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			Prologue

			THE PRISONER RAISED himself on his elbow and picked up his pen. The effort stabbed his side and stole his breath. “My Dear Wife, and Children Every One,” he wrote. “I suppose you have learned before this by the newspapers that two weeks ago today we were fighting for our lives at Harpers Ferry.”

			John Brown shifted and tried to get comfortable. The wounds to his head had begun to heal, though they still looked a fright. But the gash in his side caused him searing pain. If he lay quietly and breathed softly, he could almost forget the saber thrust that had nearly killed him, yet the slightest shifting brought the bloody moment back. In all his life he had never spent so much time immobile. He supposed being in jail had its blessings.

			That he was in jail and not in a grave was a minor miracle. John Brown believed in miracles. He believed in the God of the Old Testament, the author of miraculous sea partings and towering pillars of fire. The God of the New Testament, of quotidian wonders like multiplying loaves and fishes, he found less compelling. John Brown believed that God spoke to men. He believed God had spoken to him. God had commanded him to make war on the great wickedness of his country: slavery. John Brown had heeded the call and traveled to Kansas, where he had fought the agents of the slave power. He had come to Virginia to advance the struggle.

			And now, in the waning autumn of 1859, he lay on a cot in a cell in Charles Town, the county seat for Harpers Ferry. He hadn’t told his wife his plans; better she not know the risks he was taking. She would have heard eventually. Yet after what had happened, he assumed she had learned the news from the papers. She might not know she had lost two sons. In any case she should hear it from him. “During the fight Watson was mortally wounded,” he wrote. “Oliver killed.”

			
			The pain of the writing compelled him to stop every few sentences. He would add more later.

			

			—

			ABRAHAM LINCOLN SHUDDERED on reading the news of John Brown’s crime. From his law office in Springfield, Illinois, Lincoln had been plotting his return to public office. A decade had passed since his single term in Congress had ended, taking with it, apparently, his hopes of becoming someone important. He had talent; he knew he had talent. His mind was as sharp as the next man’s, and sharper than that of anyone he knew with as little education as he had received. He could talk; he could amuse friends and persuade juries. He was a good lawyer, the best in Springfield—though he realized this wasn’t saying a lot. A man of slighter ambition would have been content with how far he had come from the backwoods of his birth.

			Or maybe it wasn’t ambition per se. Perhaps the need to do something more, to win the praise of those around him, was his manner of fighting the melancholy that recurrently settled upon him and caused him to question whether life was worth living.

			He had been making progress. His old political party, the Whigs, had gone to pieces amid the strife that was tearing the country apart. He had leaped from the wreck to a new party, the Republicans. He had traveled around Illinois speaking to Republican meetings large and small. He had locked horns with the Republicans’ chief tormentor, Senator Stephen Douglas. He had carefully positioned himself among the Republicans on their defining issue: slavery. Not for Lincoln the uncompromising ultraism of those who demanded immediate abolition, or the moral absolutism of those who held that a “higher law” than the Constitution must govern the country on the slave question. No, Lincoln embraced the Constitution, fervently yet moderately, arguing that though it allowed the exclusion of slavery from the federal territories, it protected slavery in the states that chose to preserve it.

			But now this. Lincoln knew that John Brown’s assault on Harpers Ferry would be blamed on all Republicans. “Black Republicans,” they were called by their opponents, for the darkness imputed to their motives and their solicitude for the welfare of black slaves. John Brown lent credence to the slur. He committed murder and treason, and tried to start a war of black slaves against white masters. And he did so, apparently, as part of a broad conspiracy against the South.

			
			Lincoln wondered if Brown’s extreme act had rendered moderation untenable. The South was closing ranks more tightly than ever against any challenge to its peculiar institution. Meanwhile many Northerners were making a hero of Brown, praising him for striking the blow against slavery their consciences told them they should have made.

			Lincoln looked at the walls of his office. In the past few years he had been able to see beyond them. He had managed to push back the melancholy as he returned to political life. Now this. The walls closed in. The melancholy settled upon him once more. Lincoln’s mother had taught him not to swear, but in his heart he was tempted to curse John Brown.
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			Pottawatomie
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			HOW DOES a good man challenge a great evil? How can a man of God confront the work of Satan?

			John Brown remembered when he realized this was the fundamental issue of his life. He was sitting in a crowded church in Hudson, Ohio. He was surrounded by neighbors, but also by strangers who had come to the town to protest the killing of Elijah Lovejoy, an abolitionist preacher and publisher. Few in the assembly knew Lovejoy, and the shooting had occurred hundreds of miles away, in Illinois. But Hudson was a hotbed of abolitionism, and many that day could imagine that what had befallen Lovejoy might claim them. They gathered to praise him, to reassure themselves and to rededicate themselves to the cause of ridding their country of slavery.

			John Brown was familiar to many in the group. Some had known him as a child. His father had moved the family from Connecticut, where John was born, to Ohio—“then a wilderness filled with wild beasts & Indians,” he remembered many years later. “He was called on by turns to assist a boy five years older (who had been adopted by his Father & Mother) & learned to think he could accomplish smart things in driving the cows; & riding the horses,” he wrote, speaking of himself in the third person. “Sometimes he met with rattle snakes which were very large; & which some of the company generally managed to kill.”

			His new home was a wonder. “After getting to Ohio in 1805 he was for some time rather afraid of the Indians, & of their rifles; but this soon wore off: & he used to hang about them quite as much as was consistent with good manners; & learned a trifle of their talk.” His father took up the tanning trade and taught his son the craft. Before long the boy was an expert. “He could at any time dress his own leather such as squirrel, raccoon, cat, wolf or dog skins; and also learned to make whip lashes: which brought him some change at times; & was of considerable service in many ways.” Itchy feet that would mark his whole life appeared early. “At six years old John began to be quite a rambler in the wild new country finding birds and squirrels and sometimes a wild turkey’s nest.”

			
			The narrator John Brown was telling his story to the son of a friend. The lad had inquired of Brown’s biography, and Brown obliged. He included episodes of which he was not proud. “I must not neglect to tell you of a very bad & foolish habit to which John was somewhat addicted. I mean telling lies; generally to screen himself from blame; or from punishment. He could not well endure to be reproached; & I now think had he been oftener encouraged to be entirely frank, by making frankness a kind of atonement for some of his faults; he would not have been so often guilty in after life of this fault; nor have been obliged to struggle so long with so mean a habit.” The struggle, he feared, wasn’t over.

