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Selections from:
Narrative of the 
Life of Frederick 

Douglass, an 
American Slave



FREDERICK DOUGLASS.
Frederick Douglass was born in slavery as Frederick Augustus Washington Bailey near Easton 
in Talbot County, Maryland. He was not sure of the exact year of his birth, but he knew that it 
was 1817 or 1818. As a young boy he was sent to Baltimore, to be a house servant, where he 
learned to read and write, with the assistance of his master’s wife. In 1838 he escaped from 
slavery and went to New York City, where he married Anna Murray, a free colored woman 
whom he had met in Baltimore. Soon thereafter he changed his name to Frederick Douglass. 
In 1841 he addressed a convention of the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society in Nantucket 
and so greatly impressed the group that they immediately employed him as an agent. He was 
such an impressive orator that numerous persons doubted if he had ever been a slave, so he 
wrote NARRATIVE OF THE LIFE OF FREDERICK DOUGLASS. During the Civil War he 
assisted in the recruiting of colored men for the 54th and 55th Massachusetts Regiments and 
consistently argued for the emancipation of slaves. After the war he was active in securing and 
protecting the rights of the freemen. In his later years, at different times, he was secretary of the 
Santo Domingo Commission, marshall and recorder of deeds of the District of Columbia, and 
United States Minister to Haiti. His other autobiographical works are MY BONDAGE AND MY 
FREEDOM and LIFE AND TIMES OF FREDERICK DOUGLASS, published in 1855 and 1881 
respectively. He died in 1895.

CHAPTER I
I was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about twelve miles from Easton, in Talbot 
county, Maryland. I have no accurate knowledge of my age, never having seen any authentic 
record containing it. By far the larger part of the slaves know as little of their ages as horses 
know of theirs, and it is the wish of most masters within my knowledge to keep their slaves thus 
ignorant. I do not remember to have ever met a slave who could tell of his birthday. They seldom 
come nearer to it than planting-time, harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-time, or fall-time. A want 
of information concerning my own was a source of unhappiness to me even during childhood. 
The white children could tell their ages. I could not tell why I ought to be deprived of the same 
privilege. I was not allowed to make any inquiries of my master concerning it. He deemed all 
such inquiries on the part of a slave improper and impertinent, and evidence of a restless spirit. 
The nearest estimate I can give makes me now between twenty-seven and twenty-eight years of 
age. I come to this, from hearing my master say, some time during 1835, I was about seventeen 
years old.
My mother was named Harriet Bailey. She was the daughter of Isaac and Betsey Bailey, both 
colored, and quite dark. My mother was of a darker complexion than either my grandmother or 
grandfather.
My father was a white man. He was admitted to be such by all I ever heard speak of my 
parentage. The opinion was also whispered that my master was my father; but of the correctness 
of this opinion, I know nothing; the means of knowing was withheld from me. My mother and 
I were separated when I was but an infant—before I knew her as my mother. It is a common 
custom, in the part of Maryland from which I ran away, to part children from their mothers at 



a very early age. Frequently, before the child has reached its twelfth month, its mother is taken 
from it, and hired out on some farm a considerable distance off, and the child is placed under the 
care of an old woman, too old for field labor. For what this separation is done, I do not know, 
unless it be to hinder the development of the child’s affection toward its mother, and to blunt and 
destroy the natural affection of the mother for the child. This is the inevitable result.
I never saw my mother, to know her as such, more than four or five times in my life; and each of 
these times was very short in duration, and at night. She was hired by a Mr. Stewart, who lived 
about twelve miles from my home. She made her journeys to see me in the night, travelling the 
whole distance on foot, after the performance of her day’s work. She was a field hand, and a 
whipping is the penalty of not being in the field at sunrise, unless a slave has special permission 
from his or her master to the contrary—a permission which they seldom get, and one that gives 
to him that gives it the proud name of being a kind master. I do not recollect of ever seeing my 
mother by the light of day. She was with me in the night. She would lie down with me, and 
get me to sleep, but long before I waked she was gone. Very little communication ever took 
place between us. Death soon ended what little we could have while she lived, and with it her 
hardships and suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my master’s 
farms, near Lee’s Mill. I was not allowed to be present during her illness, at her death, or burial. 
She was gone long before I knew any thing about it. Never having enjoyed, to any considerable 
extent, her soothing presence, her tender and watchful care, I received the tidings of her death 
with much the same emotions I should have probably felt at the death of a stranger.
Called thus suddenly away, she left me without the slightest intimation 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 purpose 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 condition of their mothers; and this is done too obviously to administer to their 
own lusts, and make a gratification of their wicked desires profitable as well as pleasurable; for 
by this cunning 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, especially 
when she suspects her husband of showing 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 children 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.
Every year brings with it multitudes of this class of slaves. It was doubtless in consequence of a 
knowledge of this fact, that one great statesman of the south predicted the downfall of slavery by 
the inevitable laws of population. Whether this prophecy is ever fulfilled or not, it is nevertheless 
plain that a very different-looking class of people are springing up at the south, and are now 
held in slavery, from those originally brought to this country from Africa; and if their increase 
do no other good, it will do away the force of the argument, that God cursed Ham, and therefore 
American slavery is right. If the lineal descendants of Ham are alone to be scripturally enslaved, 
it is certain that slavery at the south must soon become unscriptural; for thousands are ushered 
into the world, annually, who, like myself, owe their existence to white fathers, and those fathers 
most frequently their own masters.
I have had two masters. My first master’s name was Anthony. I do not remember his first name. 
He was generally called Captain Anthony—a title which, I presume, he acquired by sailing a 
craft on the Chesapeake Bay. He was not considered a rich slaveholder. He owned two or three 
farms, and about thirty slaves. His farms and slaves were under the care of an overseer. The 
overseer’s name was Plummer. Mr. Plummer was a miserable drunkard, a profane swearer, and 
a savage monster. He always went armed with a cowskin and a heavy cudgel. I have known 
him to cut and slash the women’s heads so horribly, that even master would be enraged at his 
cruelty, and would threaten to whip him if he did not mind himself. Master, however, was not 
a humane slaveholder. It required extraordinary barbarity on the part of an overseer to affect 
him. He was a cruel man, hardened by a long life of slaveholding. He would at times seem to 
take great pleasure in whipping a slave. I have often been awakened at the dawn of day by the 
most heart-rending shrieks of an own aunt of mine, whom he used to tie up to a joist, and whip 
upon her naked back till she was literally covered with blood. No words, no tears, no prayers, 
from his gory victim, seemed to move his iron heart from its bloody purpose. The louder she 
screamed, the harder he whipped; and where the blood ran fastest, there he whipped longest. 
He would whip her to make her scream, and whip her to make her hush; and not until overcome 
by fatigue, would he cease to swing the blood-clotted cowskin. I remember the first time I ever 
witnessed this horrible exhibition. I was quite a child, but I well remember it. I never shall forget 
it whilst I remember any thing. It was the first of a long series of such outrages, of which I was 
doomed to be a witness and a participant. It struck me with awful force. It was the blood-stained 
gate, the entrance to the hell of slavery, through which I was about to pass. It was a most terrible 
spectacle. I wish I could commit to paper the feelings with which I beheld it.
This occurrence took place very soon after I went to live with my old master, and under the 
following circumstances. Aunt Hester went out one night,—where or for what I do not know,—
and happened to be absent when my master desired her presence. He had ordered her not to go 
out evenings, and warned her that she must never let him catch her in company with a young 
man, who was paying attention to her belonging to Colonel Lloyd. The young man’s name was 
Ned Roberts, generally called Lloyd’s Ned. Why master was so careful of her, may be safely left 
to conjecture. She was a woman of noble form, and of graceful proportions, having very few 



equals, and fewer superiors, in personal appearance, among the colored or white women of our 
neighborhood.
Aunt Hester had not only disobeyed his orders in going out, but had been found in company with 
Lloyd’s Ned; which circumstance, I found, from what he said while whipping her, was the chief 
offence. Had he been a man of pure morals himself, he might have been thought interested in 
protecting the innocence of my aunt; but those who knew him will not suspect him of any such 
virtue. Before he commenced whipping Aunt Hester, he took her into the kitchen, and stripped 
her from neck to waist, leaving her neck, shoulders, and back, entirely naked. He then told her 
to cross her hands, calling her at the same time a d——d b—-h. After crossing her hands, he 
tied them with a strong rope, and led her to a stool under a large hook in the joist, put in for the 
purpose. He made her get upon the stool, and tied her hands to the hook. She now stood fair for 
his infernal purpose. Her arms were stretched up at their full length, so that she stood upon the 
ends of her toes. He then said to her, “Now, you d——d b—-h, I’ll learn you how to disobey 
my orders!” and after rolling up his sleeves, he commenced to lay on the heavy cowskin, and 
soon the warm, red blood (amid heart-rending shrieks from her, and horrid oaths from him) 
came dripping to the floor. I was so terrified and horror-stricken at the sight, that I hid myself 
in a closet, and dared not venture out till long after the bloody transaction was over. I expected 
it would be my turn next. It was all new to me. I had never seen any thing like it before. I had 
always lived with my grandmother on the outskirts of the plantation, where she was put to raise 
the children of the younger women. I had therefore been, until now, out of the way of the bloody 
scenes that often occurred on the plantation.

CHAPTER II
My master’s family consisted of two sons, Andrew and Richard; one daughter, Lucretia, and her 
husband, Captain Thomas Auld. They lived in one house, upon the home plantation of Colonel 
Edward Lloyd. My master was Colonel Lloyd’s clerk and superintendent. He was what might be 
called the overseer of the overseers. I spent two years of childhood on this plantation in my old 
master’s family. It was here that I witnessed the bloody transaction recorded in the first chapter; 
and as I received my first impressions of slavery on this plantation, I will give some description 
of it, and of slavery as it there existed. The plantation is about twelve miles north of Easton, in 
Talbot county, and is situated on the border of Miles River. The principal products raised upon it 
were tobacco, corn, and wheat. These were raised in great abundance; so that, with the products 
of this and the other farms belonging to him, he was able to keep in almost constant employment 
a large sloop, in carrying them to market at Baltimore. This sloop was named Sally Lloyd, in 
honor of one of the colonel’s daughters. My master’s son-in-law, Captain Auld, was master of 
the vessel; she was otherwise manned by the colonel’s own slaves. Their names were Peter, 
Isaac, Rich, and Jake. These were esteemed very highly by the other slaves, and looked upon as 
the privileged ones of the plantation; for it was no small affair, in the eyes of the slaves, to be 
allowed to see Baltimore.
Colonel Lloyd kept from three to four hundred slaves on his home plantation, and owned a large 
number more on the neighboring farms belonging to him. The names of the farms nearest to the 



home plantation were Wye Town and New Design. “Wye Town” was under the overseership 
of a man named Noah Willis. New Design was under the overseership of a Mr. Townsend. The 
overseers of these, and all the rest of the farms, numbering over twenty, received advice and 
direction from the managers of the home plantation. This was the great business place. It was the 
seat of government for the whole twenty farms. All disputes among the overseers were settled 
here. If a slave was convicted of any high misdemeanor, became unmanageable, or evinced a 
determination to run away, he was brought immediately here, severely whipped, put on board the 
sloop, carried to Baltimore, and sold to Austin Woolfolk, or some other slave-trader, as a warning 
to the slaves remaining.
Here, too, the slaves of all the other farms received their monthly allowance of food, and their 
yearly clothing. The men and women slaves received, as their monthly allowance of food, eight 
pounds of pork, or its equivalent in fish, and one bushel of corn meal. Their yearly clothing 
consisted of two coarse linen shirts, one pair of linen trousers, like the shirts, one jacket, one pair 
of trousers for winter, made of coarse negro cloth, one pair of stockings, and one pair of shoes; 
the whole of which could not have cost more than seven dollars. The allowance of the slave 
children was given to their mothers, or the old women having the care of them. The children 
unable to work in the field had neither shoes, stockings, jackets, nor trousers, given to them; their 
clothing consisted of two coarse linen shirts per year. When these failed them, they went naked 
until the next allowance-day. Children from seven to ten years old, of both sexes, almost naked, 
might be seen at all seasons of the year.
There were no beds given the slaves, unless one coarse blanket be considered such, and none but 
the men and women had these. This, however, is not considered a very great privation. They find 
less difficulty from the want of beds, than from the want of time to sleep; for when their day’s 
work in the field is done, the most of them having their washing, mending, and cooking to do, 
and having few or none of the ordinary facilities for doing either of these, very many of their 
sleeping hours are consumed in preparing for the field the coming day; and when this is done, old 
and young, male and female, married and single, drop down side by side, on one common bed,—
the cold, damp floor,—each covering himself or herself with their miserable blankets; and here 
they sleep till they are summoned to the field by the driver’s horn. At the sound of this, all must 
rise, and be off to the field. There must be no halting; every one must be at his or her post; and 
woe betides them who hear not this morning summons to the field; for if they are not awakened 
by the sense of hearing, they are by the sense of feeling: no age nor sex finds any favor. Mr. 
Severe, the overseer, used to stand by the door of the quarter, armed with a large hickory stick 
and heavy cowskin, ready to whip any one who was so unfortunate as not to hear, or, from any 
other cause, was prevented from being ready to start for the field at the sound of the horn.
Mr. Severe was rightly named: he was a cruel man. I have seen him whip a woman, causing the 
blood to run half an hour at the time; and this, too, in the midst of her crying children, pleading 
for their mother’s release. He seemed to take pleasure in manifesting his fiendish barbarity. 
Added to his cruelty, he was a profane swearer. It was enough to chill the blood and stiffen the 
hair of an ordinary man to hear him talk. Scarce a sentence escaped him but that was commenced 



