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    The Complete Works of Frederick Douglass brings together the full range of his authorship—autobiography, oratory, essays, fiction, and correspondence—to present a coherent portrait of an American voice forged in bondage and dedicated to freedom. The purpose is both archival and interpretive: to assemble the writings through which Douglass educated the public, contested injustice, and fashioned a public self that outlived any single occasion of speech. By reading across forms and decades, the collection reveals how a life of action and advocacy generated a body of literature that is at once personal testimony, political argument, and national self-examination.

The genres represented here testify to Douglass’s versatility. The memoirs trace a life from enslavement to public leadership; the speeches and essays move with the cadence of the lecture platform; the novella explores freedom’s drama through fiction; and the letters preserve dialogue with allies and opponents alike. Some texts were delivered to a live audience before circulating in print; others began as periodical essays or private correspondence. Together they show an author equally at home in narrative, polemic, elegy, appeal, and analysis, bringing the resources of rhetoric, reportage, and reflection to bear on the central questions of his century.

At the core stand the three autobiographies: Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave; My Bondage and My Freedom; and Life and Times of Frederick Douglass. Read together, they reveal a writer who returned to his own story to clarify events, respond to critics, and address new audiences. The trilogy charts an expanding horizon—from a first account written amid the abolitionist struggle, to a broader reconsideration after years of speaking and organizing, to a later-life reckoning with the promises and failures of a changed nation. The effect is cumulative, not repetitive: a developing philosophy documented through a deepening narrative of self.

Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave introduces readers to a young man born into slavery who learns to read, recognizes the link between literacy and freedom, and resolves to claim his personhood. Composed with urgency and control, the book balances vivid scenes with sober analysis of law, religion, and power. It aims to persuade through truth-telling and moral reasoning, situating one life within a larger system. That initial premise—an enslaved person attesting to his own experience—helped redefine who could author American history and invited readers to confront the institution directly.

My Bondage and My Freedom revisits the same formative years while widening the lens to include the social, intellectual, and political worlds that shaped Douglass’s growth. The narrative deepens his account of family, labor, and education, while also considering the responsibilities and hazards of public advocacy. Written from the standpoint of a free man who has already addressed thousands, it examines the uses of memory, the discipline of self-education, and the obligations of citizenship. The result is both a personal history and a study in how individuals and communities organize against entrenched injustice.

Life and Times of Frederick Douglass extends the autobiographical project into a national chronicle. Its premise is the same—one life traced in full—but the scope now includes decades of public engagement. The book places personal milestones within the changing landscape of American politics and culture, from antislavery agitation to the aftermath of war. Its reflective tone and panoramic reach give readers a sense of how Douglass understood the relationship between private experience and public responsibility, and how he assessed the work of freedom under new conditions that tested principles he had long advanced.

The speeches and essays—gathered here in dedicated sections and in Other Writings & Speeches—demonstrate Douglass’s command of the platform and the press. He addresses audiences on citizenship, labor, education, suffrage, and the obligations of religion and government. My Escape from Slavery offers a focused autobiographical essay on the perilous passage from bondage to the North, complementing the broader memoirs. Across these shorter works, readers will note his willingness to meet immediate crises while also building durable arguments, turning occasional addresses into texts that continue to educate and provoke beyond their original venues.

The Heroic Slave, Douglass’s novella, stands as his major work of fiction. Drawing on the historical figure Madison Washington, it imagines the conscience, courage, and conflicts that attend a bid for freedom. The narrative uses dialogue, reported testimony, and shifting perspectives to explore the moral choices of those who witness or resist oppression. By entering the realm of fiction, Douglass tests how storytelling can extend the reach of truth, creating characters whose struggles illuminate the claims he makes elsewhere through autobiography and oratory. The work occupies an important place in early African American prose fiction.

What to the Slave is the Fourth of July? is among the most studied American orations. Invited to speak on a civic holiday, Douglass asks his listeners to consider what a national celebration means to those denied its promises. The address moves from ceremonial courtesy to moral indictment and back to constructive appeal, exemplifying his ability to honor ideals while exposing contradictions. Its premise remains stark and enduring: a nation must measure itself by the condition of those it excludes. The speech models a form of patriotic criticism that insists on universal application of professed principles.

Essays such as Self-Made Men, The Church and Prejudice, and The Color Line illustrate Douglass’s range as a moral and social thinker. In considering self-making, he honors industry and character while weighing the social conditions that enable achievement. In addressing religion and prejudice, he examines the responsibilities of churches and believers amid injustice. In confronting racial barriers, he analyzes how a nominally free society maintains hierarchy. These works share a signature method: define a principle clearly, test it against lived realities, and call institutions and individuals to standards they claim to uphold.

The Letters introduce the writer in dialogue—strategizing, encouraging, correcting, and bearing witness in real time. They record alliances, disagreements, and the day-to-day labors of antislavery and postwar advocacy. Readers will find the same clarity and cadence that mark the public addresses, along with glimpses of friendship, fatigue, and resolve. The correspondence illuminates how Douglass balanced persuasion with prudence, and how he adapted tone and argument to specific recipients. Placed alongside the memoirs and essays, the letters reveal a consistent ethic guided by principle and sharpened by experience.

