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- . Verv rarely did any one
often expressed that I was in the Free States. Ver) rarely ¢ y one sugg,

that I might be in the vicinity. Had the le
mother’s house, it would have been burnec B alivviire oni ‘
place they thought of. Yet there was no place, where slavery existed, thag
could have afforded me so good a place of C()nccalmcnli . e

Dr. Flint and his family repeatedly tried to coax and bribe my childy,, to
tell something they had heard said about me. ()nc‘ day ll.w doctor took them,
into a shop, and offered them some bright little silver pieces and gay hf'“rl.
kerchiefs if they would tell where their mother was. E”?n f‘h”‘ ”lf away frop,
him, and would not speak; but Benny spoke up, and said, “Dr. Flint, | dony
know where my mother is. I guess she’s in New York; and when )'Ou' 20 there
again, I wish you'd ask her to come home, for I want to see her; l_)Ut if you put
her in jail, or tell her you'll cut her head off, I'll tell her to go right back

[Brent passes the years hidden in her garret, suffering from exposure, lack of eye,.
cise, poor ventilation, and illness. Mr. Sands is elected to Congress. Risking discqy.
ery, Brent pleads with him to free their children. He does not live up to his promises
to do so but instead conveys their daughter, Ellen, to some of his relatives in Brooklyp,
New York. Meanwhile Dr. Flint continues to search for Brent both locally and iy,

ast suspicion rested on MY grang.

| to the ground. But it was ), .

;ﬁz 'r"' Ch XXIX. Preparations for Escape
m that the reader will credit me, when I affirm that I lived in
dismal hole, almost deprived of light and air, and with no space to
1bs, for nearly seven years. But it is a fact; and to me a sad one,
r my body still suffers from the effects of that long imprison-
' g of my soul. Members of my family, now living in New
testify to the truth of what I say.

> nights that [ sat late at the little loophole scarcely
ne a glimpse of one twinkling star. There, I heard the
s confer ing together about the capture of runaways,
ced they would be to catch me.

- year, I peeped at my children’s faces, and
-yearning all the while to say, “Your
ed to me as if ages had rolled away since
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at the lmp-:{(-‘m'- The kind-hearted old woman had an intense sympathy for
paways. She had known too much of the cruelties inflicted on those who
were captured- Her memory always flew back at once to the sufferings of her
{ and handsome son, Benjamin, the youngest and dearest of her flock.
So‘f_whenever?l a‘lludcd to the suhjcsl. she would groan out, “Oh, don't think
of its child. You'll break my heart.” I had no good old aunt Nancy now to
encourage me: but my brother William and my children were continually
koning me to the north.

And now I must go back a few months in my story. | 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
pnisﬁf 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
1o be sold at auction, to pay her master’s debts. My thoughts were with her
 guring all the day, and at night I anxiously inquired what had been her fate.
] was told that she had been sold to one master, and her four little girls to

~ .nother master, far distant; that she had escaped from her purchaser, and
t to be found. Her mother was the old Aggie I have spoken of. She
a small tenement belonging to my grandmother, and built on the
vith her own house. Her dwelling was searched and watched, and
t the patrols so near me that I was obliged to keep very close in
e hunters were somehow eluded; and not long afterwards Benny

caught sight of Fanny in her mother’s hut. He told his grand-
arged him never to speak of it, explaining to him the fright-
os: and he never betrayed the trust. Aggie little dreamed
her knew where her daughter was concealed, and that the
er old neighbor was bending under a similar burden of
 these dangerous secrets deepened the sympathy

secuted mothers. » -
| remained many weeks hidden within call of each
nscious of the fact. I longed to have her share my
‘secure retreat than her own; but I had brought
Imother, that it seemed wrong to ask her to