or concluded by some horrid oath. The field was the place to witness his cruelty and profanity. 
His presence made it both the field of blood and of blasphemy. From the rising till the going 
down of the sun, he was cursing, raving, cutting, and slashing among the slaves of the field, 
in the most frightful manner. His career was short. He died very soon after I went to Colonel 
Lloyd’s; and he died as he lived, uttering, with his dying groans, bitter curses and horrid oaths. 
His death was regarded by the slaves as the result of a merciful providence.
Mr. Severe’s place was filled by a Mr. Hopkins. He was a very different man. He was less 
cruel, less profane, and made less noise, than Mr. Severe. His course was characterized by no 
extraordinary demonstrations of cruelty. He whipped, but seemed to take no pleasure in it. He 
was called by the slaves a good overseer.
The home plantation of Colonel Lloyd wore the appearance of a country village. All the 
mechanical operations for all the farms were performed here. The shoemaking and mending, 
the blacksmithing, cartwrighting, coopering, weaving, and grain-grinding, were all performed 
by the slaves on the home plantation. The whole place wore a business-like aspect very unlike 
the neighboring farms. The number of houses, too, conspired to give it advantage over the 
neighboring farms. It was called by the slaves the Great House Farm. Few privileges were 
esteemed higher, by the slaves of the out-farms, than that of being selected to do errands at the 
Great House Farm. It was associated in their minds with greatness. A representative could not be 
prouder of his election to a seat in the American Congress, than a slave on one of the out-farms 
would be of his election to do errands at the Great House Farm. They regarded it as evidence 
of great confidence reposed in them by their overseers; and it was on this account, as well as a 
constant desire to be out of the field from under the driver’s lash, that they esteemed it a high 
privilege, one worth careful living for. He was called the smartest and most trusty fellow, who 
had this honor conferred upon him the most frequently. The competitors for this office sought as 
diligently to please their overseers, as the office-seekers in the political parties seek to please and 
deceive the people. The same traits of character might be seen in Colonel Lloyd’s slaves, as are 
seen in the slaves of the political parties.
The slaves selected to go to the Great House Farm, for the monthly allowance for themselves and 
their fellow-slaves, were peculiarly enthusiastic. While on their way, they would make the dense 
old woods, for miles around, reverberate with their wild songs, revealing at once the highest joy 
and the deepest sadness. They would compose and sing as they went along, consulting neither 
time nor tune. The thought that came up, came out—if not in the word, in the sound;—and as 
frequently in the one as in the other. They would sometimes sing the most pathetic sentiment in 
the most rapturous tone, and the most rapturous sentiment in the most pathetic tone. Into all of 
their songs they would manage to weave something of the Great House Farm. Especially would 
they do this, when leaving home. They would then sing most exultingly the following words:—

     “I am going away to the Great House Farm!

     O, yea! O, yea! O!”



This they would sing, as a chorus, to words which to many would seem unmeaning jargon, but 
which, nevertheless, were full of meaning to themselves. I have sometimes thought that the mere 
hearing of those songs would do more to impress some minds with the horrible character of 
slavery, than the reading of whole volumes of philosophy on the subject could do.
I did not, when a slave, understand the deep meaning of those rude and apparently incoherent 
songs. I was myself within the circle; so that I neither saw nor heard as those without might see 
and hear. They told a tale of woe which was then altogether beyond my feeble comprehension; 
they were tones loud, long, and deep; they breathed the prayer and complaint of souls boiling 
over with the bitterest anguish. Every tone was a testimony against slavery, and a prayer to God 
for deliverance from chains. The hearing of those wild notes always depressed my spirit, and 
filled me with ineffable sadness. I have frequently found myself in tears while hearing them. 
The mere recurrence to those songs, even now, afflicts me; and while I am writing these lines, 
an expression of feeling has already found its way down my cheek. To those songs I trace my 
first glimmering conception of the dehumanizing character of slavery. I can never get rid of 
that conception. Those songs still follow me, to deepen my hatred of slavery, and quicken my 
sympathies for my brethren in bonds. If any one wishes to be impressed with the soul-killing 
effects of slavery, let him go to Colonel Lloyd’s plantation, and, on allowance-day, place himself 
in the deep pine woods, and there let him, in silence, analyze the sounds that shall pass through 
the chambers of his soul,—and if he is not thus impressed, it will only be because “there is no 
flesh in his obdurate heart.”
I have often been utterly astonished, since I came to the north, to find persons who could speak 
of the singing, among slaves, as evidence of their contentment and happiness. It is impossible to 
conceive of a greater mistake. Slaves sing most when they are most unhappy. The songs of the 
slave represent the sorrows of his heart; and he is relieved by them, only as an aching heart is 
relieved by its tears. At least, such is my experience. I have often sung to drown my sorrow, but 
seldom to express my happiness. Crying for joy, and singing for joy, were alike uncommon to me 
while in the jaws of slavery. The singing of a man cast away upon a desolate island might be as 
appropriately considered as evidence of contentment and happiness, as the singing of a slave; the 
songs of the one and of the other are prompted by the same emotion.

CHAPTER IV

Mr. Hopkins remained but a short time in the office of overseer. Why his career was so short, I 
do not know, but suppose he lacked the necessary severity to suit Colonel Lloyd. Mr. Hopkins 
was succeeded by Mr. Austin Gore, a man possessing, in an eminent degree, all those traits 
of character indispensable to what is called a first-rate overseer. Mr. Gore had served Colonel 
Lloyd, in the capacity of overseer, upon one of the out-farms, and had shown himself worthy of 
the high station of overseer upon the home or Great House Farm.
Mr. Gore was proud, ambitious, and persevering. He was artful, cruel, and obdurate. He was just 
the man for such a place, and it was just the place for such a man. It afforded scope for the full 
exercise of all his powers, and he seemed to be perfectly at home in it. He was one of those who 



could torture the slightest look, word, or gesture, on the part of the slave, into impudence, and 
would treat it accordingly. There must be no answering back to him; no explanation was allowed 
a slave, showing himself to have been wrongfully accused. Mr. Gore acted fully up to the maxim 
laid down by slaveholders,—”It is better that a dozen slaves should suffer under the lash, than 
that the overseer should be convicted, in the presence of the slaves, of having been at fault.” No 
matter how innocent a slave might be—it availed him nothing, when accused by Mr. Gore of any 
misdemeanor. To be accused was to be convicted, and to be convicted was to be punished; the 
one always following the other with immutable certainty. To escape punishment was to escape 
accusation; and few slaves had the fortune to do either, under the overseership of Mr. Gore. 
He was just proud enough to demand the most debasing homage of the slave, and quite servile 
enough to crouch, himself, at the feet of the master. He was ambitious enough to be contented 
with nothing short of the highest rank of overseers, and persevering enough to reach the height of 
his ambition. He was cruel enough to inflict the severest punishment, artful enough to descend to 
the lowest trickery, and obdurate enough to be insensible to the voice of a reproving conscience. 
He was, of all the overseers, the most dreaded by the slaves. His presence was painful; his eye 
flashed confusion; and seldom was his sharp, shrill voice heard, without producing horror and 
trembling in their ranks.
Mr. Gore was a grave man, and, though a young man, he indulged in no jokes, said no funny 
words, seldom smiled. His words were in perfect keeping with his looks, and his looks were in 
perfect keeping with his words. Overseers will sometimes indulge in a witty word, even with 
the slaves; not so with Mr. Gore. He spoke but to command, and commanded but to be obeyed; 
he dealt sparingly with his words, and bountifully with his whip, never using the former where 
the latter would answer as well. When he whipped, he seemed to do so from a sense of duty, and 
feared no consequences. He did nothing reluctantly, no matter how disagreeable; always at his 
post, never inconsistent. He never promised but to fulfil. He was, in a word, a man of the most 
inflexible firmness and stone-like coolness.
His savage barbarity was equalled only by the consummate coolness with which he committed 
the grossest and most savage deeds upon the slaves under his charge. Mr. Gore once undertook 
to whip one of Colonel Lloyd’s slaves, by the name of Demby. He had given Demby but few 
stripes, when, to get rid of the scourging, he ran and plunged himself into a creek, and stood 
there at the depth of his shoulders, refusing to come out. Mr. Gore told him that he would give 
him three calls, and that, if he did not come out at the third call, he would shoot him. The first 
call was given. Demby made no response, but stood his ground. The second and third calls were 
given with the same result. Mr. Gore then, without consultation or deliberation with any one, 
not even giving Demby an additional call, raised his musket to his face, taking deadly aim at his 
standing victim, and in an instant poor Demby was no more. His mangled body sank out of sight, 
and blood and brains marked the water where he had stood.
A thrill of horror flashed through every soul upon the plantation, excepting Mr. Gore. He alone 
seemed cool and collected. He was asked by Colonel Lloyd and my old master, why he resorted 
to this extraordinary expedient. His reply was, (as well as I can remember,) that Demby had 



become unmanageable. He was setting a dangerous example to the other slaves,—one which, 
if suffered to pass without some such demonstration on his part, would finally lead to the total 
subversion of all rule and order upon the plantation. He argued that if one slave refused to be 
corrected, and escaped with his life, the other slaves would soon copy the example; the result 
of which would be, the freedom of the slaves, and the enslavement of the whites. Mr. Gore’s 
defence was satisfactory. He was continued in his station as overseer upon the home plantation. 
His fame as an overseer went abroad. His horrid crime was not even submitted to judicial 
investigation. It was committed in the presence of slaves, and they of course could neither 
institute a suit, nor testify against him; and thus the guilty perpetrator of one of the bloodiest and 
most foul murders goes unwhipped of justice, and uncensured by the community in which he 
lives. Mr. Gore lived in St. Michael’s, Talbot county, Maryland, when I left there; and if he is still 
alive, he very probably lives there now; and if so, he is now, as he was then, as highly esteemed 
and as much respected as though his guilty soul had not been stained with his brother’s blood.
I speak advisedly when I say this,—that killing a slave, or any colored person, in Talbot county, 
Maryland, is not treated as a crime, either by the courts or the community. Mr. Thomas Lanman, 
of St. Michael’s, killed two slaves, one of whom he killed with a hatchet, by knocking his brains 
out. He used to boast of the commission of the awful and bloody deed. I have heard him do so 
laughingly, saying, among other things, that he was the only benefactor of his country in the 
company, and that when others would do as much as he had done, we should be relieved of “the 
d——d niggers.”
The wife of Mr. Giles Hicks, living but a short distance from where I used to live, murdered 
my wife’s cousin, a young girl between fifteen and sixteen years of age, mangling her person 
in the most horrible manner, breaking her nose and breastbone with a stick, so that the poor girl 
expired in a few hours afterward. She was immediately buried, but had not been in her untimely 
grave but a few hours before she was taken up and examined by the coroner, who decided that 
she had come to her death by severe beating. The offence for which this girl was thus murdered 
was this:—She had been set that night to mind Mrs. Hicks’s baby, and during the night she fell 
asleep, and the baby cried. She, having lost her rest for several nights previous, did not hear the 
crying. They were both in the room with Mrs. Hicks. Mrs. Hicks, finding the girl slow to move, 
jumped from her bed, seized an oak stick of wood by the fireplace, and with it broke the girl’s 
nose and breastbone, and thus ended her life. I will not say that this most horrid murder produced 
no sensation in the community. It did produce sensation, but not enough to bring the murderess 
to punishment. There was a warrant issued for her arrest, but it was never served. Thus she 
escaped not only punishment, but even the pain of being arraigned before a court for her horrid 
crime.
Whilst I am detailing bloody deeds which took place during my stay on Colonel Lloyd’s 
plantation, I will briefly narrate another, which occurred about the same time as the murder of 
Demby by Mr. Gore.
Colonel Lloyd’s slaves were in the habit of spending a part of their nights and Sundays in 
fishing for oysters, and in this way made up the deficiency of their scanty allowance. An old man 



belonging to Colonel Lloyd, while thus engaged, happened to get beyond the limits of Colonel 
Lloyd’s, and on the premises of Mr. Beal Bondly. At this trespass, Mr. Bondly took offence, and 
with his musket came down to the shore, and blew its deadly contents into the poor old man.
Mr. Bondly came over to see Colonel Lloyd the next day, whether to pay him for his property, 
or to justify himself in what he had done, I know not. At any rate, this whole fiendish transaction 
was soon hushed up. There was very little said about it at all, and nothing done. It was a common 
saying, even among little white boys, that it was worth a half-cent to kill a “nigger,” and a half-
cent to bury one.