Across these forms, unifying themes emerge: the liberating power of literacy, the dignity of labor, the claims of citizenship, the critique of hypocrisy, and the insistence that justice must be concrete and universal. Stylistically, Douglass is notable for oratorical architecture, precise definition of terms, careful use of irony, and an ability to move from narrative to analysis without loss of momentum. His work endures because it fuses lived testimony with a philosophy of freedom. Gathered here, his writings invite readers to study how a voice becomes an institution—how words, anchored in experience, can help remake a nation’s conscience.
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    Frederick Douglass (c. 1818–1895) was a formerly enslaved American who became one of the nineteenth century’s most influential abolitionists, orators, editors, and authors. Born on Maryland’s Eastern Shore, he escaped bondage and fashioned a public life that bridged the eras of slavery, the Civil War, and Reconstruction. His writings—especially the autobiographical Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave, My Bondage and My Freedom, and Life and Times of Frederick Douglass—stand alongside landmark speeches and essays that challenged slavery and racial hierarchy. Through disciplined self-education and fearless advocacy, Douglass transformed personal experience into national argument, shaping debates about citizenship, rights, and democracy that continue to resonate.

Denied formal schooling, Douglass learned to read in Baltimore and pursued knowledge with extraordinary persistence, trading lessons with local boys and studying newspapers and treatises. A formative influence was The Columbian Orator, a popular anthology of speeches that sharpened his command of argument and moral suasion. Abolitionist journalism, notably The Liberator, connected him to the movement led by William Lloyd Garrison and other reformers. Biblical cadences, republican ideals, and the rhetoric of British antislavery also shaped his voice. These influences converge in early addresses collected in Speeches & Essays, where Douglass married ethical appeal to vivid personal testimony, exposing slavery’s dehumanization while insisting on Black intellectual capacity and agency.

In 1838 Douglass escaped to the North and settled in New Bedford, Massachusetts, where he worked and soon joined antislavery circles. As a lecturer for the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society, he confronted audiences that doubted an enslaved person could speak with such polish. Early talks such as The Church and Prejudice indicted religious complicity with slavery and demanded a Christian witness aligned with justice. The risks of recapture remained real, and the urgency to bear witness informed his decision to publish. Travel, debate, and the discipline of the platform forged a style that blended satire, moral indictment, and appeals to the nation’s professed principles.

Douglass’s Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave (1845) offered a searing account of bondage and a defense of literacy and resistance. Its success drew international attention and a lecture tour in Britain and Ireland, where supporters helped secure his legal freedom. Returning to the United States, he edited an antislavery newspaper and broadened his literary range. The Heroic Slave (1853), a novella, dramatized revolt against tyranny, while My Bondage and My Freedom (1855) expanded his first memoir into a deeper meditation on power, labor, and identity. Together these works solidified his stature as a writer who joined lived experience to political philosophy.

On the eve of the Civil War, Douglass delivered What to the Slave is the Fourth of July? (1852), a canonical oration exposing the contradiction between American liberty and slavery. During the war he pressed for Black enlistment and equal treatment of soldiers, and he met national leaders to advocate just policies. His long-running lecture Self-Made Men critiqued easy mythologies of success, arguing that character, industry, and opportunity must be understood alongside systemic barriers. Douglass’s wartime journalism and speeches rallied support for emancipation and citizenship, while insisting that freedom meant more than legal abolition—it required political power, fair wages, education, and safety from racial terror.

After the war, Douglass championed Reconstruction, suffrage, and civil equality, serving in several federal posts, including U.S. marshal and recorder of deeds for the District of Columbia and minister resident and consul general to Haiti. Life and Times of Frederick Douglass (first published 1881, later revised) surveyed his life across these transformations. He revisited pivotal moments in essays such as My Escape from Slavery and examined enduring injustice in The Color Line, which analyzed segregation and exclusion in the postwar republic. Throughout the period he continued to advocate women’s rights and to refine arguments for broad democratic inclusion, drawing on decades of movement experience and public service.

Douglass died in 1895 in Washington, D.C., leaving a body of work that remains central to American political thought and letters. His autobiographies, speeches, and essays—preserved in collections such as Speeches & Essays, Other Writings & Speeches, and Letters—provide a rare fusion of moral clarity, literary craft, and strategic insight. They illuminate the mechanics of oppression and the resources of resistance, modeling how personal narrative can serve public purpose. His analysis of citizenship, equality before the law, and the responsibilities of a republic continues to guide scholarship, civic education, and movements for justice. Douglass endures as a touchstone for democratic aspiration and critique.
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    Frederick Douglass’s writings emerge from a century of upheaval spanning slavery’s entrenchment, the rise of militant abolitionism, the Civil War, Reconstruction, and the onset of Jim Crow. Born in 1818 and dying in 1895, he witnessed the transformation of the United States from a slave republic to a nation grappling with citizenship and rights. The collection’s memoirs, speeches, fiction, essays, and letters track these convulsions in real time. They register antislavery organizing, transatlantic reform networks, mass oratory, and the expanding newspaper and magazine press. They also reflect shifting strategies—from moral suasion to political action—shaped by crises such as the Fugitive Slave Act, Dred Scott, and the Civil Rights Cases.

The early chapters of Douglass’s life, central to his memoirs, unfolded in Maryland’s slave society, shaped by the domestic slave trade and a regime of surveillance aimed at preventing literacy and mobility among enslaved people. The Chesapeake region combined plantation agriculture with urban labor, exposing Douglass to shipyards and city streets in Baltimore. This world was bounded by law and custom yet permeated by rumor, newspapers, and religious rhetoric. These conditions formed the backdrop for the literacy he seized, the resistance he mounted, and the escape he undertook in 1838—events that the collection revisits to situate personal testimony within the broader machinery of American slavery.

Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave (1845) belongs to a flourishing antebellum genre that aimed to authenticate the realities of bondage through first-person testimony. Issued amid the ascendancy of the American Anti-Slavery Society and William Lloyd Garrison’s moral-suasion tactics, the Narrative leverages names, places, and verifiable incidents to counter proslavery skepticism. Publication provoked danger, prompting Douglass’s 1845–47 British tour, where transatlantic abolitionists amplified his voice and helped secure his legal freedom in 1846. The Narrative’s success consolidated a template—personal suffering harnessed to republican ideals—that abolitionists deployed against the expanding slave power in the 1840s.

My Bondage and My Freedom (1855) appears during the fracturing of the antislavery movement and Douglass’s turn toward political abolitionism. By the early 1850s he had founded The North Star in Rochester, New York, arguing that the Constitution could be read against slavery and that Black citizenship required organized political struggle. The book arrives amid the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850, vigilance committees in northern cities, personal liberty laws, and the Kansas–Nebraska Act of 1854. Douglass broadens the frame beyond plantations to northern complicity, labor markets, and racial prejudice, interrogating the limits of “free soil” in a nation drifting toward sectional crisis.

Life and Times of Frederick Douglass (1881; rev. 1892) spans the Civil War, emancipation, Reconstruction, and the backlash that followed. It recounts wartime recruiting for Black regiments, advocacy for equal pay and protection, and meetings with Abraham Lincoln in 1863–64. The memoir also chronicles Douglass’s public service: the 1871 Santo Domingo Commission, appointment as U.S. Marshal for the District of Columbia (1877–81), Recorder of Deeds for D.C. (1881–86), and Minister Resident and Consul General to Haiti (1889–91). The 1892 revision responds to post-Reconstruction violence and legal retrenchment, marking how the promise of the Thirteenth, Fourteenth, and Fifteenth Amendments was undermined by political compromise and court decisions.

The Speeches & Essays in this collection belong to a vibrant nineteenth-century lecture culture—lyceums, Black conventions, mass meetings—and a rapidly growing press. Douglass’s prose addresses debates over disunion, constitutional interpretation, colonization schemes, and the ethics of resistance. He argued about suffrage and citizenship, including in Reconstruction-era essays that defended universal male suffrage and critiqued racial nativism, as in his notable 1869 “Composite Nation” address. The availability of steam-powered presses, railroads, and the telegraph accelerated circulation, enabling his words to move between local halls and national periodicals, and across the Atlantic, where British and Irish readers followed American antislavery politics closely.

The Heroic Slave (1853), Douglass’s novella, adapts the story of Madison Washington and the 1841 Creole revolt into antislavery fiction. Published in the gift book Autographs for Freedom, it participates in a mid-century marketplace reshaped by Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin while offering a Black author’s intervention in popular narrative. Fiction allowed Douglass to dramatize maritime slavery, Atlantic commerce, and revolt within a form accessible to broad audiences. The work aligns personal heroism with collective insurgency, using the romance to expose the international dimensions of slavery and to critique the legal regimes that bound ships, cargoes, and people to property claims.

My Escape from Slavery (1881), first printed in The Century Magazine, returns to Douglass’s 1838 flight but within a postwar culture fascinated by memory. The Century popularized Civil War recollections, and Douglass used that venue to insist on the centrality of enslaved self-emancipation to national history. He wrote amid mounting reconciliationist narratives that minimized slavery’s role in the conflict. By revisiting logistics, allies, and hazards of escape, he affirmed the agency of fugitives and the urban networks that aided them, while also adapting his story for a literate, national audience sustained by monthly magazines and the increasingly professionalized editorial world.

What to the Slave is the Fourth of July? (1852) was delivered at Rochester’s Corinthian Hall for the Ladies’ Anti-Slavery Society on July 5, amid a political climate defined by the Fugitive Slave Act and northern complicity in rendition. The address harnesses American Revolutionary language to expose the disjunction between national celebration and bondage. It appeals to the Constitution and the Declaration while indicting church and state for sustaining slavery. The speech exemplifies Douglass’s oratorical method: historical argument fused with moral appeal, calibrated for a mixed audience of radical abolitionists, moderates, and skeptics in a city integrated into antislavery print and lecture circuits.

The long-traveling lecture Self-Made Men, developed from the late 1850s and revised into the 1890s, engages the era’s industrial expansion and the ideology of self-help. Douglass affirmed personal industry, education, and character while criticizing the myth that success occurs in a vacuum. Delivered in lyceums, colleges, and Chautauqua-like venues, the lecture situated Black striving within unequal markets, discriminatory laws, and violence. It acknowledged schools such as Howard and Hampton while insisting that opportunity requires civil rights and political will. The piece dialogues with nineteenth-century economic thought, countering fatalism and Social Darwinist currents by emphasizing policy and community responsibility.

The Church and Prejudice (1841) captures early antislavery frustration with northern and southern churches that tolerated or defended slavery. Presented within the ferment of the Second Great Awakening, the address framed slavery as a moral crisis that sectarian revivals and denominational structures often evaded. Douglass pointed to segregated pews and discriminatory practices as evidence that racism pervaded free-state religiosity. The speech belongs to abolitionist challenges to ecclesiastical authority, anticipating denominational ruptures over slavery in the 1840s. It also shows Douglass’s facility at turning theological discourse into civic critique, a pattern he would continue in later debates about law, conscience, and citizenship.

