often expressed that I was in the Free States. Very
rarely did any one 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 afforded me so good a place of
concealment.
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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, 1
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."

Unable to find a safe way to escape, Linda stayed in the
attic seven years. Her only release were a few times
that she was able to go into the basement of the house
to stretch her legs. Almost all the time, ill or well, she
stayed in the garret. She could hear her children
playing and sometimes see them through the peep-
hole, but she dared not let them know she was there.
Years later she found out that her son had once heard
her talking to her grandmother from the garret but,
knowing the danger, he never told a soul. Chapters
XXII — XXVI.

Chapter XXVII -- New Destination for the Children

Mr. Sands kept William, Linda’s brother, as a body
servant. When Mr. Sands was elected to Congress and
traveled in the North, he took William with him.
William left Mr. Sands in the North and lived the
remainder of his life as a free man. Mr. Sands was
married and one day, he and his wife, encountered
Benny on the street. Mr. Sands’ wife took a fancy to
the boy, and this led Mr. Sands to disclose his
relationship to Linda’s children.

. . . Mr. Sands called on my grandmother, and told her he
wanted her to take the children to his house. He said
he had informed his wife of his relation to them, and
told her they were motherless; and she wanted to see
them.



When he had gone, my grandmother came and asked what
I would do. The question seemed a mockery. What
could I do? They were Mr. Sands's slaves, and their
mother was a slave, whom he had represented to be
dead. Perhaps he thought I was. I was too much
pained and puzzled to come to any decision; and the
children were carried without my knowledge. Mrs.
Sands had a sister from Illinois staying with her. This
lady, who had no children of her own, was so much
pleased with Ellen, that she offered to adopt her, and
bring her up as she would a daughter. Mrs. Sands
wanted to take Benjamin. When grandmother
reported this to me, I was tried almost beyond
endurance. Was this all I was to gain by what I had
suffered for the sake of having my children free?
True, the prospect seemed fair; but I knew too well
how lightly slaveholders held such "parental
relations." If pecuniary troubles should come, or if
the new wife required more money than could
conveniently be spared, my children might be thought
of as a convenient means of raising funds. I had no
trust in thee, O Slavery! Never should I know peace
till my children were emancipated with all due
formalities of law.

I was too proud to ask Mr. Sands to do any thing for my
own benefit; but I could bring myself to become a
supplicant for my children. I resolved to remind him
of the promise he had made me, and to throw myself
upon his honor for the performance of it. I persuaded



my grandmother to go to him, and tell him I was not
dead, and that I earnestly entreated him to keep the
promise he had made me; that I had heard of the
recent proposals concerning my children, and did not
feel easy to accept them; that he had promised to
emancipate them, and it was time for him to redeem
his pledge. I knew there was some risk in thus
betraying that I was in the vicinity; but what will not
a mother do for her children? He received the
message with surprise, and said, ""The children are
free. I have never intended to claim them as slaves.
Linda may decide their fate. In my opinion, they had
better be sent to the north. I don't think they are quite
safe here. Dr. Flint boasts that they are still in his
power. He says they were his daughter's property, and
as she was not of age when they were sold, the
contract is not legally binding."
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So, then, after all I had endured for their sakes, my poor
children were between two fires; between my old
master and their new master! And I was powerless.
There was no protecting arm of the law for me to
invoke. Mr. Sands proposed that Ellen should go, for
the present, to some of his relatives, who had removed
to Brooklyn, Long Island. It was promised that she



should be well taken care of, and sent to school. I
consented to it, as the best arrangement I could make
for her. My grandmother, of course, negotiated it all;
and Mrs. Sands knew of no other person in the
transaction. She proposed that they should take Ellen
with them to Washington, and keep her till they had a
g00d chance of sending her, with friends, to Brooklyn.
She had an infant daughter. I had had a glimpse of it,
as the nurse passed with it in her arms. It was not a
pleasant thought to me, that the bondwoman's child
should tend her free-born sister; but there was no
alternative. Ellen was made ready for the journey. O,
how it tried my heart to send her away, so young,
alone, among strangers! Without a mother's love to
shelter her from the storms of life; almost without
memory of a mother! I doubted whether she and
Benny would have for me the natural affection that
children feel for a parent. I thought to myself that I
might perhaps never see my daughter again, and 1
had a great desire that she should look upon me,
before she went, that she might take my image with
her in her memory. It seemed to me cruel to have her
brought to my dungeon. It was sorrow enough for her
young heart to know that her mother was a victim of
slavery, without seeing the wretched hiding-place to
which it had driven her. I begged permission to pass
the last night in one of the open chambers, with my
little girl. They thought I was crazy to think of
trusting such a young child with my perilous secret. I



told them I had watched her character, and I felt sure
she would not betray me; that I was determined to
have an interview, and if they would not facilitate it, I
would take my own way to obtain it. They
remonstrated against the rashness of such a
proceeding; but finding they could not change my
purpose, they yielded. I slipped through the trap-door
into the storeroom, and my uncle kept watch at the
gate, while I passed into the piazza and went up stairs,
to the room I used to occupy. It was more than five
years since I had seen it; and how the memories
crowded on me! There I had taken shelter when my
mistress drove me from her house; there came my old
tyrant, to mock, insult, and curse me; there my
children were first laid in my arms; there I had
watched over them, each day with a deeper and
sadder love; there I had knelt to God, in anguish of
heart, to forgive the wrong I had done. How vividly it
all came back! And after this long, gloomy interval, I
stood there such a wreck!

In the midst of these meditations, I heard footsteps on the
stairs. The door opened, and my uncle Phillip came in,
leading Ellen by the hand. I put my arms round her,
and said, ""Ellen, my dear child, I am your mother."
She drew back a little, and looked at me; then, with
sweet confidence, she laid her cheek against mine, and
I folded her to the heart that had been so long
desolated. She was the first to speak. Raising her
head, she said, inquiringly, ' You really are my



mother?" I told her I really was; that during all the
long time she had not seen me, I had loved her most
tenderly; and that now she was going away, I wanted
to see her and talk with her, that she might remember
me. With a sob in her voice, she said, "I'm glad you've
come to see me; but why didn't you ever come before?
Benny and I have wanted so much to see you! He
remembers you, and sometimes he tells me about you.
Why didn't you come home when Dr. Flint went to
bring you?"

I answered, "I couldn't come before, dear. But now that I
am with you, tell me whether you like to go away." "I
don't know," said she, crying. ""Grandmother says I
ought not to cry; that I am going to a good place,
where I can learn to read and write, and that by and
by I can write her a letter. But I shan't have Benny, or
grandmother, or uncle Phillip, or any body to love me.
Can't you go with me? O, do go, dear mother!"

