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He thought he should know how to serve God hetter if he could only read the
Bible. He came to me, and begged me to teach him. He said he could not pay me,
for he had no money.... lasked him ifhe did nt know itwas contrary to law; and the
slaves were whipped and imprisoned for teaching each other to read... He thought
he could plan to come three times a week without its being suspected. Iselected a
quiet nook, where no intruder was likely to penetrate, and there Itaught him his A, B,
C Considering his age, his progress was astonishing. As soon as he could spell in
two syllables he wanted to spell out words in the Bible. The happy smile that
illuminated his face put joy into my heart.1

The Bondwoman’ Narrative

My master never permitted his slaves to be taught. Education in his view
tended to enlarge and expand their ideas; made them less subservient to
their superiors, and besides that its blessings were destined to be conferred
exclusively on the higher and nobler race. Indeed though he was generally
easy and good-tempered, there was nothing liberal or democratic in his
nature. Slaves were slaves to him, and nothing more. Practically he regarded
them not as men and women, but in the same light as horses or other
domestic animals.2

1Jacobs, Incidents inthe life of a slave girl, p.80.
2 Crafts, The Bondwoman’s narrative, p. .
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..you really are assimilated to the brutes, that the horses, dogs and cattle
have quite as many privileges, and are probably your equals or it may be
your superiors in knowledge, ...3

Our Nig

Mrs.Bellmont was in doubt about the utility of attempting to educate
people of color, who were incapable of elevation.4

3.1.2

3 Ihid., p.201,
“ Ibid., p.30.
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Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl
(Nat
Turner)

..the slaveholders came to the conclusion that it would be well to give the
slaves enough of religious instruction to keep them from murdering their
masters.6

6Robinson, “Slave Religion,” Africana; The Encyclopedia of the African and American
Experience. 1719-1720.
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His text was, Servants, be obedient to them that are your masters
according to the flesh, with fear and trembling, in singleness of your heart, as
until Christ."” ... “Hearken, ye servants! Give strict heed unto my words. You
are rebellious sinners. Your hearts are filled with all manner of evil. Tis the
devil who tempts you. God is angry with you, and will surely punish you, if
you dont forsake your wicked ways. You that live in town are eye servants
behind your master’s back. Instead of serving your master faithfully, which is
pleasing in the sight of your heavenly Master, you are idle, and shirk your
work. God sees you. You tell lies. God hears you. Instead of being engaged
in worshipping him, you are hidden somewhere, feasting on your master’s
substance; tossing coffee-grounds with some wicked fortuneteller, or cutting
cards with another old hag. Your masters may not find you out, but God sees
you, and will punish you. 0, the depravity of your hearts!.... "6

it was the first time they had ever been addressed as human beings. It
was not long hefore his white parishioners began to be dissatisfied.

There are men who would gladly undertake such missionary work as
this; but, alas! Their number is small. They are hated by the south, and would
be driven from its soil, or dragged to prison to die, as others have been
before them .7

Jacobs, Incidents the life of a slave girl, pp.74-75.
" Ihid., pp.79-81.
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There are thousands, who, like good uncle Fred, are thirsting for the
water of life; but the law forbids it, and the churches withhold it. They send
the Bible to heathen abroad, and neglect the heathen at home. Iam glade
that missionaries go out to the dark of the earth; but I think them not to
overlook the dark corners at home. Talk to American slaveholders as you talk
to savages in Africa. Tell them it was wrong to traffic in men. Tell them it is
sinful to sell their own children, and atrocious to violate their own daughters.
Tell them that all men are brethren, and that man has no right to shut out the
light of knowledge from his brother. Tell them they are answerable to God for
sealing up the Fountain of Life from souls that are thirsting for it.8

8 Ibid., p.81.
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There is a great difference between Christianity and religion at the
south. If a man goes to the communion table, and pays money into the
treasury of the church, no matter if it be the price of blood, he is called
religious. If a pastor has offspring by a woman not his wife, the church
dismiss him, if she is a white woman; but if she is colored, it does not hinder
his continuing to be their good shepherd.9

His voice became hoarse with rage. “How dare you preach to me about your
infernal Bible!” he exclaimed. “What right have you, who are my negro, to talk to me
about what you would like and what you wouldnt like? Iam your master, and you
shall obey me.” D

No wonder the slaves sing,
Ole Satan’s church is here below;
Up to God?s free church Ihope to go.1

The Bondwoman$ Narrative
(Uncle Siah) (Aunt Hetty)

9 Ibid, pp.82-83.

Dlhid., pp.83.