			Struggle of another sort was less blameworthy. “John was never quarrelsome; but was excessively fond of the hardest & roughest kind of plays; & could never get enough of them. Indeed when for a short time he was sometimes sent to school the opportunity it afforded to wrestle, & snow ball & run & jump & knock off old seedy wool hats, offered to him almost the only compensation for the confinement & restraints of school.” This attitude made an indifferent scholar. “He would always choose to stay at home & work hard rather than be sent to school.”

			He discovered a knack for self-reliance. “To be sent off through the wilderness alone to very considerable distances was particularly his delight; & in this he was often indulged so that by the time he was twelve years old he was sent off more than a hundred miles with companies of cattle; & he would have thought his character much injured had he been obliged to be helped in any such job.”

			At eight he lost his mother to what in those days was the most dangerous of maternal activities: childbearing. His father quickly remarried. John could find no fault in his stepmother, yet neither could he get close. “He never adopted her in feeling, but continued to pine after his own Mother for years.” From the distance of half a century, he reflected, “This operated very unfavorably upon him; as he was both naturally fond of females &, withal, extremely diffident; & deprived him of a suitable connecting link between the different sexes; the want of which might under some circumstances, have proved his ruin.”

			
			He was twelve when America went to war with Britain—the second time, in 1812. His father provisioned the army with beef and enlisted young John to herd and drive the cattle to the camps. He became a pacifist as a result. “The effect of what he saw during the war was to so far disgust him with military affairs that he would neither train, or drill; but paid fines; & got along like a Quaker until his age finally has cleared him of military duty.”

			The experience changed him in another way. “He was staying for a short time with a very gentlemanly landlord since a United States marshal who held a slave boy near his own age very active, intelligent, and good feeling; & to whom John was under considerable obligation for numerous little acts of kindness. The Master made a great pet of John: brought him to table with his first company; & friends; called their attention to every little smart thing he said or did, & to the fact of his being more than a hundred miles from home with a company of cattle alone; while the negro boy (who was fully if not more than his equal) was badly clothed, poorly fed; & lodged in cold weather; & beaten before his eyes with iron shovels or any other thing that came first to hand. This brought John to reflect on the wretched, hopeless condition, of Fatherless & Motherless slave children: for such children have neither Fathers or Mothers to protect & provide for them. He sometimes would raise the question is God their Father?”

			He continued to reflect as he grew older. The boy became a young man who was sober and spottily educated. “He never attempted to dance in his life; nor did he ever learn to know one of a pack of cards from another. He learned nothing of grammar; nor did he get at school so much knowledge of common arithmetic as the four ground rules.” He sprouted rapidly in his mid-teens. “He became very strong & large of his age & ambitious to perform the full labour of a man; at almost any kind of hard work.”

			He was shy around those his own age, preferring the company of his elders. “This was so much the case; & secured for him so many little notices from those he esteemed; that his vanity was very much fed by it: & he came forward to manhood quite full of self-conceit; & self-confident; notwithstanding his extreme bashfulness.” His siblings noticed; a younger brother called him “a king against whom there is no rising up.” The narrator John Brown acknowledged the fault. “The habit so early formed of being obeyed rendered him in after life too much disposed to speak in an imperious or dictating way.”

			

			—

			
			HE MARRIED at twenty to a woman as sober as he. They had seven children in a dozen years; she died just after the birth of the last. Two of the children themselves died young, but the others were strong and hearty. John Brown was a stern father, hoping to keep his children from falling into the bad habits he had learned at their age. The neighbors recalled the severity of the punishments he administered. One of his sons, Jason, remembered having a dream so vivid he thought it was real. He told his father, who said it was only a dream. When Jason insisted that it was true, his father thrashed him for lying. The boys were confused as to what was expected of them. Another son, Watson, later told his father, “The trouble is, you want your boys to be brave as tigers, and still afraid of you.” A visitor to the homestead remarked that John Brown looked like an eagle. “Yes,” said Watson, “or some other carnivorous bird.”

			Five years into the marriage Brown decreed that the family would move. The tanning business he operated in Hudson was thriving, and he had just built a new house for his growing family, but the itch was on him, and neither his wife, Dianthe, nor any of the children dared object. They landed in Richmond, in western Pennsylvania, where he channeled his restless energy and abundant strength into clearing twenty-five acres and building a new tannery. He became a model citizen of the district and in time its postmaster.

			Richmond was where Dianthe died and John remarried. His second wife, Mary, was half his age, poor and unschooled. Her father was happy to marry her off. If she was daunted by the prospect of taking on Brown and his five children, she kept quiet about it. She did what was expected of her, minding the home and bearing children, lots of them. She had thirteen children in all, making a total of twenty for John Brown. Seven of Mary’s children died early.

			
			Yet they considered taking in more. The sympathy he had discovered for slaves at twelve was emerging slowly and uncertainly. “I have been trying to devise some means whereby I might do something in a practical way for my poor fellow-men who are in bondage,” Brown wrote to his brother in 1834. “And having fully consulted my wife and my three boys”—the ones still at home—“we have agreed to get at least one negro boy or youth and bring him up as we do our own—viz., give him a good English education, learn him what we can about the history of the world, about business, about general subjects, and, above all, try to teach him the fear of God. We think of three ways to obtain one: First, to try to get some Christian slaveholder to release one to us. Second, to get a free one if no one will let us have one that is a slave. Third, if that does not succeed, we have all agreed to submit to considerable privation in order to buy one. This we are now using means in order to effect, in the confident expectation that God is about to bring them all out of the house of bondage.”

			The adoption of one black child was just the start. “I have for years been trying to devise some way to get a school a-going here for blacks,” he told his brother. “I do think such advantages ought to be afforded the young blacks, whether they are all to be immediately set free or not. Perhaps we might, under God, in that way do more towards breaking their yoke effectually than in any other. If the young blacks of our country could once become enlightened, it would most assuredly operate on slavery like firing powder confined in rock, and all slaveholders know it well. Witness their heaven-daring laws against teaching blacks. If once the Christians in the free states would set to work in earnest teaching the blacks, the people of the slaveholding states would find themselves constitutionally driven to set about the work of emancipation immediately.”