I told her I couldn't go now; but sometime I would come to
her, and then she and Benny and I would live
together, and have happy times. She wanted to run
and bring Benny to see me now. I told her he was
going to the north, before long, with uncle Phillip, and
then I would come to see him before he went away. I
asked if she would like to have me stay all night and
sleep with her. "O, yes," she replied. Then, turning to
her uncle, she said, pleadingly, "May I stay? Please,
uncle! She is my own mother." He laid his hand on



her head, and said, solemnly, "Ellen, this is the secret
you have promised grandmother never to
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tell. If you ever speak of it to any body, they will never let
you see your grandmother again, and your mother
can never come to Brooklyn." "Uncle," she replied, "I
will never tell." He told her she might stay with me;
and when he had gone, I took her in my arms and told
her I was a slave, and that was the reason she must
never say she had seen me. I exhorted her to be a good
child, to try to please the people where she was going,
and that God would raise her up friends. I told her to
say her prayers, and remember always to pray for her
poor mother, and that God would permit us to meet
again. She wept, and I did not check her tears.
Perhaps she would never again have a chance to pour
her tears into a mother's bosom. All night she nestled
in my arms, and I had no inclination to slumber. The
moments were too precious to lose any of them. Once,
when I thought she was asleep, I kissed her forehead
softly, and she said, "I am not asleep, dear mother."

Before dawn they came to take me back to my den. I drew
aside the window curtain, to take a last look of my
child. The moonlight shone on her face, and I bent
over her, as I had done years before, that wretched



night when I ran away. I hugged her close to my
throbbing heart; and tears, too sad for such young
eyes to shed, flowed down her cheeks, as she gave her
last kiss, and whispered in my ear, '""Mother, I will
never tell." And she never did.

When I got back to my den, I threw myself on the bed and
wept there alone in the darkness. It seemed as if my
heart would burst. When the time for Ellen's
departure drew nigh, I could hear neighbors and
friends saying to her, ""Good bye, Ellen. I hope your
poor mother will find you out. Won't you be glad to
see her!" She replied, "Yes, ma'am;" and they little
dreamed of the weighty secret that weighed down her
young heart. She was an affectionate child, but
naturally very reserved, except with those she loved,
and I felt secure that my secret would be safe with
her. I heard the gate close after her, with such feelings
as only a slave mother can experience. During the day
my meditations were very sad. Sometimes I feared 1
had been very selfish not to give up all claim to her,
and let her go to Illinois, to be adopted by Mrs.
Sands's sister. It was my experience of slavery that
decided me against it. I feared that circumstances
might arise that would cause her to be sent back. I felt
confident that I should go to New York myself; and
then I should be able to watch over her, and in some
degree protect her.

Dr. Flint's family knew nothing of the proposed
arrangement till after Ellen was gone, and the news



displeased them greatly. Mrs. Flint called on Mrs.
Sands's sister to inquire into the matter. She
expressed her opinion very freely as to the respect Mr.
Sands showed for his wife, and for his own character,
in acknowledging those "young niggers.'" And as for
sending Ellen away, she pronounced it to be just as
much stealing as it would be for him to come and take
a piece of furniture out of her parlor. She said her
daughter was not of age to sign the bill of sale, and the
children were her property; and when she became of
age, or was married, she could take them, wherever
she could lay hands on them.

Miss Emily Flint, the little girl to whom I had been
bequeathed, was now in her sixteenth year. Her
mother considered it all right and honorable for her,
or her future husband, to steal my children; but she
did not understand how any body could hold up their
heads in respectable society, after they had purchased
their own children, as Mr. Sands had done. Dr. Flint
said very little. Perhaps he thought that Benny would
be less likely to be sent away if he kept quiet. One of
my letters, that fell into his hands, was dated from
Canada; and he seldom spoke of me now. This state of
things enabled me to slip down into the storeroom
more frequently, where I could stand upright, and
move my limbs more freely.

Days, weeks, and months passed, and there came no news
of Ellen. I sent a letter to Brooklyn, written in my
grandmother's name, to inquire whether she had



arrived there. Answer was returned that she had not.
I wrote to her in Washington; but no notice was taken
of it. There was one person there, who ought to have
had some sympathy with the anxiety of the child's
friends at home; but the links of such relations as he
had formed with me, are easily broken and cast away
as rubbish. Yet how protectingly and persuasively he
once talked to the poor, helpless slave girl! And how
entirely I trusted him! But now suspicions darkened
my mind. Was my child dead, or had they deceived
me, and sold her?
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If the secret memoirs of many members of Congress
should be published, curious details would be
unfolded. I once saw a letter from a member of
Congress to a slave, who was the mother of six of his
children. He wrote to request that she would send her
children away from the great house before his return,
as he expected to be accompanied by friends. The
woman could not read, and was obliged to employ
another to read the letter. The existence of the colored
children did not trouble this gentleman, it was only
the fear that friends might recognize in their features
a resemblance to him.



At the end of six months, a letter came to my
grandmother, from Brooklyn. It was written by a
young lady in the family, and announced that Ellen
had just arrived. It contained the following message
from her: "I do try to do just as you told me to, and 1
pray for you every night and morning." I understood
that these words were meant for me; and they were a
balsam to my heart. The writer closed her letter by
saying, "Ellen is a nice little girl, and we shall like to
have her with us. My cousin, Mr. Sands, has given her
to me, to be my little waiting maid. I shall send her to
school, and I hope some day she will write to you
herself." This letter perplexed and troubled me. Had
my child's father merely placed her there till she was
old enough to support herself? Or had he given her to
his cousin, as a piece of property? If the last idea was
correct, his cousin might return to the south at any
time, and hold Ellen as a slave. I tried to put away
from me the painful thought that such a foul wrong
could have been done to us. I said to myself, ""Surely
there must be some justice in man;" then I
remembered, with a sigh, how slavery perverted all
the natural feelings of the human heart. It gave me a
pang to look on my light-hearted boy. He believed
himself free; and to have him brought under the yoke
of slavery, would be more than I could bear. How I
longed to have him safely out of the reach of its
power!

Chapter XXIX -- Preparations For Escape



I hardly expect that the reader will credit me, when I
affirm that I lived in that little dismal hole, almost
deprived of light and air, and with no space to move
my limbs, for nearly seven years. But it is a fact; and
to me a sad one, even now; for my body still suffers
from the effects of that long imprisonment, to say
nothing of my soul. Members of my family, now living
in New York and Boston, can testify to the truth of
what I say.

