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The Children of the Sun-Osage 
 

According to the Osages, in the beginning the ancestors lived in the sky. When they asked Sun and Moon 
who their parents were, Sun said he was their father, and Moon said she was their mother. Then Moon 
said it was time for them to go down to the earth. As they descended, the people came upon water but 
no land. They floated in the air, calling for help, but no one came. Finally Elk, one of the animals floating 
down to earth with the people, came to everyone’s assistance by falling into the water. As he sank he 
called on the four winds to blow away the waters. A muddy surface appeared as the mist flew off. Then 
Elk rolled in the mud and the loose hairs that remained in the soil grew into grass and trees. Now the 
people, called the Little Ones, could continue their descent to the Middle World.  

This story conveys two important themes. One theme is that the first people originated in and 
descended from the Above World. The other is that the animals, and Elk in particular, played an 
important role in making the Middle World habitable for people and animals. Humans and animals 
belong to a single, primordial community in many Southeastern Indian creation stories.  

The story goes on to relate how the Little Ones alighted on a primordial oak tree and then climbed down 
to begin exploring the Earth’s surface. During the course of this exploration they discovered another 
group, who joined the Little Ones to form the primary divisions of the Osage people. 

(http://arkarcheology.uark.edu/indiansofarkansas/index.html?pageName=Creation%20of%20the%20W
orld%20(Osage) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



How Mosquitos Came to Be-Tlingit 

Long ago there was a giant who loved to kill humans, eat their flesh, and drink their blood. He was 
especially fond of human hearts.  
"Unless we can get rid of this giant," people said, "none of us will be left," and they called a council to 
discuss ways and means.  
One man said, "I think I know how to kill the monster," and he went to the place where the giant had 
last been seen. There he lay down and pretended to be dead.  
Soon the giant came along. Seeing the man lying there, he said:  
"These humans are making it easy for me. Now I don't even have to catch and kill them; they die right 
on my trail, probably from fear of me!"  
The giant touched the body.  
"Ah, good," he said, "this one is still warm and fresh. What a tasty meal he'll make; I can't wait to roast 
his heart."  
The giant flung the man over his shoulder, and the man let his head hang down as if he were dead. 
Carrying the man home, the giant dropped him in the middle of the floor right near the fireplace. Then 
he saw that there was no firewood and went to get some.  
As soon as the monster had left, the man got up and grabbed the giant's huge shining knife. Just then 
the giant's son came in, bending low to enter. He was still small as giants go, and the man held the big 
knife to his throat.  
"Quick, tell me, where's your father's heart? Tell me or I'll slit your throat!"  
The giant's son was scared. He said: "My father's heart is in his left heel."  
Just then the giant's left foot appeared in the entrance, and the man swiftly plunged the knife into the 
heel. The monster screamed and fell down dead.  
Yet the giant still spoke.  
"Though I'm dead, though you killed me, I'm going to keep on eating you and all the other humans in the 
world forever!"  
"That's what you think!" said the man. "I'm about to make sure that you never eat anyone again."  
He cut the giant's body into pieces and burned each one in the fire. Then he took the ashes and threw 
them into the air for the winds to scatter.  
Instantly each of the particles turned into a mosquito. The cloud of ashes became a cloud of mosquitoes, 
and from their midst the man heard the giant's voice laughing, saying:  
"Yes, I'll eat you people until the end of time."  
And as the monster spoke, the man felt a sting, and a mosquito started sucking his blood, and then 
many mosquitoes stung him, and he began to scratch himself.  

 
- Retold from English source, 1883. ( http://home.online.no/~arnfin/native/lore/leg213.htm) 

 

 

 

 



 

The Dogs Hold an Election-Sioux 

We don’t think much of white man’s elections. Whoever wins, we Indians always lose. Well, we have a 
little story about elections. Once a long time ago, the dogs were trying to elect a president. So one of 
them got up in the bid dog convention and said: “I nominate the bulldog for president. He’s strong. He 
can fight.” 

But he can’t run,” said another dog. “What good is a fighter who can’t run? 

But the other dogs cried: “Naw, he can run all right, but he can’t fight. When he catches up with 
somebody, what happens then? He gets the hell beaten out of him, that’s what! So all he good for is 
running away.” 

Then an ugly little mutt jumped up and said: “I nominate that dog for president who smells good 
underneath his tail.” 

And immediately an equally ugly mutt jumped up and said: “I second the motion.” 

At once all the dogs started sniffing underneath each other’s tails. A big chorus went up: 

“Phew, he doesn’t smell good under his tail.” 

“No, neither does this one.” 

“He’s no presidential timber!” 

“No, he no good, either.” 

“This one sure isn’t the people’s choice.” 

“Wow, this ain’t my candidate!” 

When you go for a walk, just watch the dogs. They’re still sniffing underneath each other’s tails. They’re 
looking for a good leader, and they still haven’t found him. 

(http://nativeamericanencyclopedia.com/the-dogs-hold-election-sioux/) 

  

http://nativeamericanencyclopedia.com/the-dogs-hold-election-sioux/


The Indian Burying Ground- Phillip Freneau 

Philip Freneau was known as "the poet of the American Revolution" because of the many ballads and 
satires he wrote during this period. His verse, prose and partisan essays appeared in numerous 
periodicals, and several volumes of his works were published over a half-century. All the while...in 
romanticizing the wonders of nature in his writings...he searched for an American idiom in verse. 

After visiting an Indian burial ground, Freneau wrote the following poem, considered to be one of the 
first to idealize the Indian. "The Indian Burying Ground" was first published in the American Museum, 
November, 1787. 

 
In spite of all the learned have said, 
I still my old opinion keep; 
The posture that we give the dead, 
Points out the soul's eternal sleep. 
 
Not so the ancients of these lands-- 
The Indian, when from life released, 
Again is seated with his friends, 
And shares again the joyous feast. 
 
His imaged birds, and painted bowl, 
And venison, for a journey dressed, 
Bespeak the nature of the soul, 
Activity, that knows no rest. 
 
His bow, for action ready bent, 
And arrows, with a head of bone, 
Can only mean that life is spent, 
And not the finer essence gone. 
 
Thou, stranger, that shalt come this way, 
No fraud upon the dead commit, 
Yet, marking the swelling turf, and say, 
They do not lie, but here they sit. 
 
Here, still a lofty rock remains, 
On which the curious eye may trace 
(Now wasted half by wearing rains) 
The fancies of a ruder race. 
 
Here, still an aged elm aspires, 
Beneath whose far-projecting shade 
(And which the shepherd still admires) 
The children of the forest played. 
 
There oft a restless Indian queen, 



(Pale Marian, with her braided hair) 
And many a barbarous form is seen 
To chide the man that lingers there. 
 
By midnight moons, o'er moistening dews, 
In habit for the chase arrayed, 
The hunter still the deer pursues, 
The hunter and the deer-- a shade. 
 
And long shall timorous fancy see 
The painted chief, and pointed spear, 
And reason's self shall bow the knee 
To shadows and delusions here.   
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Shawnee Chief Tecumseh Address to General William Henry Harrison 
(probably delivered in 1810, at Vincennes in the Indiana Territory) 

[AUTHENTICITY CERTIFIED: Text version below transcribed directly from audio.] 

Houses are built for you to hold councils in. The Indians hold theirs in the open air. I am a 

Shawnee. My forefathers were warriors. Their son is a warrior. From them I take my only 

existence. From my tribe I take nothing. I have made myself what I am. And I would that I 

could make the red people as great as the conceptions of my own mind, when I think of the 

Great Spirit that rules over us all. I would not then come to Governor Harrison to ask him to 

tear up the treaty [the 1795 Treaty of Greenville, which gave the United States parts of the 
Northwest Territory]. 

But I would say to him, "Brother, you have the liberty to return to your own country." You 

wish to prevent the Indians from doing as we wish them, to unite and let them consider 

their lands as a common property of the whole. You take the tribes aside and advise them 

not to come into this measure. You want by your distinctions of Indian tribes, in allotting to 

each a particular, to make them war with each other. You never see an Indian endeavor to 

make the white people do this. You are continually driving the red people, when at last you 

will drive them into the great lake [Lake Michigan], where they can neither stand nor work. 

Since my residence at Tippecanoe, we have endeavored to level all distinctions, to destroy 

village chiefs, by whom all mischiefs are done. It is they who sell the land to the Americans. 

Brother, this land that was sold, and the goods that was [sic] given for it, was only done by 

a few. In the future we are prepared to punish those who propose to sell land to the 

Americans. If you continue to purchase them, it will make war among the different tribes, 
and, at last I do not know what will be the consequences among the white people. 

Brother, I wish you would take pity on the red people and do as I have requested. If you 

will not give up the land and do cross the boundary of our present settlement, it will be vary 
hard and produce great trouble between us.  

The way, the only way to stop this evil, is for the red people to unite in claiming a common 

and equal right in the land, as it was at first, and should be now -- for it was never divided, 
but belongs to all. 

No tribe has the right to sell, even to each other, much less to strangers. 

Sell a country?! Why not sell the air, the great sea, as well as the earth? Did not the Great 
Spirit make them all for the use of his children? 

How can we have confidence in the white people? We have good and just reasons to believe 

we have ample grounds to accuse the Americans of injustice, especially when such great 

acts of injustice have been committed by them upon our race, of which they seem to have 

no manner of regard, or even to reflect. *When Jesus Christ came upon the earth you killed 

him and nailed him to the cross. You thought he was dead, and you were mistaken. You 

have the Shakers among you, and you laugh and make light of their worship.* Everything I 

have told you is the truth. The Great Spirit has inspired me. 

Audio Source: Deloria Jr., Vine and Junaluska, Arthur (Speakers). (1976). Great American Indian Speeches, Vol. 1 (Phonographic Disc). 
New York: Caedmon.  Text Source: http://www.bartleby.com/268/8/4.html 

http://www.bartleby.com/268/8/4.html


Excerpt from Black Elk Speaks 

(As told through John G. Neihardt by Nicholas Black Elk) 

Black Elk told John Neihardt his life story in 1931, who wrote it all down in the book, Black Elk Speaks. 
Black Elk was a leader and holy man for the Sioux Indian tribe. At the age of nine, in 1873, he claims to 
have been shown a "Great Vision" in the sky, which he did not tell anyone about until years later. This is a 
portion of that vision, where he was given pictures of the future for four generations of his people. 

"Then I looked up and saw four ascents ahead, and these were generations I should know. Now we were 
on the first ascent, and all the land was green. And as the long line climbed, all the old men and women 
raised their hands… and began to croon a song… 

"Then we started on the second ascent, marching as before, and the land was still green, but it was 
getting steeper. And as I looked ahead, the people changed into elks and bison and even fowls, all 
walking in a sacred manner… 

"And when we reached the summit of the third ascent and camped, the nation's hoop was broken like a 
ring of smoke that spreads and scatters and the holy tree seemed dying and all its birds were gone. And 
when I looked ahead I saw the fourth ascent would be terrible… 

"Then when the people were getting ready to begin the fourth ascent, the Voice spoke like someone 
weeping, and it said: 'Look upon your nation.' And when I looked down, the people were all changed 
back to human, and they were thin, their faces sharp, for they were starving. Their ponies were only 
hide and bones, and the holy tree was gone." 

(John Neihardt actually wrote Black Elk's story down during a number of interviews because 

Black Elk never learned to write in English. In fact, he did not speak fluent English, either, and 

Neihardt always used an interpreter to translate the languages back and forth.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Second Excerpt from Black Elk Speaks 
(Being the Life Story of a Holy Man of the Oglala Sioux as told through John G. Neihardt) 

After the long winter of waiting, it was my first duty to go out lamenting. So after the first rain storm I 
began to get ready. 

When going out to lament it is necessary to choose a wise old medicine man, who is quiet and generous, 
to help. He must fill and offer the pipe to the Six Powers and to the four-leggeds and the wings of the air, 
and he must go along to watch. There was a good and wise old medicine man by the name of Few Tails, 
who was glad to help me. First he told me to fast four days, and I could have only water during that time. 
Then, after he had offered the pipe, I had to purify myself in a sweat lodge, which we made with willow 
boughs set in the ground and bent down to make a round top. Over this we tied a bison robe. In the 
middle we put hot stones, and when I was in there, Few Tails poured water on the stones. I sang to the 
spirits while I was in there being purified. Then the old man rubbed me all over with the sacred sage. He 
then braided my hair, and I was naked except that I had a bison robe to wrap around me while lamenting 
in the night, for although the days were warm, the nights were cold yet. All I carried was the sacred pipe. 

It is necessary to go far away from people to lament, so Few Tails and I started from Pine Ridge toward 
where we are now. 

We came to a high hill close to Grass Creek, which is just a little way west from here. There was nobody 
there but the old man and myself and the sky and the earth. But the place was full of people; for the 
spirits were there. 

The sun was almost setting when we came to the hill, and the old man helped me make the place where I 
was to stand. We went to the highest point of the hill and made the ground there sacred by spreading 
sage upon it. Then Few Tails set a flowering stick in the middle of the place, and on the west, the north, 
the east, and the south sides of it he placed offerings of red willow bark tied into bundles with scarlet 
cloth. 

Few Tails now told me what I was to do so that the spirits would hear me and make clear my next duty. I 
was to stand in the middle, crying and praying for understanding. Then I was to advance from the center 
to the quarter of the west and mourn there for awhile. Then I was to back up to the center, and from 
there approach the quarter of the north, wailing and praying there, and so on all around the circle. This I 
had to do all night long. 

It was time for me to begin lamenting, so Few Tails went away somewhere and left me there all alone on 
the hill with the spirits and the dying light. 

Standing in the center of the sacred place and facing the sunset, I began to cry, and while crying I had to 
say: “O Great Spirit, accept my offerings! O make me understand!” 

