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what 1 concede to it. The progress from an
absolute to a limited monarchy, from a limired
monarchy to a democracy, is a progress toward
a true tespect for the individual, Even the
Chinese philosopher was wise enough to regard
the individual as the basis of the empire. Isa
democracy, such as we know i, the last
improvement possible in government? Is it not
possible to take a step further tt?W‘-ll'dS recogniz-
ing and organizing the rights of man? There
will never be a really free and enlighrened State,
until the State comes to recognize the individ-
ual as a higher and independent power, from
which all its own power and authority are
derived, and treats him accordingly. [ please
myself with imagining a State at last which can
afford o be just to all men, and to treat the
individual with respect as a neighbor; which
even would not think it inconsistent with its
OWI FCPOSE, if a few were to live alool from it,
not meddling with it, nor embraced by it, who
fulfilled all the duties of neighbors and fellow-
men. A State which bore this kind of fruit, and
suffered it to drop off as fast as it ripened,
would prepare the way for a stll more pcr{?cci
and glorious State, which also | have imagined,
but not yet anywhere secn.

&S “My master was
my father”

FREDERICK DOUGLASS

Born as a slave in Maryland, Frederick Bailey
escaped in 1838 to Massachusetts where he
changed his name to Frederick Douglass. A pow-
erful orator, Douglass emerged as the leading
African-American abolitionist of the pre-Civil War
era. He became an agent of the Massachusetts
Anti-Slavery Society and raised enough money
from speaking engagements to purchase his
freedom. .

In 1847, Douglass founded and co-edited
the abolitionist paper North Star, During the Civil
War he played a leading role in recruiting
African-American soldiers for the Union cause.
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The following excerpt from hig 1845
ography, Narrative of the Life of Freds
Douglass, Written by Himself, desﬁrlhg
hood. The book helped raise awarenegg |
North of the miserable conditions Slaveg. the
under in the South. > liveg

1 was born in Tuckahoe, near I'n”“l-'fl)m'
about twelve miles from Easton, in “Bill
county, Maryland. 1 have no accurage i
edge of my age, never having scen gpy
tic record containing it. By far the |y,
the slaves know as little of their age
know of theirs, and it is the wish °frﬁ
ters within my knowledge to keep dhicie
thus ignorant. 1 do not remember to Jy
met a slave who could tell of his birgy
seldom come nearer to it than plant i
harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-timeg
rime. A want of information concepn
own was a source of unhappiness to
during childhood. The white children g
their ages. I could not tell why T ought g
deprived of the same privilege. [ wasi K
allowed to make any inquiries of my/
concerning it. He deemed all such §
the part of a slave improper and itnpej
and evidence of a restless spirit. The
estimate | can give makes me now b
twenty-seven and rwenty-cight yea
come to this, from hearing my g
time during 1835, I was about §

old.

My mother was named Hatr

was the daughter of Isaac and Be

both colored, and quite dark. My

of a darker complexion than either

maother or g:.‘andfaihcr. -

My father was @ white maf

ted to be such by all Tever hea

parentage. The opinion was also

my master was my father; 1‘»'11_?'_“

of this opinion, | know .no[hms.“

knowing wis withheld from mEH

and [ were separated when ['wa

infani—before 1 knew her asim

n, in the part of Maryland from
CUstomms (0 part children from their
dn “‘“:Y' early age. Frequently, before
.a;:s\;ia}::hml 1 ts rwelfth month, ies

: from it, and hired out on some
s taken

nsid.;mialc distance off, and the child

under the care of an (?ld woman, t0o

For what this separation is
unless it be to hinder the

1 and destroy the natural
of the mother fot the child. This is the
ule.
Jsaw MYy mother, to kno}-v her as
than four or five times in my life;
of these times was very short in dura-
night. She was hired by a Mr.
s dived about twelve miles from my
ade her journeys to see me in the
welling the whole distance on foot,
- cmance of her day’s work. She
and a whipping is the penalty
the field at sunrise, unless a
al permission from his or her
& contraty—a permission which
get, and one that gives to him that
ud name of being a kind master.
t of ever seeing my mother by
he was with me in the night.

illness, at her deach, or bur-
long before I knew any ching
ng ?njoyed, to any consid-
othing presence, her tender

a‘wa)'- ShC left me
iition of who my

father was. The whisper that my master was my
father, may or may not be true; and, true or
false, it is of but little consequence to my pur-
pose whilst the fact remains, in all its glaring
odiousness, that slaveholders have ordained,
and by law established, that the children of
slave women shall in all cases follow the condi-
tion of their mothers; and this is done too obvi-
ously to administer to their own lusts, and
make a gratification of their wicked desires
profitable as well as pleasurable; for by this cun-
ning arrangement, the slaveholder, in cases not
a few, sustains to his slaves the double relation
of master and father,

I know of such cases; and it is worthy of
remark that such slaves invariably suffer greater
hardships, and have more to contend with, than
others. They are, in the first place, a constant
offence to their mistress. She is ever disposed to
find fault with them; they can seldom do any
thing to please her; she is never better pleased
than when she sees them under the lash, espe-
cially when she suspects her husband of show-
ing to his mulatto children favors which he
withholds from his black slaves. The master is
frequently compelled to sell this class of his

slaves, out of deference to the feelings of his
white wife; and, cruel as the deed may strike
any one to be, for a man to sell his own chil-
dren to human flesh-mongers, it is often the
dictate of humanity for him to do so; for,
unless he does this, he must not only whip
them himself, but must stand by and see one
white son tie up his brother, of but few shades
darker complexion than himself, and ply the
gory lash to his naked back; and if he lisp one
word of disapproval, it is set down to his
parental partiality, and only makes a bad matter
worse, both for himself and the slave whom he
would protect and defend.