The Color Line, an essay title Douglass used in the 1880s, addresses the codification of segregation and the contraction of Black rights after Reconstruction. The period saw the rise of “separate car” practices, mob violence, and legal setbacks culminating in the Supreme Court’s Civil Rights Cases (1883), which invalidated key provisions of the 1875 Civil Rights Act. Writing in national magazines, Douglass diagnosed the color line as a socially constructed barrier enforced by custom and law. His essays connected discrimination in schools, conveyances, and public accommodations to broader political abandonment, challenging readers to see continuity between slavery’s legacy and contemporary exclusion.

The Other Writings & Speeches section reflects Douglass’s breadth: women’s rights advocacy at Seneca Falls in 1848 and later with the American Equal Rights Association; rebuttals to scientific racism; support for Black enlistment during the war; and addresses on international freedom struggles. His 1876 oration at the unveiling of the Freedmen’s Memorial in Washington, D.C., negotiated memory politics by acknowledging Lincoln’s cautious statesmanship while defending abolition’s radical aims. In the 1890s he spoke at the Haitian Pavilion during the World’s Columbian Exposition, linking Haiti’s revolution to Black citizenship in the United States, even as disfranchisement and lynching escalated at home.

The Letters illuminate the infrastructures that made this public work possible: networks of abolitionists, editors, and politicians across the Atlantic. Correspondence reveals editorial negotiations, lecture bookings, financial pressures, and strategic disagreements with figures such as William Lloyd Garrison and Gerrit Smith. Letters document appeals to President Lincoln regarding equal pay and treatment for Black soldiers, a contentious 1866 interview with President Andrew Johnson about Reconstruction, and solidarity with reformers including Ida B. Wells during the anti-lynching campaigns of the 1890s. Private and public letters together map the movement’s alliances and rifts, showing advocacy as sustained by constant exchange.

Douglass’s career was inseparable from technological change. Steam presses lowered costs; railroads and steamships widened circuits; and the telegraph accelerated news. He founded and edited antislavery newspapers beginning with The North Star in 1847, ensuring a platform independent of white-controlled organs. His orations were stenographically reported and reprinted, reinforcing a feedback loop between speech and print. He also embraced portrait photography to counter racist caricature and to claim modern, respectable personhood. These media enabled rapid response to political events, from the Compromise of 1850 to Reconstruction debates, and made his works legible to constituencies ranging from British abolitionists to Midwestern farmers.

The memoirs and key speeches trace—and contest—major constitutional turns. The Dred Scott decision (1857) declaring Black people could not be citizens, the Emancipation Proclamation (1863), and the Reconstruction Amendments (1865–70) punctuate Douglass’s accounts. He celebrated federal enforcement against the Ku Klux Klan under the Enforcement Acts while warning that rights without vigilant power would erode. After the Compromise of 1877 withdrew most federal troops from the South, he denounced rising disfranchisement. Court decisions like United States v. Cruikshank (1876) and the Civil Rights Cases (1883) narrowed protections. The collection registers these shifts, offering contemporaneous arguments about how law should secure liberty.

Across the collection, international frames recur. British abolitionists offered refuge and funds in the 1840s; West Indian emancipation provided comparative lessons; and Caribbean politics resurfaced in the 1871 Santo Domingo annexation debate and Douglass’s diplomatic service in Haiti. He leveraged transatlantic stages to pressure American policy, and he read U.S. struggles through global movements against caste, serfdom, and empire. Such contexts animate essays on immigration, citizenship, and labor, where Douglass advocated inclusive civic nationality against racial nativism. The Heroic Slave and later speeches draw on Atlantic routes—ships, ports, revolts—to stress that slavery and freedom were international matters, not only national controversies. The memoirs in this collection—Narrative (1845), My Bondage and My Freedom (1855), and Life and Times (1881; 1892)—form a composite commentary on changing tactics within the antislavery and civil rights struggles. Each volume expands the frame: from plantation scenes to northern complicity, from fugitive peril to officeholding, diplomacy, and Reconstruction’s fortunes. Read together, they model historical revision from within a single life, showing how political events demanded new arguments and audiences. They also demonstrate how Black testimony became a durable evidentiary archive that reformers, journalists, and historians used to challenge proslavery and later segregationist mythologies. The collection places Douglass within a wider reform ecology. He engaged temperance, prison conditions, and education, arguing that citizenship required material supports. During the Civil War he recruited for Black regiments, linking military service to claims on the republic. After the war he debated migration schemes, generally opposing emigration movements that sought relief outside the United States while insisting on federal protection at home. His addresses to Black conventions foreground collective strategy, demonstrating how petitions, newspapers, and electoral politics converged to defend rights during cycles of reform and reaction. Reception and reinterpretation have kept these works central to American political thought. The Fourth of July oration remains a fixture in civic education; the autobiographies are assigned as both literature and historical source. Twentieth-century civil rights activists quoted Douglass on agitation and citizenship; late twentieth- and twenty-first-century scholars examined his constitutional arguments, rhetoric, and media savvy. Digital archives and new editions recover variant texts, marginalia, and reprint histories, clarifying how words moved through halls and papers. Read as a whole, the collection offers a sustained, contemporaneous critique of American democracy and a guide to its contested reconstruction across generations.