As I was crying and saying this, there soared a spotted eagle from the west and whistled shrill and sat 
upon a pine tree east of me. 



I walked backwards to the center, and from there approached the north, crying and saying: “O Great 
Spirit, accept my offerings and make me understand!” Then a chicken hawk came hovering and stopped 
upon a bush towards the south. 

I walked backwards to the center once again and from there approached to the east, crying and asking 
the Great Spirit to help me understand, and there came a black swallow flying all around me, singing, 
and stopped upon a bush not far away. 

Walking backwards to the center, I advanced upon the south. Until now I had only been trying to weep, 
but now I really wept, and the tears ran down my face: for as I looked yonder towards the place whence 
come the life of things, the nation’s hoop and the flowering tree, I thought of the days when my relatives, 
now dead, were living and young, and of Crazy Horse who was our strength and would never come back 
to help us any more. 

I cried very hard, and I thought it might be better if my crying would kill me; then I could be in the outer 
world where nothing is ever in despair. 

And while I was crying, something was coming from the south. It looked like dust far off, but when it 
came closer, I saw it was a cloud of beautiful butterflies of all colors. They swarmed around me so thick 
that I could see nothing else. 

I walked backwards to the flowering stick again, and the spotted eagle on the pine tree spoke and said: 
“Behold these! They are your people. They are in great difficulty and you shall help them.” Then I could 
hear all the butterflies that were swarming over me, and they were all making a pitiful, whimpering 
noise as though they too were weeping. 

Then they all arose and blew back into the south. 

Now the chicken hawk spoke from its bush and said: “Behold! Your Grandfathers shall come forth and 
you shall hear them!” 

Hearing this, I lifted my eyes and there was a big storm coming from the west. It was the thunder being 
nation, and I could hear the neighing of horses and the sending of great voices. 

It was very dark now, and all the roaring west was streaked fearfully with swift fire. 

And as I stood there looking, a vision broke out of the shouting blackness torn with fire, and I saw the 
two men who had come to me in my great vision. They came head first like arrows slanting earthward 
from a long flight; and when they neared the ground, I could see a dust rising there and out of the dust 
the heads of dogs were peeping. Then suddenly I saw that the dust was the swarm of many-colored 
butterflies hovering all around and over the dogs. 

By now the two men were riding sorrel horses, streaked with black lightning, and they charged with 
bows and arrows down up on the dogs, while the thunder beings cheered for them with roaring voices. 

Then suddenly the butterflies changed, and were storm-driven swallows, swooping and whirling in a 
great cloud behind the charging riders. 



The first of these now plunged upon a dog’s head and arose with it hanging bloody on his arrow point, 
while the whole west roared with cheering. The second did the same; and the black west flashed and 
cheered again. Then as the two arose together, I saw that the dogs’ heads had changed to the heads of 
Wasichus; and as I saw, the vision went out and the storm was close upon me, terrible to see and 
roaring. 

I cried harder than ever now, for I was much afraid. The night was black about me and terrible with swift 
fire and the sending of great voices and the roaring of hail. And as I cried, I begged the grandfathers to 
pity me and spare me and told them that I know now what they wanted me to do on earth, and I would 
do it if I could. 

All at once I was not afraid any more, and I thought that if I was killed, probably I might be better off in 
the other world. So I lay down there in the center of the scared place and offered the pipe again. Then I 
drew the bison robe over me and waited. All around me growled and roared the voices, and the hail was 
like the drums of many giants beating while the giants sang: “Hey-a-hey!” 

No hail fell there in the sacred circle where I lay, nor any rain. And when the storm was passed, I raised 
my robe and listened; and in the stillness I could hear the rain-flood singing in the gulches all around me 
in the darkness, and far away to the eastward there were dying voices calling: “Hey-a-hey!” 

The night was old by now, and soon I fell asleep. And as I slept, I saw my people sitting sad and troubled 
all around a sacred tepee, and there were many who were sick. And as I looked on them and wept, a 
strange light leaped upwards from the ground close by –a light of many colors, sparkling, with rays that 
touched the heavens. Then it was gone, and in the place from whence it sprang a herb was growing and I 
saw the leaves it had. And as I was looking at the herb so that I might not forget it, there was a voice 
that ’woke me and it said: “Make haste! Your people need you!” 

I looked and saw the east was just beginning to turn white. Standing up, I faced the young light and 
began to mourn again and pray. Then the daybreak star came slowly, very beautiful and still; and all 
around it there were clouds of baby faces smiling at me, the faces of the people not yet born. The stars 
about them now were beautiful with many colors, and beneath these there were heads of men and 
women moving around, and birds were singing somewhere yonder and there were horses nickering and 
blowing as they do when they are happy, and somewhere deer were whistling and there were bison 
mooning too. What I could not see of this I heard. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

from The Lone Ranger and Tonto Fistfight in Heaven-Sherman Alexie 1993 
 

(The excerpt came from the chapter titled: “A Drug Called Tradition.”) 
  
       “Hey,” he said.  “You two want to hear a story?” 
 
        Junior and I looked at each other, looked back at Thomas, 
and decided that it would be all right.  Thomas closed his eyes and 
told his story. 
 
        It is now.  Three Indian boys are drinking Diet Pepsi and 
talking out by Benjamin Lake.  They are wearing only loincloths and 
braids.  Although it is the twentieth century and planes are passing 
overhead, the Indian boys have decided to be real Indians tonight. 
 
        They all want to have their vision, to receive their true 
names, their adult names.  That is the problem with Indians these 
days.  They have the same names all their lives.  Indians wear their 
names like a pair of bad shoes. 
 
        So they decided to build a fire and breathe in that sweet 
smoke.  They have not eaten for days so they know their visions 
should arrive soon.  Maybe they’ll see it in the flames or in the 
wood.  Maybe the smoke will talk in Spokane or English.  Maybe the 
cinders and ash will rise up. 
 
        The boys sit by the fire and breathe, their visions arrive.   
They are all carried away to the past, to the moment before any of 
them took their first drink of alcohol. 
 
        The boy Thomas throws the beer he is offered into the 
garbage.  The boy Junior throws his whiskey through a window.  The 
boy Victor spills his vodka down the drain. 
 
        Then the boys sing.  They sing and dance and drum.  The 
steal horses.  I can see them.  They steal horses. 
 
        “You don’t really believe that shit?” I asked Thomas. 
 
        “Don’t need to believe anything.  It just is.” 
 
        Thomas stood up and walked away.  He wouldn’t even try to 
tell us any stories again for a few years.  We had never been very 
good to him, even as boys, but he had always been kind to us.  When 
he stopped even looking at me, I was hurt.  How do you explain that? 
 
        Before he left for good, though, he turned back to Junior 



and me and yelled at us.  I couldn’t really understand what he was 
saying, but Junior swore he told us not to slow dance with our 
skeletons. 
 
        “What the hell does that mean?” I asked. 
 
        “I don’t know,” Junior said. 
 
        There are things you should learn.  Your past is a skeleton 
walking one step behind you, and your future is a skeleton walking 
one step in front of you.  Maybe you don’t wear a watch, but your 
skeletons do, and they always know what time it is.  Now, these 
skeletons are made of memories, dreams, and voices.  And they can 
trap you in the in-between, between touching and becoming.  But 
they’re not necessarily evil, unless you let them be. 
 
        What you have to do is keep moving, keep walking, in step 
with your skeletons.  They ain’t ever going to leave you, so you 
don’t have to worry about that.  Your past ain’t going to fall 
behind, and your future won’t get too far ahead.  Sometimes, though, 
your skeletons will talk to you, tell you to sit down and take a 
rest, breathe a little.  Maybe they’ll make you promises, tell you 
all the things you want to hear. 
 
        Sometimes your skeletons will dress up as beautiful Indian 
women and ask you to slow dance.  Sometimes your skeletons will 
dress up as your best friend and offer you a drink, one more for the 
road.  Sometimes your skeletons will look exactly like your parents 
and offer you gifts. 
 
        But, no matter what they do, keep walking, keep moving.   
And don’t wear a watch.  Hell, Indians never need to wear a watch 
because your skeletons will always remind you about the time.  See, 
it is always now.  That’s what Indian time is.  The past, the 
future, all of it is wrapped up in the now.  That’s how it is.  We 
are all trapped in the now. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
I WILL FIGHT NO MORE FOREVER-Chief Joseph of the Nez Perce(1877) 

 
Joseph, Chief (Indian name: Hinmaton-Yalaktit) (1840-1904) American Indian chief of 
the Nez Perce tribe of Idaho. Chief Joseph and his tribe were defeated and captured in 

1877 by Colonel Nelson A. Miles. I Will Fight No More Forever (1877) - This is Chief 
Joseph’s Surrender Speech rendered into verse. 

 
Opening lines: I am tired of fighting. 
Our chiefs are killed. 
I WILL FIGHT NO MORE 
I am tired of fighting. 
Our chiefs are killed. 
Looking Glass is dead. 
Toohulhulsote is dead. 
The old men are all dead. 
It is the young men who say no and yes. 
He who led the young men is dead. 
It is cold and we have no blankets. 
The little children are freezing to death. 
My people, some of them, Have run away to the hills And have no blankets, no food. 
No one know where they arePerhaps they are freezing to death. 
I want to have time to look for my children And see how many of them I can find. 
Maybe I shall find them among the dead. 
Hear me, my chiefs, I am tired. 
My heart is sad and sick. 
From where the sun now stands I will fight no more forever. 
THE END 

 

 

  



Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee- Dee Brown (1970) 

It began with Christopher Columbus, who gave the people the name Indios. Those Europeans, the white 

men, spoke in different dialects, and some pronounced the word Indien, or Indianer, or Indian. Peaux-

rouges, or redskins, came later. As was the custom of the people when receiving strangers, the Tainos 

on the island of San Salvador generously presented Columbus and his men with gifts and treated them 

with honor. 

 

“So tractable, so peaceable, are these people,” Columbus wrote to the King and Queen of Spain, “that I 

swear to your Majesties there is not in the world a better nation. They love their neighbors as 

themselves, and their discourse is ever sweet and gentle, and accompanied with a smile; and though it is 

true that they are naked, yet their manners are decorous and praiseworthy.” 

 

All this, of course, was taken as a sign of weakness, if not heathenism, and Columbus being a righteous 

European was convinced the people should be “made to work, sow and do all that is necessary and to 

adopt our ways.” Over the next four centuries (1492–1890) several million Europeans and their 

descendants undertook to enforce their ways upon the people of the New World. 

 

Columbus kidnapped ten of his friendly Taino hosts and carried them off to Spain, where they could be 

introduced to the white man’s ways. One of them died soon after arriving there, but not before he was 

baptized a Christian. The Spaniards were so pleased that they had made it possible for the first Indian to 

enter heaven that they hastened to spread the good news throughout the West Indies. 

 

The Tainos and other Arawak people did not resist conversion to the Europeans’ religion, but they did 

resist strongly when hordes of these bearded strangers began scouring their islands in search of gold 

and precious stones. The Spaniards looted and burned villages; they kidnapped hundreds of men, 

women, and children and shipped them to Europe to be sold as slaves. Arawak resistance brought on 

the use of guns and sabers, and whole tribes were destroyed, hundreds of thousands of people in less 

than a decade after Columbus set foot on the beach of San Salvador, October 12, 1492. 

 

Communications between the tribes of the New World were slow, and news of the Europeans’ 

barbarities rarely overtook the rapid spread of new conquests and settlements. Long before the English-

speaking white men arrived in Virginia in 1607, however, the Powhatans had heard rumors about the 

civilizing techniques of the Spaniards. The Englishmen used subtler methods. To ensure peace long 

enough to establish a settlement at Jamestown, they put a golden crown upon the head of 

Wahunsonacook, dubbed him King Powhatan, and convinced him that he should put his people to work 

supplying the white settlers with food. Wahunsonacook vacillated between loyalty to his rebellious 



subjects and to the English, but after John Rolfe married his daughter, Pocahontas, he apparently 

decided that he was more English than Indian. After Wahunsonacook died, the Powhatans rose up in 

revenge to drive the Englishmen back into the sea from which they had come, but the Indians 

underestimated the power of English weapons. In a short time the eight thousand Powhatans were 

reduced to less than a thousand. 

 

In Massachusetts the story began somewhat differently but ended virtually the same as in Virginia. After 

the Englishmen landed at Plymouth in 1620, most of them probably would have starved to death but for 

aid received from friendly natives of the New World. A Pemaquid named Samoset and three 

Wampanoags named Massasoit, Squanto, and Hobomah became self-appointed missionaries to the 

Pilgrims. All spoke some English, learned from explorers who had touched ashore in previous years. 

Squanto had been kidnapped by an English seaman who sold him into slavery in Spain, but he escaped 

through the aid of another Englishman and finally managed to return home. He and the other Indians 

regarded the Plymouth colonists as helpless children; they shared corn with them from the tribal stores, 

showed them where and how to catch fish, and got them through the first winter. When spring came 

they gave the white men some seed corn and showed them how to plant and cultivate it. 

 

For several years these Englishmen and their Indian neighbors lived in peace, but many more shiploads 

of white people continued coming ashore. The ring of axes and the crash of falling trees echoed up and 

down the coasts of the land which the white men now called New England. Settlements began crowding 

in upon each other. In 1625 some of the colonists asked Samoset to give them 12,000 additional acres of 

Pemaquid land. Samoset knew that land came from the Great Spirit, was as endless as the sky, and 

belonged to no man. To humor these strangers in their strange ways, however, he went through a 

ceremony of transferring the land and made his mark on a paper for them. It was the first deed of Indian 

land to English colonists. 

 

Most of the other settlers, coming in by thousands now, did not bother to go through such a ceremony. 