			Brown could be better at dreaming than at doing. He and his wife never adopted a black child, and he never started a school. His wanderlust recurred, and he led the family back to Ohio, but to the hamlet of Franklin Mills rather than Hudson. Something about Brown kept him at a distance from neighbors. He wasn’t unfriendly, in any overt way, but he formed no deep attachments. He would stay in one place for a time and then, without obvious reason or explanation, up stakes and move on. He moved in no consistent direction. Many in his day trended west, following the advancing frontier. But Brown moved east as often as west. His family, of course, went with him, and they learned to ask no questions. The model might have been one of the nomadic tribes of the Old Testament.

			
			He shifted from herding cattle to tending sheep, which he hoped would bring him greater returns. He was vigilant and sensitive to the animals’ needs, and his flocks grew. He had less luck with people. In the mid-1830s loose credit caused land prices to bubble, and Brown joined the speculation. A financial crisis in 1837 burst the bubble, catching many of the speculators short. Brown found himself deeply in debt. John Brown Jr. recalled the lesson his father learned from the experience, a lesson he shared with his son. “Instead of being thoroughly imbued with the doctrine of pay as you go,” Brown said, “I started out in life with the idea that nothing could be done without capital, and that a poor man must use his credit and borrow; and this pernicious notion has been the rock on which I, as well as many others, have split. The practical effect of this false doctrine has been to keep me like a toad under a harrow most of my business life.” Another son, Jason, later remarked, “It is a Brown trait to be migratory, sanguine about what they think they can do; to speculate; to go into debt; and to make a good many failures.”

			

			—

			BROWN’S BANKRUPTCY FORCED a move back to Hudson, where his father still lived. And it was in Hudson where he discovered his life’s mission. When Brown had left the town, slavery was an important issue in American politics but not one that dominated everything else. During the 1830s it achieved that dubious distinction. Two events triggered the change. In 1831 a slave called Nat Turner led a rebellion in southern Virginia that killed dozens of whites before being bloodily suppressed. The episode reminded Southern slaveholders that they sat atop a keg of powder. At any time other slaves might mimic Nat Turner and burst out murderously against their masters. The possibility of revolt had long inhabited the nightmares of slaveholders; now it filled their waking hours.

			
			The second event was the decision of the British government to end slavery in the British empire. Abolition had already come to other countries: France and its empire, most of the New World republics that broke free from Spain. But Britain’s decision to end slavery had a special effect on Americans, for Britain had introduced slavery to America in colonial days, and its law and practices were most akin to those in America. If the British could abolish slavery, thought both the friends and the foes of slavery in the United States, so could Americans.

			Abolitionism became a growing force in American politics. William Lloyd Garrison founded The Liberator, a Boston paper that even its subscribers often judged intemperate in its treatment of slavery and slaveholders. Other papers appeared in other cities, including St. Louis, where Elijah Lovejoy denounced slavery with growing vehemence. It took courage to do so, for while New England abolitionists like Garrison were surrounded by people of similar views, Lovejoy operated in enemy territory—Missouri being a slave state. Lovejoy alienated his neighbors, some of whom were apologists for slavery, others who simply thought his agitation would harm the businesses and prospects of them all. Lovejoy’s enemies smashed his printing presses repeatedly, eventually driving him across the Mississippi to Alton, in the free state of Illinois, where he launched a new abolitionist paper.

			The move didn’t save him. In November 1837 a crowd of slavery defenders attacked the building that housed Lovejoy’s press. This time he fought back, opening fire on the attackers. In the exchange that followed, he was killed.

			The news reached Hudson a short while later. The abolitionists in town could speak of nothing else. The excited discussion spilled over into the Thursday prayer meeting at the Congregational church Brown attended. He sat in the back of the room saying little but listening much. Finally, as the meeting drew to a close, he stood up. He raised his right hand, and in a determined tone that stuck in the memory of those present, declared, “Here, before God, in the presence of these witnesses, from this time I consecrate my life to the destruction of slavery.”
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			ABRAHAM LINCOLN HAD no such epiphany and made no such declaration. Lincoln lacked Brown’s unquestioning religious faith. Yet he confronted the same question Brown did: What was the moral man’s obligation when faced with an immoral institution like slavery?

			Lincoln knew slavery from his earliest days, as Brown did not. Lincoln was born in the slave state of Kentucky; his neighbors in Hardin County included hundreds of slaves. The Lincoln family owned no slaves, not least because Thomas Lincoln couldn’t well afford them. Lincoln in later years spoke little about his father; what he said did the older man justice but no kindness. Recounting his ancestry, Lincoln arrived at his grandparents and their children. “Thomas, the youngest son, and father of the present subject, by the early death of his father, and very narrow circumstances of his mother, even in childhood was a wandering laboring boy, and grew up literally without education,” Lincoln said. “He never did more in the way of writing than to bunglingly sign his own name.”

			Thomas Lincoln opposed slavery, partly for what it did to the slaves but also for what it cost non-slaveholding whites like himself. As visitors to the South often remarked, slavery demeaned manual labor, discouraging poor whites from improving their lot through their own toil. Thomas and Nancy Lincoln joined a sect that shared their antipathy toward slavery; when Lincoln was seven, his father moved the family across the Ohio River to free-state Indiana. “This removal was partly on account of slavery, but chiefly on account of the difficulty in land titles in Kentucky,” Lincoln explained.

			The region of Indiana Thomas selected was a wilderness. “He settled in an unbroken forest, and the clearing away of surplus wood was the great task ahead,” Lincoln said. “A.”—Lincoln himself—“though very young, was large of his age, and had an axe put into his hands at once; and from that till within his twenty-third year, he was almost constantly handling that most useful instrument—less, of course, in plowing and harvesting seasons.” The family were hunters and gatherers, as well as farmers. The son was no Daniel Boone. “A. took an early start as a hunter, which was never much improved afterwards. A few days before the completion of his eighth year, in the absence of his father, a flock of wild turkeys approached the new log-cabin, and A., with a rifle gun, standing inside, shot through a crack, and killed one of them. He has never since pulled a trigger on any larger game.”