Synopsis (Selection)




Table of Contents




    Memoirs
Gathering Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave, My Bondage and My Freedom, and Life and Times of Frederick Douglass, the memoirs trace his passage from bondage to public leadership and his widening perspective on the nation. Across the three accounts, the focus moves from urgent personal testimony and the struggle for literacy and self-emancipation to reflective analyses of activism, citizenship, and the ongoing demands of freedom. The tone evolves from stark, gripping witness to expansive, strategic self-portrait, showcasing Douglass’s plainspoken clarity, moral suasion, and sharpened political insight.
The Heroic Slave
Douglass’s lone work of fiction imagines the inner life and decisive action of an enslaved man who turns captivity into resistance. Framed through multiple voices and set amid the perils of travel and confinement, it blends suspense and oratory to test the reader’s sympathies and sense of justice. The piece reveals Douglass’s narrative economy, dramatic pacing, and use of idealized heroism to model collective courage.
Speeches & Essays
This selection of oratory and prose distills Douglass’s case against slavery and racial caste while articulating a program of civic equality. Anchored by landmark addresses and essays—including What to the Slave is the Fourth of July?, Self-Made Men, The Church and Prejudice, The Color Line, and the autobiographical My Escape from Slavery—the pieces range from prophetic rebuke to pragmatic exhortation. Throughout, Douglass couples moral appeals with pointed analysis of public life, employing irony, anecdote, and tightly reasoned rhetoric.
Other Writings & Speeches
Supplementary talks and occasional writings extend Douglass’s engagement with public life beyond his most cited texts. These pieces respond to shifting events and audiences, refining arguments about citizenship, education, and equal protection while registering both progress and backlash. The tone is adaptive and strategic, revealing a writer who modulates from conciliatory to combative without losing ethical focus.
Letters
Douglass’s correspondence captures the private labor behind his public influence: mentoring allies, negotiating tactics, and sustaining family and community ties. The letters reveal a disciplined yet personable voice that balances conviction with diplomacy and attentive listening. Seen alongside his published works, they illuminate recurring themes of self-cultivation, coalition-building, and the responsibilities of freedom.
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In the month of August, 1841, I attended an anti-slavery convention in Nantucket, at which it was my happiness to become acquainted with Frederick Douglass, the writer of the following Narrative. He was a stranger to nearly every member of that body; but, having recently made his escape from the southern prison-house of bondage, and feeling his curiosity excited to ascertain the principles and measures of the abolitionists,—of whom he had heard a somewhat vague description while he was a slave,—he was induced to give his attendance, on the occasion alluded to, though at that time a resident in New Bedford.

Fortunate, most fortunate occurrence!—fortunate for the millions of his manacled brethren, yet panting for deliverance from their awful thraldom!—fortunate for the cause of negro emancipation, and of universal liberty!—fortunate for the land of his birth, which he has already done so much to save and bless!—fortunate for a large circle of friends and acquaintances, whose sympathy and affection he has strongly secured by the many sufferings he has endured, by his virtuous traits of character, by his ever-abiding remembrance of those who are in bonds, as being bound with them!—fortunate for the multitudes, in various parts of our republic, whose minds he has enlightened on the subject of slavery, and who have been melted to tears by his pathos, or roused to virtuous indignation by his stirring eloquence against the enslavers of men!—fortunate for himself, as it at once brought him into the field of public usefulness, "gave the world assurance of a MAN," quickened the slumbering energies of his soul, and consecrated him to the great work of breaking the rod of the oppressor, and letting the oppressed go free!

I shall never forget his first speech at the convention—the extraordinary emotion it excited in my own mind—the powerful impression it created upon a crowded auditory, completely taken by surprise—the applause which followed from the beginning to the end of his felicitous remarks. I think I never hated slavery so intensely as at that moment; certainly, my perception of the enormous outrage which is inflicted by it, on the godlike nature of its victims, was rendered far more clear than ever. There stood one, in physical proportion and stature commanding and exact—in intellect richly endowed—in natural eloquence a prodigy—in soul manifestly "created but a little lower than the angels"—yet a slave, ay, a fugitive slave,—trembling for his safety, hardly daring to believe that on the American soil, a single white person could be found who would befriend him at all hazards, for the love of God and humanity! Capable of high attainments as an intellectual and moral being—needing nothing but a comparatively small amount of cultivation to make him an ornament to society and a blessing to his race—by the law of the land, by the voice of the people, by the terms of the slave code, he was only a piece of property, a beast of burden, a chattel personal, nevertheless!

A beloved friend from New Bedford prevailed on Mr. Douglass to address the convention: He came forward to the platform with a hesitancy and embarrassment, necessarily the attendants of a sensitive mind in such a novel position. After apologizing for his ignorance, and reminding the audience that slavery was a poor school for the human intellect and heart, he proceeded to narrate some of the facts in his own history as a slave, and in the course of his speech gave utterance to many noble thoughts and thrilling reflections. As soon as he had taken his seat, filled with hope and admiration, I rose, and declared that Patrick Henry, of revolutionary fame, never made a speech more eloquent in the cause of liberty, than the one we had just listened to from the lips of that hunted fugitive. So I believed at that time—such is my belief now. I reminded the audience of the peril which surrounded this self-emancipated young man at the North,—even in Massachusetts, on the soil of the Pilgrim Fathers, among the descendants of revolutionary sires; and I appealed to them, whether they would ever allow him to be carried back into slavery,—law or no law, constitution or no constitution. The response was unanimous and in thunder-tones—"NO!" "Will you succor and protect him as a brother-man—a resident of the old Bay State?" "YES!" shouted the whole mass, with an energy so startling, that the ruthless tyrants south of Mason and Dixon's line might almost have heard the mighty burst of feeling, and recognized it as the pledge of an invincible determination, on the part of those who gave it, never to betray him that wanders, but to hide the outcast, and firmly to abide the consequences.