By the time Massasoit, great chief of the Wampanoags, died in 1662 his people were being pushed back 

into the wilderness. His son Metacom foresaw doom for all Indians unless they united to resist the 

invaders. Although the New Englanders flattered Metacom by crowning him King Philip of Pokanoket, he 

devoted most of his time to forming alliances with the Narragansetts and other tribes in the region. 

 

In 1675, after a series of arrogant actions by the colonists, King Philip led his Indian confederacy into a 

war meant to save the tribes from extinction. The Indians attacked fifty-two settlements, completely 

destroying twelve of them, but after months of fighting, the firepower of the colonists virtually 

exterminated the Wampanoags and Narragansetts. King Philip was killed and his head publicly exhibited 



at Plymouth for twenty years. Along with other captured Indian women and children, his wife and young 

son were sold into slavery in the West Indies. 

 

When the Dutch came to Manhattan Island, Peter Minuit purchased it for sixty guilders in fishhooks and 

glass beads, but encouraged the Indians to remain and continue exchanging their valuable peltries for 

such trinkets. In 1641, Willem Kieft levied tribute upon the Mahicans and sent soldiers to Staten Island 

to punish the Raritans for offenses which had been committed not by them but by white settlers. The 

Raritans resisted arrest, and the soldiers killed four of them. When the Indians retaliated by killing four 

Dutchmen, Kieft ordered the massacre of two entire villages while the inhabitants slept. The Dutch 

soldiers ran their bayonets through men, women, and children, hacked their bodies to pieces, and then 

leveled the villages with fire. 

 

For two more centuries these events were repeated again and again as the European colonists moved 

inland through the passes of the Alleghenies and down the westward-flowing rivers to the Great Waters 

(the Mississippi) and then up the Great Muddy (the Missouri). 

 

The Five Nations of the Iroquois, mightiest and most advanced of all the eastern tribes, strove in vain for 

peace. After years of bloodshed to save their political independence, they finally went down to defeat. 

Some escaped to Canada, some fled westward, some lived out their lives in reservation confinement. 

 

During the 1760s Pontiac of the Ottawas united tribes in the Great Lakes country in hopes of driving the 

British back across the Alleghenies, but he failed. His major error was an alliance with French-speaking 

white men who withdrew aid from the peaux-rouges during the crucial siege of Detroit. 

 

A generation later, Tecumseh of the Shawnees formed a great confederacy of midwestern and southern 

tribes to protect their lands from invasion. The dream ended with Tecumseh’s death in battle during the 

War of 1812. 

 

Between 1795 and 1840 the Miamis fought battle after battle, and signed treaty after treaty, ceding 

their rich Ohio Valley lands until there was none left to cede. 

 

When white settlers began streaming into the Illinois country after the War of 1812, the Sauks and 

Foxes fled across the Mississippi. A subordinate chief, Black Hawk, refused to retreat. He created an 

alliance with the Winnebagos, Pottawotamies, and Kickapoos, and declared war against the new 

settlements. A band of Winnebagos, who accepted a white soldier chief’s bribe of twenty horses and a 

hundred dollars, betrayed Black Hawk, and he was captured in 1832. He was taken East for 



imprisonment and display to the curious. After he died in 1838, the governor of the recently created 

Iowa Territory obtained Black Hawk’s skeleton and kept it on view in his office. 

 

In 1829, Andrew Jackson, who was called Sharp Knife by the Indians, took office as President of the 

United States. During his frontier career, Sharp Knife and his soldiers had slain thousands of Cherokees, 

Chickasaws, Choctaws, Creeks, and Seminoles, but these southern Indians were still numerous and clung 

stubbornly to their tribal lands, which had been assigned them forever by white men’s treaties. In Sharp 

Knife’s first message to his Congress, he recommended that all these Indians be removed westward 

beyond the Mississippi. “I suggest the propriety of setting apart an ample district west of the Mississippi 

. . . to be guaranteed to the Indian tribes, as long as they shall occupy it.” 

 

Although enactment of such a law would only add to the long list of broken promises made to the 

eastern Indians, Sharp Knife was convinced that Indians and whites could not live together in peace and 

that his plan would make possible a final promise which never would be broken again. On May 28, 1830, 

Sharp Knife’s recommendations became law. 

 

Two years later he appointed a commissioner of Indian affairs to serve in the War Department and see 

that the new laws affecting Indians were properly carried out. And then on June 30, 1834, Congress 

passed An Act to Regulate Trade and Intercourse with the Indian Tribes and to Preserve Peace on the 

Frontiers. All that part of the United States west of the Mississippi “and not within the States of Missouri 

and Louisiana or the Territory of Arkansas” would be Indian country. No white persons would be 

permitted to trade in the Indian country without a license. No white traders of bad character would be 

permitted to reside in Indian country. No white persons would be permitted to settle in the Indian 

country. The military force of the United States would be employed in the apprehension of any white 

person who was found in violation of provisions of the act. 

 

Before these laws could be put into effect, a new wave of white settlers swept westward and formed 

the territories of Wisconsin and Iowa. This made it necessary for the policy makers in Washington to 

shift the “permanent Indian frontier” from the Mississippi River to the 95th meridian. (This line ran from 

Lake of the Woods on what is now the Minnesota-Canada border, slicing southward through what are 

now the states of Minnesota and Iowa, and then along the western borders of Missouri, Arkansas, and 

Louisiana, to Galveston Bay, Texas.) To keep the Indians beyond the 95th meridian and to prevent 

unauthorized white men from crossing it, soldiers were garrisoned in a series of military posts that ran 

southward from Fort Snelling on the Mississippi River to forts Atkinson and Leavenworth on the 

Missouri, forts Gibson and Smith on the Arkansas, Fort Towson on the Red, and Fort Jesup in Louisiana. 



 

More than three centuries had now passed since Christopher Columbus landed on San Salvador, more 

than two centuries since the English colonists came to Virginia and New England. In that time the 

friendly Tainos who welcomed Columbus ashore had been utterly obliterated. Long before the last of 

the Tainos died, their simple agricultural and handicraft culture was destroyed and replaced by cotton 

plantations worked by slaves. The white colonists chopped down the tropical forests to enlarge their 

fields; the cotton plants exhausted the soil; winds unbroken by a forest shield covered the fields with 

sand. When Columbus first saw the island he described it as “very big and very level and the trees very 

green . . . the whole of it so green that it is a pleasure to gaze upon.” The Europeans who followed him 

there destroyed its vegetation and its inhabitants—human, animal, bird, and fish—and after turning it 

into a wasteland, they abandoned it. 

 

On the mainland of America, the Wampanoags of Massasoit and King Philip had vanished, along with 

the Chesapeakes, the Chickahominys, and the Potomacs of the great Powhatan confederacy. (Only 

Pocahontas was remembered.) Scattered or reduced to remnants were the Pequots, Montauks, 

Nanticokes, Machapungas, Catawbas, Cheraws, Miamis, Hurons, Eries, Mohawks, Senecas, and 

Mohegans. (Only Uncas was remembered.) Their musical names remained forever fixed on the 

American land, but their bones were forgotten in a thousand burned villages or lost in forests fast 

disappearing before the axes of twenty million invaders. Already the once sweet-watered streams, most 

of which bore Indian names, were clouded with silt and the wastes of man; the very earth was being 

ravaged and squandered. To the Indians it seemed that these Europeans hated everything in nature—

the living forests and their birds and beasts, the grassy glades, the water, the soil, and the air itself. 

 

The decade following establishment of the “permanent Indian frontier” was a bad time for the eastern 

tribes. The great Cherokee nation had survived more than a hundred years of the white man’s wars, 

diseases, and whiskey, but now it was to be blotted out. Because the Cherokees numbered several 

thousands, their removal to the West was planned to be in gradual stages, but discovery of Appalachian 

gold within their territory brought on a clamor for their immediate wholesale exodus. During the 

autumn of 1838, General Winfield Scott’s soldiers rounded them up and concentrated them into camps. 

(A few hundred escaped to the Smoky Mountains and many years later were given a small reservation in 

North Carolina.) From the prison camps they were started westward to Indian Territory. On the long 

winter trek, one of every four Cherokees died from cold, hunger, or disease. They called the march their 

“trail of tears.” The Choctaws, Chickasaws, Creeks, and Seminoles also gave up their homelands in the 

South. In the North, surviving remnants of the Shawnees, Miamis, Ottawas, Hurons, Delawares, and 

many other once mighty tribes walked or traveled by horseback and wagon beyond the Mississippi, 



carrying their shabby goods, their rusty farming tools, and bags of seed corn. All of them arrived as 

refugees, poor relations, in the country of the proud and free Plains Indians. 

 

Scarcely were the refugees settled behind the security of the “permanent Indian frontier” when soldiers 

began marching westward through the Indian country. The white men of the United States—who talked 

so much of peace but rarely seemed to practice it—were marching to war with the white men who had 

conquered the Indians of Mexico. When the war with Mexico ended in 1847, the United States took 

possession of a vast expanse of territory reaching from Texas to California. All of it was west of the 

“permanent Indian frontier.” 

 

In 1848 gold was discovered in California. Within a few months, fortune-seeking easterners by the 

thousands were crossing the Indian Territory. Indians who lived or hunted along the Santa Fe and 

Oregon trails had grown accustomed to seeing an occasional wagon train licensed for traders, trappers, 

or missionaries. Now suddenly the trails were filled with wagons, and the wagons were filled with white 

people. Most of them were bound for California gold, but some turned southwest for New Mexico or 

northwest for the Oregon country. 

 

To justify these breaches of the “permanent Indian frontier,” the policy makers in Washington invented 

Manifest Destiny, a term which lifted land hunger to a lofty plane. The Europeans and their descendants 

were ordained by destiny to rule all of America. They were the dominant race and therefore responsible 

for the Indians—along with their lands, their forests, and their mineral wealth. Only the New Englanders, 

who had destroyed or driven out all their Indians, spoke against Manifest Destiny. 

 

In 1850, although none of the Modocs, Mohaves, Paiutes, Shastas, Yumas, or a hundred other lesser-

known tribes along the Pacific Coast were consulted on the matter, California became the thirty-first 

state of the Union. In the mountains of Colorado gold was discovered, and new hordes of prospectors 

swarmed across the Plains. Two vast new territories were organized, Kansas and Nebraska, 

encompassing virtually all the country of the Plains tribes. In 1858 Minnesota became a state, its 

boundaries being extended a hundred miles beyond the 95th meridian, the “permanent Indian frontier.” 

 

And so only a quarter of a century after enactment of Sharp Knife Andrew Jackson’s Indian Trade and 

Intercourse Act, white settlers had driven in both the north and south flanks of the 95th meridian line, 

and advance elements of white miners and traders had penetrated the center. 

 

It was then, at the beginning of the 1860s, that the white men of the United States went to war with one 

another—the Bluecoats against the Graycoats, the great Civil War. In 1860 there were probably 300,000 



Indians in the United States and Territories, most of them living west of the Mississippi. According to 

varying estimates, their numbers had been reduced by one-half to two-thirds since the arrival of the first 

settlers in Virginia and New England. The survivors were now pressed between expanding white 

populations on the East and along the Pacific coasts—more than thirty million Europeans and their 

descendants. If the remaining free tribes believed that the white man’s Civil War would bring any respite 

from his pressures for territory, they were soon disillusioned. 

 

The most numerous and powerful western tribe was the Sioux, or Dakota, which was separated into 

several subdivisions. The Santee Sioux lived in the woodlands of Minnesota, and for some years had 

been retreating before the advance of settlements. Little Crow of the Mdewkanton Santee, after being 

taken on a tour of eastern cities, was convinced that the power of the United States could not be 

resisted. He was reluctantly attempting to lead his tribe down the white man’s road. Wabasha, another 

Santee leader, also had accepted the inevitable, but both he and Little Crow were determined to oppose 

any further surrender of their lands. 

 

Farther west on the Great Plains were the Teton Sioux, horse Indians all, and completely free. They were 

somewhat contemptuous of their woodland Santee cousins who had capitulated to the settlers. Most 

numerous and most confident of their ability to defend their territory were the Oglala Tetons. At the 

beginning of the white man’s Civil War, their outstanding leader was Red Cloud, thirty-eight years old, a 

shrewd warrior chief. Still too young to be a warrior was Crazy Horse, an intelligent and fearless 

teenaged Oglala. 

 

Among the Hunkpapas, a smaller division of the Teton Sioux, a young man in his mid-twenties had 

already won a reputation as a hunter and warrior. In tribal councils he advocated unyielding opposition 

to any intrusion by white men. He was Tatanka Yotanka, the Sitting Bull. He was mentor to an orphaned 

boy named Gall. Together with Crazy Horse of the Oglalas, they would make history sixteen years later 

in 1876. 

 

Although he was not yet forty, Spotted Tail was already the chief spokesman for the Brulé Tetons, who 

lived on the far western plains. Spotted Tail was a handsome, smiling Indian who loved fine feasts and 

compliant women. He enjoyed his way of life and the land he lived upon, but was willing to compromise 

to avoid war. 

 

Closely associated with the Teton Sioux were the Cheyennes. In the old days the Cheyennes had lived in 

the Minnesota country of the Santee Sioux, but gradually moved westward and acquired horses. Now 

the Northern Cheyennes shared the Powder River and the Bighorn country with the Sioux, frequently 



camping near them. Dull Knife, in his forties, was an outstanding leader of the Northern branch of the 

tribe. (To his own people Dull Knife was known as Morning Star, but the Sioux called him Dull Knife, and 

most contemporary accounts use that name.) 

 

The Southern Cheyennes had drifted below the Platte River, establishing villages on the Colorado and 

Kansas plains. Black Kettle of the Southern branch had been a great warrior in his youth. In his late 

middle age, he was the acknowledged chief, but the younger men and the Hotamitaneos (Dog Soldiers) 

of the Southern Cheyennes were more inclined to follow leaders such as Tall Bull and Roman Nose, who 

were in their prime. 