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

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

After Ellen left us, this feeling increased. Mr. Sands had
agreed that Benny might go to the north whenever his
uncle Phillip could go with him; and I was anxious to
be there also, to watch over my children, and protect



them so far as I was able. Moreover, I was likely to be
drowned out of my den, if I remained much longer;
for the slight roof was getting badly out of repair, and
uncle Phillip was afraid to remove the shingles, lest
some one should get a glimpse of me. When storms
occurred in the night, they spread mats and bits of
carpet, which in the morning appeared to have been
laid out to dry; but to cover the roof in the daytime
might have attracted attention. Consequently, my
clothes and bedding were often drenched; a process
by which the pains and aches in my cramped and
stiffened limbs were greatly increased. I revolved
various plans of escape in my mind, which I
sometimes imparted to my grandmother, when she
came to whisper with me at the trap-door. The kind-
hearted old woman had an intense sympathy for
runaways. She had known too much of the cruelties
inflicted on those who were
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captured. Her memory always flew back at once to the
sufferings of her bright and handsome son, Benjamin,
the youngest and dearest of her flock. So, whenever I
alluded to the subject, she would groan out, 'O, don't
think of it, child. You'll break my heart." I had no
g00d old aunt Nancy now to encourage me; but my



brother William and my children were continually
beckoning me to the north.

And now I must go back a few months in my story. I have
stated that the first of January was the time for selling
slaves, or leasing them out to new masters. If time
were counted by heart-throbs, the poor slaves might
reckon years of suffering during that festival so
joyous to the free. On the New Year's day preceding
my aunt's death, one of my friends, named Fanny,
was to be sold at auction, to pay her master's debts.
My thoughts were with her during all the day, and at
night I anxiously inquired what had been her fate. I
was told that she had been sold to one master, and her
four little girls to another master, far distant; that she
had escaped from her purchaser, and was not to be
found. Her mother ... old Aggie. .. lived in a small
tenement belonging to my grandmother, and built on
the same lot with her own house. Her dwelling was
searched and watched, and that brought the patrols so
near me that I was obliged to keep very close in my
den. The hunters were somehow eluded; and not long
afterwards Benny accidentally caught sight of Fanny
in her mother's hut. He told his grandmother, who
charged him never to speak of it, explaining to him
the frightful consequences; and he never betrayed the
trust. Aggie little dreamed that my grandmother knew
where her daughter was concealed, and that the
stooping form of her old neighbor was bending under
a similar burden of anxiety and fear; but these



dangerous secrets deepened the sympathy between the
two old persecuted mothers.

My friend Fanny and I remained many weeks hidden
within call of each other; but she was unconscious of
the fact. I longed to have her share my den, which
seemed a more secure retreat than her own; but I had
brought so much trouble on my grandmother, that it
seemed wrong to ask her to incur greater risks. My
restlessness increased. I had lived too long in bodily
pain and anguish of spirit. Always I was in dread that
by some accident, or some contrivance, slavery would
succeed in snatching my children from me. This
thought drove me nearly frantic, and I determined to
steer for the North Star at all hazards. At this crisis,
Providence opened an unexpected way for me to
escape. My friend Peter came one evening, and asked
to speak with me. "Your day has come, Linda," said
he. "I have found a chance for you to go to the Free
States. You have a fortnight to decide." The news
seemed too good to be true; but Peter explained his
arrangements, and told me all that was necessary was
for me to say I would go. I was going to answer him
with a joyful yes, when the thought of Benny came to
my mind. I told him the temptation was exceedingly
strong, but I was terribly afraid of Dr. Flint's alleged
power over my child, and that I could not go and
leave him behind. Peter remonstrated earnestly. He
said such a good chance might never occur again; that
Benny was free, and could be sent to me; and that for



the sake of my children's welfare I ought not to
hesitate a moment. I told him I would consult with
uncle Phillip. My uncle rejoiced in the plan, and bade
me go by all means. He promised, if his life was
spared, that he would either bring or send my son to
me as soon as I reached a place of safety. I resolved to
g0, but thought nothing had better be said to my
grandmother till very near the time of departure. But
my uncle thought she would feel it more keenly if I
left here so suddenly. "I will reason with her," said he,
"and convince her how necessary it is, not only for
your sake, but for hers also. You cannot be blind to
the fact that she is sinking under her burdens." I was
not blind to it. I knew that my concealment was an
ever- present source of anxiety, and that the older she
grew the more nervously fearful she was of discovery.
My uncle talked with her, and finally succeeded in
persuading her that it was absolutely necessary for me
to seize the chance so unexpectedly offered.

The anticipation of being a free woman proved almost too
much for my weak frame. The excitement stimulated
me, and at the same time bewildered me. I made busy
preparations for my journey, and for my son to follow
me. I resolved to have an interview with him before I
went, that I might give him cautions and advice, and
tell him how anxiously I should be waiting for him at
the north. Grandmother stole up to me as often as
possible to whisper words of counsel. She insisted
upon writing to Dr. Flint, as soon as I arrived in the



Free States, and asking him to sell me to her. She said
she would sacrifice her
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house, and all she had in the world, for the sake of having
me safe with my children in any part of the world. If
she could only live to know that she could die in
peace. I promised the dear old faithful friend that I
would write to her as soon as I arrived, and put the
letter in a safe way to reach her; but in my own mind
I resolved that not another cent of her hard earnings
should be spent to pay rapacious slaveholders for
what they called their property. And even if I had not
been unwilling to buy what I had already a right to
possess, common humanity would have prevented me
from accepting the generous offer, at the expense of
turning my aged relative out of house and home,
when she was trembling on the brink of the grave.

I was to escape in a vessel; but I forbear to mention any
further particulars. I was in readiness, but the vessel
was unexpectedly detained several days. Meantime,
news came to town of a most horrible murder
committed on a fugitive slave, named James. Charity,
the mother of this unfortunate young man, had been
an old acquaintance of ours. ... My grandmother,
always nervously sensitive about runaways, was



terribly frightened. She felt sure that a similar fate
awaited me, if I did not desist from my enterprise. She
sobbed, and groaned, and entreated me not to go. Her
excessive fear was somewhat contagious, and my
heart was not proof against her extreme agony. I was
grievously disappointed, but I promised to relinquish
my project.