			
			Lincoln didn’t like his father, though they shared certain traits. Neighbors commented that Lincoln acquired his storytelling skills from the older man. Lincoln’s mother died when he was nine; Thomas remarried. A story recalled from his father had his second wife asking him whether he liked her or his first wife better. “Oh, now, Sarah,” Thomas responded, in a style and tone any of Lincoln’s adult acquaintances would have recognized. “That reminds me of old John Hardin down in Kentucky who had a fine looking pair of horses, and a neighbor coming in one day and looking at them said, ‘John, which horse do you like best?’ John replied, ‘I can’t tell. One of them kicks and the other bites and I don’t know which is worst.’ ”

			But Thomas detected energy and ambition in his son that reflected unfavorably on his own. He ridiculed Lincoln’s efforts to improve himself; illiterate, he denied his son the chance at an education. “A. now thinks that the aggregate of all his schooling did not amount to one year,” Lincoln recalled. “He was never in a college or academy as a student; and never inside of a college or academy building till since he had a law-license. What he has in the way of education, he has picked up. After he was twenty-three, and had separated from his father, he studied English grammar, imperfectly of course, but so as to speak and write as well as he now does. He studied and nearly mastered the six books of Euclid, since he was a member of Congress. He regrets his want of education, and does what he can to supply the want.”

			Thomas didn’t beat his son, at least not beyond the norm of parents at the time. Perhaps Lincoln’s size and strength protected him; in any event Lincoln didn’t mention physical blows. Except for one that came from a different source: “In his tenth year he was kicked by a horse, and apparently killed for a time.” Yet he survived, well enough for his father to hire him out to neighbors, with the pay going to Thomas. The scheme was not unlike the hiring out of slaves, and Lincoln himself saw and felt the similarity. “I used to be a slave,” he later said of that period.

			

			—

			
			THE GREAT ADVENTURE of Lincoln’s youth was a river journey. “When he was nineteen, still residing in Indiana, he made his first trip upon a flat-boat to New-Orleans. He was a hired hand merely; and he and a son of the owner, without other assistance, made the trip. The nature of part of the cargo-load, as it was called, made it necessary for them to linger and trade along the Sugar Coast”—the stretch of the Mississippi where sugarcane enriched the planters—“and one night they were attacked by seven negroes with intent to kill and rob them. They were hurt some in the melee, but succeeded in driving the negroes from the boat, and then cut cable, weighed anchor and left.”

			The journey proceeded less eventfully for Lincoln and his partner. On this and a subsequent journey Lincoln visited New Orleans, where for the first time he witnessed the buying and selling of slaves on a commercial scale. Slave markets cast the institution of slavery in the harshest light, revealing the essential inhumanity of a system that allowed men, women and children to be bought and sold like cattle. Implausible accounts have Lincoln vowing, after witnessing the sale of a young woman—invariably described as “comely”—to deliver a blow against slavery one day. More likely the experience simply confirmed the distaste he already felt.

			Thomas Lincoln moved the family again, when Lincoln was twenty-one. Their new residence was in Illinois, on the Sangamon River where the forest met the prairie. “Here they built a log-cabin, into which they removed, and made sufficient of rails to fence ten acres of ground, fenced and broke the ground, and raised a crop of sown corn upon it the same year,” Lincoln recalled.

			He tried his hand as a clerk in a store and mill at New Salem, Illinois. The business languished but Lincoln made friends. When the Black Hawk War broke out in 1832—resulting from a dispute over lands taken from the Sauk and other Indians—Lincoln enlisted. “A. joined a volunteer company, and to his own surprise, was elected captain of it. He says he has not since had any success in life which gave him so much satisfaction. He went the campaign, served near three months, met the ordinary hardships of such an expedition, but was in no battle.”

			
			Lincoln’s success inspired him to try his hand at politics. “Returning from the campaign, and encouraged by his great popularity among his immediate neighbors, he, the same year, ran for the Legislature and was beaten—his own precinct, however, casting its votes 277 for and 7 against him.”

			The bug had bit. He tried again and was elected. A lawyer named John Stuart, of Springfield, was elected that same season, and during the campaign he had been impressed by Lincoln. He encouraged him to take up law. Lincoln heeded the suggestion. “He borrowed books of Stuart, took them home with him, and went at it in good earnest. He studied with nobody.” During sessions of the legislature he put aside the books, but resumed his study at the sessions’ end. In 1836 he satisfied the state’s examiners that he was qualified to practice, and received his law license.

			

			—

			HE FELL in love. Ann Rutledge was four years younger than Lincoln and the daughter of the man who owned New Salem’s inn, where Lincoln sometimes ate and slept. Ann drew the attention of visitors, including one man to whom she became engaged. But he departed on a long trip, and in his absence she struck up a friendship with Lincoln. The longer her fiancé stayed away, the better she liked Lincoln. Lincoln became thoroughly enamored of her. In time they agreed that if Ann could get out of her existing engagement, they would be married.

			Then she was stricken ill, probably with typhoid fever. Her fiancé was nowhere in sight, and so it was Lincoln who sat by her bed. But not for long: Ann faded quickly and died.

			Lincoln was crushed. He was generally awkward around women, but something in Ann Rutledge had calmed him and brought out his best. He never forgot her. Years later Lincoln received a visit from a friend from the New Salem days. The friend asked Lincoln if he had indeed loved Ann Rutledge, as people around the town recalled. “It is true; true indeed I did,” Lincoln replied, according to the friend’s recollection. “I loved the woman dearly and soundly. She was a handsome girl, would have made a good loving wife.” Wistfully, Lincoln added, “I did honestly and truly love the girl and think often—often—of her now.”
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			FREDERICK DOUGLASS WAS no less opposed to slavery than John Brown, and he was infinitely better informed on the subject. Douglass had been a slave in Maryland, where the temptation to escape was greater than for most slaves, because freedom was closer. A slave who slipped across the Mason-Dixon Line into Pennsylvania might make his way to Philadelphia, whose Quakers had been among the first groups in America to oppose slavery and who still provided shelter to fugitives from the South. Baltimore offered another escape point. The ships that sailed out of the harbor could hide stowaways, and the railroad that linked Maryland’s commercial capital to the North tempted hitchhikers.

			Yet precisely because freedom was so near and tempting, Maryland’s slave owners watched their slaves closely. A slave who seemed tempted to flee might be sold to the Deep South, from which escape was all but impossible. Not least because it was so difficult, masters and overseers in the South were infamous for driving their slaves hard, often brutally. Many slaves from the upper South would rather die than be sold down the river, as the phrase went, referring to the Ohio and Mississippi.

			Frederick Douglass was determined to escape all the same. He never knew the date of his birth—many slaves didn’t—but it was around 1818. Douglass was unusual among slaves in knowing how to read and write. Part of his instruction came from the wife of a man his master had lent him to; part he conjured on his own after the man objected to his wife’s instructing the boy. Literacy opened to him a world beyond the South, a world in which people with black skins need not be slaves. This revelation, which Southern slaveholders did their best to keep their slaves from discovering, made him start to reckon how he might become free.