CHAPTER VII
I lived in Master Hugh’s family about seven years. During this time, I succeeded in learning to 
read and write. In accomplishing this, I was compelled to resort to various stratagems. I had no 
regular teacher. My mistress, who had kindly commenced to instruct me, had, in compliance with 
the advice and direction of her husband, not only ceased to instruct, but had set her face against 
my being instructed by any one else. It is due, however, to my mistress to say of her, that she did 
not adopt this course of treatment immediately. She at first lacked the depravity indispensable to 
shutting me up in mental darkness. It was at least necessary for her to have some training in the 
exercise of irresponsible power, to make her equal to the task of treating me as though I were a 
brute.
My mistress was, as I have said, a kind and tender-hearted woman; and in the simplicity of her 
soul she commenced, when I first went to live with her, to treat me as she supposed one human 
being ought to treat another. In entering upon the duties of a slaveholder, she did not seem to 
perceive that I sustained to her the relation of a mere chattel, and that for her to treat me as a 
human being was not only wrong, but dangerously so. Slavery proved as injurious to her as it 
did to me. When I went there, she was a pious, warm, and tender-hearted woman. There was no 
sorrow or suffering for which she had not a tear. She had bread for the hungry, clothes for the 
naked, and comfort for every mourner that came within her reach. Slavery soon proved its ability 
to divest her of these heavenly qualities. Under its influence, the tender heart became stone, and 
the lamblike disposition gave way to one of tiger-like fierceness. The first step in her downward 
course was in her ceasing to instruct me. She now commenced to practise her husband’s precepts. 
She finally became even more violent in her opposition than her husband himself. She was not 
satisfied with simply doing as well as he had commanded; she seemed anxious to do better. 
Nothing seemed to make her more angry than to see me with a newspaper. She seemed to think 
that here lay the danger. I have had her rush at me with a face made all up of fury, and snatch 
from me a newspaper, in a manner that fully revealed her apprehension. She was an apt woman; 
and a little experience soon demonstrated, to her satisfaction, that education and slavery were 
incompatible with each other.
From this time I was most narrowly watched. If I was in a separate room any considerable length 
of time, I was sure to be suspected of having a book, and was at once called to give an account 
of myself. All this, however, was too late. The first step had been taken. Mistress, in teaching me 
the alphabet, had given me the inch, and no precaution could prevent me from taking the ell.



The plan which I adopted, and the one by which I was most successful, was that of making 
friends of all the little white boys whom I met in the street. As many of these as I could, I 
converted into teachers. With their kindly aid, obtained at different times and in different places, 
I finally succeeded in learning to read. When I was sent of errands, I always took my book with 
me, and by going one part of my errand quickly, I found time to get a lesson before my return. I 
used also to carry bread with me, enough of which was always in the house, and to which I was 
always welcome; for I was much better off in this regard than many of the poor white children 
in our neighborhood. This bread I used to bestow upon the hungry little urchins, who, in return, 
would give me that more valuable bread of knowledge. I am strongly tempted to give the names 
of two or three of those little boys, as a testimonial of the gratitude and affection I bear them; 
but prudence forbids;—not that it would injure me, but it might embarrass them; for it is almost 
an unpardonable offence to teach slaves to read in this Christian country. It is enough to say of 
the dear little fellows, that they lived on Philpot Street, very near Durgin and Bailey’s ship-yard. 
I used to talk this matter of slavery over with them. I would sometimes say to them, I wished I 
could be as free as they would be when they got to be men. “You will be free as soon as you are 
twenty-one, but I am a slave for life! Have not I as good a right to be free as you have?” These 
words used to trouble them; they would express for me the liveliest sympathy, and console me 
with the hope that something would occur by which I might be free.
I was now about twelve years old, and the thought of being a slave for life began to bear heavily 
upon my heart. Just about this time, I got hold of a book entitled “The Columbian Orator.” Every 
opportunity I got, I used to read this book. Among much of other interesting matter, I found in it 
a dialogue between a master and his slave. The slave was represented as having run away from 
his master three times. The dialogue represented the conversation which took place between 
them, when the slave was retaken the third time. In this dialogue, the whole argument in behalf 
of slavery was brought forward by the master, all of which was disposed of by the slave. The 
slave was made to say some very smart as well as impressive things in reply to his master—
things which had the desired though unexpected effect; for the conversation resulted in the 
voluntary emancipation of the slave on the part of the master.
In the same book, I met with one of Sheridan’s mighty speeches on and in behalf of Catholic 
emancipation. These were choice documents to me. I read them over and over again with 
unabated interest. They gave tongue to interesting thoughts of my own soul, which had 
frequently flashed through my mind, and died away for want of utterance. The moral which 
I gained from the dialogue was the power of truth over the conscience of even a slaveholder. 
What I got from Sheridan was a bold denunciation of slavery, and a powerful vindication of 
human rights. The reading of these documents enabled me to utter my thoughts, and to meet the 
arguments brought forward to sustain slavery; but while they relieved me of one difficulty, they 
brought on another even more painful than the one of which I was relieved. The more I read, 
the more I was led to abhor and detest my enslavers. I could regard them in no other light than 
a band of successful robbers, who had left their homes, and gone to Africa, and stolen us from 
our homes, and in a strange land reduced us to slavery. I loathed them as being the meanest 



as well as the most wicked of men. As I read and contemplated the subject, behold! that very 
discontentment which Master Hugh had predicted would follow my learning to read had already 
come, to torment and sting my soul to unutterable anguish. As I writhed under it, I would at 
times feel that learning to read had been a curse rather than a blessing. It had given me a view 
of my wretched condition, without the remedy. It opened my eyes to the horrible pit, but to no 
ladder upon which to get out. In moments of agony, I envied my fellow-slaves for their stupidity. 
I have often wished myself a beast. I preferred the condition of the meanest reptile to my own. 
Any thing, no matter what, to get rid of thinking! It was this everlasting thinking of my condition 
that tormented me. There was no getting rid of it. It was pressed upon me by every object within 
sight or hearing, animate or inanimate. The silver trump of freedom had roused my soul to 
eternal wakefulness. Freedom now appeared, to disappear no more forever. It was heard in every 
sound, and seen in every thing. It was ever present to torment me with a sense of my wretched 
condition. I saw nothing without seeing it, I heard nothing without hearing it, and felt nothing 
without feeling it. It looked from every star, it smiled in every calm, breathed in every wind, and 
moved in every storm.
I often found myself regretting my own existence, and wishing myself dead; and but for the hope 
of being free, I have no doubt but that I should have killed myself, or done something for which I 
should have been killed. While in this state of mind, I was eager to hear any one speak of slavery. 
I was a ready listener. Every little while, I could hear something about the abolitionists. It was 
some time before I found what the word meant. It was always used in such connections as to 
make it an interesting word to me. If a slave ran away and succeeded in getting clear, or if a slave 
killed his master, set fire to a barn, or did any thing very wrong in the mind of a slaveholder, 
it was spoken of as the fruit of abolition. Hearing the word in this connection very often, I set 
about learning what it meant. The dictionary afforded me little or no help. I found it was “the act 
of abolishing;” but then I did not know what was to be abolished. Here I was perplexed. I did 
not dare to ask any one about its meaning, for I was satisfied that it was something they wanted 
me to know very little about. After a patient waiting, I got one of our city papers, containing 
an account of the number of petitions from the north, praying for the abolition of slavery in the 
District of Columbia, and of the slave trade between the States. From this time I understood the 
words abolition and abolitionist, and always drew near when that word was spoken, expecting 
to hear something of importance to myself and fellow-slaves. The light broke in upon me by 
degrees. I went one day down on the wharf of Mr. Waters; and seeing two Irishmen unloading 
a scow of stone, I went, unasked, and helped them. When we had finished, one of them came 
to me and asked me if I were a slave. I told him I was. He asked, “Are ye a slave for life?” I 
told him that I was. The good Irishman seemed to be deeply affected by the statement. He said 
to the other that it was a pity so fine a little fellow as myself should be a slave for life. He said 
it was a shame to hold me. They both advised me to run away to the north; that I should find 
friends there, and that I should be free. I pretended not to be interested in what they said, and 
treated them as if I did not understand them; for I feared they might be treacherous. White men 
have been known to encourage slaves to escape, and then, to get the reward, catch them and 



return them to their masters. I was afraid that these seemingly good men might use me so; but 
I nevertheless remembered their advice, and from that time I resolved to run away. I looked 
forward to a time at which it would be safe for me to escape. I was too young to think of doing 
so immediately; besides, I wished to learn how to write, as I might have occasion to write my 
own pass. I consoled myself with the hope that I should one day find a good chance. Meanwhile, 
I would learn to write.
The idea as to how I might learn to write was suggested to me by being in Durgin and Bailey’s 
ship-yard, and frequently seeing the ship carpenters, after hewing, and getting a piece of timber 
ready for use, write on the timber the name of that part of the ship for which it was intended. 
When a piece of timber was intended for the larboard side, it would be marked thus—”L.” When 
a piece was for the starboard side, it would be marked thus—”S.” A piece for the larboard side 
forward, would be marked thus—”L. F.” When a piece was for starboard side forward, it would 
be marked thus—”S. F.” For larboard aft, it would be marked thus—”L. A.” For starboard aft, 
it would be marked thus—”S. A.” I soon learned the names of these letters, and for what they 
were intended when placed upon a piece of timber in the ship-yard. I immediately commenced 
copying them, and in a short time was able to make the four letters named. After that, when I met 
with any boy who I knew could write, I would tell him I could write as well as he. The next word 
would be, “I don’t believe you. Let me see you try it.” I would then make the letters which I had 
been so fortunate as to learn, and ask him to beat that. In this way I got a good many lessons in 
writing, which it is quite possible I should never have gotten in any other way. During this time, 
my copy-book was the board fence, brick wall, and pavement; my pen and ink was a lump of 
chalk. With these, I learned mainly how to write. I then commenced and continued copying the 
Italics in Webster’s Spelling Book, until I could make them all without looking on the book. 
By this time, my little Master Thomas had gone to school, and learned how to write, and had 
written over a number of copy-books. These had been brought home, and shown to some of our 
near neighbors, and then laid aside. My mistress used to go to class meeting at the Wilk Street 
meetinghouse every Monday afternoon, and leave me to take care of the house. When left thus, I 
used to spend the time in writing in the spaces left in Master Thomas’s copy-book, copying what 
he had written. I continued to do this until I could write a hand very similar to that of Master 
Thomas. Thus, after a long, tedious effort for years, I finally succeeded in learning how to write.



by Frederick Douglass

What to the Slave 
is the Fourth of 

July?



Extract from an Oration, at Rochester, July 5, 1852
Fellow-Citizens—Pardon me, and allow me to ask, why am I called upon to speak here to-day? 
What have I, or those I represent, to do with your national independence? Are the great principles 
of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of Independence, 
extended to us? and am I, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to the national 
altar, and to confess the benefits, and express devout gratitude for the blessings, resulting from 
your independence to us?
Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully 
returned to these questions! Then would my task be light, and my burden easy and delightful. For 
who is there so cold that a nation’s sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and dead 
to the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits? Who 
so stolid and selfish, that would not give his voice to swell the hallelujahs of a nation’s jubilee, 
when the chains of servitude had been torn from his limbs? I am not that man. In a case like that, 
the dumb might eloquently speak, and the “lame man leap as an hart.”
But, such is not the state of the case. I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us. I 
am not included within the pale of this glorious anniversary! Your high independence only 
reveals the immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you this day rejoice, are 
not enjoyed in common. The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity, and independence, 
bequeathed by your fathers, is shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that brought life and 
healing to you, has brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth of July is yours, not mine. You 
may rejoice, I must mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated[350] temple of 
liberty, and call upon him to join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious 
irony. Do you mean, citizens, to mock me, by asking me to speak to-day? If so, there is a parallel 
to your conduct. And let me warn you that it is dangerous to copy the example of a nation whose 
crimes, towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of the Almighty, burying that 
nation in irrecoverable ruin! I can to-day take up the plaintive lament of a peeled and woe-
smitten people.
“By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down. Yea! we wept when we remembered Zion. We 
hanged our harps upon the willows in the midst thereof. For there, they that carried us away 
captive, required of us a song; and they who wasted us required of us mirth, saying, Sing us 
one of the songs of Zion. How can we sing the Lord’s song in a strange land? If I forget thee, O 
Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning. If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave 
to the roof of my mouth.”
Fellow-citizens, above your national, tumultous joy, I hear the mournful wail of millions, whose 
chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, are to-day rendered more intolerable by the jubilant shouts 
that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not faithfully remember those bleeding children of sorrow 
this day, “may my right hand forget her cunning, and may my tongue cleave to the roof of my 
mouth!” To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs, and to chime in with the popular 
theme, would be treason most scandalous and shocking, and would make me a reproach before 
God and the world. My subject, then, fellow-citizens, is AMERICAN SLAVERY. I shall see 



this day and its popular characteristics from the slave’s point of view. Standing there, identified 
with the American bondman, making his wrongs mine, I do not hesitate to declare, with all my 
soul, that the character and conduct of this nation never looked blacker to me than on this Fourth 
of July. Whether we turn to the declarations of the past, or to the professions of the present, the 
conduct of the nation seems equally hideous and revolting. America is false to the past, false 
to the present, and solemnly binds herself to be false to the future. Standing with God and the 
crushed and bleeding slave on this occasion, I will, in the name of humanity which is outraged, 
in the name of liberty which is fettered, in the name of the constitution and the bible, which are 
disregarded and trampled upon, dare to call in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis I 
can command, everything that serves to perpetuate slavery—the great sin and shame of America! 
“I will not equivocate; I will not excuse;” I will use the severest language I can command; and 
yet not one word shall escape me that any man, whose judgment is not blinded by prejudice, or 
who is not at heart a slaveholder, shall not confess to be right and just. [351]
But I fancy I hear some one of my audience say, it is just in this circumstance that you and 
your brother abolitionists fail to make a favorable impression on the public mind. Would you 
argue more, and denounce less, would you persuade more and rebuke less, your cause would 
be much more likely to succeed. But, I submit, where all is plain there is nothing to be argued. 
What point in the anti-slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject 
do the people of this country need light? Must I undertake to prove that the slave is a man? That 
point is conceded already. Nobody doubts it. The slaveholders themselves acknowledge it in the 
enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish disobedience on 
the part of the slave. There are seventy-two crimes in the state of Virginia, which, if committed 
by a black man (no matter how ignorant he be), subject him to the punishment of death; while 
only two of these same crimes will subject a white man to the like punishment. What is this but 
the acknowledgement that the slave is a moral, intellectual, and responsible being. The manhood 
of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in the fact that southern statute books are covered with 
enactments forbidding, under severe fines and penalties, the teaching of the slave to read or 
write. When you can point to any such laws, in reference to the beasts of the field, then I may 
consent to argue the manhood of the slave. When the dogs in your streets, when the fowls of the 
air, when the cattle on your hills, when the fish of the sea, and the reptiles that crawl, shall be 
unable to distinguish the slave from a brute, then will I argue with you that the slave is a man!
For the present, it is enough to affirm the equal manhood of the Negro race. Is it not astonishing 
that, while we are plowing, planting, and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical tools, erecting 
houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of brass, iron, copper, silver, 
and gold; that, while we are reading, writing, and cyphering, acting as clerks, merchants, and 
secretaries, having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors, editors, orators, and 
teachers; that, while we are engaged in all manner of enterprises common to other men—digging 
gold in California, capturing the whale in the Pacific, feeding sheep and cattle on the hillside, 
living, moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as husbands, wives, and children, 
and, above all, confessing and worshiping the Christian’s God, and looking hopefully for life and 