 

The Arapahos were old associates of the Cheyennes and lived in the same areas. Some remained with 

the Northern Cheyennes, others followed the Southern branch. Little Raven, in his forties, was at this 

time the best-known chief. 

 

South of the Kansas-Nebraska buffalo ranges were the Kiowas. Some of the older Kiowas could 

remember the Black Hills, but the tribe had been pushed southward before the combined power of 

Sioux, Cheyenne, and Arapaho. By 1860 the Kiowas had made their peace with the northern plains tribes 

and had become allies of the Comanches, whose southern plains they had entered. The Kiowas had 

several great leaders—an aging chief, Satank; two vigorous fighting men in their thirties, Satanta and 

Lone Wolf; and an intelligent statesman, Kicking Bird. 

 

The Comanches, constantly on the move and divided into many small bands, lacked the leadership of 

their allies. Ten Bears, very old, was more a poet than a warrior chief. In 1860, half-breed Quanah 

Parker, who would lead the Comanches in a last great struggle to save their buffalo range, was not yet 

twenty years old. 

 

In the arid Southwest were the Apaches, veterans of 250 years of guerrilla warfare with the Spaniards, 

who taught them the finer arts of torture and mutilation but never subdued them. Although few in 

number—probably not more than six thousand divided into several bands—their reputation as 

tenacious defenders of their harsh and pitiless land was already well established. Mangas Colorado, in 

his late sixties, had signed a treaty of friendship with the United States, but was already disillusioned by 

the influx of miners and soldiers into his territory. Cochise, his son-in-law, still believed he could get 

along with the white Americans. Victorio and Delshay distrusted the white intruders and gave them a 

wide berth. Nana, in his fifties but tough as rawhide, considered the English-speaking white men no 

different from the Spanish-speaking Mexicans he had been fighting all his life. Geronimo, in his twenties, 

had not yet proved himself. 



 

The Navahos were related to the Apaches, but most Navahos had taken the Spanish white man’s road 

and were raising sheep and goats, cultivating grain and fruit. As stockmen and weavers, some bands of 

the tribe had grown wealthy. Other Navahos continued as nomads, raiding their old enemies the 

Pueblos, the white settlers, or prosperous members of their own tribe. Manuelito, a stalwart 

mustachioed stock raiser, was head chief—chosen by an election of the Navahos held in 1855. In 1859, 

when a few wild Navahos raided United States citizens in their territory, the U.S. Army retaliated not by 

hunting down the culprits but by destroying the hogans and shooting all the livestock belonging to 

Manuelito and members of his band. By 1860, Manuelito and some Navaho followers were engaged in 

an undeclared war with the United States in northern New Mexico and Arizona. 

 

In the Rockies north of the Apache and Navaho country were the Utes, an aggressive mountain tribe 

inclined to raid their more peaceful neighbors to the south. Ouray, their best-known leader, favored 

peace with white men even to the point of soldiering with them as mercenaries against other Indian 

tribes. 

 

In the far West most of the tribes were too small, too divided, or too weak to offer much resistance. The 

Modocs of northern California and southern Oregon, numbering less than a thousand, fought guerrilla-

fashion for their lands. Kintpuash, called Captain Jack by the California settlers, was only a young man in 

1860; his ordeal as a leader would come a dozen years later. 

 

Northwest of the Modocs, the Nez Percés had been living in peace with white men since Lewis and Clark 

passed through their territory in 1805. In 1855, one branch of the tribe ceded Nez Percé lands to the 

United States for settlement, and agreed to live within the confines of a large reservation. Other bands 

of the tribe continued to roam between the Blue Mountains of Oregon and the Bitterroots of Idaho. 

Because of the vastness of the Northwest country, the Nez Percés believed there would always be land 

enough for both white men and Indians to use as each saw fit. Heinmot Tooyalaket, later known as Chief 

Joseph, would have to make a fateful decision in 1877 between peace and war. In 1860 he was twenty 

years old, the son of a chief. 

 

In the Nevada country of the Paiutes a future Messiah named Wovoka, who later would have a brief but 

powerful influence upon the Indians of the West, was only four years old in 1860. 

 

During the following thirty years these leaders and many more would enter into history and legend. 

Their names would become as well known as those of the men who tried to destroy them. Most of 

them, young and old, would be driven into the ground long before the symbolic end of Indian freedom 



came at Wounded Knee in December 1890. Now, a century later, in an age without heroes, they are 

perhaps the most heroic of all Americans. 

  

  

 
 

  



 Bury My Heart At Wounded Knee-Indigo Girls  
 
Indian legislation's on the desk of a do-right Congressman  
He don't know much about the issues  
So he picks up the phone and calls the senator out in Indian Country  
A darling of the energy companies ripping off what's left  
Of the reservation  
 
I learned a safety rule, I don't know who to thank  
Don't stand between the reservation and the corporate bank  
They're sending federal tanks  
It isn't nice but it's reality  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
 
I said deep in the earth  
Won't you cover me with pretty lies  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
 
We got these energy companies, they're trying to take the land  
And we got churches by the dozen trying to guide our hand  
And sign our Mother Earth over to pollution, war, and greed (no, no)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
 
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (I said deep in the earth)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (Cover me with pretty lies)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
 
We got the federal marshalls, we got the covert spies  
We got the liars by the fire, got the FBI  
They lie in court and get nailed but still Leonard Peltier goes off to jail  
The bullets don't match the gun!  
 
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (an eighth of the reservation)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (transferred in secret)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (got your murder and intimidation)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (bury me, bury me, bury me)  
 
My girlfriend Anna Mae talked about uranium  
Her head was full of bullets and her body dumped  
The FBI cut off her hand and told us she died of exposure (yeah right)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
 
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (I said deep in the earth)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (Won't you cover me with your pretty lies)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  



 
Talk about (hey!) a revolution  
 
(They stole my land,  
They won't steal my soul)  
 
We had the gold rush wars, why didn't we learn to crawl?  
And now our history gets written in a liar's scrawl  
They tell me, "honey, don't be so uptight you can still be an Indian down at the Y on Saturday night"  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
 
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (deep in the earth)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (cover me with your pretty lies)  
Bury my heart at Wounded Knee (bury me, bury me, bury me)  
 
Bury my heart (an eighth of the reservation)  
Bury my heart (was transferred in secret)  
Bury my heart (got your murder and your intimidation)  
(Bury me, bury me, bury me)  
Bury my heart  
Bury my heart  
Bury my heart  
Bury my heart 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



1870, Mark Twain published, The Noble Red Man, a biting satire mocking Cooper's Indian 
characterization. Throughout the first part of the essay, Twain explores the Cooperian idealized 
characteristics; in the second half he replaces the idealized characteristics with degrading, demonizing 
ones. For example, Twain manipulates the Indian who is "tall, muscular, straight and of kingly presence" 
to be an Indian who is "little, and scrawny, and black, and dirty."  

Besides criticizing Cooper's alleged unrealistic characterization, Twain attacks Cooper's ideology 
concerning American Indians that emerge in his texts. In Last of the Mohicans, Cooper frequently 
equates Indians with nature; Twain inverts this in the following mocking paragraph:  

Still, when contact with the white man has given to the Noble Son of the Forest certain cloudy 

impression of civilization, and aspirations after a nobler life, he presently appears in public with one 

boot on and one shoe--shirtless, and wearing ripped and patched and buttonless pants which he holds 

up with his left hand--his execrable rabbit-skin robe flowing from his shoulder....  

The Noble Red Man is a biting essay which would be easy to dismiss as either an example of racist 
rhetoric, or a satire exaggerated to such hyperbolic lengths as Jonathon Swift's A Modest Proposal. 
However, it cannot be safely filed into either of these categories. Its tone is ambivalent, and while the 
narrator does assert that Indians are dirty, lying, thieving beggars, we as readers are unsure if we are to 
take him seriously, or accept his rhetoric as frustrated resistance against unrealistic narratives modeled 
in the Romantic fashion. 

 (http://xroads.virginia.edu/~HYPER/HNS/Indians/noble.html) 
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The Noble Red Man- Mark Twain 

(First published in The Galaxy 1870) 

In books he is tall and tawny, muscular, straight and of kingly presence; he has a beaked nose and an 
eagle eye.  

His hair is glossy, and as black as the raven's wing; out of its massed richness springs a sheaf of brilliant 
feathers; in his ears and nose are silver ornaments; on his arms and wrists and ankles are broad silver 
bands and bracelets; his buckskin hunting suit is gallantly fringed, and the belt and the moccasins 
wonderfully flowered with colored beads; and when, rainbowed with his war-paint, he stands at full 
height, with his crimson blanket wrapped about him, his quiver at his back, his bow and tomahawk 
projecting upward from his folded arms, and his eagle eye gazing at specks against the far horizon which 
even the paleface's field-glass could scarcely reach, he is a being to fall down and worship.  

His language is intensely figurative. He never speaks of the moon, but always of "the eye of the night;" 
nor of the wind as the wind, but as "the whisper of the Great Spirit;" and so forth and so on. His power 
of condensation is marvelous. In some publications he seldom says anything but "Waugh!" and this, with 
a page of explanation by the author, reveals a whole world of thought and wisdom that before lay 
concealed in that one little word.  

He is noble. He is true and loyal; not even imminent death can shake his peerless faithfulness. His heart 
is a well-spring of truth, and of generous impulses, and of knightly magnanimity. With him, gratitude is 
religion; do him a kindness, and at the end of a lifetime he has not forgotten it. Eat of his bread, or offer 
him yours, and the bond of hospitality is sealed--a bond which is forever inviolable with him.  

He loves the dark-eyed daughter of the forest, the dusky maiden of faultless form and rich attire, the 
pride of the tribe, the all-beautiful. He talks to her in a low voice, at twilight of his deeds on the war-path 
and in the chase, and of the grand achievements of his ancestors; and she listens with downcast eyes, 
"while a richer hue mantles her dusky cheek."  

Such is the Noble Red Man in print. But out on the plains and in the mountains, not being on dress 
parade, not being gotten up to see company, he is under no obligation to be other than his natural self, 
and therefore:  

He is little, and scrawny, and black, and dirty; and, judged by even the most charitable of our canons of 
human excellence, is thoroughly pitiful and contemptible. There is nothing in his eye or his nose that is 
attractive, and if there is anything in his hair that--however, that is a feature which will not bear too 
close examination . . . He wears no bracelets on his arms or ankles; his hunting suit is gallantly fringed, 
but not intentionally; when he does not wear his disgusting rabbit-skin robe, his hunting suit consists 
wholly of the half of a horse blanket brought over in the Pinta or the Mayflower, and frayed out and 
fringed by inveterate use. He is not rich enough to possess a belt; he never owned a moccasin or wore a 
shoe in his life; and truly he is nothing but a poor, filthy, naked scurvy vagabond, whom to exterminate 
were a charity to the Creator's worthier insects and reptiles which he oppresses. Still, when contact with 
the white man has given to the Noble Son of the Forest certain cloudy impressions of civilization, and 



aspirations after a nobler life, he presently appears in public with one boot on and one shoe--shirtless, 
and wearing ripped and patched and buttonless pants which he holds up with his left hand--his 
execrable rabbit-skin robe flowing from his shoulder--an old hoop-skirt on, outside of it--a necklace of 
battered sardine-boxes and oyster-cans reposing on his bare breast--a venerable flint-lock musket in his 
right hand--a weather-beaten stove-pipe hat on, canted "gallusly" to starboard, and the lid off and 
hanging by a thread or two; and when he thus appears, and waits patiently around a saloon till he gets a 
chance to strike a "swell" attitude before a looking-glass, he is a good, fair, desirable subject for 
extermination if ever there was one.  

There is nothing figurative, or moonshiny, or sentimental about his language. It is very simple and 
unostentatious, and consists of plain, straightforward lies. His "wisdom" conferred upon an idiot would 
leave that idiot helpless indeed.  

He is ignoble--base and treacherous, and hateful in every way. Not even imminent death can startle him 
into a spasm of virtue. The ruling trait of all savages is a greedy and consuming selfishness, and in our 
Noble Red Man it is found in its amplest development. His heart is a cesspool of falsehood, of treachery, 
and of low and devilish instincts. With him, gratitude is an unknown emotion; and when one does him a 
kindness, it is safest to keep the face toward him, lest the reward be an arrow in the back. To accept of a 
favor from him is to assume a debt which you can never repay to his satisfaction, though you bankrupt 
yourself trying. To give him a dinner when he is starving, is to precipitate the whole hungry tribe upon 
your hospitality, for he will go straight and fetch them, men, women, children, and dogs, and these they 
will huddle patiently around your door, or flatten their noses against your window, day aft er day, gazing 
beseechingly upon every mouthful you take, and unconsciously swallowing when you swallow! The 
scum of the earth!  

And the Noble Son of the Plains becomes a mighty hunter in the due and proper season. That season is 
the summer, and the prey that a number of the tribes hunt is crickets and grasshoppers! The warriors, 
old men, women, and children, spread themselves abroad in the plain and drive the hopping creatures 
before them into a ring of fire. I could describe the feast that then follows, without missing a detail, if I 
thought the reader would stand it.  

All history and honest observation will show that the Red Man is a skulking coward and a windy 
braggart, who strikes without warning--usually from an ambush or under cover of night, and nearly 
always bringing a force of about five or six to one against his enemy; kills helpless women and little 
children, and massacres th e men in their beds; and then brags about it as long as he lives, and his son 
and his grandson and great-grandson after him glorify it among the "heroic deeds of their ancestors." A 
regiment of Fenians will fill the whole world with the noise of it when they are getting ready invade 
Canada; but when the Red Man declares war, the first intimation his friend the white man whom he 
supped with at twilight has of it, is when the war-whoop rings in his ears and tomahawk sinks into his 
brain. . ..  