			
			The issue wasn’t constantly pressing. Sometimes those who commanded him were comparatively humane, within the limits of the slave system. But others were beastly. A man named Covey was merciless. “We were worked in all weathers,” Douglass recalled later. “It was never too hot or too cold; it could never rain, blow, hail, or snow, too hard for us to work in the field. Work, work, work, was scarcely more the order of the day than of the night. The longest days were too short for him, and the shortest nights too long for him. I was somewhat unmanageable when I first went there, but a few months of this discipline tamed me. Mr. Covey succeeded in breaking me. I was broken in body, soul, and spirit. My natural elasticity was crushed, my intellect languished, the disposition to read departed, the cheerful spark that lingered about my eye died; the dark night of slavery closed in upon me; and behold a man transformed into a brute!”

			Yet a flicker of resistance remained in Douglass. Covey determined to beat it out of him. One day Douglass was in a stable, throwing hay down to the horses. “Mr. Covey entered the stable with a long rope,” Douglass remembered. “And just as I was half out of the loft, he caught hold of my legs, and was about tying me. As soon as I found what he was up to, I gave a sudden spring, and as I did so, he holding to my legs, I was brought sprawling on the stable floor. Mr. Covey seemed now to think he had me, and could do what he pleased; but at this moment—from whence came the spirit I don’t know—I resolved to fight; and, suiting my action to the resolution, I seized Covey hard by the throat; and as I did so, I rose. He held on to me, and I to him. My resistance was so entirely unexpected that Covey seemed taken all aback.” Covey called to a slave hired from another master to help him subdue Douglass. The slave responded that he had been hired to work, not to fight. “He left Covey and myself to fight our own battle out. We were at it for nearly two hours. Covey at length let me go, puffing and blowing at a great rate, saying that if I had not resisted, he would not have whipped me half so much. The truth was, that he had not whipped me at all. I considered him as getting entirely the worst end of the bargain; for he had drawn no blood from me, but I had from him.”

			
			The denouement astonished Douglass. “The whole six months afterwards, that I spent with Mr. Covey, he never laid the weight of his finger upon me in anger. He would occasionally say, he didn’t want to get hold of me again. ‘No,’ thought I, ‘you need not; for you will come off worse than you did before.’ ” Yet Covey could have brought the law against Douglass. “It was for a long time a matter of surprise to me why Mr. Covey did not immediately have me taken by the constable to the whipping-post, and there regularly whipped for the crime of raising my hand against a white man in defense of myself. And the only explanation I can now think of does not entirely satisfy me; but such as it is, I will give it. Mr. Covey enjoyed the most unbounded reputation for being a first-rate overseer and negro-breaker. It was of considerable importance to him. That reputation was at stake; and had he sent me—a boy about sixteen years old—to the public whipping-post, his reputation would have been lost; so, to save his reputation, he suffered me to go unpunished.”

			The modest victory over Covey caused Douglass to consider something larger. He met a free black woman named Anna Murray who helped him plot his escape from bondage. She provided clothing, cash and advice. Douglass, posing as a sailor, with false identification, boarded a train bound north from Baltimore. The ruse worked, and without major incident he reached New York. “I have often been asked how I felt when I first found myself on free soil,” he wrote later. The answer was simple yet profound. “A new world had opened upon me,” he said. “I lived more in one day than in a year of my slave life.”

			Anna Murray joined him in New York, and the two were married. They were advised that he would be safer farther north, and they moved to Massachusetts, where he soon became a celebrated figure in the abolitionist movement. Escaped slaves were not unusual, but ones as handsome as Douglass and as eloquent as he proved to be were rare. He was persuaded to tell his story in lectures and in print; before long he was the face and voice of American abolitionism. He traveled to Britain, where he was lionized still more. British abolitionists weren’t restrained by politics in the way American abolitionists sometimes were; they had no constitution protecting slavery, and they didn’t worry about provoking a civil war in their country. They could indulge their moral preferences to their hearts’ content. They couldn’t get enough of Douglass. Some pooled resources to purchase his freedom from the Maryland master who still claimed ownership, after which Douglass was able to travel more freely around America.

			

			—

			
			IN 1847 DOUGLASS MET John Brown, in Springfield, Massachusetts. The meeting, and the impression Brown made, remained with Douglass ever after. “In person he was lean, strong, and sinewy, of the best New England mold, built for times of trouble and fitted to grapple with the flintiest hardships,” Douglass wrote. “Clad in plain American woolen, shod in boots of cowhide leather, and wearing a cravat of the same substantial material, under six feet high, less than 150 pounds in weight, aged about fifty, he presented a figure straight and symmetrical as a mountain pine. His bearing was singularly impressive. His head was not large, but compact and high. His hair was coarse, strong, slightly gray and closely trimmed, and grew low on his forehead. His face was smoothly shaved, and revealed a strong, square mouth, supported by a broad and prominent chin. His eyes were bluish-gray, and in conversation they were full of light and fire. When on the street, he moved with a long, springing, race-horse step, absorbed by his own reflections, neither seeking nor shunning observation.”

			They shared a meal before Brown turned to business. “Captain Brown cautiously approached the subject which he wished to bring to my attention; for he seemed to apprehend opposition to his views.” Brown had gathered that Douglass eschewed violence in confronting slavery. Brown did not. “He denounced slavery in look and language fierce and bitter, thought that slaveholders had forfeited their right to live, that the slaves had the right to gain their liberty in any way they could, did not believe that moral suasion would ever liberate the slave, or that political action would abolish the system.”

			Brown got more specific. “He said that he had long had a plan which could accomplish this end,” Douglass recalled. “He said he had been for some time looking for colored men to whom he could safely reveal his secret, and at times he had almost despaired of finding such men, but that now he was encouraged, for he saw heads of such rising up in all directions. He had observed my course at home and abroad, and he wanted my cooperation.”

			
			Brown sketched his plan. Douglass, in his later description, added disclaimers that might have been his own rather than Brown’s. “It did not, as some suppose, contemplate a general rising among the slaves, and a general slaughter of the slave masters. An insurrection he thought would only defeat the object, but his plan did contemplate the creating of an armed force which should act in the very heart of the South. He was not averse to the shedding of blood, and thought the practice of carrying arms would be a good one for the colored people to adopt, as it would give them a sense of their manhood. No people he said could have self-respect, or be respected, who would not fight for their freedom.”