immortality beyond the grave—we are called upon to prove that we are men!
Would you have me argue that man is entitled to liberty? that he is the rightful owner of his own 
body? You have already declared it. Must I argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a question 
for republicans?[352] Is it to be settled by the rules of logic and argumentation, as a matter 
beset with great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice, hard to be 
understood? How should I look to-day in the presence of Americans, dividing and subdividing 
a discourse, to show that men have a natural right to freedom, speaking of it relatively and 
positively, negatively and affirmatively? To do so, would be to make myself ridiculous, and to 
offer an insult to your understanding. There is not a man beneath the canopy of heaven that does 
not know that slavery is wrong for him.
What! am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work 
them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow-men, to beat them 
with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, to hunt them with 
dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their 
flesh, to starve them into obedience and submission to their masters? Must I argue that a system, 
thus marked with blood and stained with pollution, is wrong? No; I will not. I have better 
employment for my time and strength than such arguments would imply.
What, then, remains to be argued? Is it that slavery is not divine; that God did not establish 
it; that our doctors of divinity are mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which is 
inhuman cannot be divine. Who can reason on such a proposition! They that can, may! I cannot. 
The time for such argument is past.
At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needed. Oh! had I the ability, 
and could I reach the nation’s ear, I would to-day pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule, 
blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it is not light that is needed, but fire; 
it is not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the earthquake. 
The feeling of the nation must be quickened; the conscience of the nation must be roused; the 
propriety of the nation must be startled; the hypocrisy of the nation must be exposed; and its 
crimes against God and man must be proclaimed and denounced.
What to the American slave is your Fourth of July? I answer, a day that reveals to him, more than 
all other days in the year, the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant victim. To 
him, your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty, an unholy license; your national greatness, 
swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your denunciations of tyrants, 
brass-fronted impudence; your shouts of liberty and equality, hollow mockery; your prayers and 
hymns, your sermons and thanksgivings, with all your religious parade and solemnity,[353] are 
to him mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and hypocrisy—a thin veil to cover up crimes 
which would disgrace a nation of savages. There is not a nation on the earth guilty of practices 
more shocking and bloody, than are the people of these United States, at this very hour.
Go where you may, search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of 
the old world, travel through South America, search out every abuse, and when you have found 
the last, lay your facts by the side of the every-day practices of this nation, and you will say with 



me, that, for revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a rival.



by Robert Hayden

Runagate, 
Runagate



Please read “Runagate, Runagate” at this link: 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/237678

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/237678


by Langston Hughes

I, Too, Sing 
America



Please read “I, Too, Sing America” at this link: 

http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/15615

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/15615


by Langston Hughes

Harlem



Please read “Harlem” at this link: 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175884

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175884


by Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.

Letter from 
Birmingham Jail



Please read “Letter from Birmingham Jail” at this link: 

http://www.africa.upenn.edu/Articles_Gen/Letter_Birmingham.html 

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.africa.upenn.edu/Articles_Gen/Letter_Birmingham.html


by Dudley Randall

Ballad of 
Birmingham



Please read “Ballad of Birmingham” at this link: 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175900

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175900


by Malcolm X

Ballot or the Bullet



Please read “Ballot or the Bullet” at this link: 

http://www.edchange.org/multicultural/speeches/malcolm_x_ballot.html

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.edchange.org/multicultural/speeches/malcolm_x_ballot.html


by Shelby Steele

The Double Bind 
of Race and Guilt



Please read “The Double Bind of Race and Guilt” at this link: 

http://www.hoover.org/publications/hoover-digest/article/6208

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.hoover.org/publications/hoover-digest/article/6208


by N. Scott Momaday

The Delight Song 
of Tsoai-talee



Please read “The Delight Song of Tsoai-talee” at this link: 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175895

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/175895


by Sherman Alexie

The Powwow at 
the End of the 

World



Please read “The Powwow at the End of the World” at this link: 

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/177413

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/177413


by Natasha Trethewey

Letter Home



Please read “Letter Home” at this link: 

http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/16258

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/16258


Week 8
The American Dream and Women



Timeline for the 
Women’s Rights 
Movement in the 

U.S.



Please view the Timeline for the Women’s Rights Movement in the U.S. at this link: 
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by Howard Zinn

The Intimately 
Oppressed
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by Benjamin Franklin

The Speech of 
Polly Baker



The Speech of Miss Polly Baker before a Court of Judicature, at Connecticut near Boston in New 
England; where she was prosecuted the fifth time, for having a Bastard Child: Which influenced 
the Court to dispense with her Punishment, and which induced one of her Judges to marry her 
the next Day—by whom she had fifteen Children.
“May it please the honourable bench to indulge me in a few words: I am a poor, unhappy 
woman, who have no money to fee lawyers to plead for me, being hard put to it to get a living. 
I shall not trouble your honours with long speeches; for I have not the presumption to expect 
that you may, by any means, be prevailed on to deviate in your Sentence from the law, in my 
favour. All I humbly hope is, that your honours would charitably move the governor’s goodness 
on my behalf, that my fine may be remitted. This is the fifth time, gentlemen, that I have been 
dragg’d before your court on the same account; twice I have paid heavy fines, and twice have 
been brought to publick punishment, for want of money to pay those fines. This may have 
been agreeable to the laws, and I don’t dispute it; but since laws are sometimes unreasonable 
in themselves, and therefore repealed; and others bear too hard on the subject in particular 
circumstances, and therefore there is left a power somewhere to dispense with the execution of 
them; I take the liberty to say, that I think this law, by which I am punished, both unreasonable in 
itself, and particularly severe with regard to me, who have always lived an inoffensive life in the 
neighbourhood where I was born, and defy my enemies (if I have any) to say I ever wrong’d any 
man, woman, or child. Abstracted from the law, I cannot conceive (may it please your honours) 
what the nature of my offense is. I have brought five fine children into the world, at the risque of 
my life; I have maintain’d them well by my own industry, without burthening the township, and 
would have done it better, if it had not been for the heavy charges and fines I have paid. Can it 
be a crime (in the nature of things, I mean) to add to the king’s subjects, in a new country, that 
really wants people? I own it, I should think it rather a praiseworthy than a punishable action. 
I have debauched no other woman’s husband, nor enticed any other youth; these things I never 
was charg’d with; nor has any one the least cause of complaint against me, unless, perhaps, the 
ministers of justice, because I have had children without being married, by which they have 
missed a wedding fee. But can this be a fault of mine? I appeal to your honours. You are pleased 
to allow I don’t want sense; but I must be stupified to the last degree, not to prefer the honourable 
state of wedlock to the condition I have lived in. I always was, and still am willing to enter into 
it; and doubt not my behaving well in it, having all the industry, frugality, fertility, and skill in 
economy appertaining to a good wife’s character. I defy any one to say I ever refused an offer of 
that sort: on the contrary, I readily consented to the only proposal of marriage that ever was made 
me, which was when I was a virgin, but too easily confiding in the person’s sincerity that made 
it, I unhappily lost my honour by trusting to his; for he got me with child, and then forsook me.
“That very person, you all know, he is now become a magistrate of this country; and I had hopes 
he would have appeared this day on the bench, and have endeavoured to moderate the Court in 
my favour; then I should have scorn’d to have mentioned it; but I must now complain of it, as 
unjust and unequal, that my betrayer and undoer, the first cause of all my faults and miscarriages 
(if they must be deemed such), should be advanced to honour and power in this government that 
punishes my misfortunes with stripes and infamy. I should be told, ‘tis like, that were there no 



act of Assembly in the case, the precepts of religion are violated by my transgressions. If mine 
is a religious offense, leave it to religious punishments. You have already excluded me from 
the comforts of your church communion. Is not that sufficient? You believe I have offended 
heaven, and must suffer eternal fire: Will not that be sufficient? What need is there then of your 
additional fines and whipping? I own I do not think as you do, for, if I thought what you call 
a sin was really such, I could not presumptuously commit it. But, how can it be believed that 
heaven is angry at my having children, when to the little done by me towards it, God has been 
pleased to add his divine skill and admirable workmanship in the formation of their bodies, and 
crowned the whole by furnishing them with rational and immortal souls?
“Forgive me, gentlemen, if I talk a little extravagantly on these matters; I am no divine, but if 
you, gentlemen, must be making laws, do not turn natural and useful actions into crimes by your 
prohibitions. But take into your wise consideration the great and growing number of batchelors 
in the country, many of whom, from the mean fear of the expences of a family, have never 
sincerely and honourably courted a woman in their lives; and by their manner of living leave 
unproduced (which is little better than murder) hundreds of their posterity to the thousandth 
generation. Is not this a greater offense against the publick good than mine? Compel them, then, 
by law, either to marriage, or to pay double the fine of fornication every year. What must poor 
young women do, whom customs and nature forbid to solicit the men, and who cannot force 
themselves upon husbands, when the laws take no care to provide them any, and yet severely 
punish them if they do their duty without them; the duty of the first and great command of nature 
and nature’s God, encrease and multiply; a duty, from the steady performance of which nothing 
has been able to deter me, but for its sake I have hazarded the loss of the publick esteem, and 
have frequently endured publick disgrace and punishment; and therefore ought, in my humble 
opinion, instead of a whipping, to have a statue erected to my memory.”



by Elizabeth Cady Stanton

Declaration of 
Sentiments



When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one portion of the family of man 
to assume among the people of the earth a position different from that which they have hitherto 
occupied, but one to which the laws of nature and of nature’s God entitle them, a decent respect 
to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes that impel them to such a 
course.
We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men and women are created equal; that they are 
endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights; that among these are life, liberty, and 
the pursuit of happiness; that to secure these rights governments are instituted, deriving their 
just powers from the consent of the governed. Whenever any form of government becomes 
destructive of these ends, it is the right of those who suffer from it to refuse allegiance to it, 
and to insist upon the institution of a new government, laying its foundation on such principles, 
and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their safety 
and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established should not be 
changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience hath shown that mankind 
are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the 
forms to which they were accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing 
invariably the same object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute despotism, it is their 
duty to throw off such government, and to provide new guards for their future security. Such has 
been the patient sufferance of the women under this government, and such is now the necessity 
which constrains them to demand the equal station to which they are entitled.
The history of mankind is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of man 
toward woman, having in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny over her. To 
prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world.
He has never permitted her to exercise her inalienable right to the elective franchise.
He has compelled her to submit to laws, in the formation of which she had no voice.
He has withheld from her rights which are given to the most ignorant and degraded men—both 
natives and foreigners.
Having deprived her of this first right of a citizen, the elective franchise, thereby leaving her 
without representation in the halls of legislation, he has oppressed her on all sides.
He has made her, if married, in the eye of the law, civilly dead.
He has taken from her all right in property, even to the wages she earns.
He has made her, morally, an irresponsible being, as she can commit many crimes with impunity, 
provided they be done in the presence of her husband. In the covenant of marriage, she is 
compelled to promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to all intents and purposes, her 
master—the law giving him power to deprive her of her liberty, and to administer chastisement.
He has so framed the laws of divorce, as to what shall be the proper causes, and in case of 
separation, to whom the guardianship of the children shall be given, as to be wholly regardless of 
the happiness of women—the law, in all cases, going upon a false supposition of the supremacy 
of man, and giving all power into his hands.
After depriving her of all rights as a married woman, if single, and the owner of property, he has 