The Noble Red Man seldom goes prating loving foolishness to a splendidly caparisoned blushing maid at 
twilight. No; he trades a crippled horse, or a damaged musket, or a dog, or a gallon of grasshoppers, and 
an inefficient old mother for her, and makes her work like an abject slave all the rest of her life to 
compensate him for the outlay. He never works himself. She builds the habitation, when they use one (it 
consists in hanging half a dozen rags over the weather side of a sage-brush bush to roost under); gathers 
and brings home the fuel; takes care of the raw-boned pony when they possess such grandeur; she 
walks and carries her nursing cubs while he rides. She wears no clothing save the fragrant rabbit-skin 



robe which her great-grandmother before her wore, and all the "blushing" she does can be removed 
with soap and a towel, provided it is only four or five weeks old and not caked.  

Such is the genuine Noble Aborigine. I did not get him from books, but from personal observation.  

(http://xroads.virginia.edu/~HYPER/HNS/Indians/noble.html) 

  

  



Indian Camp-Ernest Hemingway 

 
    At the lake shore there was another rowboat drawn up. The two Indians stood waiting. 
 
    Nick and his father got in the stern of the boat and the Indians shoved it off and one of them got in to 
row. Uncle George sat in the stern of the camp rowboat. The young Indian shoved the camp boat off 
and got in to row Uncle George. 
 
    The two boats started off in the dark. Nick heard the oarlocks of the other boat quite a way ahead of 
them in the mist. The Indians rowed with quick choppy strokes. Nick lay back with his father's arm 
around him. It was cold on the water. The Indian who was rowing them was working very hard, but the 
other boat moved further ahead in the mist all the time. 
 
    "Where are we going, Dad?" Nick asked. 
 
    "Over to the Indian camp. There is an Indian lady very sick." 
 
    "Oh," said Nick. 
 
    Across the bay they found the other boat beached. Uncle George was smoking a cigar in the dark. The 
young Indian pulled the boat way up on the beach. Uncle George gave both the Indians cigars. 
 
    They walked up from the beach through a meadow that was soaking wet with dew, following the 
young Indian who carried a lantern. Then they went into the woods and followed a trail that led to the 
logging road that ran back into the hills. It was much lighter on the logging road as the timber was cut 
away on both sides. The young Indian stopped and blew out his lantern and they all walled on along the 
road. 
 
    They came around a bend and a dog came out barking. Ahead were the lights of the shanties where 
the Indian bark-peelers lived. More dogs rushed out at them. The two Indians sent them back to the 
shanties. In the shanty nearest the road there was a light in the window. An old woman stood in the 
doorway holding a lamp. 
 
    Inside on a wooden bunk lay a young Indian woman. She had been trying to have her baby for two 
days. All the old women in the camp had been helping her. The men had moved off up the road to sit in 
the dark and smoke out of range of the noise she made. She screamed just as Nick and the two Indians 
followed his father and Uncle George into the shanty. She lay in the lower bunk, very big under a quilt. 
Her head was turned to one side. In the upper bunk was her husband. He had cut his foot very badly 
with an ax three days before. He was smoking a pipe. The room smelled very bad. 
 
    Nick's father ordered some water to be put on the stove, and while it was heating he spoke to Nick. 
 
    "This lady is going to have a baby, Nick," he said. 
 
    "I know," said Nick. 
 



    "You don't know," said his father. "Listen to me. What she is going through is called being in labor. The 
baby wants to be born and she wants it to be born. All her muscles are trying to get the baby born. That 
is what is happening when she screams." 
 
    "I see," Nick said. 
 
    Just then the woman cried out. 
 
    "Oh, Daddy, can't you give her something to make her stop screaming?" asked Nick. 
 
    "No. I haven't any anaesthetic," his father said. "But her screams are not important. I don't hear them 
because they are not important." 
 
    The husband in the upper bunk rolled over against the wall. 
 
    The woman in the kitchen motioned to the doctor that the water was hot. Nick's father went into the 
kitchen and poured about half of the water out of the big kettle into a basin. Into the water left in the 
kettle he put several things he unwrapped from a handkerchief. 
 
    "Those must boil," he said, and began to scrub his hands in the basin of hot water with a cake of soap 
he had brought from the camp. Nick watched his father's hands scrubbing each other with the soap. 
While his father washed his hands very carefully and thoroughly, he talked. 
 
    "You see, Nick, babies are supposed to be born head first but sometimes they're not. When they're 
not they make a lot of trouble for everybody. Maybe I'll have to operate on this lady. We'll know in a 
little while." 
 
    When he was satisfied with his hands he went in and went to work. 
 
    "Pull back that quilt, will you, George?" he said. "I'd rather not touch it." 
 
    Later when he started to operate Uncle George and three Indian men held the woman still. She bit 
Uncle George on the arm and Uncle George said, "Damn squaw bitch!" and the young Indian who had 
rowed Uncle George over laughed at him. Nick held the basin for his father. It all took a long time. 
 
    His father picked the baby up and slapped it to make it breathe and handed it to the old woman. 
 
    "See, it's a boy, Nick," he said. "How do you like being an interne?" 
 
    Nick said. "All right." He was looking away so as not to see what his father was doing. 
 
    "There. That gets it," said his father and put something into the basin. 
 
    Nick didn't look at it. 
 
    "Now," his father said, "there's some stitches to put in. You can watch this or not, Nick, just as you 
like. I'm going to sew up the incision I made." 
 



    Nick did not watch. His curiosity had been gone for a long time. 
 
    His father finished and stood up. Uncle George and the three Indian men stood up. Nick put the basin 
out in the kitchen. 
 
    Uncle George looked at his arm. The young Indian smiled reminiscently. 
 
    "I'll put some peroxide on that, George," the doctor said. 
 
    He bent over the Indian woman. She was quiet now and her eyes were closed. She looked very pale. 
She did not know what had become of the baby or anything. 
 
    "I'll be back in the morning" the doctor said, standing up. 
 
    "The nurse should be here from St. Ignace by noon and she'll bring everything we need." 
 
    He was feeling exalted and talkative as football players are in the dressing room after a game. 
 
    "That's one for the medical journal, George," he said. "Doing a Caesarian with a jack-knife and sewing 
it up with nine-foot, tapered gut leaders." 
 
    Uncle George was standing against the wall, looking at his arm. 
 
    "Oh, you're a great man, all right," he said. 
 
    "Ought to have a look at the proud father. They're usually the worst sufferers in these little affairs," 
the doctor said. "I must say he took it all pretty quietly." 
 
    He pulled back the blanket from the Indian's head. His hand came away wet. He mounted on the edge 
of the lower bunk with the lamp in one hand and looked in. The Indian lay with his face toward the wall. 
His throat had been cut from ear to ear. The blood had flowed down into a pool where his body sagged 
the bunk. His head rested on his left arm. The open razor lay, edge up, in the blankets. 
 
    "Take Nick out of the shanty, George," the doctor said. 
 
    There was no need of that. Nick, standing in the door of the kitchen, had a good view of the upper 
bunk when his father, the lamp in one hand, tipped the Indian's head back. 
 
    It was just beginning to be daylight when they walked along the logging road back toward the lake. 
 
    "I'm terribly sorry I brought you along; Nickie," said his father, all his post-operative exhilaration gone. 
"It was an awful mess to put you through." 
 
    "Do ladies always have such a hard time having babies?" Nick asked. 
 
    "No, that was very, very exceptional." 
 
    "Why did he kill himself, Daddy?" 



 
    "I don't know, Nick. He couldn't stand things, I guess." 
 
    "Do many men kill themselves, Daddy?" 
 
    "Not very many, Nick." 
 
    "Do many women?" 
 
    "Hardly ever." 
 
    "Don't they ever?" 
 
    "Oh, yes. They do sometimes." 
 
    "Daddy?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "Where did Uncle George go?" 
 
    "He'll turn up all right." 
 
    "Is dying hard, Daddy?" 
 
    "No, I think it's pretty easy, Nick. It all depends." 
 
    They were seated in the boat. Nick in the stern, his father rowing. The sun was coming up over the 
hills. A bass jumped, making a circle in the water. Nick trailed his hand in the water. It felt warm in the 
sharp chill of the morning. 
 
    In the early morning on the lake sitting in the stern of the boat with his father rowing; he felt quite 
sure that he would never die. 
 
    1924 

(http://nbu.bg/webs/amb/american/4/hemingway/camp.htm) 
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John Winthrop's City upon a Hill, 1630 (excerpt) 

Now the only way to avoid this shipwreck and to provide for our posterity is to follow the Counsel of 
Micah, to doe Justly, to love mercy, to walk humbly with our God, for this end, we must be knit together 
in this work as one man, we must entertain each other in brotherly Affection, we must be willing to 
abridge ourselves of our superfluities, for the supply of others necessities, we must uphold a familiar 
Commerce together in all meekness, gentleness, patience and liberality, we must delight in each other, 
make others Conditions our own rejoice together, mourn together, labor, and suffer together, always 
having before our eyes our Commission and Community in the work, our Community as members of the 
same body, so shall wee keep the unity of the spirit in the bond of peace, the Lord will be our God and 
delight to dwell among us, as his own people and will command a blessing upon us in all our ways, so 
that we shall see much more of his wisdom power goodness and truth then formerly we have been 
acquainted with, we shall find that the God of Israel is among us, when ten of us shall be able to resist a 
thousand of our enemies, when he shall make us a praise and glory, that men shall say of succeeding 
plantations: the lord make it like that of New England: for wee must Consider that we shall be as a City 
upon a Hill, the eyes of all people are upon us; so that if we shall deal falsely with our god in this work 
wee have undertaken and so cause him to withdraw his present help from us, we shall be made a story 
and a byword through the world, we shall open the mouths of enemies to speak evil of the ways of god 
and all professors for God’s sake; we shall shame the faces of many of gods worthy servants, and cause 
their prayers to be turned into Curses upon us till wee be consumed out of the good land whether we 
are going: And to shut up this discourse with that exhortation of Moses that faithful servant of the Lord 
in his last farewell to Israel Deut. 30. Beloved there is now set before us life, and good, death and evil in 
that we are Commanded this day to love the Lord our God, and to love one another to walk in his ways 
and to keep his Commandments and his Ordinance, and his laws, and the Articles of our Covenant with 
him that we may live and be multiplied, and that the Lord our God may blesse us in the land whether we 
go to possess it: But if our hearts shall turn away so that we will not obey, but shall be seduced and 
worship other Gods our pleasures, and profits, and serve them, it is propounded unto us this day, we 
shall surely perish out of the good Land whether we pass over this vast Sea to possess it;  

Therefore let us choose life,  

that we, and our Seed,  

may live; by obeying his  

voice, and cleaving to him,  

for he is our life, and  

our prosperity.  

 
Matthew 5:14 is bible verse and sermon by Jesus on which the reference to city on a hill is based.    

In the twentieth century, the image was used a number of times in American politics. On 9 January 
1961, President-Elect John F. Kennedy returned the phrase to prominence during an address delivered 
to the General Court of Massachusetts: 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_F._Kennedy
http://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Address_of_President-Elect_John_F._Kennedy_Delivered_to_a_Joint_Convention_of_the_General_Court_of_the_Commonwealth_of_Massachusetts


...I have been guided by the standard John Winthrop set before his shipmates on the flagship Arbella 
three hundred and thirty-one years ago, as they, too, faced the task of building a new government on a 
perilous frontier. "We must always consider", he said, "that we shall be as a city upon a hill—the eyes of 
all people are upon us". Today the eyes of all people are truly upon us—and our governments, in every 
branch, at every level, national, state and local, must be as a city upon a hill — constructed and 
inhabited by men aware of their great trust and their great responsibilities. For we are setting out upon 
a voyage in 1961 no less hazardous than that undertaken by the Arbella in 1630. We are committing 
ourselves to tasks of statecraft no less fantastic than that of governing the Massachusetts Bay Colony, 
beset as it was then by terror without and disorder within. History will not judge our endeavors—and a 
government cannot be selected—merely on the basis of color or creed or even party affiliation. Neither 
will competence and loyalty and stature, while essential to the utmost, suffice in times such as these. 
For of those to whom much is given, much is required...[2] 

President Ronald Reagan used the image as well, in his 1984 acceptance of the Republican Party 
nomination[3] and in his January 11, 1989, farewell speech to the nation: 

...I've spoken of the shining city all my political life, but I don't know if I ever quite communicated what I 
saw when I said it. But in my mind it was a tall proud city built on rocks stronger than oceans, wind-
swept, God-blessed, and teeming with people of all kinds living in harmony and peace, a city with free 
ports that hummed with commerce and creativity, and if there had to be city walls, the walls had doors 
and the doors were open to anyone with the will and the heart to get here. That's how I saw it and see it 
still....[4] 
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Young Goodman Brown-Nathaniel Hawthorne 

YOUNG GOODMAN BROWN came forth at sunset, into the street of Salem village, but put his head back, 

after crossing the threshold, to exchange a parting kiss with his young wife. And Faith, as the wife was 

aptly named, thrust her own pretty head into the street, letting the wind play with the pink ribbons of 

her cap, while she called to Goodman Brown. 

"Dearest heart," whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her lips were close to his ear, "pr'y thee, 
put off your journey until sunrise, and sleep in your own bed to-night. A lone woman is troubled with 
such dreams and such thoughts, that she's afeard of herself, sometimes. Pray, tarry with me this night, 
dear husband, of all nights in the year!" 

"My love and my Faith," replied young Goodman Brown, "of all nights in the year, this one night must I 
tarry away from thee. My journey, as thou callest it, forth and back again, must needs be done 'twixt 
now and sunrise. What, my sweet, pretty wife, dost thou doubt me already, and we but three months 
married!" 