When my friend Peter was apprised of this, he was both
disappointed and vexed. He said, that judging from
our past experience, it would be a long time before I
had such another chance to throw away. I told him it
need not be thrown away; that I had a friend
concealed near by, who would be glad enough to take
the place that had been provided for me. I told him
about poor Fanny, and the kind-hearted, noble fellow,
who never turned his back upon any body in distress,
white or black, expressed his readiness to help her.
Aggie was much surprised when she found that we
knew her secret. She was rejoiced to hear of such a
chance for Fanny, and arrangements were made for
her to go on board the vessel the next night. They both
supposed that I had long been at the north, therefore
my name was not mentioned in the transaction. Fanny
was carried on board at the appointed time, and
stowed away in a very small cabin. This
accommodation had been purchased at a price that
would pay for a voyage to England. But when one
proposes to go to fine old England, they stop to
calculate whether they can afford the cost of the



pleasure; while in making a bargain to escape from
slavery, the trembling victim is ready to say, ''take all
I have, only don't betray me!"

The next morning I peeped through my loophole, and saw
that it was dark and cloudy. At night I received news
that the wind was ahead, and the vessel had not
sailed. I was exceedingly anxious about Fanny, and
Peter too, who was running a tremendous risk at my
instigation. Next day the wind and weather remained
the same. Poor Fanny had been half dead with fright
when they carried her on board, and I could readily
imagine how she must be suffering now.
Grandmother came often to my den, to say how
thankful she was I did not go. On the third morning
she rapped for me to come down to the storeroom.
The poor old sufferer was breaking down under her
weight of trouble. She was easily flurried now. I found
her in a nervous, excited state, but I was not aware
that she had forgotten to lock the door behind her, as
usual. She was exceedingly worried about the
detention of the vessel. She was afraid all would be
discovered, and then Fanny, and Peter, and I, would
all be tortured to death, and Phillip would be utterly
ruined, and her house would be torn down. Poor
Peter! If he should die ... a horrible death .. ., and all
for his kindness in trying to help me, how dreadful it
would be for us all! Alas, the thought was familiar to
me, and had sent many a sharp pang through my
heart. I tried to suppress my own anxiety, and speak



soothingly to her. She brought in some allusion to
aunt Nancy, the dear daughter she had recently
buried, and then she lost all control of herself. As she
stood there, trembling and sobbing, a voice from the
piazza called out, '""Whar is you, aunt Marthy?"
Grandmother was startled, and in her agitation
opened the door, without thinking of me. In stepped
Jenny, the mischievous housemaid, who had tried to
enter my room, when I was concealed in the house of
my white benefactress. '"'I's bin huntin ebery whar for
you, aunt Marthy," said she. "My missis wants you to
send her some crackers." I had slunk down behind a
barrel, which entirely screened me, but I imagined
that Jenny was looking directly
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at the spot, and my heart beat violently. My grandmother
immediately thought what she had done, and went out
quickly with Jenny to count the crackers locking the
door after her. She returned to me, in a few minutes,
the perfect picture of despair. "Poor child!" she
exclaimed, "my carelessness has ruined you. The boat
ain't gone yet. Get ready immediately, and go with
Fanny. I ain't got another word to say against it now;
for there's no telling what may happen this day."



Uncle Phillip was sent for, and he agreed with his mother
in thinking that Jenny would inform Dr. Flint in less
than twenty-four hours. He advised getting me on
board the boat, if possible; if not, I had better keep
very still in my den, where they could not find me
without tearing the house down. He said it would not
do for him to move in the matter, because suspicion
would be immediately excited; but he promised to
communicate with Peter. I felt reluctant to apply to
him again, having implicated him too much already;
but there seemed to be no alternative. Vexed as Peter
had been by my indecision, he was true to his
generous nature, and said at once that he would do his
best to help me, trusting I should show myself a
stronger woman this time.

He immediately proceeded to the wharf, and found that
the wind had shifted, and the vessel was slowly
beating down stream. On some pretext of urgent
necessity, he offered two boatmen a dollar apiece to
catch up with her. He was of lighter complexion than
the boatmen he hired, and when the captain saw them
coming so rapidly, he thought officers were pursuing
his vessel in search of the runaway slave he had on
board. They hoisted sails, but the boat gained upon
them, and the indefatigable Peter sprang on board.

The captain at once recognized him. Peter asked him to go
below, to speak about a bad bill he had given him.
When he told his errand, the captain replied, ""Why,



the woman's here already; and I've put her where you
or the devil would have a tough job to find her."

"But it is another woman I want to bring," said Peter.
""She is in great distress, too, and you shall be paid
any thing within reason, if you'll stop and take her."

"What's her name?" inquired the captain. ""Linda," he
replied.

"That's the name of the woman already here," rejoined
the captain. "By George! I believe you mean to betray
me."

"O!" exclaimed Peter, "God knows I wouldn't harm a hair
of your head. I am too grateful to you. But there really
is another woman in great danger. Do have the
humanity to stop and take her!"

After a while they came to an understanding. Fanny, not
dreaming I was any where about in that region, had
assumed my name, though she called herself Johnson.
"Linda is a common name," said Peter, "and the
woman I want to bring is Linda Brent."

The captain agreed to wait at a certain place till evening,
being handsomely paid for his detention.

Of course, the day was an anxious one for us all. But we
concluded that if Jenny had seen me, she would be too
wise to let her mistress know of it; and that she
probably would not get a chance to see Dr. Flint's
family till evening, for I knew very well what were the
rules in that household. I afterwards believed that she
did not see me; for nothing ever came of it, and she
was one of those base characters that would have



jumped to betray a suffering fellow being for the sake
of thirty pieces of silver.

I made all my arrangements to go on board as soon as it
was dusk. The intervening time I resolved to spend
with my son. I had not spoken to him for seven years,
though I had been under the same roof, and seen him
every day, when I was well enough to sit at the
loophole. I did not dare to venture beyond
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the storeroom; so they brought him there, and locked us
up together, in a place concealed from the piazza door.
It was an agitating interview for both of us. After we
had talked and wept together for a little while, he
said, ""Mother, I'm glad you're going away. I wish I
could go with you. I knew you was here; and I have
been so afraid they would come and catch you!" I was
greatly surprised, and asked him how he had found it
out.

He replied, "I was standing under the eaves, one day,
before Ellen went away, and I heard somebody cough
up over the wood shed. I don't know what made me
think it was you, but I did think so. I missed Ellen, the
night before she went away; and grandmother
brought her back into the room in the night; and I
thought maybe she'd been to see you, before she went,



for I heard grandmother whisper to her, 'Now go to
sleep; and remember never to tell.""