s I was in dread that by some accident, or
eed in snatching my children from me.
e, and I determined to steer for the North
ence opened an unexpected way ftor
e evening, and asked to speak with
“I have found a chance for you to
‘decide.” The news seemed too
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thought nothing had better be said to my grandmother till very near the . ;
of departure. But my uncle thought she would feel it more keenly if | | fi b
so suddenly. “1 will reason with her.” said he, “and convince her how ., 2 ¢
sary it is. not onlv for vour sake. but for hers also. You cannot be blind (, ,,
fact that she is sinking under her burdens.” I was not blind to it. I kney, 1
my concealment was an ever-present source of anxiety, and that the )y
she grew the more nervously fearful she was of discovery. My uncle ¢,
with her. and finally succeeded in persuading her that it was absolutely -
| essary for me to seize the chance so unexpectedly offered.
| The anticipation of being a free woman proved almost too much fo, -
weak frame. The excitement stimulated me, and at the same time bey, ;|
dered me. | made busy preparations for my journey, and for my son to fo]),,,
me. | resolved to have an interview with him before I went, that I might ;..
him cautions and advice, and tell him how anxiously I should be waiting 1,
him at the north. Grandmother stole up to me as often as possible to whi.
per words of counsel. She insisted upon my writing to Dr. Flint, as soon .
I arrived in the Free States, and asking him to sell me to her. She said sh.
would sacrifice her house, and all she had in the world, for the sake of haj ing
me safe with my children in any part of the world. If she could only live 1
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
@Mh lm but in my own mind I resolved that not another cent of he;
ning; shnuld be spent to pay rapacious slaveholders for what they
v. And even if I had not been unwilling to buy what [ had
' ggisess ‘common humanity would have prevented me from

she was tremb]ing on the brink of the grave.
sel; but I forbear to mention any further particu-

"a most horrible murder committed
d;he mother of this unfortunate

e of the neighboring slave-
itive about runaways. was
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that 1 had lor.lg been at the north, therefore my name was not mentioned in
the transactl'on- Fanny was carried on board at the appointed time, and
stoweti. away in a very Smau 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 Ple.asu're; 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 | peeped through my loophole, and saw that it was
dark and cloudy. At night 1 received news that the wind as ahead, and the
vessel had not sailed. 1 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 1 could readily imagine how she must
~ be suffering now. Grandmother came often to my den, to say how thankful
g she was | did not go. On the third morning she rapped for me to come down
~tothe storeroom. The poor old sufferer was breaking down under her weight
- of tro able. She was easily flurried now. 1 found her in a nervous, excited
e, but I was not aware that she had forgotten to lock the door behind her,
ual. She was exceedingly worried about the detention of the vessel. She
raid all would be discovered, and then Fanny, and Peter, and I, would
tured to death, and Phillip would be utterly ruined, and her house
e torn down. Poor Peter! If he should die such a horrible death as the
James had lately done, and all for his kindness in trying to help
dreadful it would be for us all! Alas, the thought was familiar to
ad sent many a sharp pang through my heart. | tried to suppress
ad speak soothingly to her. She brought in some allusion
car daughter she had recently buried, and then she lost
. As she stood there, trembling and sobbing, a voice
d out, “Whar is you, aunt Marthy?” Grandmother was
itation opened the door, without thinking of me. In
hievous housemaid, who had tried to enter my room,
ouse of my white benefactress, "I's bin huntin
," said she, “My missis wants you to send her
behind a barrel, which entively screened
s looking directly at the spot, and my heart
ediately thought what she had done, and
e crackers locking the door alter her
he perfeet picture of despair “Poor
ruined you, The boat ain't gone
ny. | ain't got another word to
happen this day”
is mother in thinking that
hours, He advised
stter keep very still
the house down.
wise suspicion
with Peter,
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He i“\l“l‘dliﬂh"\ !’ﬂ"n(‘umimi to the w har, anid found that the Wind §

ﬁhiﬁ("d. and the vessel was slowly beating down \”“i,m ,
of urgent necessity, he offered two boatmen @ dollar apiece !Tt catch up

* He way of lighter complexion than the boatmen ’hv hired,
Captain saw them coming so rapidly, he thought officers were pursuing |
vessel in search of the runaway slave he had on board. They hoisted <.
but the boat ganed upon hem. and the indefatigable Peter sprang on b,

The captain at once recognized him, Peter asked him to go beloyw .
speak about a bad bill he had given him. When he told his errand, the -
tain replied, “Why, the woman's here already; and I've put her where voy .,
the devil would have a tough job to find her.”

