41

The Bondwoman's Narrative

| ... keep a school for colored children. It is well attended,
and lenjoy myself almost as well imparting knowledge to others,1

1 Crafts, The Bondwoman'’s Narrative, p. 237
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Beloved

60
60

What does a sixty-odd-year-oid slavewoman who walks like a three -
legged dog need freedom for?

But suddenly she saw her hands and thought with a clarity as simple
as itwas dazzling, “These hands belong to me. These my hands.” Next she
felt a knocking in her chest and discovered something else new: her own
heartbeat. Had it been there all along? This pounding thing? She felt like a
fool and began to laugh out loud. Mr.Garner looked over his shoulder at
her with wide brown eyes and smiled himself. "What’s funny, Jenny?"

She couldnt stop laughing. “My heart’s beating,” she said.

And it was true.

Mr.Garner laughed. “Nothing to be scared of, Jenny. Just keep your
same ways, you'll be all right.”2

2 Morrison, Beloved, p.141.
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124

124

(definer)
(define) (defined)

Incidents inthe life of a slave girl

“Well," said Mr.Garner, going pink again, “If I was you Id stick to
Jenny Whitlow. Mrs.Baby Suggs aint no name for a freed Negro.”

Maybe not, she thought, but Baby Suggs was all she had left of the
“hushand” she claimed. A serious, melancholy man who taught her how to
make shoes. The two of them made a pact; whichever one got a chance to
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would take it; together if possible, alone if not, and no looking back. He
got his chance, and since she never heard otherwise she believed he made
it. Now he could find or hear tell of her if she was calling herself some bill-of-
sale-name? 3

10

124 20

90

124
124

31bid., p.142.
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124

“Those white things have taken ail Ihad or dreamed,” she said, “and
broke my heartstrings too. There is no bad luck in the world but whitefolks.”
124 shut down and put up with venom of its ghost. No more lamp all night
long or neighbours dropping by. No low conversations after supper. No
watch barefoot children playing in the shoes of strangers. Baby Suggs, holy,
believed she had lied. There was no grace - imaginary or real - and no
sunlit dance in-a Clearing could change that. Her faith, her love, her
imagination and her great big old heart began to collapse twenty-eight days
after her daughter-in-law arrived.4

Ibid., p.89.



Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl

It has been
painful to me, in many ways, to recall the dreary years I passed in bondage. Iwould gladly
forget them if I could. s(227-228)

And now, reader, I come to a period in my unhappy life, which |
would gladly forget if | could. The remembrance fills me with sorrow and
shame. It pains me to tell you of it,6

(Philadelphia) (Mr.Durham)

5Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, pp.227-228.

61bid., pp.57-58.



| frankly told him some of the most important events of my life. Itwas painful for me
todoit.7

(Baby Mary)

But when summer came, the old feeling of insecurity haunted me. It
was necessary for met to take little Mary out daily, for exercise and fresh air,
and the city was swarming with Southerners, some of whom might recognize
me. Hot weather brings out snakes and slaveholders, and I like one class of
the venomous creatures as little as | do the other. What a comfort it is, to be

free to say so!8

71bid., p.183.

8
Ibid., pp.196-197.
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“Listen to me, Ellen; |1 have something to tell you! | recounted my early
sufferings in slavery, and told her how nearly they had crushed me. | began

to tell her how they had driven me into a great sin.” 9

The Bondwoman's Narrative

(Charlotte) (William)

“The dangers, the difficulties, the obstructions in the way. {"}

“I'have tried elopement once. I know what it is to fear the face of man, to
seek hiding places inwoods, and caverns, and God helping me I never wish
to endure the like again. {’} 1

(Mrs.Wright)

91bid., p.212.

0
loid., p.141.



..She was hunted by a shadow or phantom apparent only to herself, 1L

Our Nig

..nere she fought with bitter reminiscences and future prospects fill she
became reckless of her faith and hopes and person, and half wished to end
what nature seemed so tardily to take.2

He never
spoke of his enslavement to her when alone, but she felt that, like her own oppression, it was
painful to disturb oftener than was needful.3

1 Ibid., p.27.
DWilson, Our Nig, p. 119.

13
Ibid., p.127.
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Beloved

124 3 3

Chokecherry Tree

“That's what she called it. I've never seen it and never will. Bit
that's what she said it looked like. A chokecherry tree. Trunk, branches,
and even leaves. Tiny little chokecherry leaves. But that was eighteen

years ago. Could have cherries too now for all |1 know.” %4

4
Morrison, Beloved, p.16.
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Some things you forgot. Other things you never do. But itS not. Places,
places are still there. If a house burns down, it's gone, but the place - the
picture of it - stays, and not just in my rememory, but out there, in the world.
What | remember is a picture floating around out there outside my head. |
mean, even if | dont think it, even if I die, the picture of what I did, or knew,
or saw is dtill out there. Right inthe place where ithappened.b

The next morning | was on deck as soon as the dawned. | called

Fanny to see the rise, for the first time in our lives, on free soil; for such |

5
lbid., p.36.
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then believed it to be. We watched the reddening sky, and saw the great orb
come up slowly out of the water, it seemed. Soon the waves began to
sparkle, and every thing caught the beautiful glow. Before us lay the city of
strangers. We looked at each other, and the eyes of both were moistened

with tears.’6

lwas an ignorant child, just beginning to learn how things went on in
great cities.

