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Can any American woman look at these scenes of shocking licentiousness and cruelty,
and fold her hands in apathy, and say, “I have nothing to do with slavery”? She cannot and
be guiltless.

I cannot close this letter, without saying a few words on the benefits to be derived by
men, as well as women, from the opinions [ advocate relative to the equality of the sexes.
Many women are now supported, in idleness and extravagance, by the industry of their
husbands, fathers, or brothers, who are compelled to il out their existence, at the count-
ing house, or in the printing office, or some other laborious occupation, while the wife and
daughters and sisters take no part in the support of the family, and appear to think that
their sole business is to spend the hard bought earnings of their male friends. | deeply regret
such a state of things, because I believe that if women felt their responsibility, for the sup-
port of themselves, or their families it would add strength and dignity to their characters,
and teach them more true sympathy for their husbands, than is now generally mani-
fested—a sympathy which would be exhibited by actions as well as words. Our brethren
may reject my doctrine, because it runs counter to common opinions, and because it
wounds their pride; but I believe they would be “partakers of the benefit” resulting from
the Equality of the Sexes, and would find that woman, as their equal, was unspeakably
more valuable than woman as their inferior, both as a moral and an intellectual being.

Thine in the bonds of womanhood,
Sarah M. Grimké

Introduction to Documents 4 and 5

The following two documents contain voices of women of color. Harriet Jacobs was
born a slave in Edenton, North Caroling, in 1813. The events described in this pas-
sage took place around 1830. Jacobs’s life was filled with drama. Unrelenting sex-
ual exploitation finally drove her into hiding. For seven years, a black family
sheltered her in a tiny crawl space of their home until Harriet was able fo escape to
New York City in 1842. Finally, she was reunited with her two children. The second
narrative describes the experiences of Sarah Winnemucca, the granddaughter of
the chief of the Piute nation of the American West. Both accounts depict in graphic
detail some of the hardships that were suffered by nineteenth-century women of
color. To what degree are the themes addressed in these passages alike and differ-
ent from the main themes expressed in Sarah Grimke's “On the Condition of
Women in the United States”2

Y 1 4

QDOCUMENT 4 From Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl

Harriet Jacobs

- . I now entered on my fifreenth year—a sad epoch in the life of a slave girl. My mas-
ter began to whisper foul words in my ear. Young as I was, I could not remain ignorant of
their import. [ tried to treat them with indifference or contempt. The master’s age, my ex-
treme 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 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, 1 preferred his stormy moods, although they left me trembling. He tried his
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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. | turned
from him with disgust and hatred. But he was my master. I was compelled to live under
the same roof with him—where | saw a man forty years my senior daily violating the most
sacred commandments of nature. He told me I was his property; that | 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 mis-
tress. 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. . . .

I had entered my sixteenth year, and every day it became more apparent that my
presence was intolerable to Mrs. Flint [the wife of Harriet Jacobs’s owner]. Angry words
frequently passed between her and her husband. He had never punished me himself, and
he would not allow anybody else to punish me. In that respect, she was never satisfied;
but, in her angry moods, no terms were too vile for her to bestow upon me. Yet I, whom
she detested so bitterly, had far more pity for her than he had, whose duty it was to make
her life happy. I never wronged her, or wished to wrong her; and one word of kindness
from her would have brought me to her feet.

After repeated quarrels between the doctor and his wife, he announced his intention
to take his youngest daughter, then four years old, to sleep in his apartment. It was neces-
sary that a servant should sleep in the same room, to be on hand if the child stirred. | was
selected for that office, and informed for what purpose that arrangement had been made.
By managing to keep within sight of people, as much as possible, during the day time, |
had hitherto succeeded in eluding my master, though a razor was often held to my throat
to force me to change this line of policy. At night I slept by the side of my great aunt,
where | felt safe. He was too prudent to come into her room. She was an old woman, and
had been in the family many years. Moreover, as a married man, and a professional man [a
doctor}, he deemed it necessary to save appearances in some degree. But he resolved to re-
move the obstacle in the way of his scheme; and he thought he had planned it so that he
should evade suspicion. He was well aware how much I prized my refuge by the side of my
old aunt, and he determined to dispossess me of it. The first night the doctor had the lit-
tle child in his room alone. The next moming, | was ordered to take my station as nurse
the following night. A kind Providence interposed in my favor. During the day Mrs. Flint
heard of this new arrangement and a storm followed. I rejoiced to hear it rage. . . .

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. . . .

.« . Dr. Flint contrived a new plan. He seemed to have an idea that my fear of my
mistress was his greatest obstacle. In the blandest tones, he told me that he was going to
build a small house for me, in a secluded place, four miles away from the town. I shud-
dered; but I was constrained to listen, while he talked of his intention to give me a home
of my own, and to make a lady of me. Hitherto, I had escaped my dreaded fate, by being in
the midst of people. My grandmother had already had high words with my master about
me. She had told him pretty plainly what she thought of his character, and there was con-
siderable gossip in the neighborhood about our affairs, to which the open-mouthed jeal-
ousy of Mrs. Flint contributed not a little. When my master said he was going to build a
house for me, and that he could do it with little trouble and expense, [ was in hopes some-
thing would happen to frustrate his scheme; but I soon heard that the house was actually
begun. [ vowed before my Maker that I would never enter it. I had rather toil on the plan-
tation from dawn till dark; I had rather live and die in jail, than drag on, from day to day,
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through such a living death. I was determined that the master, whom [ so hated and
loathed, who had blighted the prospects of my youth, and made my life a desert, should
not, after my long struggle with him, succeed at last in rrampling his victim under his feet.
I would do any thing, every thing, for the sake of defeating him. What could I do? 1
thought and thought, till I became desperate, and made a plunge into the abyss.