“But it is another woman 1 want to bring,” said Peter. “She is in great die
z. 100, and you shall be paid any thing within reason, if you'll stop .
take her.”

On some P

y £ ¢

and whey, |

kg “What's her name?" inquired the captain.

- “Linda,” he replied.

- “That's the name of the woman already here,” rejoined the captain. “p,

George! 1 believe you mean to betray me."

- 'O exclaimed Peter, “God knows I wouldn't harm a hair of your head. |

- am too grateful to you. But there really is another woman in great danger.

Do have the humanity to stop and take her!”

 BEALberaw hile they came to an understanding. Fanny, not dreaming [ was

where about in that region, had assumed my name, though she had
Johnson. “Linda is a common name,” said Peter, “and the
ing is Linda Brent.” g
to wait at a certain place till evening, being hand-
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‘anxious one for us all. But we concluded that
ld be too wise to let her mistress know of it;
t get a chance to see Dr. Flint’s family till
at were the rules in that household. | after-
or nothing ever came of it, and she

have jumped to betray a sufter-

%

as it was dusk. The

ad not spoken to him
and seen him every
t dare to venture
d us up together,
interview for
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children on that side of the house, he always tried to coax her round to the
other side, for fear th‘_\; \‘\'Oll]d 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
P‘"d he always told grandmother. I now recollected that 1 had seen him
manifest uneasiness, when people were on that side of the house, and 1 had
at the time been puzzled to conjecture a motive for his actions. Such pru-
dence may seem extraordinary in a boy of twelve years, but slaves, being
— by mysteries, deceptions, and dangers, early learn to be suspi-
cious 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.
~ 1 told him I was now really going to the Free States, and if he was a good.
wlmy, and a loving child to his dear old grandmother, the Lord would
" pless him, and bring him to me, and we and Ellen would live together. He
 heoan to tell me that grandmother had not eaten any thing all day. While he
eaking, the door was unlocked, and she came in with a small bag of
vhich she wanted me to take. I begged her to keep a part of it. at
 pay for Benny’s being sent to the north; but she insisted, while her
e '.fast, that I should take the whole. “You may be sick among
she said, “and they would send you to the poorhouse to die.” Ah,
ndmother!
ne I went up to my nook. Its desolate appearance no longer
- the light of hope had risen in my soul. Yet, even with the
 of freedom before me, I felt very sad at leaving forever that
re I had been sheltered so long by the dear old grand-
‘dreamed my first young dream of love; and where, after
my children came to twine themselves so closely round
‘the hour approached for me to leave, | again descended
‘grandmother and Benny were there. She took me by
, let us pray.” We knelt down together, with my
1 my other arm round the faithful, loving old
. On no other occasion has it ever been my
ication for mercy and protection. It thrilled
‘with trust in God.
. I was soon by his side, faint in body,
back upon the old place, though 1 felt

5 TV
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ers, she is forced to
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(Oﬂ,t'llu_‘r I had olten resolved 1o tell hes something about her fathe bin
had neyer been able 1o muster sufficient courage. | had a shrinking dr,
dim‘"i"hi"ﬂ mv child’s love. | knew she must have curiosity on the b
but she had never asked 4 question. She was always very care tul not 1,

any “ﬁ"u to remind me of ﬁ\\ Unumr\ Now that she was going lramn, ;
thought if | should die before she returned, she might hear my st
some one who did not understand the ,u"h-,;{u]g circumstances, and 1}
she anlin*ly ignorant on the subject, hyer senaitive nature might e,
# rude shock.