taxed her to support a government which recognizes her only when her property can be made 
profitable to it.
He has monopolized nearly all the profitable employments, and from those she is permitted 
to follow, she receives but a scanty remuneration. He closes against her all the avenues to 
wealth and distinction which he considers most honorable to himself. As a teacher of theology, 
medicine, or law, she is not known.
He has denied her the facilities for obtaining a thorough education, all colleges being closed 
against her.
He allows her in Church, as well as State, but a subordinate position, claiming Apostolic 
authority for her exclusion from the ministry, and, with some exceptions, from any public 
participation in the affairs of the Church.
He has created a false public sentiment by giving to the world a different code of morals for men 
and women, by which moral delinquencies which exclude women from society, are not only 
tolerated, but deemed of little account in man.
He has usurped the prerogative of Jehovah himself, claiming it as his right to assign for her a 
sphere of action, when that belongs to her conscience and to her God.
He has endeavored, in every way that he could, to destroy her confidence in her own powers, to 
lessen her self-respect, and to make her willing to lead a dependent and abject life.
Now, in view of this entire disfranchisement of one-half the people of this country, their social 
and religious degradation—in view of the unjust laws above mentioned, and because women do 
feel themselves aggrieved, oppressed, and fraudulently deprived of their most sacred rights, we 
insist that they have immediate admission to all the rights and privileges which belong to them as 
citizens of the United States.
In entering upon the great work before us, we anticipate no small amount of misconception, 
misrepresentation, and ridicule; but we shall use every instrumentality within our power to effect 
our object. We shall employ agents, circulate tracts, petition the State and National legislatures, 
and endeavor to enlist the pulpit and the press in our behalf. We hope this Convention will be 
followed by a series of Conventions embracing every part of the country.
The following resolutions were discussed by Lucretia Mott, Thomas and Mary Ann McClintock, 
Amy Post, Catharine A. F. Stebbins, and others, and were adopted:
Whereas, The great precept of nature is conceded to be, that “man shall pursue his own true 
and substantial happiness.” Blackstone in his Commentaries remarks, that this law of Nature 
being coeval with mankind, and dictated by God himself, is of course superior in obligation to 
any other. It is binding over all the globe, in all countries and at all times; no human laws are of 
any validity if contrary to this, and such of them as are valid, derive all their force, and all their 
validity, and all their authority, mediately and immediately, from this original; therefore.
Resolved, That such laws as conflict, in any way, with the true and substantial happiness of 
woman, are contrary to the great precept of nature and of no validity, for this is “superior in 
obligation to any other.”
Resolved, That all laws which prevent woman from occupying such a station in society as her 



conscience shall dictate, or which place her in a position inferior to that of man, are contrary to 
the great precept of nature, and therefore of no force or authority.
Resolved, That woman is man’s equal—was intended to be so by the Creator, and the highest 
good of the race demands that she should be recognized as such.
Resolved, That the women of this country ought to be enlightened in regard to the laws under 
which they live, that they may no longer publish their degradation by declaring themselves 
satisfied with their present position, nor their ignorance, by asserting that they have all the rights 
they want.
Resolved, That inasmuch as man, while claiming for himself intellectual superiority, does accord 
to woman moral superiority, it is pre-eminently his duty to encourage her to speak and teach, as 
she has an opportunity, in all religious assemblies.
Resolved, That the same amount of virtue, delicacy, and refinement of behavior that is required 
of woman in the social state, should also be required of man, and the same transgressions should 
be visited with equal severity on both man and woman.
Resolved, That the objection of indelicacy and impropriety, which is so often brought against 
woman when she addresses a public audience, comes with a very ill-grace from those who 
encourage, by their attendance, her appearance on the stage, in the concert, or in feats of the 
circus.
Resolved, That woman has too long rested satisfied in the circumscribed limits which corrupt 
customs and a perverted application of the Scriptures have marked out for her, and that it is time 
she should move in the enlarged sphere which her great Creator has assigned her.
Resolved, That it is the duty of the women of this country to secure to themselves their sacred 
right to the elective franchise.
Resolved, That the equality of human rights results necessarily from the fact of the identity of the 
race in capabilities and responsibilities.
Resolved, therefore, That, being invested by the Creator with the same capabilities, and the same 
consciousness of responsibility for their exercise, it is demonstrably the right and duty of woman, 
equally with man, to promote every righteous cause by every righteous means; and especially 
in regard to the great subjects of morals and religion, it is self-evidently her right to participate 
with her brother in teaching them, both in private and in public, by writing and by speaking, by 
any instrumentalities proper to be used, and in any assemblies proper to be held; and this being a 
self-evident truth growing out of the divinely implanted principles of human nature, any custom 
or authority adverse to it, whether modern or wearing the hoary sanction of antiquity, is to be 
regarded as a self-evident falsehood, and at war with mankind.
At the last session Lucretia Mott offered and spoke to the following resolution:
Resolved, That the speedy success of our cause depends upon the zealous and untiring efforts of 
both men and women, for the overthrow of the monopoly of the pulpit, and for the securing to 
woman an equal participation with men in the various trades, professions, and commerce.



by Sojourner Truth

Ain’t I a Woman?



Please read “Ain’t I a Woman?” at this link: 

http://www.sojournertruth.org/Library/Speeches/AintIAWoman.htm

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.
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by Fanny Fern

Hints to Young 
Wives



SHOULDN’T I LIKE to make a bon-fire of all the “Hints to Young Wives,” “Married Women’s 
Friend,” etc., and throw in the authors after them?  I have a little neighbor who believes all they 
tell her is gospel truth, and lives up to it. The minute she sees her husband coming up the street, 
she makes for the door, as if she hadn’t another minute to live, stands in the entry with her teeth 
chattering in her head till he gets all his coats and mufflers, and overshoes, and what-do-you-call-
’ems off, then chases round (like a cat in a fit) after the boot-jack; warms his slippers and puts 
‘em on, and dislocates her wrist carving at the table for fear it will tire him.
Poor little innocent fool!  she imagines that’s the way to preserve his affection.  Preserve a 
fiddlestick!  the consequence is, he’s sick of the sight of her; snubs her when she asks him a 
question, and after he has eaten her good dinners takes himself off as soon as possible, bearing in 
mind the old proverb “that too much of a good thing is good for nothing.”  Now the truth is just 
this, and I wish all the women on earth had but one ear in common, so that I could put this little 
bit of gospel into it: --- Just so long as a man isn’t quite as sure as if he knew for certain, whether 
nothing on earth could ever disturb your affection for him, he is your humble servant, but the 
very second he finds out (or thinks he does) that he has possession of every inch of your heart, 
and no neutral territory --- he will turn on his heel and march off whistling “Yankee Doodle!”
Now it’s no use to take your pocket handkerchief and go snivelling round the house with a 
pink nose and red eyes; not a bit of it!  If you have made the interesting discovery that you 
were married for a sort of upper servant or housekeeper, just fill that place and no other, keep 
your temper, keep all his strings and buttons and straps on; and then keep him at a distance 
as a housekeeper should --- “thems my sentiments!”  I have seen one or two men in my life 
who could bear to be loved (as women with a soul knows how), without being spoiled by it, or 
converted into a tyrant --- but they are rare birds and should be caught stuffed and handed over to 
Barnum!  Now as the ministers say, “I’ll close with an interesting little incident that came under 
my observation.”
Mr. Fern came home one day when I had such a crucifying headache that I couldn’t have told 
whether I was married or single, and threw an old coat into my lap to mend.  Well, I tied a wet 
bandage over my forehead, “left all flying,” and sat down to it --- he might as well have asked 
me to make a new one; however I new lined the sleeves, mended the buttonholes, sewed on new 
buttons down the front, and all over the coat tails --- when it finally it occurred to me (I believe 
it was a suggestion of Satan,) that the pocket might need mending; so I turned it inside out, and 
what do you think I found?  A love-letter from him to my dress-maker!!  I dropped the coat, 
I dropped the work-basket, I dropped the buttons, I dropped the baby (it was a female, and I 
thought it just as well to put her out of future misery) and then I hopped up into a chair front of 
the looking-glass, and remarked to the young woman I saw there, “F-a-n-n-y F-e-r-n!  if  you --- 
are --- ever --- such --- a --- confounded fool again” --- and I wasn’t. 



by Fanny Fern

Working Girls of 
New York



OWHERE more than in New York does the contest between squalor and splendor so sharply 
present itself. This is the first reflection of the observing stranger who walks its streets. 
Particularly is this noticeable with regard to its women. Jostling on the same pavement with 
the dainty fashionist is the care-worn working-girl. Looking at both these women, the question 
arises, which lives the more miserable life—she whom the world styles “fortunate,” whose 
husband belongs to three clubs, and whose only meal with his family is an occasional breakfast, 
from year’s end to year’s end; who is as much a stranger to his own children as to the reader; 
whose young son of seventeen has already a detective on his track employed by his father to 
ascertain where and how he spends his nights and his father’s money; swift retribution for 
that father who finds food, raiment, shelter, equipages for his household; but love, sympathy, 
companionship—never? Or she—this other woman—with a heart quite as hungry and 
unappeased, who also faces day by day the same appalling question: Is this all life has for me?
A great book is yet unwritten about women. Michelet has aired his wax-doll theories regarding 
them. The defender of “woman’s rights” has given us her views. Authors and authoresses of 
little, and big repute, have expressed themselves on this subject, and none of them as yet have 
begun to grasp it: men—because they lack spirituality, rightly and justly to interpret women; 
women—because they dare not, or will not, tell us that which most interests us to know. Who 
shall write this bold, frank, truthful book remains to be seen. Meanwhile woman’s millennium is 
yet a great way off; and while it slowly progresses, conservatism and indifference gaze through 
their spectacles at the seething elements of to-day, and wonder “what ails all our women?”
Let me tell you what ails the working-girls. While yet your breakfast is progressing, and your 
toilet unmade, comes forth through Chatham Street and the Bowery, a long procession of them 
by twos and threes to their daily labor. Their breakfast, so called, has been hastily swallowed in a 
tenement house, where two of them share, in a small room, the same miserable bed. Of its quality 
you may better judge, when you know that each of these girls pays but three dollars a week for 
board, to the working man and his wife where they lodge.
The room they occupy is close and unventilated, with no accommodations for personal 
cleanliness, and so near to the little Flinegans that their Celtic night-cries are distinctly heard. 
They have risen unrefreshed, as a matter of course, and their ill-cooked breakfast does not mend 
the matter. They emerge from the doorway where their passage is obstructed by “nanny goats” 
and ragged children rooting together in the dirt, and pass out into the street. They shiver as the 
sharp wind of early morning strikes their temples. There is no look of youth on their faces; hard 
lines appear there. Their brows are knit; their eyes are sunken; their dress is flimsy, and foolish, 
and tawdry; always a hat, and feather or soiled artificial flower upon it; the hair dressed with an 
abortive attempt at style; a soiled petticoat; a greasy dress, a well-worn sacque or shawl, and a 
gilt breast-pin and earrings.
Now follow them to the large, black-looking building, where several hundred of them are 
manufacturing hoop-skirts. If you are a woman you have worn plenty; but you little thought what 
passed in the heads of these girls as their busy fingers glazed the wire, or prepared the spools 
for covering them, or secured the tapes which held them in their places. You could not stay five 
minutes in that room, where the noise of the machinery used is so deafening, that only by the 



motion of the lips could you comprehend a person speaking.
Five minutes! Why, these young creatures bear it, from seven in the morning till six in the 
evening; week after week, month after month, with only half an hour at midday to eat their 
dinner of a slice of bread and butter or an apple, which they usually eat in the building, some of 
them having come a long distance. As I said, the roar of machinery in that room is like the roar of 
Niagara. Observe them as you enter. Not one lifts her head. They might as well be machines, for 
any interest or curiosity they show, save always to know what o’clock it is. Pitiful! pitiful, you 
almost sob to yourself, as you look at these young girls. Young? Alas! it is only in years that they 
are young.
“Only three dollars a week do they earn,” said I to a brawny woman in a tenement house near 
where some of them boarded. “Only three dollars a week, and all of that goes for their board. 
How, then, do they clothe themselves?” Hell has nothing more horrible than the cold, sneering 
indifference of her reply: “Ask the dry-goods men.”
Perhaps you ask, why do not these girls go out to service? Surely it were better to live in a clean, 
nice house, in a healthy atmosphere, with respectable people, who might take other interest in 
them than to wring out the last particle of their available bodily strength. It were better surely 
to live in a house cheerful and bright, where merry voices were sometimes heard, and clean, 
wholesome food was given them. Why do they not? First, because, unhappily, they look down 
upon the position of a servant, even from their miserable stand-point. But chiefly, and mainly, 
because when six o’clock in the evening comes they are their own mistresses, without hinderance 
or questioning, till another day of labor begins. They do not sit in an under-ground kitchen, 
watching the bell-wire, and longing to see what is going on out of doors. More’s the pity, that 
the street is their only refuge from the squalor and quarrelling and confusion of their tenement-
house home. More’s the pity, that as yet there are no sufficiently decent, cleanly boarding-houses, 
within their means, where their self-respect would not inevitably wither and die.
As it is, they stroll the streets; and who can blame them? There are gay lights, and fine shop-
windows. It costs nothing to wish they could have all those fine things. They look longingly into 
the theatres, through whose doors happier girls of their own age pass, radiant and smiling, with 
their lovers. Glimpses of Paradise come through those doors as they gaze. Back comes the old 
torturing question: Must my young life always be toil? nothing but toil? They stroll on. Music 
and bright lights from the underground “Concert Saloons,” where girls like themselves get fine 
dresses and good wages, and flattering words and smiles beside. Alas! the future is far away; 
the present only is tangible. Is it a wonder if they never go back to the dark, cheerless tenement-
house, or to the “manufactory” which sets their poor, weary bodies aching, till they feel forsaken 
of God and man? Talk of virtue! Live this life of toil, and starvation, and friendlessness, and 
“unwomanly rags,” and learn charity. Sometimes they rush for escape into ill-sorted marriages, 
with coarse rough fellows, and go back to the old tenement-house life again, with this difference, 
that their toil does not end at six o’clock, and that from this bargain there is no release but death.
But there are other establishments than those factories where working-girls are employed. There 
is “Madame ——, Modiste.” Surely the girls working there must fare better. Madame pays six 
thousand dollars rent for the elegant mansion in that fashionable street, in the basement or attic 