"Then God bless you!" said Faith, with the pink ribbons, "and may you find all well, when you come 
back." 

"Amen!" cried Goodman Brown. "Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk, and no harm will 
come to thee."  

So they parted; and the young man pursued his way, until, being about to turn the corner by the 
meeting-house, he looked back and saw the head of Faith still peeping after him, with a melancholy air, 
in spite of her pink ribbons. 

"Poor little Faith!" thought he, for his heart smote him. "What a wretch am I, to leave her on such an 
errand! She talks of dreams, too. Methought, as she spoke, there was trouble in her face, as if a dream 
had warned her what work is to be done to-night. But, no, no! 'twould kill her to think it. Well; she's a 
blessed angel on earth; and after this one night, I'll cling to her skirts and follow her to Heaven."  

With this excellent resolve for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself justified in making more haste on 
his present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary road, darkened by all the gloomiest trees of the forest, 
which barely stood aside to let the narrow path creep through, and closed immediately behind. It was all 
as lonely as could be; and there is this peculiarity in such a solitude, that the traveller knows not who 
may be concealed by the innumerable trunks and the thick boughs overhead; so that, with lonely 
footsteps, he may yet be passing through an unseen multitude. 

"There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree," said Goodman Brown to himself; and he glanced 
fearfully behind him, as he added, "What if the devil himself should be at my very elbow!" 

His head being turned back, he passed a crook of the road, and looking forward again, beheld the figure 
of a man, in grave and decent attire, seated at the foot of an old tree. He arose, at Goodman Brown's 
approach, and walked onward, side by side with him.  



"You are late, Goodman Brown," said he. "The clock of the Old South was striking, as I came through 
Boston; and that is full fifteen minutes agone." 

"Faith kept me back awhile," replied the young man, with a tremor in his voice, caused by the sudden 
appearance of his companion, though not wholly unexpected. 

It was now deep dusk in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where these two were journeying. As 
nearly as could be discerned, the second traveller was about fifty years old, apparently in the same rank 
of life as Goodman Brown, and bearing a considerable resemblance to him, though perhaps more in 
expression than features. Still, they might have been taken for father and son. And yet, though the elder 
person was as simply clad as the younger, and as simple in manner too, he had an indescribable air of 
one who knew the world, and would not have felt abashed at the governor's dinner-table, or in King 
William's court, were it possible that his affairs should call him thither. But the only thing about him, 
that could be fixed upon as remarkable, was his staff, which bore the likeness of a great black snake, so 
curiously wrought, that it might almost be seen to twist and wriggle itself like a living serpent. This, of 
course, must have been an ocular deception, assisted by the uncertain light. 

"Come, Goodman Brown!" cried his fellow-traveller, "this is a dull pace for the beginning of a journey. 
Take my staff, if you are so soon weary." 

"Friend," said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, "having kept covenant by meeting thee 
here, it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I have scruples, touching the matter thou wot'st 
of." 

"Sayest thou so?" replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. "Let us walk on, nevertheless, reasoning as 
we go, and if I convince thee not, thou shalt turn back. We are but a little way in the forest, yet." 

"Too far, too far!" exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his walk. "My father never went into 
the woods on such an errand, nor his father before him. We have been a race of honest men and good 
Christians, since the days of the martyrs. And shall I be the first of the name of Brown, that ever took 
this path and kept--" 

"Such company, thou wouldst say," observed the elder person, interrupting his pause. "Well said, 
Goodman Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family as with ever a one among the 
Puritans; and that's no trifle to say. I helped your grandfather, the constable, when he lashed the Quaker 
woman so smartly through the streets of Salem. And it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine knot, 
kindled at my own hearth, to set fire to an Indian village, in King Philip's War. They were my good 
friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have we had along this path, and returned merrily after 
midnight. I would fain be friends with you, for their sake." 

"If it be as thou sayest," replied Goodman Brown, "I marvel they never spoke of these matters. Or, 
verily, I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort would have driven them from New England. 
We are a people of prayer, and good works to boot, and abide no such wickedness."  

"Wickedness or not," said the traveller with the twisted staff, "I have a very general acquaintance here 
in New England. The deacons of many a church have drunk the communion wine with me; the 



selectmen, of divers towns, make me their chairman; and a majority of the Great and General Court are 
firm supporters of my interest. The governor and I, too--but these are state-secrets." 

"Can this be so!" cried Goodman Brown, with a stare of amazement at his undisturbed companion. 
"Howbeit, I have nothing to do with the governor and council; they have their own ways, and are no rule 
for a simple husbandman like me. But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet the eye of that 
good old man, our minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make me tremble, both Sabbath-day 
and lecture-day!" 

Thus far, the elder traveller had listened with due gravity, but now burst into a fit of irrepressible mirth, 
shaking himself so violently that his snake-like staff actually seemed to wriggle in sympathy. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" shouted he, again and again; then composing himself, "Well, go on, Goodman Brown, go 
on; but, pr'y thee, don't kill me with laughing!" 

"Well, then, to end the matter at once," said Goodman Brown, considerably nettled, "there is my wife, 
Faith. It would break her dear little heart; and I'd rather break my own!" 

"Nay, if that be the case," answered the other, "e'en go thy ways, Goodman Brown. I would not, for 
twenty old women like the one hobbling before us, that Faith should come to any harm." 

As he spoke, he pointed his staff at a female figure on the path, in whom Goodman Brown recognized a 
very pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him his catechism in youth, and was still his moral and 
spiritual adviser, jointly with the minister and Deacon Gookin. 

"A marvel, truly, that Goody Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness, at night-fall!" said he. "But, with 
your leave, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods, until we have left this Christian woman behind. 
Being a stranger to you, she might ask whom I was consorting with, and whither I was going."  

"Be it so," said his fellow-traveller. "Betake you to the woods, and let me keep the path."  

Accordingly, the young man turned aside, but took care to watch his companion, who advanced softly 
along the road, until he had come within a staff's length of the old dame. She, meanwhile, was making 
the best of her way, with singular speed for so aged a woman, and mumbling some indistinct words, a 
prayer, doubtless, as she went. The traveller put forth his staff, and touched her withered neck with 
what seemed the serpent's tail. 

"The devil!" screamed the pious old lady. 

"Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?" observed the traveller, confronting her, and leaning on his 
writhing stick. 

"Ah, forsooth, and is it your worship, indeed?" cried the good dame. "Yea, truly is it, and in the very 
image of my old gossip, Goodman Brown, the grandfather of the silly fellow that now is. But--would your 
worship believe it?--my broomstick hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged 
witch, Goody Cory, and that, too, when I was all anointed with the juice of smallage and cinque-foil and 
wolf's-bane--" 



"Mingled with fine wheat and the fat of a new-born babe," said the shape of old Goodman Brown. 

"Ah, your worship knows the recipe," cried the old lady, cackling aloud. "So, as I was saying, being all 
ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on, I made up my mind to foot it; for they tell me, there is a 
nice young man to be taken into communion to-night. But now your good worship will lend me your 
arm, and we shall be there in a twinkling." 

"That can hardly be," answered her friend. "I may not spare you my arm, Goody Cloyse, but here is my 
staff, if you will."  

So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it assumed life, being one of the rods which its 
owner had formerly lent to Egyptian Magi. Of this fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take 
cognizance. He had cast up his eyes in astonishment, and looking down again, beheld neither Goody 
Cloyse nor the serpentine staff, but his fellow-traveller alone, who waited for him as calmly as if nothing 
had happened.  

"That old woman taught me my catechism!" said the young man; and there was a world of meaning in 
this simple comment. 

They continued to walk onward, while the elder traveller exhorted his companion to make good speed 
and persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly, that his arguments seemed rather to spring up in the 
bosom of his auditor, than to be suggested by himself. As they went, he plucked a branch of maple, to 
serve for a walking-stick, and began to strip it of the twigs and little boughs, which were wet with 
evening dew. The moment his fingers touched them, they became strangely withered and dried up, as 
with a week's sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded, at a good free pace, until suddenly, in a gloomy hollow 
of the road, Goodman Brown sat himself down on the stump of a tree, and refused to go any farther. 

"Friend," said he, stubbornly, "my mind is made up. Not another step will I budge on this errand. What if 
a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil, when I thought she was going to Heaven! Is that 
any reason why I should quit my dear Faith, and go after her?" 

"You will think better of this by-and-by," said his acquaintance, composedly. "Sit here and rest yourself 
awhile; and when you feel like moving again, there is my staff to help you along." 

Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was as speedily out of sight, as if he 
had vanished into the deepening gloom. The young man sat a few moments by the road-side, 
applauding himself greatly, and thinking with how clear a conscience he should meet the minister, in his 
morning-walk, nor shrink from the eye of good old Deacon Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his, 
that very night, which was to have been spent so wickedly, but purely and sweetly now, in the arms of 
Faith! Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, Goodman Brown heard the tramp of horses 
along the road, and deemed it advisable to conceal himself within the verge of the forest, conscious of 
the guilty purpose that had brought him thither, though now so happily turned from it. 

On came the hoof-tramps and the voices of the riders, two grave old voices, conversing soberly as they 
drew near. These mingled sounds appeared to pass along the road, within a few yards of the young 
man's hiding-place; but owing, doubtless, to the depth of the gloom, at that particular spot, neither the 
travellers nor their steeds were visible. Though their figures brushed the small boughs by the way-side, 



it could not be seen that they intercepted, even for a moment, the faint gleam from the strip of bright 
sky, athwart which they must have passed. Goodman Brown alternately crouched and stood on tip-toe, 
pulling aside the branches, and thrusting forth his head as far as he durst, without discerning so much as 
a shadow. It vexed him the more, because he could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that he 
recognized the voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging along quietly, as they were wont to 
do, when bound to some ordination or ecclesiastical council. While yet within hearing, one of the riders 
stopped to pluck a switch. 

"Of the two, reverend Sir," said the voice like the deacon's, I had rather miss an ordination-dinner than 
tonight's meeting. They tell me that some of our community are to be here from Falmouth and beyond, 
and others from Connecticut and Rhode-Island; besides several of the Indian powows, who, after their 
fashion, know almost as much deviltry as the best of us. Moreover, there is a goodly young woman to be 
taken into communion." 

"Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!" replied the solemn old tones of the minister. "Spur up, or we shall be 
late. Nothing can be done, you know, until I get on the ground." 

The hoofs clattered again, and the voices, talking so strangely in the empty air, passed on through the 
forest, where no church had ever been gathered, nor solitary Christian prayed. Whither, then, could 
these holy men be journeying, so deep into the heathen wilderness? Young Goodman Brown caught 
hold of a tree, for support, being ready to sink down on the ground, faint and overburthened with the 
heavy sickness of his heart. He looked up to the sky, doubting whether there really was a Heaven above 
him. Yet, there was the blue arch, and the stars brightening in it. 

"With Heaven above, and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against the devil!" cried Goodman Brown.  

While he still gazed upward, into the deep arch of the firmament, and had lifted his hands to pray, a 
cloud, though no wind was stirring, hurried across the zenith, and hid the brightening stars. The blue sky 
was still visible, except directly overhead, where this black mass of cloud was sweeping swiftly 
northward. Aloft in the air, as if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of 
voices. Once, the listener fancied that he could distinguish the accent of town's-people of his own, men 
and women, both pious and ungodly, many of whom he had met at the communion-table, and had seen 
others rioting at the tavern. The next moment, so indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he 
had heard aught but the murmur of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a stronger 
swell of those familiar tones, heard daily in the sunshine, at Salem village, but never, until now, from a 
cloud of night. There was one voice, of a young woman, uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain 
sorrow, and entreating for some favor, which, perhaps, it would grieve her to obtain. And all the unseen 
multitude, both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward.  

"Faith!" shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation; and the echoes of the forest 
mocked him, crying --"Faith! Faith!" as if bewildered wretches were seeking her, all through the 
wilderness. 

The cry of grief, rage, and terror, was yet piercing the night, when the unhappy husband held his breath 
for a response. There was a scream, drowned immediately in a louder murmur of voices, fading into far-
off laughter, as the dark cloud swept away, leaving the clear and silent sky above Goodman Brown. But 



something fluttered lightly down through the air, and caught on the branch of a tree. The young man 
seized it, and beheld a pink ribbon. 

"My Faith is gone!" cried he, after one stupefied moment. "There is no good on earth; and sin is but a 
name. Come, devil! for to thee is this world given." 

And maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did Goodman Brown grasp his staff and 
set forth again, at such a rate, that he seemed to fly along the forest-path, rather than to walk or run. 
The road grew wilder and drearier, and more faintly traced, and vanished at length, leaving him in the 
heart of the dark wilderness, still rushing onward, with the instinct that guides mortal man to evil. The 
whole forest was peopled with frightful sounds; the creaking of the trees, the howling of wild beasts, 
and the yell of Indians; while, sometimes the wind tolled like a distant church-bell, and sometimes gave 
a broad roar around the traveller, as if all Nature were laughing him to scorn. But he was himself the 
chief horror of the scene, and shrank not from its other horrors. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" roared Goodman Brown, when the wind laughed at him. "Let us hear which will laugh 
loudest! Think not to frighten me with your deviltry! Come witch, come wizard, come Indian powow, 
come devil himself! and here comes Goodman Brown. You may as well fear him as he fear you!" 

In truth, all through the haunted forest, there could be nothing more frightful than the figure of 
Goodman Brown. On he flew, among the black pines, brandishing his staff with frenzied gestures, now 
giving vent to an inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth such laughter, as set all the 
echoes of the forest laughing like demons around him. The fiend in his own shape is less hideous, than 
when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped the demoniac on his course, until, quivering among the 
trees, he saw a red light before him, as when the felled trunks and branches of a clearing have been set 
on fire, and throw up their lurid blaze against the sky, at the hour of midnight. He paused, in a lull of the 
tempest that had driven him onward, and heard the swell of what seemed a hymn, rolling solemnly 
from a distance, with the weight of many voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar one in the choir of 
the village meeting-house. The verse died heavily away, and was lengthened by a chorus, not of human 
voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted wilderness, pealing in awful harmony together. Goodman 
Brown cried out; and his cry was lost to his own ear, by its unison with the cry of the desert.  