When we retired for the night. she said. “Mother, # is very hard 1.,
you alone. | am almost sorey | am going, thowgh | do want 10 mprone o
But you will write 10 me often: wont von, ot het

'M ot t‘lm oy arms round et | did oo anewcs het. Bat i o
solemn way, for it cost me geeat offort, | said, “Listen 1o me 1l
mh toll m.',‘, | recounted m cath sulleringe in Jdavery :
her how noarly they had orushed me. | bogan 1o tedl her b b b
mh‘ *.Mibcw“mhﬂ aramwe, aned oo la
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|
f XL. The Fugitive Slave Law”
) & 5 : ) s ; :
? Mybrothen being disappointed in his project, concluded to go to California;
[ and it was ag'EEd thal. Benjamin should go with him. Ellen liked her school,
| ,"W‘s‘.a great favorite there. I'hey did not know her history, and she did
f pot tell it, because she had no desire to make capital out of their sympathy.

But when it was accidentally discovered that her mother was a fugitive slave,
every method was used to increase her advantages and diminish her expenses.
.,Jg*ms\.alone again. It was necessary for me to be earning money, and |
preferred that it should be among those who knew me. On my return from
’ - Rochester, I called at the house of Mr. Bruce, to see Mary, the darling little
A babe that had thawed my heart, when it was freezing into a cheerless dis-
~ wustofall myfellow-beings. She was growing a tall girl now. but I loved her
= wia . Bruce had married again, and it was proposed that I should
- become nurse to a new infant. I had but one hesitation, and that was my
~of insecurity in New York, now greatly increased by the passage of
e Slave Law. However, I resolved to try the experiment. I was again
1 my employer. The new Mrs. Bruce was an American, brought up
tic influences, and still living in the midst of them; but if she
ce against color, I was never made aware of it; and as for the
ry, she had a most hearty dislike of it. No sophistry of South-
blind her to its enormity. She was a person of excellent princi-
heart. To me, from that hour to the present, she has been a
g friend. Blessings be with her and hers!
that I reentered the Bruce family, an event occurred of
he colored people. The slave Hamlin, the first fugi-
ew law, was given up by the bloodhounds of the

s of poor hunted colored people went
Lord, from Zion’s church. Many fami-
ears, fled from it now. Many a poor
ade herself a comfortable home,
‘hurried farewell to friends, and
Many a wife discovered a
and was a fugitive, and
‘many a husband discov-
nd as “the child follows
vere liable to be seized
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ation of the law; for he did not run -

any Slaveholding State, being brought into the [free States b}ab‘s Maste, 3
But 1 was subject to it: and so were hundreds of intelligent aizl l.ndu_s,.trmuS
people all around 1is. I seldom ventured into the streets; an W hen it Was
necessary to do an errand for Mrs. Bruce, or any of the fa.mlly, I went as
much as 'possible through back streets and by-ways. What a dlsgrafe to a cipy
calling itself free, that inhabitants, guiltless of offence, and See.l\mg o' pex:
form their duties conscientiously, should be Condemned. to live in sy},
incessant fear, and have nowhere to turn for protection! .Thls state of things,
of course, gave rise to many impromptu vigilance commlttt.ees. Ever:v coloreg
person, and every friend of their persecuted race, kept their eyes wide opey,
Every evening I examined the newspapers carefully, to .see.what Southerner,
had put up at the hotels. I did this for my own sake, thinking my young mi.
tress and her husband might be among the list; | wished'also to give infor
mation to others, if necessary; for if many were “running to and fro.” |
resolved that “knowledge should be increased.™