1
Ibid., pp.83.
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They cultivated my moral nature. They led me
tthe foot of the Cross.22

“..though a slave, Imust be good and trust God."B

..though my perishable body was at their disposal, my soul was beyond
their reach. They could never quench my immortality, shake my abiding faith
and confidence in God, or destroy my living assurance in the efficacy of the
dying Saviour’s blood. %

Our Nig

Mrs.Bellmont found her one day quietly reading her Bible. ... Here
she was, reading and shedding tears over the Bible. She ordered her to put
up the book, and go to work, and not he sniveling about the house, or stop to
read again.b

Crafts, The Bondwoman’s narrative, p.10.
13 Ihid., p.9.
1 1bid., pp.102-103.
15Wilson. Qur Nig, pp.86-87.
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(Aunt Hetty)

..prayer was for whites, not for blacks.5

As she saw his body lowered in the grave she wished to share it; but
she was not fit to die. She could not go where he was if she did. She did not

love God; she did it serve him or know how to.
She retired at night to mourn over her unfitness for heaven, ... She

wish she could see God and ask him for eternal life.77

Ibid., p.94.

17
Ibid., pp.98-99.
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Beloved (Spirituality)

Clearing

313

Incidents in the life of a slave girl

['loved him with all the ardor of a young girl’s first love. But when | reflected that |
was a slave, and that the laws gave no sanction to the marriage of such, my heart
sank within me. My lover wanted to buy me; but Iknew that Dr.Flint was too willful
and arbitrary a man to consent to that arrangement. ... the hushand if a slave has

no power to protect her.18

** Jacobs, Incidents inthe life of a slave girl, p.38.
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You never knew what it is to be a slave; to he entirely unprotected by law or
custom; to have the laws reduce you to the condition of a chattel, entirely
subject to the will of another. 1

The Bondwoman’t Narrative

..that poor as well as rich, bond as free are susceptible to their pleasing
influences, and contain within themselves a treasure of consolation for all the
ills of life. These little children, slaves though they were, and doomed to a life
of toil and drudgery, ignorant, and untutored, assimilated thus to the highest
and proudest in the land - thus evinced their equal origin, and immortal
destiny.2

(Lizzy)

Lizzy was much better educated than Iwas, and had been to many places
that I'had never even heard tell of. She had also a great memory for dates
and names which Iinvariably forgot. She was a Quadroon, almost white, with
delicate hands and feet, and a person that any lady in the land might have

Ibid., p.60.
% Crafts, The Bondwoman’s narrative, p.11.
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been proud of. She came, she said of a good family and frequently
mentioned great names in connection with her own......it was a very great
thing and very important even to a slave to be well connected - that good
blood was an inheritance to them ...

But Lizzy....... had been several times under the hammer of the
auctioneer, had passed through many hands, and experienced all the
vicissitudes attendant on the life of a slave. She had been the pet of a rich
family and the degraded drudge of another, had known alternately cruelty
and kindness, and suffered the extremes of a master’s fondness, a mistress
jealousy and their daughter's hate.2

(A blacksmith’s son)

Quadroon

2
Ibid., pp.33-34.
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..she had been brought up, and educated hy a rich gentleman, whom she

called father, and by whom she was introduced into society as his daughter.
23

..she said of a good family and frequently mentioned great names in
connection with her own, ... heard the name of some honorable gentleman
mentioned with applause, or saw some great lady flaunt by in jewels and
satins the priveledge of thinking he or she is a nearer relative of mine was a
very privelage indeed. 2

2 : ( : , 2545),
4-5,
B Crafts, The Bondwoman’s narrative, p.44.

4
Ibid., pp.33-34.
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(Hetty) (Siah)

cultivated

“They cultivated my moral nature."%

(Joe)

“Oh: Missus, de ghost, de ghost, sabe me from de ghost.”

“The ghost” I'replied “where is it?” ...

“And, Missus" continued Joe, “he looked so orful.”

“How did he look, Joe?”

{} I cant 'scribe it, but orful, that Ijumped up quicker dan dese old
bones hab moved afore dis menny a day. He guv fist {gave first} one spring
arter {after} me as Ishot by, and den he vanished.” %

Ibid., p. 10.

26
Ibid., pp.133-134.
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Our Nig

..upon the impropriety of such unions, and preach dozens of sermons on
the evils of amalgamation. Want is more powerful philosopher and preacher.
Poor Mag. She has sundered another bond which held her to her fellows.
She has descended another step down the ladder of infamy.

She was now expelled from companionship with white people; this last step -
was the climax of repulsion.Z/

Nigger Nig !

Frado sauntered on far in the rear of Mary, who was ashamed to be seen
“walking with a nigger.” As soon as she appeared, with scanty clothing and
bared feet, the children assembled, noisily published her approach: “See

“" Wilson, Our Nig, pp.13-15.
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that nigger,” shouted one. “Look! Look!" cried another. “I wont play with
her,”said one little girl. “Nor Ineither,” replied another.28(31)

"Who made me s0?”