It was at once deeply impressed upon my mind, that, if Mr. Douglass could be persuaded to consecrate his time and talents to the promotion of the anti-slavery enterprise, a powerful impetus would be given to it, and a stunning blow at the same time inflicted on northern prejudice against a colored complexion. I therefore endeavored to instil hope and courage into his mind, in order that he might dare to engage in a vocation so anomalous and responsible for a person in his situation; and I was seconded in this effort by warm-hearted friends, especially by the late General Agent of the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society, Mr. John A. Collins, whose judgment in this instance entirely coincided with my own. At first, he could give no encouragement; with unfeigned diffidence, he expressed his conviction that he was not adequate to the performance of so great a task; the path marked out was wholly an untrodden one; he was sincerely apprehensive that he should do more harm than good. After much deliberation, however, he consented to make a trial; and ever since that period, he has acted as a lecturing agent, under the auspices either of the American or the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society. In labors he has been most abundant; and his success in combating prejudice, in gaining proselytes, in agitating the public mind, has far surpassed the most sanguine expectations that were raised at the commencement of his brilliant career. He has borne himself with gentleness and meekness, yet with true manliness of character. As a public speaker, he excels in pathos, wit, comparison, imitation, strength of reasoning, and fluency of language. There is in him that union of head and heart, which is indispensable to an enlightenment of the heads and a winning of the hearts of others. May his strength continue to be equal to his day! May he continue to "grow in grace, and in the knowledge of God," that he may be increasingly serviceable in the cause of bleeding humanity, whether at home or abroad!

It is certainly a very remarkable fact, that one of the most efficient advocates of the slave population, now before the public, is a fugitive slave, in the person of Frederick Douglass; and that the free colored population of the United States are as ably represented by one of their own number, in the person of Charles Lenox Remond, whose eloquent appeals have extorted the highest applause of multitudes on both sides of the Atlantic. Let the calumniators of the colored race despise themselves for their baseness and illiberality of spirit, and henceforth cease to talk of the natural inferiority of those who require nothing but time and opportunity to attain to the highest point of human excellence.

It may, perhaps, be fairly questioned, whether any other portion of the population of the earth could have endured the privations, sufferings and horrors of slavery, without having become more degraded in the scale of humanity than the slaves of African descent. Nothing has been left undone to cripple their intellects, darken their minds, debase their moral nature, obliterate all traces of their relationship to mankind; and yet how wonderfully they have sustained the mighty load of a most frightful bondage, under which they have been groaning for centuries! To illustrate the effect of slavery on the white man,—to show that he has no powers of endurance, in such a condition, superior to those of his black brother,—Daniel O'connell, the distinguished advocate of universal emancipation, and the mightiest champion of prostrate but not conquered Ireland, relates the following anecdote in a speech delivered by him in the Conciliation Hall, Dublin, before the Loyal National Repeal Association, March 31, 1845. "No matter," said Mr. O'connell, "under what specious term it may disguise itself, slavery is still hideous. It has a natural, an inevitable tendency to brutalize every noble faculty of man. An American sailor, who was cast away on the shore of Africa, where he was kept in slavery for three years, was, at the expiration of that period, found to be imbruted and stultified—he had lost all reasoning power; and having forgotten his native language, could only utter some savage gibberish between Arabic and English, which nobody could understand, and which even he himself found difficulty in pronouncing. So much for the humanizing influence of The Domestic Institution!" Admitting this to have been an extraordinary case of mental deterioration, it proves at least that the white slave can sink as low in the scale of humanity as the black one.

Mr. Douglass has very properly chosen to write his own Narrative, in his own style, and according to the best of his ability, rather than to employ some one else. It is, therefore, entirely his own production; and, considering how long and dark was the career he had to run as a slave,—how few have been his opportunities to improve his mind since he broke his iron fetters,—it is, in my judgment, highly creditable to his head and heart. He who can peruse it without a tearful eye, a heaving breast, an afflicted spirit,—without being filled with an unutterable abhorrence of slavery and all its abettors, and animated with a determination to seek the immediate overthrow of that execrable system,—without trembling for the fate of this country in the hands of a righteous God, who is ever on the side of the oppressed, and whose arm is not shortened that it cannot save,—must have a flinty heart, and be qualified to act the part of a trafficker "in slaves and the souls of men." I am confident that it is essentially true in all its statements; that nothing has been set down in malice, nothing exaggerated, nothing drawn from the imagination; that it comes short of the reality, rather than overstates a single fact in regard to slavery as it is. The experience of Frederick Douglass, as a slave, was not a peculiar one; his lot was not especially a hard one; his case may be regarded as a very fair specimen of the treatment of slaves in Maryland, in which State it is conceded that they are better fed and less cruelly treated than in Georgia, Alabama, or Louisiana. Many have suffered incomparably more, while very few on the plantations have suffered less, than himself. Yet how deplorable was his situation! what terrible chastisements were inflicted upon his person! what still more shocking outrages were perpetrated upon his mind! with all his noble powers and sublime aspirations, how like a brute was he treated, even by those professing to have the same mind in them that was in Christ Jesus! to what dreadful liabilities was he continually subjected! how destitute of friendly counsel and aid, even in his greatest extremities! how heavy was the midnight of woe which shrouded in blackness the last ray of hope, and filled the future with terror and gloom! what longings after freedom took possession of his breast, and how his misery augmented, in proportion as he grew reflective and intelligent,—thus demonstrating that a happy slave is an extinct man! how he thought, reasoned, felt, under the lash of the driver, with the chains upon his limbs! what perils he encountered in his endeavors to escape from his horrible doom! and how signal have been his deliverance and preservation in the midst of a nation of pitiless enemies!