He was himself free from the oper

This brings up one of my Southern reminiscences, which I will here briefly

relate. I was somewhat acquainted with a slave named Luke, who belonged
to a wealthy man in our vicinity. His master died, leaving a son and daugh-
ter heirs to his large fortune. In the division of the slaves, Luke was
included in the son's portion. This young man became a prey to the vices
owing out of the “patriarchal institution,” and when he went to the north,
to complete his education, he carried his vices with him. He was brought
home, deprived of the use of his limbs, by excessive dissipation. Luke was
appointed to wait upon his bed-ridden master, whose despotic habits were
atly increased by exasperation at his own helplessness. He kept a cow-
him, and, for the most trivial occurrence, he would order his
yare his back, and kneel beside the couch, while he whipped

order to be in readiness to be flogged. A day sel-
eiving more or less blows. If the slightest resis-
le was sent for to execute the punishment,
> how much more the constable’s strong
wparatively feeble one of his master. The
nally palsied; and then the con-
on. The fact that he was entirely
tended like an infant, instead
s his poor slave, seemed only
‘there on his bed, a mere

too filthy to be
- Luke still
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| was peculiurl)’ glad to see him on Northern soil, though 1 no longer called
\ it free soil. I well remembered what a desolate feeling it was to be alone
aﬁ‘long strangers, and I went up to him and greeted him cordially. At first,
he did not know me; but when 1 mentioned my name, he remembered all
about me. 1 told him of the Fugitive Slave Law, and asked him if he did not
know that New York was a city of kidnappers.

He replied, “De risk ain’t so bad for me, as ‘tis fur you. 'Cause | runned
away from de speculator, and you runned away from de massa. Dem specu-
Jators vont spen dar money to come here fur a runaway, if dey ain't sartin
sure to put dar hans right on him. An I tell you I's tuk good car "bout dat. |
| had too hard times down dar, to let 'em ketch dis nigger.”
| He then told me of the advice he had received, and the plans he had laid.
| I asked if he had money enough to take him to Canada. “’Pend upon it, |

hab,” he replied. “I tuk car fur dat. I'd bin workin all my days fur dem cussed

whites, an got no pay but kicks and cuffs. So I tought dis nigger had a right
to money nuff to bring him to de Free States. Massa Henry he lib till ebery
body vish him dead; an ven he did die, I knowed de debbil would hab him,
~ an vouldn’t vant him to bring his money 'long too. So I tuk some of his bills,
and put 'em in de pocket of his old trousers. An ven he was buried, dis nigger
ask fur dem ole trousers, an dey gub 'em to me.” With a low, chuckling laugh,
d, “You see I didn’t steal it; dey gub it to me. I tell you, I had mighty
e to keep de speculator from findin it; but he didn't git itP
a fair specimen of how the moral sense is educated by slavery.
1 has his wages stolen from him, year after year, and the laws
nforce the theft, how can he be expected to have more regard
han has the man who robs him? I have become somewhat
I confess that I agree with poor, ignorant, much-abused
he had a right to that money, as a portion of his unpaid

Canada forthwith, and I have not since heard from him.
lived in a state of anxiety. When I took the children out
y observed the countenances of all I met. I dreaded
, when snakes and slaveholders make their appear-
' ‘";aw'York, as subject to slave laws as [ had
incongruity in a State called free!

d warning from the south that Dr. Flint
, and was making preparations to have me
my dress, and that of Mrs. Bruce's chil-
'some of the Northern tools, which slave-
hen indulge in sneers at their

> for the heart is
v few mothers

fugitive, for
1e country
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country that it is so!
prison, rather than have any
back to slavery.”

The noble heart! The brave he
of her. May the God of the helpless r

persecuted people! :
I was sent into New England, where I was sheltered by the wife of a sena.

tor, whom I shall always hold in grateful remembrance. This honorable

ntleman would not have voted for the Fugitive Slave Law, as did the sena-
*5 on the contrary, he was strongly opposed to it;

tor in “Uncle Tom's Cabin’;

but he was enough under its influence to be afraid of having me remain in his
house many hours. So I was sent into the country, where [ remained a month
with the baby. When it was supposed that Dr. Flint’s emissaries had lost track
of me. and given up the pursuit for the present, | returned to New York.