			Brown showed Douglass a map and pointed to the Allegheny Mountains. “These mountains are the basis of my plan,” he said. “God has given the strength of the hills to freedom; they were placed here for the emancipation of the negro race; they are full of natural forts, where one man for defense will be equal to a hundred for attack; they are full also of good hiding places, where large numbers of brave men could be concealed, and baffle and elude pursuit for a long time. I know these mountains well, and could take a body of men into them and keep them there despite of all the efforts of Virginia to dislodge them.”

			Brown laid out his strategy. “The true object to be sought is first of all to destroy the money value of slave property; and that can only be done by rendering such property insecure. My plan then is to take at first about twenty-five picked men, and begin on a small scale; supply them arms and ammunition, post them in squads of fives on a line of twenty-five miles, the most persuasive and judicious of whom shall go down to the fields from time to time, as opportunity offers, and induce the slaves to join them, seeking and selecting the most restless and daring.”

			Brown understood the need for secrecy. “He saw that in this part of the work the utmost care must be used to avoid treachery and disclosure,” Douglass recounted. “Only the most conscientious and skillful should be sent on this perilous duty. With care and enterprise he thought he could soon gather a force of one hundred hardy men, men who would be content to lead the free and adventurous life to which he proposed to train them; when these were properly drilled, and each man had found the place for which he was best suited, they would begin work in earnest; they would run off the slaves in large numbers, retain the brave and strong ones in the mountains, and send the weak and timid to the North by the underground railroad; his operations would be enlarged with increasing numbers, and would not be confined to one locality.”

			
			Douglass asked how Brown’s army would be supported. “He said emphatically he would subsist them upon the enemy. Slavery was a state of war, and the slave had a right to anything necessary to his freedom.”

			Douglass objected that Brown’s project, far from loosing the grip of slavery upon the slaves, would tighten it. The very people Brown hoped to help would be harmed. “Suppose you succeed in running off a few slaves, and thus impress the Virginia slaveholder with a sense of insecurity in their slaves,” Douglass said. “The effect will only be to make them sell their slaves further south.”

			Brown didn’t deny it. “That will be first what I want to do,” he said. “Then I would follow them up. If we could drive slavery out of one county, it would be a great gain; it would weaken the system throughout the state.”

			“But they would employ bloodhounds to hunt you out of the mountains,” Douglass countered.

			“That they might attempt,” Brown granted. “But the chances are we should whip them, and when we should have whipt one squad, they would be careful how they pursued.”

			“But you might be surrounded and cut off from your provisions or means of subsistence,” Douglass said.

			Brown wasn’t worried. “He thought that could not be done so they could not cut their way out,” Douglass recorded. “But even if the worst came, he could but be killed, and he had no better use for his life than to lay it down in the cause of the slave.”

			Douglass offered a nonviolent approach, to no avail. “When I suggested that we might convert the slaveholders, he became much excited, and said that could never be. He knew their proud hearts and that they would never be induced to give up their slaves until they felt a big stick about their heads.”

			
			Writing years later, Douglass recalled the end of the conversation and the effect Brown had on him. “He observed that I might have noticed the simple manner in which he lived, adding that he had adopted this method in order to save money to carry out his purposes. This was said in no boastful tone, for he felt that he had delayed already too long and had no room to boast either his zeal or his self-denial. Had some men made such display of rigid virtue, I should have rejected it, as affected, false, or hypocritical, but in John Brown, I felt it to be as real as iron or granite. From this night spent with John Brown in Springfield, Mass., 1847, while I continued to write and speak against slavery, I became all the same less hopeful of its peaceful abolition. My utterances became more and more tinged by the color of this man’s strong impressions.”
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			ABRAHAM LINCOLN COULDN’T have afforded to be as categorical about slavery as John Brown was, even if Lincoln’s temperament had pointed him in that uncompromising direction. Not long after being admitted to the practice of law, Lincoln moved to Springfield to partner with John Stuart. Lawyers were thick in the Illinois capital, and competition was fierce. Lincoln had to struggle to keep the office in coal and ink. A full five years into the practice his financial straits compelled him to decline an invitation to visit a friend in Kentucky. “I do not think I can come to Kentucky this season,” he wrote. “I am so poor, and make so little headway in the world, that I drop back in a month of idleness as much as I gain in a year’s rowing.”

			Lincoln took the clients who walked in his door. Illinois courts heard many cases involving slavery. The state lay across the Mississippi River from Missouri, and across the Ohio River from Kentucky, and slave owners from both states frequently brought slaves with them when they visited Illinois. Robert Matson did more than visit. His roots were in Kentucky, but he owned a farm in Illinois. He made a habit of bringing some of his Kentucky slaves to work on the farm for limited periods, then shipping them back to Kentucky. Illinois law winked at this practice, because it was exceptional enough to avoid direct affront to the clause of the Illinois constitution forbidding slavery. In any event, most white citizens of Illinois shed few tears for black slaves.

			But Matson got careless. He valued the work of his black foreman and decided to keep him in Illinois, effectively emancipating him. Yet the foreman’s wife and children remained slaves, at least in Matson’s view—and in the view of Matson’s white housekeeper and mistress, who conceived a jealous antipathy to the foreman’s wife. On behalf of her paramour she threatened to send the wife and children back to Kentucky to be sold. The foreman acted first, spiriting his family into hiding with two local abolitionists. Matson thereupon sued the abolitionists for return of his property.

			
			The abolitionists sought legal counsel. One of them, Hiram Rutherford, approached Lincoln. “I had known Abraham Lincoln several years, and his views and mine on the wrong of slavery being in perfect accord, I determined to hire him,” Rutherford recalled. “I found him at the tavern sitting on the veranda, his chair tilted back against one of the wooden pillars, entertaining the bystanders and loungers gathered about the place with one of his irresistible and highly-flavored stories. My head was full of the impending lawsuit, and I found it a great test of my patience to await the end of the chapter then in process of narration. Before he could begin on another I interrupted and called him aside. I told in detail the story of my troubles, reminded him that we had always agreed on the questions of the day, and asked him to represent me at the trial of my case in court. He listened attentively as I recited the facts leading up to the controversy with Matson, but I noticed a peculiarly troubled look came over his face now and then, his eyes appeared to be fixed in the distance beyond me, and he shook his head several times as if debating with himself some question of grave import. At length, and with apparent reluctance, he answered that he could not defend me, because he had already been counseled with in Matson’s interest, and was therefore under professional obligations to represent the latter unless released.”