In the interval of silence, he stole forward, until the light glared full upon his eyes. At one extremity of an 
open space, hemmed in by the dark wall of the forest, arose a rock, bearing some rude, natural 
resemblance either to an altar or a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing pines, their tops aflame, their 
stems untouched, like candles at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage, that had overgrown the 
summit of the rock, was all on fire, blazing high into the night, and fitfully illuminating the whole field. 
Each pendent twig and leafy festoon was in a blaze. As the red light arose and fell, a numerous 
congregation alternately shone forth, then disappeared in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out of the 
darkness, peopling the heart of the solitary woods at once. 

"A grave and dark-clad company!" quoth Goodman Brown. 

In truth, they were such. Among them, quivering to-and-fro, between gloom and splendor, appeared 
faces that would be seen, next day, at the council-board of the province, and others which, Sabbath 
after Sabbath, looked devoutly heavenward, and benignantly over the crowded pews, from the holiest 
pulpits in the land. Some affirm, that the lady of the governor was there. At least, there were high 



dames well known to her, and wives of honored husbands, and widows, a great multitude, and ancient 
maidens, all of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest their mothers should espy them. 
Either the sudden gleams of light, flashing over the obscure field, bedazzled Goodman Brown, or he 
recognized a score of the church-members of Salem village, famous for their especial sanctity. Good old 
Deacon Gookin had arrived, and waited at the skirts of that venerable saint, his reverend pastor. But, 
irreverently consorting with these grave, reputable, and pious people, these elders of the church, these 
chaste dames and dewy virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and women of spotted fame, 
wretches given over to all mean and filthy vice, and suspected even of horrid crimes. It was strange to 
see, that the good shrank not from the wicked, nor were the sinners abashed by the saints. Scattered, 
also, among their palefaced enemies, were the Indian priests, or powows, who had often scared their 
native forest with more hideous incantations than any known to English witchcraft. 

"But, where is Faith?" thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope came into his heart, he trembled.  

Another verse of the hymn arose, a slow and mournful strain, such as the pious love, but joined to 
words which expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and darkly hinted at far more. 
Unfathomable to mere mortals is the lore of fiends. Verse after verse was sung, and still the chorus of 
the desert swelled between, like the deepest tone of a mighty organ. And, with the final peal of that 
dreadful anthem, there came a sound, as if the roaring wind, the rushing streams, the howling beasts, 
and every other voice of the unconverted wilderness, were mingling and according with the voice of 
guilty man, in homage to the prince of all. The four blazing pines threw up a loftier flame, and obscurely 
discovered shapes and visages of horror on the smoke-wreaths, above the impious assembly. At the 
same moment, the fire on the rock shot redly forth, and formed a glowing arch above its base, where 
now appeared a figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore no slight similitude, both in garb 
and manner, to some grave divine of the New-England churches.  

"Bring forth the converts!" cried a voice, that echoed through the field and rolled into the forest. 

At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth from the shadow of the trees, and approached the 
congregation, with whom he felt a loathful brotherhood, by the sympathy of all that was wicked in his 
heart. He could have well nigh sworn, that the shape of his own dead father beckoned him to advance, 
looking downward from a smoke-wreath, while a woman, with dim features of despair, threw out her 
hand to warn him back. Was it his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, nor to resist, even 
in thought, when the minister and good old Deacon Gookin seized his arms, and led him to the blazing 
rock. Thither came also the slender form of a veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pious 
teacher of the catechism, and Martha Carrier, who had received the devil's promise to be queen of hell. 
A rampant hag was she! And there stood the proselytes, beneath the canopy of fire. 

"Welcome, my children," said the dark figure, "to the communion of your race! Ye have found, thus 
young, your nature and your destiny. My children, look behind you!" 

They turned; and flashing forth, as it were, in a sheet of flame, the fiend-worshippers were seen; the 
smile of welcome gleamed darkly on every visage. 

"There," resumed the sable form, "are all whom ye have reverenced from youth. Ye deemed them holier 
than yourselves, and shrank from your own sin, contrasting it with their lives of righteousness, and 
prayerful aspirations heavenward. Yet, here are they all, in my worshipping assembly! This night it shall 



be granted you to know their secret deeds; how hoary-bearded elders of the church have whispered 
wanton words to the young maids of their households; how many a woman, eager for widow's weeds, 
has given her husband a drink at bed-time, and let him sleep his last sleep in her bosom; how beardless 
youth have made haste to inherit their father's wealth; and how fair damsels--blush not, sweet ones--
have dug little graves in the garden, and bidden me, the sole guest, to an infant's funeral. By the 
sympathy of your human hearts for sin, ye shall scent out all the places--whether in church, bed-
chamber, street, field, or forest--where crime has been committed, and shall exult to behold the whole 
earth one stain of guilt, one mighty blood-spot. Far more than this! It shall be yours to penetrate, in 
every bosom, the deep mystery of sin, the fountain of all wicked arts, and which inexhaustibly supplies 
more evil impulses than human power--than my power at its utmost!--can make manifest in deeds. And 
now, my children, look upon each other." 

They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches, the wretched man beheld his Faith, and the 
wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed altar. 

"Lo! there ye stand, my children," said the figure, in a deep and solemn tone, almost sad, with its 
despairing awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn for our miserable race. "Depending 
upon one another's hearts, ye had still hoped that virtue were not all a dream! Now are ye undeceived! 
Evil is the nature of mankind. Evil must be your only happiness. Welcome, again, my children, to the 
communion of your race!" 

"Welcome!" repeated the fiend-worshippers, in one cry of despair and triumph. 

And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesitating on the verge of wickedness, 
in this dark world. A basin was hollowed, naturally, in the rock. Did it contain water, reddened by the 
lurid light? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid flame? Herein did the Shape of Evil dip his hand, and 
prepare to lay the mark of baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be partakers of the mystery of 
sin, more conscious of the secret guilt of others, both in deed and thought, than they could now be of 
their own. The husband cast one look at his pale wife, and Faith at him. What polluted wretches would 
the next glance show them to each other, shuddering alike at what they disclosed and what they saw!  

"Faith! Faith!" cried the husband. "Look up to Heaven, and resist the Wicked One!"  

Whether Faith obeyed, he knew not. Hardly had he spoken, when he found himself amid calm night and 
solitude, listening to a roar of the wind, which died heavily away through the forest. He staggered 
against the rock, and felt it chill and damp, while a hanging twig, that had been all on fire, besprinkled 
his cheek with the coldest dew. 

The next morning, young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street of Salem village, staring around 
him like a bewildered man. The good old minister was taking a walk along the graveyard, to get an 
appetite for breakfast and meditate his sermon, and bestowed a blessing, as he passed, on Goodman 
Brown. He shrank from the venerable saint, as if to avoid an anathema. Old Deacon Gookin was at 
domestic worship, and the holy words of his prayer were heard through the open window. "What God 
doth the wizard pray to?" quoth Goodman Brown. Goody Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in 
the early sunshine, at her own lattice, catechising a little girl, who had brought her a pint of morning's 
milk. Goodman Brown snatched away the child, as from the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the 
corner by the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, 



and bursting into such joy at sight of him, that she skipt along the street, and almost kissed her husband 
before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on 
without a greeting. 

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest, and only dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting? 

Be it so, if you will. But, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a 
darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man, did he become, from the night of that fearful 
dream. On the Sabbath-day, when the congregation were singing a holy psalm, he could not listen, 
because an anthem of sin rushed loudly upon his ear, and drowned all the blessed strain. When the 
minister spoke from the pulpit, with power and fervid eloquence, and with his hand on the open Bible, 
of the sacred truths of our religion, and of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or 
misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading lest the roof should thunder down 
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, awaking suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the 
bosom of Faith, and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled, and 
muttered to himself, and gazed sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and 
was borne to his grave, a hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and grand-
children, a goodly procession, besides neighbors, not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his 
tombstone; for his dying hour was gloom. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
  



The Unanimous Declaration 
of the Thirteen United States of America  

When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political 
bands which have connected them with another, and to assume among the powers of the earth, the 
separate and equal station to which the laws of nature and of nature's God entitle them, a decent 
respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel them to 
the separation.  

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their 
Creator with certain unalienable rights, that among these are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. 
That to secure these rights, governments are instituted among men, deriving their just powers from the 
consent of the governed. That whenever any form of government becomes destructive to these ends, it 
is the right of the people to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new government, laying its foundation 
on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect 
their safety and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established should not 
be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience hath shown that mankind are 
more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to 
which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the 
same object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, 
to throw off such government, and to provide new guards for their future security. --Such has been the 
patient sufferance of these colonies; and such is now the necessity which constrains them to alter their 
former systems of government. The history of the present King of Great Britain is a history of repeated 
injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny over these 
states. To prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world.  

He has refused his assent to laws, the most wholesome and necessary for the public good.  

He has forbidden his governors to pass laws of immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended in 
their operation till his assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to 
attend to them.  

He has refused to pass other laws for the accommodation of large districts of people, unless those 
people would relinquish the right of representation in the legislature, a right inestimable to them and 
formidable to tyrants only.  

He has called together legislative bodies at places unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the 
depository of their public records, for the sole purpose of fatiguing them into compliance with his 
measures.  

He has dissolved representative houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on 
the rights of the people.  

He has refused for a long time, after such dissolutions, to cause others to be elected; whereby the 
legislative powers, incapable of annihilation, have returned to the people at large for their exercise; the 



state remaining in the meantime exposed to all the dangers of invasion from without, and convulsions 
within.  

He has endeavored to prevent the population of these states; for that purpose obstructing the laws for 
naturalization of foreigners; refusing to pass others to encourage their migration hither, and raising the 
conditions of new appropriations of lands.  

He has obstructed the administration of justice, by refusing his assent to laws for establishing judiciary 
powers.  

He has made judges dependent on his will alone, for the tenure of their offices, and the amount and 
payment of their salaries.  

He has erected a multitude of new offices, and sent hither swarms of officers to harass our people, and 
eat out their substance.  

He has kept among us, in times of peace, standing armies without the consent of our legislature.  

He has affected to render the military independent of and superior to civil power.  

He has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitution, and 
unacknowledged by our laws; giving his assent to their acts of pretended legislation:  

For quartering large bodies of armed troops among us:  

For protecting them, by mock trial, from punishment for any murders which they should commit on the 
inhabitants of these states:  

For cutting off our trade with all parts of the world:  

For imposing taxes on us without our consent:  

For depriving us in many cases, of the benefits of trial by jury:  

For transporting us beyond seas to be tried for pretended offenses:  

For abolishing the free system of English laws in a neighboring province, establishing therein an arbitrary 
government, and enlarging its boundaries so as to render it at once an example and fit instrument for 
introducing the same absolute rule in these colonies:  

For taking away our charters, abolishing our most valuable laws, and altering fundamentally the forms of 
our governments:  

For suspending our own legislatures, and declaring themselves invested with power to legislate for us in 
all cases whatsoever.  

He has abdicated government here, by declaring us out of his protection and waging war against us.  



He has plundered our seas, ravaged our coasts, burned our towns, and destroyed the lives of our 
people.  

He is at this time transporting large armies of foreign mercenaries to complete the works of death, 
desolation and tyranny, already begun with circumstances of cruelty and perfidy scarcely paralleled in 
the most barbarous ages, and totally unworthy the head of a civilized nation.  

He has constrained our fellow citizens taken captive on the high seas to bear arms against their country, 
to become the executioners of their friends and brethren, or to fall themselves by their hands.  

He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and has endeavored to bring on the inhabitants of 
our frontiers, the merciless Indian savages, whose known rule of warfare, is undistinguished destruction 
of all ages, sexes and conditions.  

In every stage of these oppressions we have petitioned for redress in the most humble terms: our 
repeated petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. A prince, whose character is thus 
marked by every act which may define a tyrant, is unfit to be the ruler of a free people.  

Nor have we been wanting in attention to our British brethren. We have warned them from time to time 
of attempts by their legislature to extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction over us. We have reminded 
them of the circumstances of our emigration and settlement here. We have appealed to their native 
justice and magnanimity, and we have conjured them by the ties of our common kindred to disavow 
these usurpations, which, would inevitably interrupt our connections and correspondence. They too 
have been deaf to the voice of justice and of consanguinity. We must, therefore, acquiesce in the 
necessity, which denounces our separation, and hold them, as we hold the rest of mankind, enemies in 
war, in peace friends.  

We, therefore, the representatives of the United States of America, in General Congress, assembled, 
appealing to the Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our intentions, do, in the name, and by 
the authority of the good people of these colonies, solemnly publish and declare, that these united 
colonies are, and of right ought to be free and independent states; that they are absolved from all 
allegiance to the British Crown, and that all political connection between them and the state of Great 
Britain, is and ought to be totally dissolved; and that as free and independent states, they have full 
power to levy war, conclude peace, contract alliances, establish commerce, and to do all other acts and 
things which independent states may of right do. And for the support of this declaration, with a firm 
reliance on the protection of Divine Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our lives, our 
fortunes and our sacred honor.  

  



The Preamble of the Constitution of the United States of America 

We the People of the United States, in Order to form a more perfect Union, establish Justice, insure 
domestic Tranquility, provide for the common defence, promote the general Welfare, and secure the 
Blessings of Liberty to ourselves and our Posterity, do ordain and establish this Constitution for the 
United States of America. 