of which they work. Madame cuts and makes dresses, but she takes in none of the materials for 
that purpose. Not she. She coolly tells you that she will make you a very nice plain black silk 
dress, and find everything, for two hundred dollars. This is modest, at a clear profit to herself 
of one hundred dollars on every such dress, particularly as she buys all her material by the 
wholesale, and pays her girls, at the highest rate of compensation, not more than six dollars a 
week. At this rate of small wages and big profits, you can well understand how she can afford 
not only to keep up this splendid establishment, but another still more magnificent for her own 
private residence in quite as fashionable a neighborhood. Another “modiste” who did “take 
in material for dresses,” and—ladies also! was in the habit of telling the latter that thirty-two 
yards of any material was required where sixteen would have answered. The remaining yards 
were then in all cases thrown into a rag-pen; from which, through contract with a man in her 
employ, she furnished herself with all the crockery, china, glass, tin and iron ware needed in her 
household. This same modiste employed twenty-five girls at the starvation price of three dollars 
and a half a week. The room in which they worked was about nine feet square, with only one 
window in it, and whoso came early enough to secure a seat by that window saved her eyesight 
by the process. Three sewing-machines whirred constantly by day in this little room, which at 
night was used as a sleeping apartment. As the twenty-five working-girls were ushered in to their 
day’s labor in the morning before that room was ventilated, you would not wonder that by four 
in the afternoon dark circles appeared under their eyes, and they stopped occasionally to press 
their hands upon their aching temples. Not often, but sometimes, when the pain and exhaustion 
became intolerable.
One of the twenty-five was an orphan girl named Lizzy, only fifteen years of age. Not even this 
daily martyrdom had quenched her abounding spirits, in that room where never a smile was seen 
on another face—where never a jest was ventured on, not even when Madame’s back was turned. 
Always Lizzie’s hair was nicely smoothed, and though the clean little creature went without 
her breakfast—for a deduction of wages was the penalty of being late—yet had she always on a 
clean dark calico dress, smoothed by her own deft little fingers. In that dismal, smileless room 
she was the only sunbeam. But one day the twenty-five were startled; their needles dropped from 
their fingers. Lizzie was worn out at last! Her pretty face blanched, and with a low baby cry 
she threw her arms over her face and sobbed: “Oh, I cannot bear this life—I cannot bear it any 
longer. George must come and take me away from this.” That night she was privately married 
to “George,” who was an employee on the railroad. The next day while on the train attending 
to his duties, he broke his arm, and neither of the bridal pair having any money, George was 
taken to the hospital. The little bride, with starvation before her, went back that day to Madame, 
and concealing the fact of her marriage, begged humbly to be taken back, apologizing for her 
conduct on the day before, on the plea that she had such a violent pain in her temples that she 
knew not what she said. As she was a handy little workwoman, her request was granted, and 
she worked there for several weeks, during her honeymoon, at the old rate of pay. The day 
George was pronounced well, she threw down her work, clapped her little palms together, and 
announced to the astonished twenty-five that they had a married woman among them, and that 
she should not return the next morning. Being the middle of the week, and not the end, she had to 



go without her wages for that week. Romance was not part or parcel of Madame’s establishment. 
Her law was as the Medes and Persians, which changed not. Little Lizzie’s future was no more 
to her than her past had been—no more than that of another young thing in that work-room, who 
begged a friend, each day, to bring her ever so little ardent spirits, at the half hour allotted to their 
miserable dinner, lest she should fail in strength to finish the day’s work, upon which so much 
depended.
Oh! if the ladies who wore the gay robes manufactured in that room knew the tragedy of those 
young lives, would they not be to them like the penance robes of which we read, piercing, 
burning, torturing?
There is still another class of girls, who tend in the large shops in New York. Are they not better 
remunerated and lodged? We shall see. The additional dollar or two added to their wages is offset 
by the necessity of their being always nicely apparelled, and the necessity of a better lodging-
house, and consequently a higher price for board, so that unless they are fortunate enough to 
have a parent’s roof over their heads, they will not, except in rare cases, where there is a special 
gift as an accountant, or an artist-touch in the fingers, to twist a ribbon or frill a lace, be able to 
save any more than the class of which I have been speaking. They are allowed, however, by their 
employers, to purchase any article in the store at first cost, which is something in their favor.
But, you say, is there no bright side to this dark picture? Are there no cases in which these 
girls battle bravely with penury? I have one in my mind now; a girl, I should say a lady; one 
of nature’s ladies, with a face as refined and delicate as that of any lady who bends over these 
pages; who has been through this harrowing experience of the working-girl, and after years of 
patience, virtuous toil, has no more at this day than when she began, i. e., her wages day by day. 
Of the wretched places she has called “home,” I will not pain you by speaking. Of the rough 
words she has borne, that she was powerless, through her poverty, to resent. Of the long walks 
she has taken to obtain wages due, and failed to secure them at last. Of the weary, wakeful 
nights, and heart-breaking days, borne with a heroism and trust in God, that was truly sublime. 
Of the little remittances from time to time forwarded to old age and penury, in “the old country,” 
when she herself was in want of comfortable clothing; when she herself had no shelter in case 
of sickness, save the hospital or the almshouse. Surely, such virtue and integrity, will have more 
enduring record than in these pages.
Humanity has not slept on this subject, though it has as yet accomplished little. A boarding-house 
has been established in New York for working-girls, excellent in its way, but intended mainly for 
those who “have seen better days,” and not for the most needy class of which I have spoken. A 
noble institution, however, called “The Working Woman’s Protective Union,” has sprung up, for 
the benefit of this latter class, their object being to find places in the country, for such of these 
girls as will leave the overcrowded city, not as servants, but as operatives on sewing-machines, 
and to other similar revenues of employment. Their places are secured before they are sent. 
The person who engages them pays their expenses on leaving, and the consent of parents, or 
guardians, or friends, is always obtained before they leave. A room is to be connected with this 
institution, containing several sewing-machines, where gratuitous instruction will be furnished 
to those who desire it. A lawyer of New York has generously volunteered his services also, to 



collect the too tardy wages of these girls, due from flinty-hearted employers. Many of the girls 
who have applied here are under fifteen. At first, they utterly refused to go into the country, 
which to them was only another name for dullness; even preferring to wander up and down 
the streets of the city, half-fed and half-clothed, in search of employment, than to leave its dear 
kaleidoscope delights. But after a little, when letters came from some who had gone, describing 
in glowing terms, their pleasant homes; the wages that one could live and save money on; their 
kind treatment; the good, wholesome food and fresh air; their hearty, jolly country fun; and more 
than all, when it was announced that one of their number had actually married an ex-governor, 
the matter took another aspect. And, though all may not marry governors, and some may not 
marry at all; it still remains, that inducing them to go to the country is striking a brave blow at 
the root of the evil; for we all know, that human strength and human virtue have their limits; and 
the dreadful pressure of temptations and present ease, upon the discouragement, poverty and 
friendlessness of the working-girls of New York, must be gratifying to the devil. I do not hesitate 
to say, that there is no institution of the present day, more worthy to be sustained, or that more 
imperatively challenges the good works and good wishes of the benevolent, than “The New York 
Working Woman’s Protective Union.” May God speed it!



by Kate Chopin

Story of an Hour



Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her 
as gently as possible the news of her husband’s death.
It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half 
concealing. Her husband’s friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the 
newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard’s 
name leading the list of “killed.” He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a 
second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the 
sad message.
She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to 
accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister’s arms. 
When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no 
one follow her.
There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed 
down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.
She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with 
the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was 
crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, 
and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.
There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled 
one above the other in the west facing her window.
She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when 
a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to 
sob in its dreams.
She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain 
strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder 
on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a 
suspension of intelligent thought.
There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did 
not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching 
toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.
Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was 
approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will—as powerless as 
her two white slender hands would have been.
When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said 
it over and over under her breath: “free, free, free!” The vacant stare and the look of terror that 
had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the 
coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.
She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted 
perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.
She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the 



face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond 
that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And 
she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.
There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There 
would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women 
believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a 
cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of 
illumination.
And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, 
the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly 
recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!
“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.
Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for 
admission. “Louise, open the door! I beg, open the door—you will make yourself ill. What are 
you doing Louise? For heaven’s sake open the door.”
“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that 
open window.
Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all 
sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was 
only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.
She arose at length and opened the door to her sister’s importunities. There was a feverish 
triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped 
her sister’s waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the 
bottom.
Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little 
travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene 
of accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine’s piercing 
cry; at Richards’ quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.
But Richards was too late.
When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that kills.



by Virginia Woolf

Shakespeare’s 
Sister



Please read “Shakespeare’s Sister” at this link: 

http://www.haverford.edu/psych/ddavis/psych214/woolf.room.html

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.haverford.edu/psych/ddavis/psych214/woolf.room.html


by Virginia Woolf

Professions for 
Women



Please read “Professions for Women” at this link: 

http://s.spachman.tripod.com/Woolf/professions.htm

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://s.spachman.tripod.com/Woolf/professions.htm


by Marge Piercy

Barbie Doll



Please read “Barbie Doll” at this link: 

http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/barbie-doll

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/barbie-doll


by Lucille Clifton

Homage to My 
Hips



Please read “Homage to My Hips” at this link: 

http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/homage-to-my-hips

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.poemhunter.com/poem/homage-to-my-hips


by Rosalind C. Barnett and Caryl Rivers

Men Are From 
Earth, and So Are 
Women. It’s Faulty 

Research That 
Sets Them Apart



Please read “Men Are From Earth, and So Are Women. It’s Faulty Research That Sets Them 
Apart” at this link: 

http://www.psychology.uiowa.edu/faculty/harvey/Men_are_from_Earth.pdf

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.psychology.uiowa.edu/faculty/harvey/Men_are_from_Earth.pdf


by Christina Hoff Sommers

Persistent Myths 
in Feminist 
Scholarship



Please read “Persistent Myths in Feminist Scholarship” at this link: 

http://chronicle.com/article/Persistent-Myths-in-Feminis/46965

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://chronicle.com/article/Persistent-Myths-in-Feminis/46965


Week 9
Immigration



by Philip Martin and Elizabeth Midgley

Immigration: 
Shaping and 
Reshaping 

America



Please read “Immigration: Shaping and Reshaping America” at this link: 

http://www.prb.org/Source/58.2ImmigrShapingAmerica.pdf

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.prb.org/Source/58.2ImmigrShapingAmerica.pdf


by Richard Frethorne

Letter from 
an Indentured 

Servant in Virginia



This letter written by Richard Frethorne is included in many collections of documents from 
the colonial era. It presents a very negative picture of the life of an indentured servant, and it 
is likely that many indentured servants suffered in similar circumstances. Because indentured 
servants were likely to be poor and illiterate, however, few such records survive. We cannot 
assume, therefore, that this example is representative of the experience of every indentured 
servant, or even most of them. During the colonial era there must have been thousands of such 
servants, and a number of them must have not only survived, but become independent and 
prosperous on their own, though we have no figures to reflect that. What this document does 
reflect is the plight of poor people, not only in the American colonies, but in the mother country 
as well; for what but the direst of conditions could move a father and mother to sell a child into 
servitude?
Loving and kind father and mother,
My most humble duty remembered to you, hoping in God of your good health, as I myself at the 
making hereof.
This is to let you understand that I, your child, am in a most heavy case, by reason of the nature 
of the country, [which] is such that it causeth me much sickness, as the scurvy and the bloody 
flux [probably dysentery] and diverse other diseases, which make the body very poor and weak. 
And when we are sick, there is nothing to comfort us. For since I came out of the ship, I never 
ate anything but peas and loblollie (that is, water gruel). As for deer or venison, I never saw any 
since I came into this land. There is indeed some fowl, but we are not allowed to go and get it, 
but must work hard both early and late for a mess of water gruel and a mouthful of bread and 
beef. A mouthful of bread, for a penny loaf must serve four men, which is most pitiful, if you did 
know as much as I, when people cry out day and night, O that they were in England without their 
limbs, and would not care to lose any limbs to be in England, yea though they beg from door to 
door.
For we live in fear of the enemy every hour, yet we have had a combat with them on the Sunday 
before Shrovetide. And we took two alive and made slaves of them. But it was by policy, for 
we are in great danger, for our plantation is very weak, by reason of death and sickness of our 
company. For we came but twenty, for the merchants, and they are half dead just. And we look 
every hour when two or more should go. Yet there came some other men to live with us, of 
which there is but one alive, and our lieutenant is dead, and his father, and his brother, and there 
was some five or six of last year’s twenty, of which there is but three left, so that we are fain to 
get other men to plant with us, and yet we are but thirty-two to fight against three thousand if 
they should come. And the nighest help that we have is ten miles of us. And when the rogues 
overcame this place last, they slew eighty persons.
And I have nothing to comfort me, nor is there nothing to be gotten here but sickness and death, 
except one had money to lay out in some things for profit. But I have nothing at all, no, not a 
shirt on my back, but two rags, nor no clothes, but one poor suit, nor but one pair of shoes, but 
one pair of stockings, but one cap. My cloak was stolen by one of my own fellows, and to his 
dying hour he would not tell me what he did with it. But some of my fellows saw him have 



butter and beef out of a ship, which my cloak I [don’t] doubt paid for. So that I have not a penny, 
nor a penny worth to help me to either spice, or sugar, or strong waters [alcohol, probably rum], 
without the which one cannot live here. For as strong beer in England doth fatten and strengthen 
thee, so water doth wash and weaken here, only keeps life and soul together.
For I am not half a quarter as strong as I was in England, and all is for want of victuals, for I do 
protest unto you that I have eaten more in a day at home than I have allowed me here for a week. 
You have given more than my day’s allowance to a beggar at the door.
And, if Mr. Jackson had not relieved me, I should be in a poor case. But he like and father and 
she like a loving mother doth still help me, for when we go up to James Town, that is ten miles of 
us, there lie all the ships that come to the land, and there they must deliver their goods. And when 
we went up to town as it may be on Monday at noon, and come there by night, then load the next 
day by noon, and go home in the afternoon, and unload, and then away again in the night, and be 
up about midnight. Then if it rained or blowed never so hard, we must lie in the boat in the water, 
and having nothing but a little bread, for when we go in the boat we have a loaf allowed to two 
men, and it is all [even] if we stayed there two days, which is hard. And we must lie all that while 
in the boat. But Goodman Jackson pitied me and made me a cabin to lie in always when I come 
up.... Oh, they be very godly folks, and love me very well, and will do anything for me. And 
he much marveled that you would send me a servant to the company. He said I had been better 
knocked on the head, and indeed I find it now to my grief and misery, and say that if you love me 
you will redeem me suddenly, for which I do entreat and beg. And if you cannot get the merchant 
to redeem me for some little money, then for God’s sake get a gathering, or entreat some folks to 
lay out some little sum of money, in meals, and cheese and butter, and beef...
Wherefore for God’s sake pity me. I pray you to remember my love to all my friends and 
kindred. I hope all my brothers and sisters are in good health, and as for my part, I have set down 
my resolution that certainly will be: that the answer to this letter will be life or death to me.