&S “Let me make you
a present of this little
nigger”

WILLIAM WELLS BROWN

William Wells Brown was a former slave who
recounted his experiences as an assistant to a
slavetrader in his 1847 book Narrative of the
Life of William Brown. He became a prominent
abolitionist and was one of the first people to
write about the history of African-Americans in
the United States. Accounts such as this helped
enflame anti-slavery sentiments in the North.

He soon commenced purchasing to make up
the third gang. We took steamboat, and went to
Jefferson City, a town on the Missouri river.
Here we landed, and took stage for the interior
of the State. He bought a number of slaves as
he passed the different farms and villages. After
getting twenty-two or twenty-three men and
women, we arrived at St. Charles, a village on
the banks of the Missouri. Here he purchased a
woman who had a child in her arms, appearing
to be four or five weeks old.

We had been travelling by land for some
days, and were in hopes to have found a boat at
this place for St. Louis, but were disappointed.
As no boat was expected for some days, we
started for St. Louis by land. Mr. Walker had
purchased two horses. He rode one, and I the
other. The slaves were chained together, and we
took up our line of march, Mr. Walker taking
the lead, and I bringing up the rear. Though
the distance was not more than twenty miles,
we did not reach it the first day. The road was
worse than any that I have ever travelled.

Soon after we left St. Chatles, the young
child grew very cross, and kept up a noise
during the greater part of the day. Mr. Walker
complained of its crying several times, and told
the mother to stop the child’s d—d noise, or he
would. The women tried to keep the child from
crying, but could not. We put up at night with
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an acquaintance of Mr. Wylke,
nmorning, just as we were ahnu;

and iy

; ] 1o
child again commenced cryj g
A : Uylng W

» Wil

to her, and told her to give the chi
The mother rembling obeyeq HII'
child by one arm, as you wqu; ;
walked into the house, and

“Madam, 1 will make
little nigger: it keeps such g o
bear it.”

“Thank you, sir,” said the |qq

The mother, as soon ag ghe sﬂ):,.
child was to be left, ran up o My WE(
falling upon her knees begged |1i|';1 -
have her child; she clung around hi;u

said th
You g pr

Sethar

cried, “Oh, my child! O, do, do do. [ant

its erying, if you will only ler pe have
When I saw this woman crying for |y
piteously, a shudder,—a feeling akin :,.
shot through my frame. :
Mr. Walker commanded her ¢

the ranks with the other slaves, Women
had children were not chained, by; th )
had none were. As soon as her child
posed of, she was chained in the gang, .

& The Trials of Girlhagd

HARRIET JACOBS

Rape was a constant threat for many's
They had little recourse to resist preda
white men. Harriet Jacobs wrote about
unsuccessful attempts to fend off the

es of her owner, a respected doctor, b
escaping to the North. She recalled her
ences in her 1861 narrative The Trials

Girlhood, noting that slavery made wo

more vulnerabie than men to the dema
their masters.

During the first years of my service in B
Flint’s family, I was accustomed to shifes
indulgences with the children of my it
Though this seemed to me no more thi

I was grateful for it, and tried to merit
ness by the faithful discharge of myd

- donmy [ii'::ccu.th year—a sad
B o duve i My maser
' pisper foul Will'fj.‘i Im my ear, - Olll.}g
d not remain ;gr‘mralml Inl" their
g i creat them with indifference
Irﬂ:‘ilr;::. [master’s age, my extreme
it fear that his conduct would be
e {mother, made him bear
sgranc
o 5 many months, He was a
worted 1o many means 1o
i§ purposes: Somerimes .hc. had
* tific Ways: that made his victims
ometimes he assumed a gentleness
50 ¢ must surely subdue. Of the
red: his stormy moods, although
¢ trembling: He tried his utmost to
oure principles my gmndm}othcr‘
led, He pcuplml my young mind with
ages: such as only a \:’IIC n'.mnst‘cr
¢ of. I turned from him with disgust
o, But he was my master. 1 was com-
live under the same roof with him—
w2 man forty years my seniot daily
fie most sacred commandments of
He told me [ was his property; thac |
s subject o his will in all things. My soul
ainst the mean tyranny. But where
\wurn for protection? No matter whether
"'.s'irl be as black as ebony or as fair as
aress, In either case, there is no shadow
0 protect her from insult, from violence,
mideath; all these are inflicted by
o bear the shape of men. The mistress,
tto protect the helpless victim, has no
 towards her but those of jealousy
‘The degradation, the wrongs, the
grow. out of slavery, are more than I
i They are greater than you would
believe, Surely, if you credited one half
hs that are told you concerning the
tillions suffering in this cruel bondage,
north would not help to tighten the
tely would refuse to do for the
your own soil, the mean and cruel
trained bloodhounds and the low-
hites do for him at the south.

ent ﬁ.‘!l’
,and e

00: America in Transition

Every where the years bring to all enough of
sin and sorrow; but in slavery the very dawn of
life is darkened by these shadows. 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 pas-
sion, 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 mastet’s footfall. She will be com-
pelled 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 admi-
ration in the white woman only hastens the
degradation of the female slave. T 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 T 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 [ 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 forebod-
ings. 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 undet 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.
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
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