“God;”answered James.

“Did God make you?"

“Yes."

“‘Who made Aunt Abby?"

“God."

“Did the same God that made her make me?”
“Yes.”

“Well, then, Idon't like him.”

“Why not?”

“Because he made her white, and me black. Why didnt he make US

both white?” 2

"... how prejudiced the world are towards her people” 3

Blbid., p.31.
2 Ibid., p.51.

30
Ibid., p.74.
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“| have seen Frados grief, because she is black, amount to
agony. ... when she supposed herself entirely alone, except her little dog
Fido, lamenting her loneliness and complexion, | think, if she is not past
feeling, she would retract. ~ the summer Iwas walking near the barn, and as
I stood Iheard sobs. ‘Oh! Oh!” I heard, why was | made? Why cant I die?
Oh, what have Ito live for? No one cares for me only to get my work. And |
feel sick; who cares for that? Work as long as Ican stand, and then fall down
and lay there till 1can get up. No mother, father, brother or sister to care for
me, and then itis, You lazy nigger, lazy nigger - all because lam black! O,
if [could die!”

"...She was crouched down by the hay with her faithful friend Fido,
and she ceased speaking buried her face in her hands, and cried bitterly;
then, patting Fido, she kissed him, saying, 'You love me, Fido, dontyou? But
we must go work in the field.” 3

Beloved

“sweet child"

“Halle and Iwant to be married, Mrs.Garner."
“So Iheard.” She smiled.......

“But Imean we want to get married.”

“You just said so. And Isaid all right.”

“Is there a wedding?”

31
Ibid., pp.74-75.
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Mrs.Garner put down her cooking spoon. Laughing a little, she

touched Sethe on the head, saying, “You are one sweet child.” And then
no more.3

“l'guess she saw how had Ifelt when Ifound out there wasnt going
to be no ceremony, no preacher. Nothing | thought there should be
something - something to say itwas right and true. ...”

“Well, Imade up my mind to have at the least a dress that wasn't the
sacking Iworked in. So Itook to stealing fabric, and wound up with a dress
you wouldnt believe. The top was from two pillow cases in her mending
basket. The front of the skirt was a dresser scarf a candle fell on and burnt a
hole in, and one of her old sashes we used to test the flatiron on ... I'had to
take it apart afterwards and put all the pieces back where they were .... And
there Iwas, in the worst - fooking gown you could imagine"3

@ Marrison, Beloved, p.26.

33
Ibid., pp.58-59.



Beloved

She was so happy she didnt even know she was being avoided hy
her classmates - that they made excises and altered their pace not to walk
with her. Itwas Nelson Lord - the boy as smart as she was - who put a stop
to it who asked her the question about her mother,...

... Would she let it happen? Murder, Nelson Lord had said. "Didn't your
mother get licked away for murder? Wasnt you in their with her when she
went?”" 3

34

Ibid., pp.102-104.
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‘| cant live here. I'dont know where to go or what to do, but lcant

live here. Nobody speaks to . Nobody comes by. Boys dont like me. Girls
donteither.”

35
Ibid., p.14.

“Honey, honey.”

“What's she talking ‘oout nobody speaks to you?” asked Paul .
“It's the house. People dont

“Its not! Its not the house. It's us! And it's you!"®
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Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl

(a piece of property)

(property)

But as she grew older she evinced so much intelligence, and was so
painful, that her master and mistress could not help seeing it was for their
interest to take care of such a valuable price of property.®

300

36
Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, p.2.
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.. N0 promise
or writing given to a slave is legally binding; for, according to Southern laws, a slave, being
property, can hold no property.

| was now old enough to begin to think of the future; and again and again lasked myself
what they would do with me.3

When he told me that | was made for his use, made to obey his

command in every thing; that |was nothing but a slave, whose will must and
should surrender to his,

He told me Iwas his property; that Imust be subject to his will in all things.3

..While the dead body of my father was lying within a mile of me. What cared
my owners for that? he was merely a piece of property. Moreover, they

Ibid., p.3.
38 Ibid., p.4.

39 Ibid., pp.15,27.



thought he had spoiled his children, by teaching them to feel that they were
human beings. This was blasphemous doctrine for a slave to teach;
presumptuous in him, and dangerous to the masters.4)

Slaveholders have a method, peculiar to their institution, of getting rid
of old slaves, whose lives have been worn out in their service. |knew an old
woman, who for seventy years faithfully served her master. She had become
almost helpless, from hard labor and disease. Her owners moved to
Alabama, and the old black woman was left to be sold to any hody who
would give twenty dollars for her.4

| said to myself, “Surely there must be some justice in man;” then |
remember, with a sigh, how slavery perverted all the natural feelings of the
human heart.2

40 1bid., p.7.
41 1bid., p.14.