poor v
(ears are in my eyes while I write

art! The
for her sympathy with my

eward her

XLI. Freé at Last
were exceedingly kind to me.

¢t I could not always wear a
‘ Imwasdomg harm to no one; on the contrary, 1 was

Id in my small way; yet I could never go out to
idation at my heart. This seemed hard;
of things in any civilized country.
om my good old grandmother. She
to write for her. The following is
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1 remembered how he had defrauded my grandmother of the hard earn-
ing'sishé had loane‘d; how he had tried to cheat her out of the freedom her
mistress had promised her, and how he had persecuted her children; and 1

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 mas-
ter'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 threat-
g;gad?ﬂny'graﬁdmother that his heirs should hold me in slavery after he was
one; that I never should be free so long as a child of his survived. As for
Jlint, I had seen her in deeper afflictions than I supposed the loss of

ons of softening in her heart. The doctor had died in embarrassed
A te_s,;-and had little to will to his heirs, except such property as he
ble to grasp. I was well aware what I had to expect from the family
; and my fears were confirmed by a letter from the south, warning
e on my guard, because Mrs. Flint openly declared that her daugh-
"_fmaﬁford to lose so valuable a slave as I was. /

close watch of the newspapers for arrivals; but one Saturday night,
cupied, 1 forgot to examine the Evening Express as usual.
o the parlor for it, early in the morning, and found the boy
a fire with it. I took it from him and examined the list of
f you have never been a slave, you cannot imagine the
ering at my heart, when I read the names of Mr. and
' in Courtland Street. It was a third-rate hotel, and
ced me of the truth of what I had heard, that they
d need of my value, as they valued me; and that
stened with the paper to Mrs. Bruce. Her heart
ry one in distress, and she always warmly
possible to tell how near the enemy was.
the house while we were sleeping. He
o pounce upon me if I ventured out of
of my young mistress, and therefore 1
stranger. A carriage was hastily
Bruce, taking the baby again
rossings, and returnings, the
uce's friends, where 1 was
to instruct the domestics
'Ww%’?mé TR R TUT RID YRR
rned up before 1 had a
Mirs. Bruce's return
One inquired for
had
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He managed to get introduced into what was C"l”Cdl‘!]C “r:dl ;1”‘(”1.[}' 5
married Miss Emily Flint. A quarre] arose hm\u;'(rn yim ar r (.r’ TOther
| and the brother cowhided him. This led to a family rCUd‘d“T(- oy PTOpose
o remove to Virginia. Dr. Flint left him no PRSPSE Sy ATL 111 OWN meg;,,
had become circumscribed, while a wife and children depended upon hip,
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 [ hag 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 up.on‘them to
make inquiries about his friends at the south, with whom Pr. F hnt-s family
were well acquainted. He thought there was no impropriety in his doing
50, 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
'h EE »

- “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 plan-
'on, some years ago. I dare say you've seen her, and know where she js.”

ve seen her, and know where she is. She is out of your reach, sir.”
e she is, or bring her to me, and I will give her a chance to

ould be of any use, sir. I have heard her say she would
, rather than pay any man or woman for her free-

e has a right to it. Besides, she couldn’t do it, if

earnings to educate her children ”

ngry, and some high words passed between
re [ was; but in the course of the day
hey had not come from the south, in
m:the nature of their business

=

the city the next morn-

> that some clew to
pleaded with an
as in a bitter, dis-
st. | had been
s never (o end.
g to worship
on service,
e for their
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black“and bitt‘?r thoughts I indulged on that Sabbath day! The Scripture
sayS; Oppression makes even a wise man mad”y® and I was not wise.