			Rutherford reacted badly. “This was a grievous disappointment, and irritated me into expressions more or less bitter in tone,” he said. “I remember retorting that ‘my money was as good as anyone else’s,’ and although thoroughly in earnest I presume I was a little too hasty.”

			Rutherford soon rued his haste. Lincoln contrived to extricate himself from his obligation to Matson and thereupon told Rutherford he could represent him.

			“But it was too late,” Rutherford recounted. “My pride was up, and I plainly indicated a disinclination to avail myself of his offer.”

			So Lincoln, requiring some fee out of the suit, returned to Matson and took up his case, which was a weak one. “I remember well how he presented his side of the case,” a professional colleague recounted. Lincoln told the court, “This, then, is the point on which this whole case turns: Were these negroes passing over and crossing the state, and thus, as the law contemplates, in transitu, or were they actually located by the consent of their master? If only crossing the state that act did not free them, but if located, even indefinitely, by the consent of their owner and master, their emancipation logically followed.”

			
			In fact, what Lincoln correctly identified as the crux of the case was the plaintiff’s weakest argument, for it was apparent to nearly all—including the court—that Matson had intended to locate—that is, to domicile—the contested slaves in Illinois, and that only the wrath of his mistress had prompted him to send them back to Kentucky. The court ruled in favor of the slaves, who were thereby freed.

			Hiram Rutherford recalled the denouement. “After the trial, which ended Saturday night, Matson left the country”—the region—“crossed the Wabash River on his way to Kentucky, evaded his creditors, and never paid Lincoln his fee.”

			

			—

			MARY TODD HAD a particular view of slavery. She had grown up in Kentucky surrounded by slaves and tended by servants in the Todd household. The face of the institution she observed was genteel and paternalistic, and she found in it little to object to.

			Mary Todd met Lincoln after moving to Springfield from her parents’ home in Lexington to that of her sister, who had married the son of a former governor of Illinois. Attractive, vivacious and educated in the manner of daughters of Southern gentry, she readily drew suitors. Stephen A. Douglas, a lawyer and a rising star of the Illinois Democratic party, was one. Abraham Lincoln, lawyer and Whig, was another. Mary Todd’s family were Whigs. Perhaps this tipped her heart’s balance toward Lincoln. Or maybe she saw promise not obvious to most in Springfield, who deemed Douglas the likelier to succeed.

			Yet the path of love was convoluted. Some who knew Lincoln thought he still pined for Ann Rutledge. Others observed that he was simply inept around women. Lincoln proposed marriage to Mary Todd, then got cold feet. He asked to be released from his offer. Mary assented. Lincoln re-changed his mind; he once more wanted to tie the knot. His indecision affected everything he did, eventually causing acquaintances to wonder if he was losing his mind. “The doctors say he came within an inch of being a perfect lunatic for life,” one remarked. “He was perfectly crazy for some time, not able to attend to his business at all. They say he does not look like the same person.”

			
			He never quite was. The couple were wed, but neighbors and friends failed to notice much affection between the two.

			

			—

			LINCOLN SEEMED SURER of himself in politics. He again won election to the state legislature, this time from Springfield, and added to his circle of Whig friends. His tenure in the Illinois assembly produced no landmark accomplishments for the state, but it did signal the position Lincoln would take in the politics of slavery. In 1837 he and a colleague, protesting what they considered an amoral position on slavery adopted by the assembly, offered a statement of their own views, which were firm but moderate. “They believe that the institution of slavery is founded on both injustice and bad policy, but that the promulgation of abolition doctrines tends rather to increase than to abate its evils,” the two lawmakers said of themselves. They believed Congress had no power to interfere with slavery in the states, but did have power over slavery in the federal District of Columbia.

			Lincoln’s middle-of-the-road stance pleased Springfield’s Whigs enough to win him nomination for Congress, and Springfield’s voters sufficiently to elect him. He arrived in Washington in late 1847, amid the war between the United States and Mexico begun the previous year.

			In the 1840s the American capital was a required stop on the tour of the many Europeans who came to the United States trying to make sense of the emerging phenomenon of democracy. Charles Dickens was disappointed. “It is sometimes called the City of Magnificent Distances,” he wrote of Washington. “But it might with greater propriety be termed the City of Magnificent Intentions.” Dickens observed the marks of the city’s unfinished character: “spacious avenues that begin in nothing and lead nowhere; streets, mile-long, that only want houses, roads, and inhabitants; public buildings that need but a public to be complete; and ornaments of great thoroughfares, which only lack great thoroughfares to ornament.” The city’s incompleteness reflected a broader ambivalence about its reason for being. It had but one purpose, government, and that purpose was intermittent. “It has no trade or commerce of its own, having little or no population beyond the President and his establishment, the members of the legislature who reside there during the session, the government clerks and officers employed in the various departments, the keepers of the hotels and boarding-houses, and the tradesmen who supply their tables.”

			
			Dickens visited the Capitol. “The House of Representatives is a beautiful and spacious hall, of semi-circular shape, supported by handsome pillars,” he wrote. “One part of the gallery is appropriated to the ladies, and there they sit in the front rows, and come in and go out as at a play or concert. The chair is canopied and raised considerably above the floor of the House, and every member has an easy chair and a writing desk to himself.” After listening to some speeches, Dickens added, “It is an elegant chamber to look at, but a singularly bad one for all purposes of hearing.”

			The legislators themselves were a picturesque bunch. “They are striking men to look at, hard to deceive, prompt to act, lions in energy,” he wrote. They were jealous of their honor and quick to resent insult. Dickens didn’t personally witness any duels between lawmakers but was told on good authority that they happened regularly. He was initially puzzled by the lopsided, swollen cheeks he saw at nearly every desk. A glance at the floor resolved the mystery. “Both houses are handsomely carpeted, but the state to which these carpets are reduced by the universal disregard for the spittoon with which every honourable member is accommodated, and the extraordinary improvements on the pattern which are squirted and dabbled upon in every direction, do not admit of being described.” Dickens noted the lack of marksmanship at disgustingly close range. “Several gentlemen called upon me who, in the course of conversation, frequently missed the spittoon at five paces, and one (but he was certainly short-sighted) mistook the closed sash for the open window at three.”