42
Ibid., p.160.
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The Bondwoman’ Narrative

(saddler)

“No one seemed to care for me tll was able to work, and then it was
Hannah do this and Hannah do that, but Inever complained as Ifound a sort
of pleasure and something to divert my thoughts in employment. Of my
relatives | knew nothing. No one ever spoke of my father or mother, but |
soon learned what a curse was attached to my race, soon learned that the
African blood in my veins would forever exclude me from the higher walks of
life. That toil unremitted unpaid toil must be my lot and portion, without even
the hope or expectation of anything better.” 8

Crafts, The Bondwoman's Narrative, pp.5-6.
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“..give me a handsome wench, pleasant and good-tempered, willing to
conform herself to circumstances, and anxious to please, without any notions
of virtue, religion, or anything of that sort. Such are by far the most
marketable, provided they have health, are young and show off to
advantage.” 4

(Mr. Cropp) '
2-3

“Why my wife is dev’lish hard on the slaves, worse than I be. She actually
killed two or three of the best gals I ever had. Just worked them to death. |
told her twasn't right, and money out of pocket, too.” 5

Mr. Trappe arose from his chair, and came slowly forward, but started when
he discovered her dying state. |half fancied that a deeper shadow passed
over his countenance, that his eye for an instant grew dim.

Ibid., pp.105-106.

45
lbid., p.145.
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Was conscience thus late awakened, orwas ita vision of pecuniary loss that
flittered before him?4

“I have important news for you. The gentleman to whom we communicated
the fact’s of your master's death, and who itappears was his next of kin, and
consequently his heir, states in his letter” and she drew from her pocket “that
he shall be here next week to establish his claim to you.” &

"1do not ask you to buy me and then set me free. Ido not require any extra
favors or advantages. Let me perform the menial service of your household -
Let me go to the fields and labor there - let me be a drudge, a scallion Icare
not - nay lwould accept the situation with the greatest thankfulness - all |
ask is to feel, and know of a certainty that | have a home, that some one
cares for me, and that Iam beyond the gripe {grip} of these merciless slave-
traders and speculators.[] 8

4 Ihid., pp.99-100,
4 Ibid., pp.124-125.

48
Ibid., p.125.



(Sir Clifford)
(Mr.Vincent)

| was not brought up by any body in particular that I know of. ... Of
my relatives | know nothing. No one ever spoke of my father or mother, but |
soon learned what a curse was attached to my race, 48

The greatest curse of slavery is it's [sic] heriditary character. The father
leaves to his son an inheritance of toil and misery, and his place on the fetid
straw in the miserable corner, with no hope or possibility of anything better.
And the son in his turn transmits the same to his offspring and thus forever.

..Degradation, neglect, and ill treatment had wrought on them its
legitimate effects. All day they toil beneath the buming , scarcely
conscious that any link exists between themselves and other portions of the
human race. ... They know indeed that it is hard to toil unceasingly for a
scanty pittance of food, and coarse garments; nature instructed them thus
far, ©

49 Ibid., pp.5-6.

50 Ibid., pp.200-201.
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“We thought our master must be  very great man to have so much
wealth at his command, but it never occurred to us to inquire whose sweat
and blood and unpaid labor had contributed to produce it.” 4

Our nig

The same routine followed day after day, with slight variation; adding a little
more work, and spicing the toil with “words that burn,”and frequent blows on
herhead.2

At home, no matter how powerful the heat when sent to rake hay or guard the

grazing herd, she was never permitted to shield her skin from the

Ibid., p.14.
2 Wilson, Our Nig, p.30.
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Mrs.Bellmont was determined the should have full power to darken the

shade which nature had first bestowed upon her as best befitting.=3

“you know these niggers are just like black snakes; you can't kill them. If she
wasn'’t tough she would never been killed long ago. There was never one of

my girls could do halfthe work."t

18
.. Ner period of service, which
would expire when she was eighteen years ofage.d

The Bondwomant Narrative

Ibid., p.39.
54 Ibid., pp.88-89.
% Ibid., p.109.



“No one seemed to care for me till | was able to work, and then it was
Hannah do this and Hannah do that, but Inever complained as Ifound a sort
of pleasure and something to divert my thoughts in employment. Of my
relatives | knew nothing. No one ever spoke of my father or mother, but |
soon learned what a curse was attached to my race, soon learned that the
African blood in my veins would forever exclude me from the higher walks of
life. That toil unremitted unpaid toil must be my lot and portion, without even
the hope or expectation of anything better."%

Our Nig
1 (Nig)

“Poh! Miss Mary; if she should stay, itwould n't be two days
before you would be telling the girls about our nig, our nig!" retorted Jack .