by John Wingate Thornton

The First Records 
of Anglo-American 

Colonization



P R E F A C E 
Civilized nations eagerly welcome the minutest details respecting their primitive seats, early 
migrations, and settlements ; their origin, qualities, and institutions ; whether extorted from the 
secrets of philology, exhumed from the earth, or found in a recovered manuscript. The tesselated 
pavement of a Roman villa, the roll of Battle Abbey, the Doomsday Book of the Conqueror, the 
Charter of Runnymede, a leaf from Caxton’s “Playe of Chesse,” the Autograph of Shakspeare, 
are among the most treasured things of England. 
This tract discloses in our own National possession the twice lost manuscript Records of our own 
origin, of perhaps more pregnant interest to us, as a people, than is any document which England 
holds of her own primitive history. 
Now that we know of such a treasure, in possession of our National Government, shall it not be 
rescued from the hazards of time and acci- dent, against which it has been providentially and 
wonderfully pre- served, by its publication in a manner fitting our National duty and honor ? 

THE FIRST RECORDS OF ANGLO-AMERICAN 
COLONIZATION
The records of the Commercial Companies in England for the colonization of America constitute 
the Genesis and Exodus of our English-American history ; and the publication of these original 
documents would be a splendid and invaluable service to American history, worthy of our 
National Government.
Passing Cabot’s patent of March 5, 1496, Gilbert’s of June 11, 1578, and intermediate 
documents, we come to the incorporation April 10, 1606, of certain “ adventurers “ for 
colonizing “ that part of America commonly called Virginia,” and extending from the thirty-
fourth to the forty-fifth degree of latitude. They were divided into two companies, one of which, 
the London Company, had the southern portion of the territory. This corporation kept a record of 
its transactions till its virtual suppression by proclamation, July 15, 1624. 
King James the First’s darling project of a Spanish match for his son Charles was then on foot, 
and he was persuaded by Gondomar, the unscrupulous but faithful minister of Spain, to destroy 
this great commercial company, in order to conciliate the Spanish court, and secure the coveted 
marriage. 
The most active of these “ adventurers “ was Nicholas Ferrar, a London merchant, associated 
with Sir Thomas and Sir Hugh Middleton, in the commerce of both the East and West Indies. 
Sir Walter Raleigh, Sir John Hawkins, Sir Francis Drake, Sir Edwin Sandys, and their compeers 
were frequent guests at his table. His third son, Nicholas, born Feb. 23, 1592, was the friend of 
George Herbert, and is specially remembered in Izaak Walton’s life of the poet. Izaak mentions 
two other names in this memoir, interesting to New England readers. One is Dr. Arthur Lake, 
Bishop of Bath and Wells, the friend of John White of Dorchester, — illustrious men, — 
named by Hugh Peters as the two who “ occasioned, yea, founded that work” of colonizing 
Massachusetts. So zealous was Lake in the great scheme, that he declared to White “he would 
go himself but for his age.” The good Bishop died May 4, 1626, so that he must have intended to 
join the colony while at Cape Ann, under the heroic Governor Conant, for it was not till the fall 



of that year that Conant removed the Colony to Salem.
The other character referred to is Mr. Herbert Thorndike. Fellow of Trinity College, Prebendary 
of Westminster, and one of the editors of the Polyglot Bible. His works on the “ Church “ are 
standard authorities. His 1) rot her, Mr. John Thorndike, an early settler of the Massachusetts 
Colony, was one of the founders of Ipswich, and the ancestor of a worthy New England family. 
Mr. Thorndike died in England, and the graves of the Church Prebendary and his Puritan brother 
are side by side in Westminster Abbey. 
But to return to Nicholas Ferrar, Junior ; after several years of travel on the continent, among 
the learned and great, he returned to England in 1618, and died Monday, Dec 2 3 L637. Some 
years later, about the year 1654, materials for a memoir of this gentleman, were prepared by his 
brother, Mr. John Ferrar, who had been Deputy Governor of the Virginia Company, for some 
three years. These, with materials from oilier sources, were edited and published by the Rev. 
Dr. Peter Peckard of Magdalen College, Cambridge, in IT’.M); and this volume is the sole 
depository of much of the history of the Virginia Company, especially while under the control 
of Lord Southampton, Sir Edwin Sandys, and Mr. Ferrar, Jr., — 1017 to 1624, — who placed 
its affairs in the most prosperous condition. Nicholas Ferrar deserves our grateful remembrance, 
and demands our highest regard, as the very soul of that colonization scheme. The republication 
of this work would open a new volume of our earlier existence, a most valuable chapter in 
Anglo-American history, in its moral and social aspect, a phase, though most important, yet 
most difficult to preserve, because of its evanescent character. It is not, cannot be, set forth in 
records and in diplomacy, — always and necessarily, more or less deceptive, — and its spirit is 
only feebly discerned by the most elaborate analysis of the wisest student. In this view the life 
of Ferrar is of unparalleled interest. We commend it to the attention of the Virginia Historical 
Society. Ferrar was the author of all the various letters of instruction to the Colonial Governors 
and to the Colony ; of the defences against the chicanery and assaults of Gondomar, at the 
council table, and in courts ; to him all went for advice and information, and in him centred all 
the Company’s affairs. In one of the hearings against the Company at the Council Chamber the 
Marquis of Hamilton said, “that there was one letter which he prayed might be read over again, 
on which he should desire to make a few observations ; which being accordingly done, Well ! 
said he, my Lords, we have spent many hours here, in hearing all these letters and instructions, 
and yet I could not help requesting to hear this one letter over again ; because I think that all your 
Lordships must agree with me that it is absolutely a masterpiece. And indeed they are all in a 
high degree excellent. Truly, my Lords, we have this day lost no time at all. For I do assure you 
that if our attendance here were for many days, I, for my part, would willingly sit them out to 
hear so pious, so wise, and indeed politic instruction-, as these are. They are papers as admirably 
well penned as any I ever heard. And, I believe, if the truth were known, your Lordships are all 
of the same opinion.” The Earl of Pembroke said : “ They all deserve the highest commendation; 
containing advices far more excellent than I could have expected to have met with in the letters 
of a trading company. For they abound with soundness of good matter, and profitable instruction 
with respect both to religion and policy ; and they possess uncommon elegance of language That 



these papers before us are the production of one* pen is very plainly discernible.” 
Foreseeing that Gondomar, by means of the King, and the Spanish party at court, would 
probably ruin the Company, and take away all their records, registers, and instructions, and all 
other writings of the Company, Mr. Ferrar, at his own cost, and at an expense of above £50, 
procured a fair copy of them, carefully collated with the originals, and attested upon oath by the 
examiners to be true copies. After the seizure of the original documents, Mr. Ferrar informed Sir 
Edwin Sandys, and other of his intimate friends, of these treasures in his possession, furnishing 
evidence of the late company’s honorable and upright proceedings, disproving Gondomar’s 
charges of their had faith, and intended plans against the Spanish 
* Some curious coincidences between Ferrar’s manuscripts and the church classic known as 
Fuller’s “ Holy and Profane State,” and queries which they suggest, may be found in an article 
in the Boston Evening Transcript of February 2Gth, 18-39. colonics and mines. The papers were 
then deposited with Lord Southampton; bui soon after, apprehensive Tor their safety, he placed 
them in the custody of Sir I*. Killigrcw, who, upon his death, left them to the care of the Earl of 
Dorset, in whose keeping Mr. John Ferrar supposed them to he, at the time of his writing, aboul 
1654. At the request of Dr. Peckard, about 1790, the Duke of Dorset’s library was searched for 
these records, but only some detached papers of the Virginia Company were found, extracts 
from which were printed by Peckard. These original papers are of great interest, and are nowhere 
else to be found ; but those published seem to have only a small portion of the collection. Dr. 
Peckard says : “ There are still in my possession many original papers referring to the patent, 
and the proceedings of the principal adventurers under that authority; many examinations and 
depositions taken on oath, and clearly evincing the shameful practices that had been used against 
the Company. There are also many papers of a different sort, proving the integrity and honor 
of the Company in all their proceedings ; showing their intentions, and projects for ironworks ; 
their plans for raising and multiplying mulberry trees ; and their truly patriotic designs in various 
other articles of great importance : their schemes for laying out their allotments ; for experiments 
in order to improve and cultivate their lands to the best account ; particularly a letter to Mr. 
Ferrar upon this subject, signed Nicholas Hyde [Chief Justice of the King’s Bench], from the 
Middle Temple, May 9, 1G22. There are also many other papers containing accurate registers 
of the persons sent over, male or female, the county, parish, age, and occupation of each, with 
directions for their proper accommodation.” These ought, if possible, to be recovered, and 
published in connection with the Company’s records and history. 
Here we leave the memoirs of Ferrar, and turn to Virginia for further information about these 
natal records of a State, — rather of a Nation. Stith, the excellent historian of Virginia, writing in 
1747, hands down to us the following account of them, which he had “received many years ago, 
in conversation with Col. Byrd and Sir John Randolph “ Col. Byrd’s father, being in England 
in 1667, at the time of the death of the Duke of Southampton, purchased these records of that 
nobleman’s executors for sixty guineas. Stith also states that “ this copy was taken by the order 
and for the use of the Earl of Southampton, the Company’s treasurer at that time;” but it appears, 
that not to him, but to Ferrar, belongs the credit of preserving these invaluable records. Stith 



says they “ are a journal of the Company’s proceedings from day to day; and are written in two 
large folio volumes, on a kind of elephant paper, generally in a very fair and legible hand. Each 
page is subscribed by Edward ColUngwood, the Company’s secretary ; thus, Com. ColUngwood 
; which is, as I take it, Compared, ColUngwood. Besides which there is a testification at the 
end of each volume. At the end of the first, under the hands of Edward Waierhouse and Edward 
ColUngwood, Secretaries of the two Companies for Virginia and the iSomer Islands, that they 
had compared that with the original Court-book, and found it to be a true 2nd perfect copy of the 
same, except the omission of one court and part of another. The second volume is signed by the 
said Secretary ColUngwood, and Thomas Collet of the Middle Temple, Gentleman, testifying 
the same thing, except hi a few immaterial points, where were wanted some original papers. 
These volumes only contain the Company’s proceedings for a little above live years, namely, 
from April 28, L619, to June 7, 1624 ; including the whole time of Sir Edwin Sandys’s and the 
Earl of Southampton’s administration. However, they are not a brief and summary entry of the 
principal points and matters concluded upon, according to the common methods of courts, bul 
give, a1 Length, the chief speeches, reasons, and debates, thai happened in their courts during 
thai time. And as ii was a period of contest and dispute, they often recur back to former times and 
transactions, and thereby give us a clear idea and account of the chief matters and proceedings of 
the Company ‘, almost from lis first institution and foundation” 
Stith made but partial use of these records, for reasons which we give in his own words: “I once 
intended (as Bishop Burnet has done, in a very useful and satisfactory manner, in his History 
of the Reformation) to have added several other very curious papers and original pieces of 
record. But I perceived, to my no small surprise and mortification, that some of my countrymen 
(and those, too, persons of high fortune and distinction) seemed to be much alarmed, and to 
grudge that a complete history of their own country would run to more than one volume and 
cost them above half a pistole. I was, therefore, obliged to restrain my hand, and only to insert 
these few most necessary instruments for fear of enhancing the price, to the immense charge and 
irreparable damage of such generous and public-spirited gentlemen.” 
Stith, the author of this spicy sentence, was a grandson of William Randolph of Henrico County, 
whose brother Isham Randolph had grandsons, Thomas Jefferson and James Pleasants. 
The records were afterwards found among Sir John Randolph’s papers, and, though claimed by 
Edmund Randolph, they are said to have come to Congress as part of Jefferson’s collections, and 
are now in the law library at Washington. They are written in the stjde peculiar to official records 
of that period. 
The first volume begins with April 28, 1619, “a Quarter Court held for Virginia at Sir Thomas 
Smith’s house in Philpott Lane,” and ends 8th of May, 1622, and the copy is attested by Ed. 
Watcrhouse and Ed. Collingwood. The second volume, a continuation of the first, commencing 
May 20, 1622, and ending April 28, 1G24, is attested by Thomas Collet and Ed. Collingwood. 
There is also a volume of Virginia Company papers and records, 1G21-1G25, of about 160 
pages, containing letters, proclamations, patents, in 1G22, 1G23 ; correspondence 1625, 
transactions in council and assembly, the petition of the Company, and his Majesty’s answer.* 



They are alluded to in the Preface to the Virginia Statutes at Large, and Conway Kobinson cites 
them in his Jurisprudence of Virginia. 
As these volumes are of National interest, reaching back to the very foundation of the English 
companies for colonizing America ; as they have escaped the chances and mishaps of two 
centuries, on either side of the Atlantic; as they have not been used by our historians, lying 
virtually unknown ; and as Providence has now placed them in the keeping of our National 
Congress, — is it not our National duty to have them appropriately edited and published, with all 
that the Archives of England contain respecting both the London and the Plymouth Companies ? 
* Richard Randolph, Esq., of Hanover, Virginia, from wliosc obliging hand several of these 
particulars arc obtained, informs me that there is a series of early manuscript volumes, in 
Richmond, of an important historical character. A minute description of them is desirable. 



by Sir Walter Raleigh

From the 
Life and Times of 
Sir Walter Raleigh



PREFACE. 
This book is composed to find a place in Sunday-school libraries, to keep in memory the heroic 
men who have contributed to lay the foundations of Anglo-Saxon civilization on this Continent, 
in the hope that it may alternate with, if not substitute, some of the fictitious tales that make 
up so much of the reading of our young people. It is based upon the most recent and reliable 
biographies of Raleigh and the histories of his times. I take pleasure in acknowledging my 
indebtedness to the biographies of Raleigh by Edward Edwards and by Mrs. M. A. Thompson, 
English writers, and to J. C Ridpath’s ‘* History of the United States.”