1 had been t.old 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
aaugh_ter.had come to spend a vacation with me. I thought of what 1 hag
suffered in slavery at her age, and my heart was like a tiger's when a hunter
(ries 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' unavail-
mg,she sent Ellen to entreat me. When ten oclock in the evening arrived
and Ellen had not returned, this watchful and unwearied friend became
ious. She came to us in a carriage, bringing a well-filled trunk for my

' Mey%—e-‘trusting that by this time I would listen to reason. I yielded to her,
as I ought to have done before.
. next day, baby and 1 set out in a heavy snow storm, bound for New
d again. I received letters from the City of Iniquity, addressed to me
 assumed name. In a few days one came from Mrs. Bruce, inform-
y new master was still searching for me, and that she intended
to this persecution by buying my freedom. I felt grateful for
wat prompted this offer, but the idea was not so pleasant to
been expected. The more my mind had become enlight-
ficult it was for me to consider myself an article of prop-
ey to those who had so grievously oppressed me seemed
ufferings the glory of triumph. I wrote to Mrs. Bruce,
» that being sold from one owner to another seemed
at such a great obligation could not be easily can-
od to go to my brother in California.
e. Mrs. Bruce employed a gentleman in New York
ith Mr. Dodge. He proposed to pay three hun-
dge would sell me, and enter into obligations to
\v children forever after. He who called him-
1 an offer for such a valuable servant.
 you choose, sir. If you reject this
man has friends who will con-

received this brief letter
yoney for your freedom
ong to see you and

said, “It's
struck me
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United States, | well know the value of that bit of paper; but much as | love
freedom, 1 do not Jike to look upon it. I am deeply grateful to the genergy
friend who procured it, but | despise the miscreant who demanded Paymen,
for what never rightful’ly belonged to him or his.

I had objected to having my freedom bought, yet I must confess that when
it was done [ fel as if a heavy load had been lifted from my weary shouldep
When 1 rode home in the cars I was no longer afraid to unveil my face 4
look at people as they passed. I should have been glad to have met Danjq
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 ¢
for three hundred dollars.

When I reached home, the arms of my benefactress were thrown roun
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
be transferred from one owner to another. But I did not buy you for you,
services. | should have done just the same, if you had been going to sail for
California tomorrow. 1 should, at least, have the satisfaction of knowing
a0 & that you left me a free woman.” ,

- hage ~ My heart was exceedingly full. I remembered how my poor father had
W‘myme, when 1 was a small child, and how he had been disap-

~ pointed. 1 hoped his spirit was rejoicing over me now. | remembered how

ld grandmother had laid up her earnings to purchase me in later
ten her plans had been frustrated. How that faithful, loving
d leap for joy, if she could look on me and my children now
! My relatives had been foiled in all their efforts, but God

Friend! It is a common word, often lightly used.
il things, it may be tarnished by careless han-
ruce as my friend, the word is sacred.
1 my freedom: but not long after, a letter
me “where the wicked cease from trou-
B et A 7
rom the south, containing an
v case | ever knew of such
~written by one of his
1as laid him low, they
- eulogies to the black
require man'’s
yred man a citi-
e -
h marriage. |
eholders
v ideas,
dream
ol my
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people, and who has bestowed the inestimable boon of freedom on me and
my children; s _

It has been painful to me, in many ways, to recall the dreary years I passed
in .brondage. | would gladly forget them if T could. Yet the retrospection is not
altogetheg WithOQt 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. v

1861
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b g 33 By

Is Brown is generally regarded as the first African American to
tinction in what the nineteenth century called belles lettres, or
er of black Americans contemporary with Brown, most notably
njoyed popular success as journalists and orators. In addition to
however, Brown tried his hand at genres considered more
horing the first novel, Clotel; or, The President’s Daugh-
The Escape; or, A Leap for Freedom (1858), in African
known but still remarkable works from Brown’s pen
52), the first travel book by a black American, and

lan: His Antecedents, His Genius, and His
American Rebellion (1867), the latter of
‘Civil War. Brown was an antislav-
e a literary man. He saw belles
is case against slavery while promot-
“in both the United States and
~and poetry overbur-
few deny that he origi-
s and motifs in the