Beloved

Back there, she open up her dress front and lifted her breast and
pointed under it Right on her rip was a circle and a cross burnt right in the

@ Crafts, The Bondwoman’s Narrative, pp. 5-6.
* Wilson, Our Nig, pp.25-26.



skin. She said, This is your maam. This,"and she pointed. ‘lam the only one
got this mark now. The rest dead. If something happens to me and you can't
tell me by my face, you can know me by this mark.’B

..at night he sat down to write on his book. Itwas a book about US
but we didn’t know that right away. We just thought itwas his manner to ask
us question. He commenced to carry round a notebook and write down what
we said. D

B Morrison, Beloved, p.61.

59
Ibid., p.37.
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“I'told you to put her human characteristics on the left; her animal ones on
the right. And dontforget to line them up.” @

“Creature” 5 4

Schoolteacher had chastised that nephew, telling him to think - just think -
what his own horse would do if you beat t beyond the point of education. ...

see what happened when you overbeat creatures. ... The whole lot was lost
now. Five.a

“Mywoman? You mean my mother? ... Ididntsee her but a few
times out in the fields and once when she was working indigo. By the
time Iwoke up in the morning, she was in line. Ifthe moon was bright

@ Ibid, p.193.

61
Ibid., pp.149-150.
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they worked by its light. Sunday she slept like a stick. She must of nursed
me two or three weeks - that’s the way the others did. Then she went
back in rice and Isucked from another woman whose job itwas. ... She
never fixed my hair or nothing. She didn'teven sleep inthe same cabin
most nights I remember.” &

3.2.2

Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl

He did not resort to corporal punishment, but to all the petty, tyrannical ways
that human ingenuity could devise.®

The cook never sent a dinner to his table without fear and trembling,
for ifthere happened to be a dish not to his liking, he would either order her
to be whipped or compel her to eat every mouthful of it in his presence. ...

& Ibid., pp.60 - 61
** Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, p.17.
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she did not object to having her master cram it down her throat fill she
chocked.6d

They had a pet dog, ... The cook was ordered to make some Indian
mush for him. He refused to eat, and when his head was held over i, the
forth flowed from his mouth into the basin. He died a few minutes after. When
Dr. Flint came in, he said the mush had not heen well cooked, and that was
the reason the animal would not eat it. He sent for the cook, and compelled
her to eat it. He thought that the woman’s stomach was stronger than the
dog’s; but her sufferings afterwards proved that he was mistaken. This poor
woman endured many cruelties form her master and mistress; sometimes
she was locked up, away from her nursing baby, for a whole day and
night.®

| remember the first time | was punished. It was in the month of
February. My grandmother had taken my old shoes, and replaced them with
a new pair. Ineeded them; for several inches of snow had fallen, ... When |

64 Ibid., p.10.

65
Ibid., p.10.
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walked through Mrs. Flint's room, their creaking grated harshly on her refined
nerves. ... “Take them off,” said she; “and if you put them on again, Il throw
them into the fire.”

.. She then sent me a long distance, on an errand. As went through
the snow, my bare feet tingled.t

He would say, “Have | ever treated you like a negro? I'have never allowed
you to be punished, not even to please your mistress... Iwould cherish you. |
would make a lady of you."67

When Dr.Flint learned that Iwas again to be a mother, he was exasperated
beyond measure. He rushed from the house, and returned with a pair of shears. |
had a fine head of hair; and he often railed about my pride of arranging it nicely. He
cut every hair close to my head, storming and swearing all the time. | replied to
some of his abused, and he struck me. Some months before, he had pitched me
down stairs in a fit of passion; and the injury | received was so serious that | was
unable to turn myself in bed for many days.®

The Bondwoman's Narrative
66 Ibid., p.17.

67 Ibid., p.36.

68
Ibid., p.85.
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You shall depart from the house, and go into the fields to work. Those
brutalized creatures in the cabins are fit companions for one so vile. You can
herd with them.

Accused of a crime of which Iwas innocent, my reputation with my Mistress
blackened, and most horrible of all doomed to association with the vile, foul,
filthy inhabitants of the huts, and condemned to receive one of them for my
husband my soul actually revolted with horror unspeakable. 6205)

Our Nig

69
Crafts, The Bondwoman's Narrative, pp. 204-205.
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Mrs.Bellmont approached her, and, giving her a hox on her
ears, ...To Mrs.Bellmont it was a greater affront, as well as larger wood, so
she “taught her" with the raw-hide and sent her the thrid time for “little wood.”

..As she expected, Mrs.Bellmont, enraged, approached her, and
kicked her so forcibly as to throw her upon the floor. Before she could rise,
another foiled the attempt, ad then followed kick after kick in quick
succession and power, till she reached the door.®

Her mistress entered one day, and finding her seated, commanded her to go
to work. “I am sick,” replied Frado, rising and walking slowly to her
unfinished task, “and cannot stand long, Ifeel so bad.”