I asked him if he ever mentioned his suspicions to his
sister. He said he never did; but after he heard the
cough, if he saw her playing with other children on
that side of the house, he always tried to coax her
round to the other side, for fear they would hear me
cough, too. He said he had kept a close lookout for Dr.
Flint, and if he saw him speak to a constable, or a
patrol, he always told grandmother. I now recollected
that I had seen him manifest uneasiness, when people
were on that side of the house, and I had at the time
been puzzled to conjecture a motive for his actions.
Such prudence may seem extraordinary in a boy of
twelve years, but slaves, being surrounded by
mysteries, deceptions, and dangers, early learn to be
suspicious and watchful, and prematurely cautious
and cunning. He had never asked a question of
grandmother, or uncle Phillip, and I had often heard
him chime in with other children, when they spoke of
my being at the north.

I told him I was now really going to the Free States, and if
he was a good, honest boy, and a loving child to his
dear old grandmother, the Lord would bless him, and
bring him to me, and we and Ellen would live
together. He began to tell me that grandmother had
not eaten any thing all day. While he was speaking,
the door was unlocked, and she came in with a small
bag of money, which she wanted me to take. I begged



her to keep a part of it, at least, to pay for Benny's
being sent to the north; but she insisted, while her
tears were falling fast, that I should take the whole.
"You may be sick among strangers," she said, "and
they would send you to the poorhouse to die." Ah,
that good grandmother!

For the last time I went up to my nook. Its desolate
appearance no longer chilled me, for the light of hope
had risen in my soul. Yet, even with the blessed
prospect of freedom before me, I felt very sad at
leaving forever that old homestead, where I had been
sheltered so long by the dear old grandmother; where
I had dreamed my first young dream of love; and
where, after that had faded away, my children came
to twine themselves so closely round my desolate
heart. As the hour approached for me to leave, I again
descended to the storeroom. My grandmother and
Benny were there. She took me by the hand, and said,
"Linda, let us pray." We knelt down together, with
my child pressed to my heart, and my other arm
round the faithful, loving old friend I was about to
leave forever. On no other occasion has it ever been
my lot to listen to so fervent a supplication for mercy
and protection. It thrilled through my heart, and
inspired me with trust in God.

Peter was waiting for me in the street. I was soon by his
side, faint in body, but strong of purpose. I did not
look back upon the old place, though I felt that I
should never see it again.



Chapter XXX -- Northward Bound

I never could tell how we reached the wharf. My brain was
all of a whirl, and my limbs tottered under me. At an
appointed place we met my uncle Phillip, who had
started before us on a different route, that he might
reach the wharf first, and give us timely warning if
there was any danger. A row-boat was in readiness. As
I was about to step in, I felt something pull me gently,
and turning round I saw Benny, looking pale and
anxious. He whispered in my ear, '"I've been peeping
into the doctor's window, and he's
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at home. Good by, mother. Don't cry; I'll come." He
hastened away. I clasped the hand of my good uncle,
to whom I owed so much, and of Peter, the brave,
generous friend who had volunteered to run such
terrible risks to secure my safety. To this day I
remember how his bright face beamed with joy, when
he told me he had discovered a safe method for me to
escape. Yet that intelligent, enterprising, noble-
hearted man was a chattel! Liable, by the laws of a
country that calls itself civilized, to be sold with
horses and pigs! We parted in silence. Our hearts
were all too full for words!



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

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

Fanny and I now talked by ourselves, low and quietly, in
our little cabin. She told me of the suffering she had



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

The vessel was soon under way, but we made slow
progress. The wind was against us, I should not have
cared for this, if we had been out of sight of the town;
but until there were miles of water between us and
our enemies, we were filled with constant
apprehensions that the constables would come board.
Neither could I feel quite at ease with the captain and
his men. I was an entire stranger to that class of
people, and I had heard that sailors were rough, and
sometimes cruel. We were so completely in their
power, that if they were bad men, our situation would
be dreadful. Now that the captain was paid for our
passage, might he not be tempted to make more
money by giving us up to those who claimed us as
property? I was naturally of a confiding disposition,
but slavery had made me suspicious of every body.
Fanny did not share my distrust of the captain or his
men. She said she was afraid at first, but she had been
on board three days while the vessel lay in the dock,



and nobody had betrayed her, or treated her
otherwise than kindly.

The captain soon came to advise us to go on deck for fresh
air. His friendly and respectful manner, combined
with Fanny's testimony, reassured me, and we went
with him. He placed us in a comfortable seat, and
occasionally entered into conversation. He told us he
was a Southerner by birth, and had spent the greater
part of his life in the Slave States, and that he had
recently lost a brother who traded in slaves. '"But,"
said he, "it is a pitiable and degrading business, and I
always felt ashamed to acknowledge my brother in
connection with it." As we passed Snaky Swamp, he
pointed to it, and said, ""There is a slave territory that
defies all the laws." I thought of the terrible days I
had spent there, and though it was not called Dismal
Swamp, it made me feel very dismal as I looked at it.
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I shall never forget that night. The balmy air of spring was
so refreshing! And how shall I describe my sensations
when we were fairly sailing on Chesapeake Bay? O,
the beautiful sunshine! the exhilarating breeze! And I
could enjoy them without fear or restraint. I had
never realized what grand things air and sunlight are
till I had been deprived of them.



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

I replied, " You know best. But will you stay on board and
protect us?"

He saw that I was suspicious, and he said he was sorry,
now that he had brought us to the end of our voyage,
to find I had so little confidence in him. Ah, if he had
ever been a slave he would have known how difficult
it was to trust a white man. He assured us that we
might sleep through the night without fear; that he
would take care we were not left unprotected. Be it
said to the honor of this captain, Southerner as he
was, that if Fanny and I had been white ladies, and
our passage lawfully engaged, he could not have
treated us more respectfully. My intelligent friend,
Peter, had rightly estimated the character of the man
to whose honor he had intrusted us.

The next morning I was on deck as soon as the day
dawned. I called Fanny to see the sun rise, for the first
time in our lives, on free soil; for such I then believed
it to be. We watched the reddening sky, and saw the
great orb come up slowly out of the water, as it
seemed. Soon the waves began to sparkle, and every
thing caught the beautiful glow. Before us lay the city
of strangers. We looked at each other, and the eyes of
both were moistened with tears. We had escaped from



slavery, and we supposed ourselves to be safe from the
hunters. But we were alone in the world, and we had
left dear ties behind us; ties cruelly sundered by the
demon Slavery.