This Narrative contains many affecting incidents, many passages of great eloquence and power; but I think the most thrilling one of them all is the description Douglass gives of his feelings, as he stood soliloquizing respecting his fate, and the chances of his one day being a freeman, on the banks of the Chesapeake Bay—viewing the receding vessels as they flew with their white wings before the breeze, and apostrophizing them as animated by the living spirit of freedom. Who can read that passage, and be insensible to its pathos and sublimity? Compressed into it is a whole Alexandrian library of thought, feeling, and sentiment—all that can, all that need be urged, in the form of expostulation, entreaty, rebuke, against that crime of crimes,—making man the property of his fellow-man! O, how accursed is that system, which entombs the godlike mind of man, defaces the divine image, reduces those who by creation were crowned with glory and honor to a level with four-footed beasts, and exalts the dealer in human flesh above all that is called God! Why should its existence be prolonged one hour? Is it not evil, only evil, and that continually? What does its presence imply but the absence of all fear of God, all regard for man, on the part of the people of the United States? Heaven speed its eternal overthrow!

So profoundly ignorant of the nature of slavery are many persons, that they are stubbornly incredulous whenever they read or listen to any recital of the cruelties which are daily inflicted on its victims. They do not deny that the slaves are held as property; but that terrible fact seems to convey to their minds no idea of injustice, exposure to outrage, or savage barbarity. Tell them of cruel scourgings, of mutilations and brandings, of scenes of pollution and blood, of the banishment of all light and knowledge, and they affect to be greatly indignant at such enormous exaggerations, such wholesale misstatements, such abominable libels on the character of the southern planters! As if all these direful outrages were not the natural results of slavery! As if it were less cruel to reduce a human being to the condition of a thing, than to give him a severe flagellation, or to deprive him of necessary food and clothing! As if whips, chains, thumb-screws, paddles, blood-hounds, overseers, drivers, patrols, were not all indispensable to keep the slaves down, and to give protection to their ruthless oppressors! As if, when the marriage institution is abolished, concubinage, adultery, and incest, must not necessarily abound; when all the rights of humanity are annihilated, any barrier remains to protect the victim from the fury of the spoiler; when absolute power is assumed over life and liberty, it will not be wielded with destructive sway! Skeptics of this character abound in society. In some few instances, their incredulity arises from a want of reflection; but, generally, it indicates a hatred of the light, a desire to shield slavery from the assaults of its foes, a contempt of the colored race, whether bond or free. Such will try to discredit the shocking tales of slaveholding cruelty which are recorded in this truthful Narrative; but they will labor in vain. Mr. Douglass has frankly disclosed the place of his birth, the names of those who claimed ownership in his body and soul, and the names also of those who committed the crimes which he has alleged against them. His statements, therefore, may easily be disproved, if they are untrue.

In the course of his Narrative, he relates two instances of murderous cruelty,—in one of which a planter deliberately shot a slave belonging to a neighboring plantation, who had unintentionally gotten within his lordly domain in quest of fish; and in the other, an overseer blew out the brains of a slave who had fled to a stream of water to escape a bloody scourging. Mr. Douglass states that in neither of these instances was any thing done by way of legal arrest or judicial investigation. The Baltimore American, of March 17, 1845, relates a similar case of atrocity, perpetrated with similar impunity—as follows:—"Shooting a slave.—We learn, upon the authority of a letter from Charles county, Maryland, received by a gentleman of this city, that a young man, named Matthews, a nephew of General Matthews, and whose father, it is believed, holds an office at Washington, killed one of the slaves upon his father's farm by shooting him. The letter states that young Matthews had been left in charge of the farm; that he gave an order to the servant, which was disobeyed, when he proceeded to the house, obtained a gun, and, returning, shot the servant. He immediately, the letter continues, fled to his father's residence, where he still remains unmolested."—Let it never be forgotten, that no slaveholder or overseer can be convicted of any outrage perpetrated on the person of a slave, however diabolical it may be, on the testimony of colored witnesses, whether bond or free. By the slave code, they are adjudged to be as incompetent to testify against a white man, as though they were indeed a part of the brute creation. Hence, there is no legal protection in fact, whatever there may be in form, for the slave population; and any amount of cruelty may be inflicted on them with impunity. Is it possible for the human mind to conceive of a more horrible state of society?

The effect of a religious profession on the conduct of southern masters is vividly described in the following Narrative, and shown to be any thing but salutary. In the nature of the case, it must be in the highest degree pernicious. The testimony of Mr. Douglass, on this point, is sustained by a cloud of witnesses, whose veracity is unimpeachable. "A slaveholder's profession of Christianity is a palpable imposture. He is a felon of the highest grade. He is a man-stealer. It is of no importance what you put in the other scale."