Angry that she should venture a reply to her command, she suddenly
inflicted a blow which lay the tottering girl prostrate on the floor. Excited by
so much indulgence of a dangerous passion, she seemed left to

70 W ilson, Our Nig, pp.43-44.
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unrestrained malice; and snatching a towel, stuffed the mouth of the sufferer,
and beat her cruelly.

Frado hoped she would end her misery by whipping her to death.
She bore itwith the hope of a martyr, that her misery would soon close.7

..Mrs.B and Mary commenced beating her inhumanly; then propping her
mouth open with a piece of wood, shut her up in a dark room, without any
supper. ... her mouth wedged apart, her face swollen, and full of pain.2

“Saucy, impudent nigger, you! Is this the way you answer me?" and
taking a large carving knife from the table, she hurled it, in her rage, at the

defenceless girl.B

71 Ibid., pp.82-83.
72 Ibid., pp.34-36.

73 Ibid., p.64.
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Beloved

“What happened to her?”

“Hung. By the time they cut down nobody could tell whether she
had a circle and a cross or not, least of all me and Idid look” %

“After | left you, those boys came in there and took my milk. That’s
what they came  there for. Held me down and took it. Itold Mrs.Garner on
em. She had that lump and couldn’t speak but her eyes rolled out tears.
Them boys found out I told on em. Schoolteacher made one open up my
back, and when itclosed it made a tree. Itgrows there still” 5

74 Morrison, Beloved, p.61.

75 Ibid., pp.16-17.
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Incidents in the Life of a Slave G/r/

.. In slavery the very dawn of life is darkened by these shadows. Even the
little child, who is accustomed to wait on her mistress and her children, will
learn, before she is twelve years old, why it is that her mistress hates such
and such a one among to slaves. Perhaps the child's own mother is among
those hated ones. She listens to violent outbreaks of jealous passion, and
cannot help understanding what is the cause. She will become prematurely
knowing in evil things. Soon she will learn to tremble when she hears her
master's footfall. She will be compelled to realize that she is no longer a
child. If God has bestowed heauty upon her, itwill prove her greatest curse.
That which commands admiration in the white woman only hastens the
degradation of the female slave.®

76
Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, pp.27-28.
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The slave girl is reared  an atmosphere of licentiousness and fear. The lash
and the foul talk of her master and his sons are her teachers. When she is
fourteen or fifteen, her owners, or his sons, or the overseer, or perhaps all of
them, begin to bribe her with presents. If these fail to accomplish their
purpose, she is whipped or starved into submission to their will. ... But
resistance is hopeless.7

15

I now entered on my fifteenth year - a sad epoch in the life of a slave girl. My
master began to whisper foul words in my ear. Young as lwas, Icould not
remain ignorant of their import. | tried to treat them with indifference or
contempt. ... He peopled my young mind with unclear images, such as only
a vile monster could think of. I'turned from him with disgust and hatred. But
he was my master. |was compelled to live under the same roof with him -
where | saw a man forty years my senior daily violating the most sacred
commandments of nature.

| was ordered to come to his office, to do some errand. When there, | was
obliged to stand and listen to such language as he saw fit to address to
me.®B

77 Ibid., p.55.

7

8
Ibid., pp.26-31.
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.. all these are inflicted by fiends who bear the shape of men. The mistress,
who ought to protect the helpless victim, has no other feelings towards her
but those of jealousy and rage.®

| was very young, and felt shame-faced about telling her such impure
things, .. desperation | told him that | must and would apply t my
grandmother for protection. He threatened me with death, and worse than
death, if Imade any complaint to her.8

79 Ibid., p.27.

80 lbid., pp.29-32.
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There |'was an object of her especial care,
though not to her especial comfort,&

..she spent many a sleepless nights to watch over me. Sometimes | woke
up, and found her bending over me. At other times she whispered in my
ears, as though itwas her husband who was speaking to me, and listened to
hear what |would answer. Ifshe startled me, on such occasions, she would
glide stealthily away; and the next morning she would tell me I had been
talking in my sleep, and ask who Iwas talking to. At last, I'began to he fearful
for my life. It had been often threatened; and you can imagine, better than |
can describe, what and un pleasant sensation it must produce to wake up in
the dead of night and find a jealous woman bending over you. Terrible as

this experience was, I'had fears that itwould give place to one more terrible.
82

8l Ibid., p.34.