Al daylight, | heard women crying fresh fish, berries,
radishes and various other things. All this was new to me. I dressed
myself at an early hour, and sat at the window to watch that unknown
tice of life. Philadelphia seemed to me a wonderfully great place.

.. Every day, almost every hour, | was adding to my little
stock of knowledge. She took me out to see the city as much as she
deemed prudent.7

I6Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, p.180.

17 Ibid., p.184.
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When Mr.Durham handed  our tickets, he said, “I'm afraid you will
have a disagreeable ride; but | could not procure tickets fir the first-class
cars.”

Supposing I had not given him money enough, | offered more. 0,
no,”said he, “they could not be had for any money. They dont allow colored
people to o inthe first-class cars.”

This was the first chill to my enthusiasm about the Free States.
Colored people were allowed to ride in a filthy box, behind white people, at
the south, but there they were not required to pay for the privilege. t made
me sad to find how the north aped the customs of slavery.B

(Bruce)

(Albany)

8
Ibid., p. 185.
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When the gong sounded for tea, Mrs.Bruce said, “Linda, it is late, and you
and baby had hetter come to the table with me.” I replied, “I know it is time
baby had her supper, but I'had rather not go with you, ifyou please. Iam
afraid of being insulted.” “0 no, not if you are with me,” she said. | saw
several white nurses go with their ladies, and Iventured to do the same. We
were at the extreme end of the table. Iwas no sooner seated, than a gruff
voice said, “Get up! You know you are not allowed to sit here.” ... No cup of
tea was offered me, ... Ilooked to see whether the other nurses were treated
in a similar manner. They were all properly waited on.®

(Troy)

(Rockaway)
30-40

B Ibid., p.197.
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This was the climax! Ifound it hard to preserve my self-control, when
| looked round, and saw women who were nurses, as |was, and only one
shade lighter in-complexion, eyeing me with a defiant look, as if my presence
were a contamination. However, |said nothing. | quietly took the child in my
arms, went to our room, and refused to go to the table gain. Mr.Bruce
ordered meals to he sent to the room for little Mary and I. This answered for a
few days; but the waiters ... they soon began to complain, saying there were
not hired to wait on negroes. The landlord requested Mr.Bruce to send me
down to my meals, because his servants rebelled against bringing them up,
and the colored servants of other hoarders were dissatisfied because all
were not treated alike,

My answer was that the colored servants ought to be dissatisfied with
themselves, for not having too much self - respect to submit to such
treatment; that there was no difference in the price of board for colored and
white servants, and there was no justification for difference of treatment.2)

20 Ibid., p.199.



| was resolved to stand up for my rights, ... Let every colored man and
woman do this, and eventually we shall cease to be trampled under foot by
our oppressors.2

..She gave me there tickets with clipped corners.  the most
unsophisticated manner 1 said, “You have made a mistake; 1asked you for
cabin tickets. 1 cannot possibly consent to sleep on deck with my little
daughter.” She assured me that there was no mistake. She said on some of
the routs colored peopled were allowed to sleep in the cabin, but not on this
route, which was much traveled by the wealthy. 1asked her to show me to
the captain’ office, ... |took Ellen by the hand and went to the captain,
politely requesting him to change our tickets, as we should be very
uncomfortable on deck. He said it was contrary to their custom, but he would
see that we had berths below, he would also try to obtain comfortable seats
for us inthe cars;2

Our Nig 1

"' (Massachusetts)

Ibid., p.199.

n
Ibid., p.204.
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She learned that in some towns in Massachusetts, girls male straw
bonnets - that it was easy and profitable. But how should she, black, feeble,
and poor, find any one to teach her.23

..maltreated by professed abolitionists, who did nt want
slaves at the South, nor niggers in their own houses, North.2

Beloved

1 Nigger ,

Nigger

23Wilson, Our Nia, p.124.

24 Ibid., p.129.



A crazy old nigger was standing in the woodpile with an ax. You
could tell he was crazy right off because he was grunting - making low, cat
noises like. About twelve yards beyond that nigger was another one - a
woman with a flower in her hat. Crazy too, probably, because she too was
standing stock - dtill - but fanning her hands as though pushing cobwebs
out of her ways.5

25
Morrison, Beloved, p.149.
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