Reader! are you with the man-stealers in sympathy and purpose, or on the side of their down-trodden victims? If with the former, then are you the foe of God and man. If with the latter, what are you prepared to do and dare in their behalf? Be faithful, be vigilant, be untiring in your efforts to break every yoke, and let the oppressed go free. Come what may—cost what it may—inscribe on the banner which you unfurl to the breeze, as your religious and political motto—"NO COMPROMISE WITH SLAVERY! NO UNION WITH SLAVEHOLDERS!"

WM. LLOYD GARRISON BOSTON,

May 1, 1845.
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BOSTON, APRIL 22, 1845.

My Dear Friend:

You remember the old fable of "The Man and the Lion," where the lion complained that he should not be so misrepresented "when the lions wrote history."

I am glad the time has come when the "lions write history." We have been left long enough to gather the character of slavery from the involuntary evidence of the masters. One might, indeed, rest sufficiently satisfied with what, it is evident, must be, in general, the results of such a relation, without seeking farther to find whether they have followed in every instance. Indeed, those who stare at the half-peck of corn a week, and love to count the lashes on the slave's back, are seldom the "stuff" out of which reformers and abolitionists are to be made. I remember that, in 1838, many were waiting for the results of the West India experiment, before they could come into our ranks. Those "results" have come long ago; but, alas! few of that number have come with them, as converts. A man must be disposed to judge of emancipation by other tests than whether it has increased the produce of sugar,—and to hate slavery for other reasons than because it starves men and whips women,—before he is ready to lay the first stone of his anti-slavery life.

I was glad to learn, in your story, how early the most neglected of God's children waken to a sense of their rights, and of the injustice done them. Experience is a keen teacher; and long before you had mastered your A B C, or knew where the "white sails" of the Chesapeake were bound, you began, I see, to gauge the wretchedness of the slave, not by his hunger and want, not by his lashes and toil, but by the cruel and blighting death which gathers over his soul.

In connection with this, there is one circumstance which makes your recollections peculiarly valuable, and renders your early insight the more remarkable. You come from that part of the country where we are told slavery appears with its fairest features. Let us hear, then, what it is at its best estate—gaze on its bright side, if it has one; and then imagination may task her powers to add dark lines to the picture, as she travels southward to that (for the colored man) Valley of the Shadow of Death, where the Mississippi sweeps along.

Again, we have known you long, and can put the most entire confidence in your truth, candor, and sincerity. Every one who has heard you speak has felt, and, I am confident, every one who reads your book will feel, persuaded that you give them a fair specimen of the whole truth. No one-sided portrait,—no wholesale complaints,—but strict justice done, whenever individual kindliness has neutralized, for a moment, the deadly system with which it was strangely allied. You have been with us, too, some years, and can fairly compare the twilight of rights, which your race enjoy at the North, with that "noon of night" under which they labor south of Mason and Dixon's line. Tell us whether, after all, the half-free colored man of Massachusetts is worse off than the pampered slave of the rice swamps!

In reading your life, no one can say that we have unfairly picked out some rare specimens of cruelty. We know that the bitter drops, which even you have drained from the cup, are no incidental aggravations, no individual ills, but such as must mingle always and necessarily in the lot of every slave. They are the essential ingredients, not the occasional results, of the system.

After all, I shall read your book with trembling for you. Some years ago, when you were beginning to tell me your real name and birthplace, you may remember I stopped you, and preferred to remain ignorant of all. With the exception of a vague description, so I continued, till the other day, when you read me your memoirs. I hardly knew, at the time, whether to thank you or not for the sight of them, when I reflected that it was still dangerous, in Massachusetts, for honest men to tell their names! They say the fathers, in 1776, signed the Declaration of Independence with the halter about their necks. You, too, publish your declaration of freedom with danger compassing you around. In all the broad lands which the Constitution of the United States overshadows, there is no single spot,—however narrow or desolate,—where a fugitive slave can plant himself and say, "I am safe." The whole armory of Northern Law has no shield for you. I am free to say that, in your place, I should throw the MS. into the fire.

You, perhaps, may tell your story in safety, endeared as you are to so many warm hearts by rare gifts, and a still rarer devotion of them to the service of others. But it will be owing only to your labors, and the fearless efforts of those who, trampling the laws and Constitution of the country under their feet, are determined that they will "hide the outcast," and that their hearths shall be, spite of the law, an asylum for the oppressed, if, some time or other, the humblest may stand in our streets, and bear witness in safety against the cruelties of which he has been the victim.

Yet it is sad to think, that these very throbbing hearts which welcome your story, and form your best safeguard in telling it, are all beating contrary to the "statute in such case made and provided." Go on, my dear friend, till you, and those who, like you, have been saved, so as by fire, from the dark prison-house, shall stereotype these free, illegal pulses into statutes; and New England, cutting loose from a blood-stained Union, shall glory in being the house of refuge for the oppressed,—till we no longer merely "hide the outcast," or make a merit of standing idly by while he is hunted in our midst; but, consecrating anew the soil of the Pilgrims as an asylum for the oppressed, proclaim our welcome to the slave so loudly, that the tones shall reach every hut in the Carolinas, and make the broken-hearted bondman leap up at the thought of old Massachusetts.

God speed the day!

Till then, and ever,

  Yours truly,

  WENDELL PHILLIPS
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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
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