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, Q'From Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl
| ~ Preface
BY THE AUTHOR

ader, be assured this narrative is no fiction. I am aware that some of my
ures may seem incredible; but they are, nevertheless, strictly true. I have
erated the wrongs inflicted by Slavery; on the contrary, my descrip-
1s fal far short of the facts. I have concealed the names of places, and given
ons fictitious names. 1 had no motive for secrecy on my own account, but
it kind and considerate towards others to pursue this course.
) re more competent to the task I have undertaken. But I trust
| excuse deficiencies in consideration of circumstances. [ was
d in Slavery; and | remained in a Slave State twenty-seven
ve been at the North, it has been necessary for me to work
‘own support, and the education of my children. This has
) ire to make up for the loss of early opportunities to
‘has compelled me to write these pages at irregular
Id snatch an hour from household duties.
Philadelphia, Bishop Paine' advised me to publish a

old him 1 was altogether incompetent to such an

not written my experiences in order to
it would have been more pleasant
istory. Neither do I care to excite

of two millions of women at
fered, and most of them far
ens to convince the people

ce can any one real-
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_ his trade, that, when buildings out of the co :
1 e was sent for from long distances, 1o be he ;:immz - o
o his mistress two hundred dollars 4 vear g,.-n\}w}r man. On ¢ ondi-
od to work at his trade, and manage his ('“: n<. ;;l!!h’nr; ing himself
purchase his children; bhut, though he sex " 1’“’“ hs;‘inmt_{oql
s for that purpose, he never succee eral times offered his
shade of brownish vellow, and were et shulattoes. Thev lived
mfo’ table home; and, though we were all er; (‘; | ‘u ¥s ‘:”
that g d‘reamed | was a piece of merchandise. t ru\‘{'m‘] to
keeping, and liable to be demanded of them it .m“n‘m‘“ i
er, William, who was two vears vounger th | |

Id. 1 had also a great treasure in my maternal grandmother,

kable woman in many respects. She was the daughter of a

/','-lina’ who, at his death, left her mother and his three

Ry to go to St. Augustine, where they had relatives. It

lutionary War; and they were captured on their passage.

d to different purchasers. Such was the story my grand-

; but I do not remember all the particular;. She was a

s captured and sold to the keeper of a large hotel. I have

v hard she fared during childhood. But as she grew

| intelligence, and was so faithful, that her master

p seeing it was for their interest to take care of such

y. She became an indispensable personage in the

capacities, from cook and wet nurse to seam-

for her cooking; and her nice crackers became

| that many people were desirous of obtaining

ous requests of this kind, she asked permis-

s at night, after all the household work was

it, provided she would clothe herself and

' terms, after working hard all day for

cings, assisted by her two oldest chil-

d each year she laid by a little, which

n. Her master died, and the prop-

v had her dower in the hotel,

other remained in her service
1er master’s children. As she

n order that each heir might

s so little difference in

ded. In ¢ omplexion my parents

an myself—a bright,
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she made to sell; and after we ceased to be children we were indebted by
for many more important services. _ e el chi
Such were the unusually fortunate circumstances o my €atly “"“mml.
When | was six years old, my mother died:; and then, ftor tl.w h‘rsl time, |
learned, by the talk around me, that I was a slave. My mnll“\cr § mistress
the daughter of my grandmother's mistress. She was tl’u‘ foster Sister of p,,
mother; they were both nourished at my grandmother’s hrcust‘. In fact, my
mother had been weaned at three months old, that the babe of the Mistreg
might obtain sufficient food. They played togf‘lhcr‘ as children; and. hen
they became women, my mother was a most faithful servant to her whjy,
foster sister. On her death-bed her mistress promised that her childpe,
should never suffer for any thing; and during her lifetime she kept her worq
They all spoke kindly of my dead mother, who had been a slave mercly j,
v name, but in nature was noble and womanly. [ grieved for her, a n‘d my young
mind was troubled with the thought who would now take care of me and m,
. little brother. I was told that my home was now to be with her mistress; an(
L0 I found it a happy one. No toilsome or disagreeable duties were impose(
. on me. My mistress was so kind to me that I was always glad to do her
g, and proud to labor for her as much as my young years would permi.
ald sit by her side for hours, sewing diligently, with a heart as free from
that of any free-born white child. When she thought I was tired, she
nd me out to run and jump; and away | bounded, to gather berries
o decorate her room. Those were happy days—too happy to last.