Linda arrived in Philadelphia safely. The captain
introduced her to a black minister who took Linda
home and invited her to stay with him until she could
make her way to New York. In the North, Linda met
many friends who helped her. She was always,
however, in fear of being captured and put back into
slavery. Later, she journeyed to New York. (Chapter
XXXI)

Chapter XXXII — Meeting of Mother and Daughter

. .. |A colored friend from her town] told me there was a
colored woman in Brooklyn who came from the same
town I did, and I had better go to her house, and have
my daughter meet me there. I accepted the
proposition thankfully, and he agreed to escort me to
Brooklyn. We crossed Fulton ferry, went up Myrtle
Avenue, and stopped at the house he designated. I was
just about to enter, when two girls passed. My friend
called my attention to them. I turned, and recognized
in the eldest, Sarah, the daughter of a woman who
used to live with my grandmother, but who had left
the south years ago. Surprised and rejoiced at this
unexpected meeting, I threw my arms round her, and
inquired concerning her mother.

"You take no notice of the other girl," said my friend. I
turned, and there stood my Ellen! I pressed her to my



heart, then held her away from me to take a look at
her. She had changed a good deal in the two years
since I parted from her. Signs of neglect could be
discerned by eyes less observing than a mother's. My
friend invited us all to go into the house; but Ellen
said she had been sent of an errand, which she would
do as quickly as possible, and go home and ask Mrs.
Hobbs to let her come and see me. It was agreed that I
should send for her the next day. Her companion,
Sarah, hastened to tell her mother of my arrival.
When I entered the house, I found the mistress of it
absent, and I waited for her return. Before I saw her, I
heard her saying, '""Where is Linda Brent? I used to
know her father and mother." Soon Sarah came with
her mother. So there was quite a company of us, all
from my grandmother's
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neighborhood. These friends gathered round me and

questioned me eagerly. They laughed, they cried, and
they shouted. They thanked God that I had got away
from my persecutors and was safe on Long Island. It
was a day of great excitement. How different from the
silent days I had passed in my dreary den!

The next morning was Sunday. My first waking thoughts

were occupied with the note I was to send to Mrs.



Hobbs, the lady with whom Ellen lived. That I had
recently come into that vicinity was evident; otherwise
I should have sooner inquired for my daughter. It
would not do to let them know I had just arrived from
the south, for that would involve the suspicion of my
having been harbored there, and might bring trouble,
if not ruin, on several people.

I like a straightforward course, and am always reluctant
to resort to subterfuges. So far as my ways have been
crooked, I charge them all upon slavery. It was that
system of violence and wrong which now left me no
alternative but to enact a falsehood. I began my note
by stating that I had recently arrived from Canada,
and was very desirous to have my daughter come to
see me. She came and brought a message from Mrs.
Hobbs, inviting me to her house, and assuring me that
I need not have any fears. The conversation I had
with my child did not leave my mind at ease. When I
asked if she was well treated, she answered yes; but
there was no heartiness in the tone, and it seemed to
me that she said it from an unwillingness to have me
troubled on her account. Before she left me, she asked
very earnestly, '"Mother, will you take me to live with
you?" It made me sad to think that I could not give
her a home till I went to work and earned the means;
and that might take me a long time. When she was
placed with Mrs. Hobbs, the agreement was that she
should be sent to school. She had been there two
years, and was now nine years old, and she scarcely



knew her letters. There was no excuse for this, for
there were good public schools in Brooklyn, to which
she could have been sent without expense.

She staid with me till dark, and I went home with her. 1
was received in a friendly manner by the family, and
all agreed in saying that Ellen was a useful, good girl.
Mrs. Hobbs looked me coolly in the face, and said, "1
suppose you know that my cousin, Mr. Sands, has
given her to my eldest daughter. She will make a nice
waiting-maid for her when she grows up." I did not
answer a word. How could she, who knew by
experience the strength of a mother's love, and who
was perfectly aware of the relation Mr. Sands bore to
my children,-- how could she look me in the face,
while she thrust such a dagger into my heart?

I was no longer surprised that they had kept her in such a
state of ignorance. Mr. Hobbs had formerly been
wealthy, but he had failed, and afterwards obtained a
subordinate situation in the Custom House. Perhaps
they expected to return to the south some day; and
Ellen's knowledge was quite sufficient for a slave's
condition. I was impatient to go to work and earn
money, that I might change the uncertain position of
my children. Mr. Sands had not kept his promise to
emancipate them. I had also been deceived about
Ellen. What security had I with regard to Benjamin? I
felt that I had none.

I returned to my friend's house in an uneasy state of mind.
In order to protect my children, it was necessary that



I should own myself. I called myself free, and
sometimes felt so; but I knew I was insecure. I sat
down that night and wrote a civil letter to Dr. Flint,
asking him to state the lowest terms on which he
would sell me; and as I belonged by law to his
daughter, I wrote to her also, making a similar
request.

Linda found employment often working as a nursemaid
for wealthy families with young children. (Chapter
XXXITIT)
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Chapter XXXIV — The Old Enemy Again

Dr. Flint and his family were still trying to find Linda and
re-enslave her. There were close calls when
slaveholders almost got her. For several years she fled
to New England where sentiment against slavery was
stronger and it was harder for slave owners to capture
runaway slaves. The Flints wrote letters to Linda
which promised no punishment and lenient treatment
if she returned. She was able to evade her pursuers
and ignored the false promises in the letters.
Meanwhile, Linda’s grandmother was looking for a
way to send Linda’s son, Benny, north.

. . . Early one morning, there was a loud rap at my door,
and in rushed Benjamin, all out of breath. "O



mother!" he exclaimed,"here I am! I run all the way;
and I come all alone. How d'you do?"

O reader, can you imagine my joy? No, you cannot, unless
you have been a slave mother. Benjamin rattled away
as fast as his tongue could go. "Mother, why don't you
bring Ellen here? I went over to Brooklyn to see her,
and she felt very bad when I bid her good by. She
said, 'O Ben, I wish I was going too.' I thought she'd
know ever so much; but she don't know so much as I
do; for I can read, and she can't. And, mother, I lost
all my clothes coming. What can I do to get some
more? I 'spose free boys can get along here at the
north as well as white boys."

I did not like to tell the sanguine, happy little fellow how
much he was mistaken. I took him to a tailor, and
procured a change of clothes. The rest of the day was
spent in mutual asking and answering of questions,
with the wish constantly repeated that the good old
grandmother was with us, and frequent injunctions
from Benny to write to her immediately, and be sure
to tell her every thing about his voyage, and his
journey to Boston.