And now, reader, [ come to a period in my unhappy life, which | would gladly forget
if I could. The remembrance fills me with sorrow and shame. [t pains me to tell you of it;
but I have promised to tell you the truch, and I will do it honestly, let it cost me what it
may. I will not try to screen myself behind the plea of compulsion from a master; for it was
not so. Neither can [ plead ignorance or thoughtlessness. For years, my master had done
his utmost to pollute my mind with foul images, and to destroy the pure principles incul-
cated by my grandmother, and the good mistress of my childhood. The influences of slav-
ery had had the same effect on me that they had on other young gitls; they had made me
prematurely knowing, concerning the evil ways of the world. I knew what I did, and I did
it with deliberate calculation.

But, O, ye happy women, whose purity has been sheltered from childhood, who have
been free to choose the objects of your affection, whose homes are protected by law, do
not judge the poor desolate slave girl too severely! If slavery had been abolished, [ also,
could have married the man of my choice; I could have had a home shielded by the laws;
and [ should have been spared the painful task of confessing what 1 am now about to re-
late; but all my prospects had been blighted by slavery. I wanted to keep myself pure; and,
under the most adverse circumstances, | tried hard to preserve my self-respect; but [ was
struggling alone in the powerful grasp of the demon Slavery; and the monster proved too
strong for me. | felt as if | was forsaken by God and man; as if all my efforts must be frus-
trated; and I became reckless in my despair.

I have told you that Dr. Flint’s persecutions and his wife's jealousy had given rise to
some gossip in the neighborhood. Among others, it chanced that a white unmarried gen-
tleman had obtained some knowledge of the circumstances in which I was placed. He
knew my grandmother, and often spoke to me in the street. He became interested for me,
and asked questions about my master, which [ answered in part. He expressed a great deal
of sympathy, and a wish to aid me. He constantly sought opportunities to see me, and
wrote to me frequently. I was a poor slave girl, only fifteen years old.

So much attention from a superior person was, of course, 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 | saw whither all this was tending. [ knew
the impassable gulf between us; but to be an object of interest to a man who is not mar-
ried, and who is not her master, is agreeable to the pride and feelings of a slave, if her mis-
erable 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 un-
happy. There may be sophistry in all this; but the condition of a slave confuses all princi-
ples of morality, and, in fact, renders the practice of them impossible. . . .

As for Dr. Flint, | 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 [ 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.”
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He stood and looked at me in dumb amazement, and left the house without a word. 1
thought I should be happy in my triumph over him. But now that the truth was out, and
my relatives would hear of it, | felt wretched. Humble as were their circumstances, they
had pride in my good character. Now, how could [ look them in the face? My self-respect
was gone! [ had resolved that I would be virtuous, though I was a slave. [ had said, “Let
the storm beat! [ will brave it till I die.” And now, how humiliated I felt!

gDOCUMENT 5 Words from a Native-American Female

First Meeting of Piutes and Whites

I was born somewhere near 1844, but am not sure of the precise time. | was a very
small child when the first white people came into our country. They came like a lion, yes,
like a roaring lion, and have continued so ever since, and | have never forgotten their first
coming. My people were scattered at that time over nearly all the territory now known as
Nevada. My grandfather was chief of the entire Piute nation, and was camped near Hum-
boldt Lake, with a small portion of his tribe, when a party travelling eastward from Cali-
fornia was seen coming. When the news was brought to my grandfather, he asked what
they looked like? When told that they had hair on their faces, and were white, he jumped
up and clasped his hands together, and cried aloud,—

“My white brothers,—my long-looked for white brothers have come at last!”

He immediately gathered some of his leading men, and went to the place where the
party had gone into camp. Arriving near them, he was commanded to halt in a manner
that was readily understood without an interpreter. Grandpa at once made signs of friend-
ship by throwing down his robe and throwing up his arms to show them he had no
weapons; but in vain,—they kept him at a distance. He knew not what to do. He had ex-
pected so much pleasure in welcoming his white brothers to the best in the land, that af-
ter looking at them sorrowfully for a little while, he came away quite unhappy. But he
would not give them up so easily. He took some of his most trustworthy men and followed
them day after day, camping near them at night, and travelling in sight of them by day,
hoping in this way to gain their confidence. But he was disappointed, poor dear old soul!

I can imagine his feelings, for I have drank deeply from the same cup. When I think
of my past life, and the bitter trials | have endured, I can scarcely believe I live, and yet |
do; and, with the help of Him who notes the sparrow’s fall, I mean to fight for my down-
trodden race while life lasts.

* ok ok

The following spring, before my grandfather returned home, there was a great excite-
ment among my people on account of fearful news coming from different tribes, that the
people whom they called their white brothers were killing everybody that came in their
way, and all the Indian tribes had gone into the mountains to save their lives. So my fa-
ther told all his people to go into the mountains and hunt and lay up food for the coming
winter. Then we all went into the mountains. There was a fearful story they told us chil-
dren. Our mothers told us that the whites were killing everybody and eating them. So we
were all afraid of them. Every dust that we could see blowing in the valleys we would say
it was the white people. In the late fall my father told his people to go to the rivers and
fish, and we all went to Humboldt River, and the women went to work gathering wild
seed, which they grind between the rocks. The stories are round, big enough to hold in
the hands. The women did this when they got back, and when they had gathered all they

Sarah Winnemucca Hopkins, “First Meeting of Piutes and Whites,” from Life Among the Piutes (1883).
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