y twelve years old, my kind mistress sickened and died. As
w paler, and the eye more glassy, how earnestly 1 prayed
ht live! I loved her; for she had been almost like a
s were not answered. She died, and they buried her
day after day, my tears fell upon her grave.

th my grandmother. I was now old enough to
1 again and again I asked myself what they
‘never find another mistress so kind as
ised my dying mother that her children
hen | remembered that, and recalled

f my mother's love and
of a faithful slave
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ht me to read and spell; and for this privilege, which so rarely falls to the
Jot of a slave, 1 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
wmd the same milk that nourished her mother’s children. Notwithstand-
" mw;whdmotheﬁs long and faithful service to her owners, not one of her
- @;kken cscaped the auction block. These God-breathing machines are no
S emire, iﬁthg-Sight-of.their masters, than the cotton they plant, or the horses

¢ [

Lhm s & 7l 1, " II. The New Master and Mistress

it, a physician in the neighborhood, had married the sister of my mis-
was now the property of their little daughter. It was not without
at I prepared for my new home; and what added to my unhap-
fact that my brother William was purchased by the same
, by his nature, as well as by the habit of transacting busi-
1 mechanic, had more of the feelings of a freeman than is
wes. My brother was a spirited boy; and being brought up
he early detested the name of master and mistress.
er and his mistress had happened to call him at the
between the two; being perplexed to know which
n his obedience. He finally concluded to go to
reproved him for it, he said, “You both called
ught to go to first.”

- father, “and when I call you, you should

first lesson of obedience to a master.

eful words, and they found an echo
itered cold looks, cold words,
‘came. On my narrow bed

4

end of mine was bur-
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(hought he had spoiled b

human beings. This v,
ous in him, and daj,.

Morcover, they

| that they were

|

|

\ .

i he was merely a piece of property:
‘ sumptt

children, by teaching them to fee
blasphemous doctrine for a slave to
gerous to the masters.

The next day I follo
[‘ dear mother. There we
| his memory.

teach; pre

grave beside that of my

4 humble
th, and respecte

wed his remains 0 : 2
my father’s wor

re those who knew
My home now seemed more dreary than ever. The lill.‘lgh of the little slaye.
children sounded harsh and cruel. It was selfish to‘fccl SO .ul)out the j“)’
of others. My brother moved about with a very grave ]'%ICC. I mlcd to coml”()rl
him, by saying, "Take courage, Willie; brighter days w.||| come by a nd by.
“You don’t know any thing about it, Linda,” he replied. We shall have tq
stay here all our days; we shall never be free.”
1 argued that we were growing older and stronger, and that perhaps we
might, before long, be allowed to hire our own time, and then we could earn
.y to buy our freedom. William declared this was much easier to say
do; moreover, he did not intend to buy his freedom. We held daily

»s upon this subject. |
tion was paid to the slaves’ meals in Dr. Flint’s house. If they

bit of food while it was going, well and good. I gave myself no
¢ score, for on my various errands | passed my grandmother’s
re was always something to spare for me. I was frequently
nishment if I stopped there; and my grandmother, to avoid
»d at the gate with something for my breakfast or din-
-for all my comforts, spiritual or temporal. It was her
v wardrobe. I have a vivid recollection of the
ry winter by Mrs. Flint. How [ hated it! It
i 15 -
“helping to support me from her hard
she had lent her mistress were never
in-law, Dr. Flint, was appointed
payment, he said the estate
t did not, however, prohibit
‘been purchased with
1e family, from genera-
e
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\ sAunt Marthy," as she was called, was generally known, and every body who
> knew her respected her intelligence and good character. Her long and faith-

ful service in the family was also well known, and the intention of her mis-
tress 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?
| pon't stand therel That is no place for you.” Without saying a word, she qui-
| etly 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
randmother’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
p 1 were respected; no one bid above her. She could neither read nor write; and
~ ywhen the bill of sale was made out, she signed it with a cross. But what con-
o ce was that, when she had a big heart overflowing with human kind-
' She gave the old servant her freedom.
 time, my grandmother was just fifty years old. Laborious years had
e then; and now my brother and I were slaves to the man who
>d her of her money, and tried to defraud her of her freedom.
ther's sisters, called Aunt Nancy, was also a slave in his family.
d, good aunt to me; and supplied the place of both housekeeper
aid to her mistress. She was, in fact, at the beginning and end
f‘}(f,! Gl ;1;.’" PP & !
‘many southern women, was totally deficient in energy.
oth to superintend her household affairs; but her nerves
e could sit in her easy chair and see a woman whipped,
from every stroke of the lash. She was a member of
g of the Lord’s supper did not seem to put her in a
'If dinner was not served at the exact time on that
d station herself in the kitchen, and wait till it
all the kettles and pans that had been used for
- the cook and her children from eking out
ins of the gravy and other scrapings. The
t what she chose to give them. Provisions
ounce, three times a day. | can assure
bread from her flour barrel. She
ould make, and exactly what