Linda was plagued by fear that the Hobbs family would
sell Ellen. They were in frequent communication with
Southerners, and had frequent opportunities to do it.
Traveling to Boston to evade her pursuers, Linda
entreated Mrs. Hobbs to send Ellen to her and Mrs.
Hobbs, ashamed of her brothers’ treachery, sent
Ellen. (Chapters XXXIV — XXXIX)



Linda was disappointed to find many people in the North
prejudiced against blacks. Chapter XXXYV. In 1850
the Fugitive Slave Law was passed which provided
that federal officials had to assist slave owners in
obtaining the return of fugitive slaves. This caused a
revolution in many households of escaped slaves. All
of their security was gone. Slave trackers and bounty
hunters were emboldened. Linda restricted her
movements outside of the house to avoid being
captured. (Chapter XL)

Mrs. Bruce, Linda’s employer, “ ... was an American,
brought up under aristocratic influences, and still
living in the midst of them; but if she had any
prejudice against color, I was never made aware of it;
and as for the system of slavery, she had a most
hearty dislike of it. No sophistry of Southerners could
blind her to its enormity. She was a person of
excellent principles and a noble heart. To me, from
that hour to the present, she has been a true and
sympathizing friend. Blessings be with her and
hers!” (Chapter XL)

Linda’s son Benny went with her brother William to
California and Ellen was sent to a boarding school to
further her education.

Chapter XLI — Free at Last

Mrs. Bruce, and every member of her family, were
exceedingly kind to me. I was thankful for the
blessings of my lot, yet I could not always wear a
cheerful countenance. I was doing harm to no one; on



the contrary, I was doing all the good I could in my
small way; yet I could never go out to breathe God's
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free air without trepidation at my heart. This seemed
hard; and I could not think it was a right state of
things in any civilized country.

From time to time I received news from my good old
grandmother. She could not write; but she employed
others to write for her. The following is an extract
from one of her last letters:--

Dear Daughter: I cannot hope to see you again on earth;
but I pray to God to unite us above, where pain will
no more rack this feeble body of mine; where sorrow
and parting from my children will be no more. God
has promised these things if we are faithful unto the
end. My age and feeble health deprive me of going to
church now; but God is with me here at home. Thank
your brother for his kindness. Give much love to him,
and tell him to remember the Creator in the days of
his youth, and strive to meet me in the Father's
kingdom. Love to Ellen and Benjamin. Don't neglect
him. Tell him for me, to be a good boy. Strive, my
child, to train them for God's children. May he
protect and provide for you, is the prayer of your
loving old mother.



These letters both cheered and saddened me. I was always
glad to have tidings from the kind, faithful old friend
of my unhappy youth; but her messages of love made
my heart yearn to see her before she died, and I
mourned over the fact that it was impossible. Some
months after I returned from my flight to New
England, I received a letter from her, in which she
wrote, "'Dr. Flint is dead. He has left a distressed
family. Poor old man! I hope he made his peace with
God."

I remembered how he had defrauded my grandmother of
the hard earnings she had loaned; how he had tried to
cheat her out of the freedom her mistress had
promised her, and how he had persecuted her
children; and I thought to myself that she was a better
Christian than I was, if she could entirely forgive him.
I cannot say, with truth, that the news of my old
master's death softened my feelings towards him.
There are wrongs which even the grave does not bury.
The man was odious to me while he lived, and his
memory is odious now.

His departure from this world did not diminish my
danger. He had threatened my grandmother that his
heirs should hold me in slavery after he was gone;
that I never should be free so long as a child of his
survived. As for Mrs. Flint, I had seen her in deeper
afflictions than I supposed the loss of her husband
would be, for she had buried several children; yet I
never saw any signs of softening in her heart. The



doctor had died in embarrassed circumstances, and
had little to will to his heirs, except such property as
he was unable to grasp. I was well aware what I had
to expect from the family of Flints; and my fears were
confirmed by a letter from the south, warning me to
be on my guard, because Mrs. Flint openly declared
that her daughter could not afford to lose so valuable
a slave as I was.

I kept close watch of the newspapers for arrivals; but one
Saturday night, being much occupied, I forgot to
examine the Evening Express as usual. I went down
into the parlor for it, early in the morning, and found
the boy about to kindle a fire with it. I took it from
him and examined the list of arrivals. Reader, if you
have never been a slave, you cannot imagine the acute
sensation of suffering at my heart, when I read the
names of Mr. and Mrs. Dodge, at a hotel in Courtland
Street. It was a third-rate hotel, and that
circumstance convinced me of the truth of what I had
heard, that they were short of funds and had need of
my value, as they valued me; and that was by dollars
and cents. I hastened with the paper to Mrs. Bruce.
Her heart and hand were always open to every one in
distress, and she always warmly sympathized with
mine. It was impossible to tell how near the enemy
was. He might have passed and repassed the house
while we were sleeping. He might at that moment be
waiting to pounce upon me if I ventured out of doors.
I had never seen the husband of my young mistress,



and therefore I could not distinguish him from any
other stranger. A carriage was hastily ordered; and,
closely veiled, I followed Mrs. Bruce, taking the baby
again with me into exile. After various turnings and
crossings, and returnings, the carriage stopped at the
house of one of Mrs. Bruce's friends, where I was
Kindly received. Mrs. Bruce returned immediately, to
instruct the domestics what to say if any one came to
inquire for me.
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It was lucky for me that the evening paper was not burned
up before I had a chance to examine the list of
arrivals. It was not long after Mrs. Bruce's return to
her house, before several people came to inquire for
me. One inquired for me, another asked for my
daughter Ellen, and another said he had a letter from
my grandmother, which he was requested to deliver in
person.

They were told, "She has lived here, but she has left."
"How long ago?"

"I don't know, sir."

"Do you know where she went?"

"I do not, sir." And the door was closed.

This Mr. Dodge, who claimed me as his property, was
originally a Yankee pedler in the south; then he



became a merchant, and finally a slaveholder. He
managed to get introduced into what was called the
first society, and married Miss Emily Flint. A quarrel
arose between him and her brother, and the brother
cowhided him. This led to a family feud, and he
proposed to remove to Virginia. Dr. Flint left him no
property, and his own means had become
circumscribed, while a wife and children depended
upon him for support. Under these circumstances, it
was very natural that he should make an effort to put
me into his pocket.

I had a colored friend, a man from my native place, in
whom I had the most implicit confidence. I sent for
him, and told him that Mr. and Mrs. Dodge had
arrived in New York. I proposed that he should call
upon them to make inquiries about his friends at the
south, with whom Dr. Flint's family were well
acquainted. He thought there was no impropriety in
his doing so, and he consented. He went to the hotel,
and knocked at the door of Mr. Dodge's room, which
was opened by the gentleman himself, who gruffly
inquired, ""What brought you here? How came you to
know I was in the city?"