Chapter VI.
RALEIGH ATTEMPTS TO COLONIZE VIRGINIA.
THE bad success of the first effort for colonizing America of Sir Humphrey Gilbert, with whom 
Raleigh was a partner, in 1579, as related in Chapter IV, did not discourage the devoted brothers. 
Raleigh exerted all his influence with Queen Elizabeth in favor of renewing the enterprise. In 
1583 five ships were fitted out at great expense, and set sail for Plymouth on the 11th of June. 
The queen told Sir Humphrey that “she wished as great good-hap and safety to his ship as if 
herself were there in person.” She gave him as a present “an anchor guided by a lady,” which he 
was to wear on his breast, and asked him to leave with her his picture as a keepsake. Raleigh did 
not himself embark, but contributed two thousand pounds to equip one of the ships, which, after 
him, was named The Ark Raleigh. 
It unfortunately happened to this ship that an infection broke out among the crew soon after she 
left port, and she was obliged to put back. Sir Humphrey saw them putting back, and supposed 
that they had treacherously deserted him, but he went directly on with the remaining four ships. 
They discovered Newfoundland early in August, and Sir Humphrey took ceremonial possession 
of it in the name of his sovereign. The insane passion for gold and silver and precious stones 
reigned in the breasts of all the early discoverers of America; and in this instance the sailors, 
having discovered mica in a hill, took it for silver, and went to work to load one of the ships with 
the precious metal, regardless of the order of the commander and of the purpose of the expedition 
to settle the country. One of the ships was condemned as useless, and with the three that were 
left Sir Humphrey at length got away, and proceeded down the coast. Off Massachusetts a 
storm overtook them, and the ship laden with supposed treasure went down, carrying with her 
a hundred men. This determined Gilbert to steer for home. But he was destined never to reach 
England. A storm soon ingulfed the vessel in which he sailed. At midnight the two ships came 
within hailing distance, and Gilbert shouted to his comrades in peril, “Be of good cheer, my 
friends; we are as near to heaven by sea as by land!” The other ship brought to England the sad 
tale of the shipwreck of her consort and the loss of all on board.
Six months after this the undaunted Raleigh obtained a new charter, by which he was authorized 
to take possession of and colonize such countries as were not already possessed by other 
Christian States; and to repel all intruders who might approach nearer than two hundred leagues, 
and to exercise all civil and military rule in this settlement for six years thereafter, provided the 



laws enacted be conformed as near as may be to the statutes of England, and “not oppose the 
Christian faith.”
Under this charter Raleigh dispatched two ships, commanded by Philip Amidas and Arthur 
Barlow. In July they came in sight of the coast of North Carolina, and landed at the island of 
Roanoke. “There lieth,” says William Strachey, an historian of those times, “along the coast a 
tract of islands two hundred miles in length, and between the islands two or three entrances. 
When they were entered between them, there appeared an inclosed sea, in which were one 
hundred islands of diverse bigness, whereof Roanoke is fifteen or sixteen miles long, a pleasant 
and fertile ground, full of cedars, sassafras, currants, flax, vines, deer, conies, hares, and the tree 
that beareth the rind of black cinnamon.” There the company were entertained by the Indian 
queen, and welcomed to the country. 
But these captains had no genius for colonization, and after exploring the coasts of Pamlico and 
Albemarle Sounds, and getting such an impression of the country as would make a basis for 
glowing rhetoric on their return to England, they came away, bringing with them some specimens 
of skins, “a bracelet of pearls as big as pears,” and two of the native Indians.
Raleigh seems not to have resented this fruitless expedition. He was delighted with the account 
of the beauty and richness of the country, and sought and obtained permission to honor the queen 
by naming it “Virginia.” On a new seal of his arms he had his name engraved in Latin as “Lord 
and Governor of Virginia.”
The idea now of colonization took possession of the popular mind in lieu of the impractical 
notion of finding a north-west passage, and Raleigh got the Parliament, in December of that 
year, 1584, to enlarge his charter. And now large numbers, including young men from the 
nobility, enlist in a new expedition. Sir Ralph Lane is engaged by Raleigh to be governor of the 
colony, and Sir Richard Greenville to command the fleet consisting of seven ships. There were 
no less thanone hundred householders on board, and such notable men as Thomas Hariot, the 
mathematician, and Captain Thomas Cavendish were associated with them ; but no females were 
in the company—a fatal lack in view of permanent colonization. When near the coast off Cape 
Fear, they encountered a fearful storm ; but they weathered it, and arrived safely at Roanoke on 
the 26th of June. With a portion of the emigrants, consisting of one hundred and ten persons, 
Lane commenced the work of forming a settlement, while Greenville made explorations along 
the coast, in the course of which, in the piratical spirit of the times, he seized a Spanish treasure 
ship. But he made no attempts to form another settlement, and returned to England with his prize.
Lane very soon came into collision with the natives of the land. He set fire to an Indian town on 
the island simply to retaliate an act of theft committed by some of the inhabitants, and by such 
measures set the whole native population against him. Soon after he was lured into the depths 
of the mainland by reports of gold mines, and came near being captured by the Indians. He 
retaliated by entrapping the Indian king Wingina and other chiefs, and putting them to death. Of 
course, the country was roused against them, and he got ready to quit the country. Sir Francis 
Drake in this emergency happened to be passing by on his return from the Pacific coast, and took 
the colonists back to England, where they arrived July 27, 1586. Soon after a supply ship arrived 



from Sir Walter Raleigh, and two weeks after that Sir Richard Greenville himself arrived with a 
fleet of three ships, laden with stores of all kinds, and re-enforcements of men. He was surprised 
and amazed to find the colony gone; but he left fifteen men to still hold possession, and returned 
to England. Was ever a scheme of colonization so foolishly managed? The settlement had not 
lasted two years.
The next year, 1587, saw a new experiment commenced by Raleigh under better auspices. 
Captain John White was appointed governor, with a charter of municipal government, and he 
embarked with one hundred and fifty householders. The government was styled, “The Governor 
and Assistants of the City of Raleigh in Virginia.” They avoided the dangers of Capes Fear and 
Hatteras, and landed at Roanoke in the month of July. To their sorrow, they found no traces of the 
fifteen colonists; but they commenced their foundations of the new city at the north end of the 
same island.
The old story of war with the natives has to be told, and the usual results followed. Raleigh 
counseled a pacific policy, and he adopted an expedient, which, whatever effect it might have 
on aristocratic Englishmen, was powerless for good in Virginia. He got Manito, an Indian chief, 
made a peer of the realm, with the title of Lord of Roanoke. The colonists now began to begin 
to be in dread of want, and they urged Governor White to return to England for supplies. He left 
them, and they perished at the hands of the aborigines, it is supposed, for no account has ever 
been given of their fate. It is worth mentioning that the first child of English parents born in 
America was born August 18th. She was named Virginia Dale. This was the end of Sir Walter’s 
costly efforts to colonize Virginia. He strove to reach the colony by two supply ships but they 
were seized by Spanish cruisers, and when White returned in 1590, under the direction of a 
London society, to whom Raleigh sold out his proprietary rights, he found nothing but desolation 
where the city of Raleigh was to have been founded. The expense to Sir Walter of all these nine 
expeditions was not less, it is reckoned, than two hundred thousand dollars. But his name is 
worthy of everlasting honor in America, and the city of Raleigh, in North Carolina, though on 
another site, will ever be his monument to posterity of his unparalleled devotion to American 
colonization.
Elizabeth was now so involved in the war with Spain that she could give no aid to colonization. 
The terrible Armada was coming, and the fate of the nation was at stake. Nothing more was done 
for Virginia during her reign. It remained for Captain John Smith to take up the work where 
Raleigh left it, and after great hardships and reverses to get the first plant of English civilization 
to take root at Jamestown, on James River, named in honor of Elizabeth’s successor on the throne 
of England. The words of Raleigh came true, “I shall yet live to see it an English nation.” 
One reminiscence of this ill-fated colony is the tobacco plant. When Lane returned with Drake he 
brought specimens of it, and contributed to introduce the custom of using it in England, as it was 
already more or less prevalent in Spain, Portugal and France. Sir Walter Raleigh was fond of it, 
and one day he was amusing himself with “drinking” the smoke (that is, taking it into his mouth, 
and letting it come out of his nose and ears), when his servant came in, and, thinking that his 
master was on fire, he seized a bucket of water, and dashed it on his head.



Elizabeth did not favor its use by her example. One day she made a wager with Raleigh that he 
could not ascertain the weight of the smoke. He won the bet by weighing first the tobacco used, 
and then weighing the ashes. The difference was the answer. The queen laughed, and paid the 
wager, saying “she had heard of those who turned their gold into smoke, but had never before 
seen the man who could turn smoke into gold.”



Jamestown



Please read about Jamestown at this link: 

http://www.shmoop.com/jamestown/

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.shmoop.com/jamestown/


Mass Immigration 
from Europe



Please read about Mass Immigration from Europe at these links: 

http://www.lightomega.org/worldwatch/StatueofLiberty.html

http://rcchonorshistory.wordpress.com/2009/03/15/for-immigration-restrictions-henry-cabot-lodge/

If you are unable to view these links, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.lightomega.org/worldwatch/StatueofLiberty.html
http://rcchonorshistory.wordpress.com/2009/03/15/for-immigration-restrictions-henry-cabot-lodge/


The Japanese 
Experience



Please read about the Japanese Experience at this link: 

http://amhistory.si.edu/perfectunion/non-flash/overview.html

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://amhistory.si.edu/perfectunion/non-flash/overview.html


The Latino 
Experience



Please read about the Latino Experience at this link: 

http://americanhistory.si.edu/onthemove/themes/story_51_2.html

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://americanhistory.si.edu/onthemove/themes/story_51_2.html


by Joan Montgomery Halford

A Different Mirror: 
A Conversation 

with Ronald Takaki



Please read “A Different Mirror: A Conversation with Ronald Takaki” at this link: 

http://www.ascd.org/publications/educational-leadership/apr99/vol56/num07/A-Different-
Mirror@-A-Conversation-with-Ronald-Takaki.aspx

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.ascd.org/publications/educational-leadership/apr99/vol56/num07/A-Different-Mirror@-A-Conversation-with-Ronald-Takaki.aspx
http://www.ascd.org/publications/educational-leadership/apr99/vol56/num07/A-Different-Mirror@-A-Conversation-with-Ronald-Takaki.aspx


by Michael Greenstone and Adam Looney

Ten Economic 
Facts About 
Immigration



Please read “Ten Economic Facts About Immigration” at this link: 

http://www.brookings.edu/research/reports/2010/09/immigration-greenstone-looney

If you are unable to view link, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.brookings.edu/research/reports/2010/09/immigration-greenstone-looney


Reactions to 
September 11th 

Events



Please view the reactions to September 11th at these links: 

http://georgewbush-whitehouse.archives.gov/news/releases/2001/09/20010911-16.html

http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/pages/frontline/homefront/view/

If you are unable to view these links, please contact your faculty member.

http://georgewbush-whitehouse.archives.gov/news/releases/2001/09/20010911-16.html
http://www.pbs.org/wgbh/pages/frontline/homefront/view/


Concerns about 
Illegal Immigration



Please view “New Immigration Law” at this link: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CAcl7EHQVS4

Please view “Alabama Immigration Law Deterring Investors” at this link: 

http://www.washingtonpost.com/business/economy/alabama-immigration-law-deterring-
investors/2011/12/28/gIQAkxuINP_video.html

If you are unable to view these links, please contact your faculty member.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CAcl7EHQVS4
http://www.washingtonpost.com/business/economy/alabama-immigration-law-deterring-investors/2011/12/28/gIQAkxuINP_video.html
http://www.washingtonpost.com/business/economy/alabama-immigration-law-deterring-investors/2011/12/28/gIQAkxuINP_video.html
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