			

			—

			
			LINCOLN DIDN’T CHEW tobacco. Mary Lincoln wouldn’t have stood for it, and Mary accompanied him to Washington. They stayed at a boardinghouse a stone’s throw from the Capitol. Mary was one of the few wives who accompanied their husbands to the capital for the congressional session, and she remained only weeks, soon put off by the lack of female company and the general uncouthness of the place. She wasn’t universally appreciated by those she shared quarters with. “All the house—or rather all with whom you were on decided good terms—send their love to you,” Lincoln wrote to Mary after she had left. “The others say nothing.”

			Lincoln made more friends than Mary did, being a friendlier sort. But he didn’t make much of an impact. With most of his fellow Whigs, he distrusted James Polk, the Democratic president, and he challenged Polk’s account of the origins of the war as growing out of an attack by Mexican troops against American troops on the American soil of Texas. What Polk called American soil, Lincoln told the House, was at best in dispute, with the evidence actually favoring Mexican ownership. “The country bordering on the east bank of the Rio Grande was inhabited by native Mexicans, born there under the Mexican government, and had never submitted to nor been conquered by Texas or the United States,” he said.

			Lincoln insisted that Polk substantiate his claims. The president must reveal the precise spot where the American blood had been spilled, and prove that this was American soil. “Let him answer, fully, fairly, and candidly,” Lincoln said. “Let him answer with facts and not with arguments.” If Polk could show that the spot was honestly American, Lincoln would support him. But if he couldn’t or wouldn’t, his failure would convict him of the grossest abuse of power. “Then I shall be fully convinced of what I more than suspect already, that he is deeply conscious of being in the wrong—that he feels the blood of this war, like the blood of Abel, is crying to Heaven against him.”

			Polk ignored Lincoln and his “spot resolutions,” which never came to a vote of the House and won no honor for their author. In fact, in subsequent years Lincoln was ridiculed for his persistence in this bootless quest, with critics taunting him for his “spotty” record.

			

			—

			
			NOR DID ANOTHER Lincoln initiative gain traction. Upon the encouragement of Joshua Giddings, an Ohio Whig and a strong opponent of slavery, Lincoln and a colleague drafted a bill to abolish slavery in the District of Columbia. On Lincoln’s part the measure grew out of his resolution in the Illinois legislature, and it reiterated the arguments he had made there. The Constitution gave the states control over slavery within their borders, but the federal district was Congress’s own. Congress could abolish slavery there, and Lincoln thought it should.

			Lincoln’s measure called for gradual emancipation. Slaves currently in the district would remain slaves, but new slaves could not be brought into the district, and children born of slave mothers starting in 1850 would be free. Moreover, masters might emancipate their slaves and receive fair market value in compensation from the federal government.

			There was a condition, though. Emancipation would not begin until it received the approval of voters in the district. If they disapproved, the project died. Lincoln didn’t think this would be a problem. He told the House he had explained his bill to more than a dozen residents of the district. “There was not one but who approved,” he said. “Every one of them desired that some proposition like this should pass.”

			The support was unsurprising. Slaves in Washington were personal servants, shop workers and others whose labor wasn’t unlike that of free workers in Philadelphia, New York and Boston. The Washington slaves could become paid workers with no great jolt to the economy. Plantation slavery, the part of the slave system deemed essential to the Southern economy, didn’t exist there. And Lincoln’s proposal would allow Southerners to bring their personal slaves to Washington when they came on business or to visit, in the way Southerners could take their servants to Northern cities and states.

			Even so, his bill went nowhere. Lincoln’s own Whigs had other priorities. By no means were they all opposed to slavery, and many hoped their party would win the presidential election in 1848 behind the candidacy of a slaveholding hero of the war, Zachary Taylor. Lincoln yielded to political reality. “Finding that I was abandoned by my former backers and having little personal influence, I dropped the matter,” he said later.

			

			—

			
			A DIFFERENT MEASURE addressing slavery came closer to approval, though it wasn’t Lincoln’s. Democrat David Wilmot of Pennsylvania proposed to exclude slavery from any territory acquired from Mexico in the war. The Wilmot Proviso won approval in the House of Representatives, where the North had a majority. It failed in the Senate, where the South wielded a veto. Its half success irked both sides: the South for the insult to slavery, the North for this new evidence of the power of the planters.

			Lincoln’s election to Congress had been part of a deal among Springfield Whigs to rotate in office. He kept his side of the bargain and stepped down when his two-year term ended. He didn’t mean to retire from politics, but his return from Washington amounted to retirement. Although the Whigs’ Taylor strategy indeed won them the presidency, it didn’t prevent the party from fracturing over the slavery issue. Taylor proved to be the last elected Whig president, and after he suddenly died after a year in office, the party passed into eclipse—taking Lincoln, apparently, with it.

			Making the best of things, he threw himself into the practice of law. Before long he was thinking that his political days were over. “His profession had almost superseded the thought of politics in his mind,” he recalled of himself.

		

	
		
		
			
			[image: ] 5 [image: ]

			THE REASON Frederick Douglass had met John Brown in Springfield was that Brown had once more grown restless. He moved the family to western Massachusetts, farther from slavery but closer to the center of the abolitionist movement. William Lloyd Garrison in Boston thundered louder than ever, assailing the Constitution as “a covenant with death and an agreement with Hell”—for sheltering slavery—and demanding its annulment, to be followed by a separation of the virtuous North from the sinful South. Yet Garrison disavowed violence, predicting that the end of slavery could come by peaceful methods. This seemed a non sequitur to many abolitionists, especially after Congress approved the Compromise of 1850, a package of laws addressing issues arising out of the recent war against Mexico. California, taken from Mexico, was admitted to the Union as a free state, tipping the sectional balance in Congress against the South; as compensation, the Fugitive Slave Act significantly enhanced the ability of Southern slave-catchers to capture fugitive slaves. Sheriffs and courts in the North, even private individuals, were dragooned into complicity in the seizure.

			The Fugitive Slave Act outraged many in the North. William Lloyd Garrison naturally condemned it. Antislavery activists vowed popular resistance in order to prevent the law’s enforcement. Frederick Douglass reconsidered his own nonviolent philosophy.

			John Brown conjured something he called the League of Gileadites. Gilead was the Old Testament name for the mountainous territory east of the Jordan River. As Brown had explained to Douglass, he envisioned fugitive slaves and
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