"Your arrival was published in the evening papers, sir;
and I called to ask Mrs. Dodge about my friends at
home. I didn't suppose it would give any offence."

"Where's that negro girl, that belongs to my wife?"
"What girl, sir?"



"You know well enough. I mean Linda, that ran away
from Dr. Flint's plantation, some years ago. I dare say
you've seen her, and know where she is."

"Yes, sir, I've seen her, and know where she is. She is out
of your reach, sir."

"Tell me where she is, or bring her to me, and I will give
her a chance to buy her freedom."

"I don't think it would be of any use, sir. I have heard her
say she would go to the ends of the earth, rather than
pay any man or woman for her freedom, because she
thinks she has a right to it. Besides, she couldn't do it,
if she would, for she has spent her earnings to educate
her children."

This made Mr. Dodge very angry, and some high words
passed between them. My friend was afraid to come
where I was; but in the course of the day I received a
note from him. I supposed they had not
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come from the south, in the winter, for a pleasure
excursion; and now the nature of their business was
very plain.

Mrs. Bruce came to me and entreated me to leave the city
the next morning. She said her house was watched,
and it was possible that some clew to me might be
obtained. I refused to take her advice. She pleaded



with an earnest tenderness, that ought to have moved
me; but I was in a bitter, disheartened mood. I was
weary of flying from pillar to post. I had been chased
during half my life, and it seemed as if the chase was
never to end. There I sat, in that great city, guiltless of
crime, yet not daring to worship God in any of the
churches. I heard the bells ringing for afternoon
service, and, with contemptuous sarcasm, I said,
"Will the preachers take for their text, 'Proclaim
liberty to the captive, and the opening of prison doors
to them that are bound'? or will they preach from the
text, 'Do unto others as ye would they should do unto
you'?" Oppressed Poles and Hungarians could find a
safe refuge in that city; John Mitchell was free to
proclaim in the City Hall his desire for "a plantation
well stocked with slaves;' but there I sat, an
oppressed American, not daring to show my face. God
forgive the black and bitter thoughts I indulged on
that Sabbath day! The Scripture says, "Oppression
makes even a wise man mad;" and I was not wise.

I had been told that Mr. Dodge said his wife had never
signed away her right to my children, and if he could
not get me, he would take them. This it was, more
than any thing else, that roused such a tempest in my
soul. Benjamin was with his uncle William in
California, but my innocent young daughter had
come to spend a vacation with me. I thought of what I
had suffered in slavery at her age, and my heart was
like a tiger's when a hunter tries to seize her young.



Dear Mrs. Bruce! I seem to see the expression of her face,
as she turned away discouraged by my obstinate
mood. Finding her expostulations unavailing, she sent
Ellen to entreat me. When ten o'clock in the evening
arrived and Ellen had not returned, this watchful and
unwearied friend became anxious. She came to us in a
carriage, bringing a well-filled trunk for my journey--
trusting that by this time I would listen to reason. I
yielded to her, as I ought to have done before.

The next day, baby and I set out in a heavy snow storm,
bound for New England again. I received letters from
[New York], addressed to me under an assumed name.
In a few days one came from Mrs. Bruce, informing
me that my new master was still searching for me, and
that she intended to put an end to this persecution by
buying my freedom. I felt grateful for the kindness
that prompted this offer, but the idea was not so
pleasant to me as might have been expected. The more
my mind had become enlightened, the more difficult it
was for me to consider myself an article of property;
and to pay money to those who had so grievously
oppressed me seemed like taking from my sufferings
the glory of triumph. I wrote to Mrs. Bruce, thanking
her, but saying that being sold from one owner to
another seemed too much like slavery; that such a
great obligation could not be easily cancelled; and
that I preferred to go to my brother in California.

Without my knowledge, Mrs. Bruce employed a gentleman
in New York to enter into negotiations with Mr.



Dodge. He proposed to pay three hundred dollars
down, if Mr. Dodge would sell me, and enter into
obligations to relinquish all claim to me or my
children forever after. He who called himself my
master said he scorned so small an offer for such a
valuable servant. The gentleman replied, " You can do
as you choose, sir. If you reject this offer you will
never get any thing; for the woman has friends who
will convey her and her children out of the country."

Mr. Dodge concluded that "half a loaf was better than no
bread," and he agreed to the proffered terms. By the
next mail I received this brief letter from Mrs. Bruce:
"I am rejoiced to tell you that the money for your
freedom has been paid to Mr. Dodge. Come home to-
morrow. I long to see you and my sweet babe."
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My brain reeled as I read these lines. A gentleman near me
said, "It's true; I have seen the bill of sale." "The bill
of sale!" Those words struck me like a blow. So I was
sold at last! A human being sold in the free city of
New York! The bill of sale is on record, and future
generations will learn from it that women were
articles of traffic in New York, late in the nineteenth
century of the Christian religion. It may hereafter
prove a useful document to antiquaries, who are



seeking to measure the progress of civilization in the
United States. I well know the value of that bit of
paper; but much as I love freedom, I do not like to
look upon it. I am deeply grateful to the generous
friend who procured it, but I despise the miscreant
who demanded payment for what never rightfully
belonged to him or his.

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

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

My heart was exceedingly full. I remembered how my
poor father had tried to buy me, when I was a small



child, and how he had been disappointed. I hoped his
spirit was rejoicing over me now. I remembered how
my good old grandmother had laid up her earnings to
purchase me in later years, and how often her plans
had been frustrated. How that faithful, loving old
heart would leap for joy, if she could look on me and
my children now that we were free! My relatives had
been foiled in all their efforts, but God had raised me
up a friend among strangers, who had bestowed on
me the precious, long-desired boon. Friend! Itis 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." . ..

Reader, my story ends with freedom; not in the usual way,
with marriage. I and my children are now free! We
are as free from the power of slaveholders as are the
white people of the north; and though that, according
to my ideas, is not saying a great deal, it is a vast
improvement in my condition. The dream of my life is
not yet realized. I do not sit with my children in a
home of my own, I still long for a hearthstone of my
own, however humble. I wish it for my children's sake
far more than for my own. But God so orders
circumstances as to keep me with my friend Mrs.



Bruce. Love, duty, gratitude, also bind me to her side.
It is a privilege to serve her who pities my oppressed
people, and who has bestowed the inestimable boon of
freedom on me and my children.

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

THE END
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