82
Ibid., p.34.
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“He not only thinks it no disgrace to be the father of those little niggers, but he is not
ashamed to call himself their master.” &

Though this bad institution deadens the moral sense, even in white
women, to a fearful extent, it is not altogether extinct. ... I declare, such
things ought not to be tolerated in any decent society!8

83 Ibid., p.37.

Ibid., p.37.
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The
Bondwoman$ Narrative

Our master, whose beautiful wife had gone to Europe to attend the dying
bed of some near and dear relatives, took a great fancy to beautiful females
slaves. ... More than one of these favorites gave birth to children and the
little ones were caressed and petted by their father with all imaginable
fondness,®

Before many days elapsed a slave trader called. The beautiful girls
were summoned to meet him, and came leading or bearing their lively
children. They wept bitterly and implored their master to kill rather than sell
them. ..

At length one of the youngest and most beautiful, with an infant at her
breast hastily dried her tears. Her eyes had a wild phrenzied look, and with a
motion so sudden that no one could prevent it she snatched a sharp
knife ... and stabbing the infant threw it with one toss into the arms of its
father. Before he had time to recover from his astonishment she had run the
knife into her own body, and feel at his feet bathing them in her blood.&

85 Crafts, The Bondwoman's Narrative, p.172.

86
Ibid., p.177.
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Beloved

She told Sethe that her mother and Nan were together from the sea.
Both were taken up many times by the crew. “She threw them all away but
you. The one from the crew she threw away on the island. The others from
more whites she also threw away.” &

Never
bought them to her cabin with direction to “lay down with her,” like they did in Carolina, ... It
surprised and pleased her.8

87 Morrison, Beloved, p.62.

88
Ibid., p.140.
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“.those boys came in there and took my milk. That's what they
came in there for. Held me down and took it. Itold Mrs.Garner on em. She
had that lump and couldn’t speak but her eyes rolled out tears. Them hoys
found out Itold on em. Schoolteacher made one open up my back, and
when itclosed it made a tree. Itgrows there still"®

.. she believed Beloved had been locked up by some Whitman for
his own purposes, and never let out the door. That she must have escaped
to a bridge or someplace and rinsed the rest out of her mind. Something like
that had happened ti Ella except itwas two men - a father and son - and Ella
remembered every bit of it For more than a year, they kept her locked in a
room for themselves. 9

 Ibid., pp.16-17.
D Ibid., p.119.
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9l Lisa Clayton Robinson, “Slave Narrative,” Africana: The Encyclopedia of the African and African

American Experience. (New York: Basic Civitas Books, 1999), pp.1717-1719.
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0, you happy free women, contrast your New Year's day with that if
the poor bond-woman! ...

But to the slave mother New Year’s day comes laden with peculiar
sorrows. She sits on her cold cabin floor, watching the children who may all
be torn from her the next morning; and often does she wish that she and they
might die before the day dawns. She may be an ignorant creature, degraded
by the system that has brutalized her from childhood; but she gas a mother’s
instincts, and is capable of feeling a mother’s agonies.2

The little vine was taking deep root in my existence, though its clinging
fondness excited a mixture of love and pain. When | was most sorely
oppressed | found a solace in his smiles. I loved to watch his infant
slumbers; but always there was a dark cloud over my enjoyment. | could
never forget that he was a slave. Sometimes lwished that he might die in
infancy. God tries me. My darling became very ill, ... I had prayed for his
death, ... death is better than slavery.®

92 Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, p.13.

93 Ibid., p. 68
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(Betty)

She had never had little ones to clasp their arms round her neck; she had
never seen their soft eyes looking into hers; no sweet little voices had called
her mother; she had never pressed her own infants to her heart, with the
feeling that even  fetters there was something to live for. How could she
realize my feelings? %

(Ellen)

| put my arms round her, and said, “Ellen, my dear child, Iam your mother."
She drew back a little, and looked at me; then, with sweet confidence, she
laid her cheek against mine, and Ifold her to the heart that had been so long
desolated. She was the first to speak. Raising her head, she said, inquiringly,
“You really are my mother?” I'told her that Ireally was; that during all the long
time she had not seen me, I'had loved her mist tenderly; and that now she
was going away, | wanted to see her and talk with her, that she might
remember me. ...

94
Ibid., p.114.
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“..But now I'am with you, tell me whether you like to go away." “
don't know,” said she, crying. “Grandmother says lought not to cry; that lam
going to a good place, where Ican leam to read and write, and that by Ican
write a letter.” ... “Can'tyou go with me? o, do go, dear mother!"

| took her in my arms and told her Iwas a slave, and that was the
reason she must never say she had seen me, Iexhorted her to be a good
child, to try to please the people where she was going, and that God would
raise her up friends. Itold her to say her prayers, and remember always to
pray for her poor mother, and that God would permit us to meet again. She
wept, and did not check her tears.%

| had my season of joy and thanksgiving. It was the first time since
my childhood that I had experienced any real happiness. .. Whatever
slavery might do to me, it could not shackle my children, If I feel a sacrifice,
my little ones were saved. Itwas well for me that my simple heart believed all
that had been promised for their welfare. %(122-123)

My grandmother had, as much as possible, been a mother to her orphan
grandchildren. 9114)

95 Ibid., pp.156-157.

9% Ibid., pp.122-123.