]

inner to his table with-
a dish not to his liking,
(0 eat every mouth-
t not have objected



230 | MHARRIET JACOBS

not been well cooked, and that was the reason the fmi'm" would g, eay ;
e sent for the cook. and compelled her ‘tn cat it. Hc“(h'nught thay
Woman's stomach was stronger than the dog's; but her sufferings ;1“”“4;
proved that he was mistaken. This poor woman endured many “rm-h:\
from her master and mistress; sometimes she was locked P @way fro, ™
hursing baby, for a whole day and night. )

When 1 had been in the family a few weeks, one of the plantatiop, slave
was brought to town. by order of his master. It was near night | hen
arrived, and Dr. Flint ordered him to be taken to the work house, ang tied
to the joist, so that his feet would just escape the ground. In thy, Situagi,,.
he was to wait till the doctor had taken his tea. 1 slTaH never forge, i
night. Never before, in my life, had I heard hundreds ()f blows fall, i, SUegeg.
sion, on a human being. His piteous groans, and his “0. pray don', Masgy *
rang in my ear for months afterwards. There were many conjectures ,, "

¢ cause of this terrible punishment. Some said master accused hip, ¢
stealing corn; others said the slave had quarrelled with his wife. in prege
of the overseer, and had accused his master of being the father of he; chilg
Mm both black, and the child was very fair.
~ Lwent into the work house next morning, and saw the cowhide Stll wey

NCe

2 , and the boards all covered with gore. The poor man lived, gpg
?-'1 1o quarrel with his wife. A few months afterwards Dy, Fling
. em both over to a slavetrader. The guilty man put their value ing

rad the satisfaction of knowing that they were oyt of sight
the mother was delivered into the trader’s hands, ¢

) treat me well.” To which he replied, “You have let your
nn you!" She had forgotten that it was a crime for a

er of her child. '

rsecution also comes in such cases. | once

er the birth of a child nearly white. In

‘and take me!” Her mistress stool

end. “You suffer, do vou?" she

- and more to0."

\ank God; and 1 hope my poor

BN s

ich place for the like of
sorly t, )

dving da ighter called her
N o wWe so) nl(“h(‘l‘l
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ness by the faithful discharge of my duties. But | now entered on my fif-
wenth year—a sad epoch in the life of a slave girl. My master began to
r foul words in my ear. Young as | was, | could not remain ignorant of
| their import. | tried to treat them with indifference or contempt. The mas-
" ter's age, my extreme youth, and the fear that his conduct would be reported
”mygundmother, made him bear this treatment for many months. He
s a crafty man, and resorted to many means to accomplish his purposes.
mes he had stormy, terrific ways, that made his victims tremble:
imes he assumed a gentleness that he thought must surely subdue. Of
: lpmlerred his stormy moods, although they left me trembling. He
s utmost to corrupt the pure principles my grandmother had instilled.
pled my young mind with unclean images, such as only a vile mon-
ink of. I turned from him with disgust and hatred. But he was
m.oompelled to live under the same roof with him—where I

‘fle told me I was his property; that [ must be subject to his
My soul revolted against the mean tyranny. But where
tection? No matter whether the slave girl be as black as
er mistress. In either case, there is no shadow of law to
sult, from violence, or even from death; all these are
sear the shape of men. The mistress, who ought to
im, has no other feelings towards her but thadesdf
sradation, the wrongs, the vices, that grow out of

describe. They are greater than you would will-
ited one half the truths that are told you

Eﬁfm‘mg in this cruel bondage, you at the
 the yoke. You surely would refuse to do for
n and cruel work which trained blood-
o for him at the south.

oh of sin and sorrow; but in slav-

- mistress hates such and such
vn mother is among those
lous passion, and cannot
ne prematurely know-
1 she hears her mas-
t curse. That

v;the degra-