97
Ibid., p.14.
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(Benjamin)
50

Could you have seen that mother clinging to her child, when they
fastened the irons upon his wrists; could you have heard her heart-rending
groans, and seen her bloodshot eyes wander wildly from face to face, vainly
pleading for mercy; could you have witnessed that scene as | saw it, you
would exclaim, Slavery is damnable!®

(Uncle Phillip)

The brave old woman still toiled on, hoping to rescue some of her
other children. After a while she succeeded in buying Phillip. She paid eight
hundred dollars, and came home with the precious document that secured
his freedom. The happy mother and son sat together by the old hearthstone
that night, telling how proud they were of each other, and how they would
prove to the world that they could take care of themselves, as they had long
taken care of others. We all concluded by saying, “He that is willing to be a
slave, let him be a slave.”®

B i, p.2

I
Ibid., p.26.
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stand by your own children, and suffer with them till death. Nobody respects
a mother who forsakes her children; and if you leave them, you will never
have a happy moment. If you go, you will make me miserable the short time |

have to live. ... Do give it up, Linda. Try to bear a little longer. Things may

turn out better than we expect.10

The Bondwoman’s Narrative

Marriage like many other blessings | considered to be especially designed
for the free, and something that all the victims of slavery should avoid as

tending essentially to perpetuate that system .10l

" |bid., p.102.

101
0 Crafts, The Bondwoman'’s Narrative, p. 206.
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“If these children are yours, as you say, take them up, get their
clothes and prepare to leave this house instantly"...

"Where shall 1g0?”..

“Anywhere, | care not " replied Mrs.Cosgrove. “Iam not going to sell
you, you can have liberty, freedom, only go.”

... Mrs. Cosgrove actually congratulated herself on having done a
good action, .. she observed to Lillywho was inattendance “Well Ishall have
the consolation of having once performed my duty in giving freedom to a
poor slave.”

infants had not where to lay her head? ...that the one she had so unfeelingly
dismissed had not a morsel where with to satisfy the cravings of nature, or
support her strength under the most onerous maternal duty... whom she had
driven out to be a wanderer might be fainting wearied and toil-wom beneath
the roadside hedge? 12

Our Nig

Ibid., pp.182-184.
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He left her to fate - embarked at sea, with the disclosure that he had
never seen the South, and that his illiterate harangues were humbugs for
hungry abolitionists. Once more alone! Yet not alone. A still newer
companionship would soon force itself upon her. No one wanted her with
such prospects. Herself was burden enough; who would have an additional
one?

Recovering from her expected illness, she once more commenced
toil for herself and child, ~ a room obtained of a poor woman, but with better
fortune.

S0 much toil as was necessary to sustain Frado, was more than she
could endure. As soon as her babe could be nourished without his mother,
she left him in charge of a Mrs.Capon, hoping to recruit her health, and gain
an easier livelihood for herself and child. Bt

Beloved

108 Wilson, Our Nig, pp.127-128.

104
Ibid., pp. 128-129.
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Would he pick women for them or what did he think was
going to happen when those boys run smack into their nature? 15

Underground Railroad

124

Look like | loved em more after I got here. Or maybe Icouldnt love
em proper in Kentucky because they wasnt mine to love. But when | got
here, when Ijumped down off tat wagon - there wasnt nobody in the word |
couldn' love if Iwanted to. 15

“So, Denver, you can't never go there. Never. Because even though
it's a" over - over and done with - it's going to always be there waiting for

you. That's how come | had to get all, my children out. No matter what.” 107

106 Morrison, Beloved, p.140.
106 Ibid., p.162.

Ibid., p.36.
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“I'don't care what she is. Grown don't mean nothing to a mother. A child is a
child. They get bigger, older, but frown? What's that supposed to mean?

my heart it don/t mean a thing.” 18

“Your love is too thick," he said, thinking, ...
“Too thick?” she said, thinking of the Clearing where Baby Suggs'
commands knocked the pods off horse chestnuts. “Love is or it ain’t. Thin

love ain't love at all.”

“Maybe there's worse.”
It ain’t my job to know what's worse. It's my job to know what is and

to keep them away from what | know is terrible. I did that.” 100

108 Ibid., p.45.

Ibid.1pp.164-165.



Incidents in the Life
of a Slave Girl | feel that the slave woman ought not to be judged by the same
standard as others. 100

10 Jacobs, Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl, p.60.
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