 

Article I 

After the first enumeration required by the first article of the Constitution, there shall be one 
representative for every thirty thousand, until the number shall amount to one hundred, after which the 
proportion shall be so regulated by Congress, that there shall be not less than one hundred 
representatives, nor less than one representative for every forty thousand persons, until the number of 
representatives shall amount to two hundred; after which the proportion shall be so regulated by 
Congress, that there shall be not less than two hundred representatives, nor more than one 
representative for every fifty thousand persons.  

Article II 

No law varying the compensation for the services of the Senators and Representatives, shall take effect, 
until an election of Representatives shall have intervened.  

Article III 

Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise 
thereof; or abridging the freedom of speech, or of the press; or the right of the people peaceably to 
assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of grievances.  

Article IV 

A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of the people to keep 
and bear Arms, shall not be infringed.  

Article V 

No Soldier shall, in time of peace be quartered in any house, without the consent of the Owner, nor in 
time of war, but in a manner to be prescribed by law. 

Article VI 

The right of the people to be secure in their persons, houses, papers, and effects, against unreasonable 
searches and seizures, shall not be violated, and no Warrants shall issue, but upon probable cause, 



supported by Oath or affirmation, and particularly describing the place to be searched, and the persons 
or things to be seized. 

Article VII 

No person shall be held to answer for a capital, or otherwise infamous crime, unless on a presentment 
or indictment of a Grand Jury, except in cases arising in the land or naval forces, or in the Militia, when 
in actual service in time of War or public danger; nor shall any person be subject for the same offence to 
be twice put in jeopardy of life or limb; nor shall be compelled in any criminal case to be a witness 
against himself, nor be deprived of life, liberty, or property, without due process of law; nor shall private 
property be taken for public use, without just compensation. 

Article VIII 

In all criminal prosecutions, the accused shall enjoy the right to a speedy and public trial, by an impartial 
jury of the State and district wherein the crime shall have been committed, which district shall have 
been previously ascertained by law, and to be informed of the nature and cause of the accusation; to be 
confronted with the witnesses against him; to have compulsory process for obtaining witnesses in his 
favor, and to have the Assistance of Counsel for his defence. 

Article IX 

In Suits at common law, where the value in controversy shall exceed twenty dollars, the right of trial by 
jury shall be preserved, and no fact tried by a jury, shall be otherwise re-examined in any Court of the 
United States, than according to the rules of the common law. 

Article X 

Excessive bail shall not be required, nor excessive fines imposed, nor cruel and unusual punishments 
inflicted. 

  



From The Adventures of Huck Finn “Pap’s Rant”- Mark Twain 

WELL, pretty soon the old man was up and around again, and then he went for Judge Thatcher in the 
courts to make him give up that money, and he went for me, too, for not stopping school.  He catched 
me a couple of times and thrashed me, but I went to school just the same, and dodged him or outrun 
him most of the time.  I didn't want to go to school much before, but I reckoned I'd go now to spite 
pap.  That law trial was a slow business—appeared like they warn't ever going to get started on it; so 
every now and then I'd borrow two or three dollars off of the judge for him, to keep from getting a 
cowhiding.  Every time he got money he got drunk; and every time he got drunk he raised Cain around 
town; and every time he raised Cain he got jailed.  He was just suited—this kind of thing was right in his 
line.  

He got to hanging around the widow's too much and so she told him at last that if he didn't quit using 
around there she would make trouble for him. Well, wasn't he mad?  He said he would show who was 
Huck Finn's boss.  So he watched out for me one day in the spring, and catched me, and took me up the 
river about three mile in a skiff, and crossed over to the Illinois shore where it was woody and there 
warn't no houses but an old log hut in a place where the timber was so thick you couldn't find it if you 
didn't know where it was.  

He kept me with him all the time, and I never got a chance to run off. We lived in that old cabin, and 
he always locked the door and put the key under his head nights.  He had a gun which he had stole, I 
reckon, and we fished and hunted, and that was what we lived on.  Every little while he locked me in 
and went down to the store, three miles, to the ferry, and traded fish and game for whisky, and fetched 
it home and got drunk and had a good time, and licked me.  The widow she found out where I was by 
and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it 
warn't long after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it—all but the cowhide part.  

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and fishing, and no books nor 
study.  Two months or more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn't see how I'd 
ever got to like it so well at the widow's, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and 
go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time.  I didn't want to go back no more.  I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn't 
like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn't no objections.  It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around.  

 
But by and by pap got too handy with his hick'ry, and I couldn't stand it. I was all over welts.  He got to 
going away so much, too, and locking me in.  Once he locked me in and was gone three days.  It was 
dreadful lonesome.  I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn't ever going to get out any more.  I was 
scared.  I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there.  I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn't find no way.  There warn't a window to it big enough for a dog to get 
through.  I couldn't get up the chimbly; it was too narrow.  The door was thick, solid oak slabs.  Pap was 
pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the 
place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only 
way to put in the time.  But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without 
any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to 
work.  There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the 
table, to keep the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out.  I got under the 
table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out—big enough 
to let me through.  Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard 



pap's gun in the woods.  I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and 
pretty soon pap come in.  

Pap warn't in a good humor—so he was his natural self.  He said he was down town, and everything 
was going wrong.  His lawyer said he reckoned he would win his lawsuit and get the money if they ever 
got started on the trial; but then there was ways to put it off a long time, and Judge Thatcher knowed 
how to do it. And he said people allowed there'd be another trial to get me away from him and give me 
to the widow for my guardian, and they guessed it would win this time.  This shook me up considerable, 
because I didn't want to go back to the widow's any more and be so cramped up and sivilized, as they 
called it.  Then the old man got to cussing, and cussed everything and everybody he could think of, and 
then cussed them all over again to make sure he hadn't skipped any, and after that he polished off with 
a kind of a general cuss all round, including a considerable parcel of people which he didn't know the 
names of, and so called them what's-his-name when he got to them, and went right along with his 
cussing.  

He said he would like to see the widow get me.  He said he would watch out, and if they tried to come 
any such game on him he knowed of a place six or seven mile off to stow me in, where they might hunt 
till they dropped and they couldn't find me.  That made me pretty uneasy again, but only for a minute; I 
reckoned I wouldn't stay on hand till he got that chance.  

The old man made me go to the skiff and fetch the things he had got. There was a fifty-pound sack of 
corn meal, and a side of bacon, ammunition, and a four-gallon jug of whisky, and an old book and two 
newspapers for wadding, besides some tow.  I toted up a load, and went back and set down on the bow 
of the skiff to rest.  I thought it all over, and I reckoned I would walk off with the gun and some lines, and 
take to the woods when I run away.  I guessed I wouldn't stay in one place, but just tramp right across 
the country, mostly night times, and hunt and fish to keep alive, and so get so far away that the old man 
nor the widow couldn't ever find me any more.  I judged I would saw out and leave that night if pap got 
drunk enough, and I reckoned he would.  I got so full of it I didn't notice how long I was staying till the 
old man hollered and asked me whether I was asleep or drownded.  

 

I got the things all up to the cabin, and then it was about dark.  While I was cooking supper the old 
man took a swig or two and got sort of warmed up, and went to ripping again.  He had been drunk over 
in town, and laid in the gutter all night, and he was a sight to look at.  A body would a thought he was 
Adam—he was just all mud.  Whenever his liquor begun to work he most always went for the govment, 
this time he says:  

"Call this a govment! why, just look at it and see what it's like. Here's the law a-standing ready to take 
a man's son away from him—a man's own son, which he has had all the trouble and all the anxiety and 
all the expense of raising.  Yes, just as that man has got that son raised at last, and ready to go to work 
and begin to do suthin' for him and give him a rest, the law up and goes for him.  And they call that 
govment!  That ain't all, nuther.  The law backs that old Judge Thatcher up and helps him to keep me out 
o' my property.  Here's what the law does:  The law takes a man worth six thousand dollars and up'ards, 
and jams him into an old trap of a cabin like this, and lets him go round in clothes that ain't fitten for a 
hog. They call that govment!  A man can't get his rights in a govment like this. Sometimes I've a mighty 
notion to just leave the country for good and all. Yes, and I told 'em so; I told old Thatcher so to his 
face.  Lots of 'em heard me, and can tell what I said.  Says I, for two cents I'd leave the blamed country 
and never come a-near it agin.  Them's the very words.  I says look at my hat—if you call it a hat—but 
the lid raises up and the rest of it goes down till it's below my chin, and then it ain't rightly a hat at all, 
but more like my head was shoved up through a jint o' stove-pipe.  Look at it, says I—such a hat for me 
to wear—one of the wealthiest men in this town if I could git my rights.  



"Oh, yes, this is a wonderful govment, wonderful.  Why, looky here. There was a free nigger there 
from Ohio—a mulatter, most as white as a white man.  He had the whitest shirt on you ever see, too, 
and the shiniest hat; and there ain't a man in that town that's got as fine clothes as what he had; and he 
had a gold watch and chain, and a silver-headed cane—the awfulest old gray-headed nabob in the 
State.  And what do you think?  They said he was a p'fessor in a college, and could talk all kinds of 
languages, and knowed everything.  And that ain't the wust. They said he could vote when he was at 
home.  Well, that let me out. Thinks I, what is the country a-coming to?  It was 'lection day, and I was 
just about to go and vote myself if I warn't too drunk to get there; but when they told me there was a 
State in this country where they'd let that nigger vote, I drawed out.  I says I'll never vote agin.  Them's 
the very words I said; they all heard me; and the country may rot for all me—I'll never vote agin as long 
as I live.  And to see the cool way of that nigger—why, he wouldn't a give me the road if I hadn't shoved 
him out o' the way.  I says to the people, why ain't this nigger put up at auction and sold?—that's what I 
want to know.  And what do you reckon they said? Why, they said he couldn't be sold till he'd been in 
the State six months, and he hadn't been there that long yet.  There, now—that's a specimen.  They call 
that a govment that can't sell a free nigger till he's been in the State six months.  Here's a govment that 
calls itself a govment, and lets on to be a govment, and thinks it is a govment, and yet's got to set stock-
still for six whole months before it can take a hold of a prowling, thieving, infernal, white-shirted free 
nigger, and—"  

Pap was agoing on so he never noticed where his old limber legs was taking him to, so he went head 
over heels over the tub of salt pork and barked both shins, and the rest of his speech was all the hottest 
kind of language—mostly hove at the nigger and the govment, though he give the tub some, too, all 
along, here and there.  He hopped around the cabin considerable, first on one leg and then on the other, 
holding first one shin and then the other one, and at last he let out with his left foot all of a sudden and 
fetched the tub a rattling kick.  But it warn't good judgment, because that was the boot that had a 
couple of his toes leaking out of the front end of it; so now he raised a howl that fairly made a body's 
hair raise, and down he went in the dirt, and rolled there, and held his toes; and the cussing he done 
then laid over anything he had ever done previous.  He said so his own self afterwards.  He had heard 
old Sowberry Hagan in his best days, and he said it laid over him, too; but I reckon that was sort of piling 
it on, maybe.  

After supper pap took the jug, and said he had enough whisky there for two drunks and one delirium 
tremens.  That was always his word.  I judged he would be blind drunk in about an hour, and then I 
would steal the key, or saw myself out, one or t'other.  He drank and drank, and tumbled down on his 
blankets by and by; but luck didn't run my way.  He didn't go sound asleep, but was uneasy.  He groaned 
and moaned and thrashed around this way and that for a long time.  At last I got so sleepy I couldn't 
keep my eyes open all I could do, and so before I knowed what I was about I was sound asleep, and the 
candle burning.  

 
 

 

 
  



“To His Excellency General Washington”-Philis Wheatley 

To His Excellency 

George Washington 

Sir, 

I have taken the freedom to address your Excellency in the enclosed poem, and entreat your 

acceptance, though I am not insensible of its inaccuracies. Your being appointed by the Grand 

Continental Congress to be Generalissimo of the armies of North America, together with the fame of 

your virtues, excite sensations not easy to suppress. Your generosity, therefore, I presume, will pardon 

the attempt. Wishing your Excellency all possible success in the great cause you are so generously 

engaged in. I am, 

Your Excellency’s most obedient humble servant, 

Phillis Wheatley 

1776 

Cambridge, February 28, 1776. 

Mrs. Phillis, 

Your favour of the 26th of October did not reach my hands ’till the middle of December. Time enough, 

you will say, to have given an answer ere this. Granted. But a variety of important occurrences, 

continually interposing to distract the mind and withdraw the attention, I hope will apologize for the 

delay, and plead my excuse for the seeming, but not real neglect. 

I thank you most sincerely for your polite notice of me, in the elegant Lines you enclosed; and however 

undeserving I may be of such encomium and panegyrick, the style and manner exhibit a striking proof of 

your great poetical Talents. In honour of which, and as a tribute justly due to you, I would have 

published the Poem, had I not been apprehensive, that, while I only meant to give the World this new 



instance of your genius, I might have incurred the imputation of Vanity. This and nothing else, 

determined me not to give it place in the public Prints. 

If you should ever come to Cambridge, or near Head Quarters, I shall be happy to see a person so 

favoured by the Muses, and to whom Nature has been so liberal and beneficent in her dispensations. 

I am, with great Respect, etc. 

To His Excellency, General Washington 

By Phillis Wheatley 

Celestial choir! enthron’d in realms of light, 

Columbia’s scenes of glorious toils I write. 

While freedom’s cause her anxious breast alarms, 

She flashes dreadful in refulgent arms. 

See mother earth her offspring’s fate bemoan, 

And nations gaze at scenes before unknown! 

See the bright beams of heaven’s revolving light 

Involved in sorrows and veil of night! 

The goddess comes, she moves divinely fair, 

Olive and laurel bind her golden hair: 

Wherever shines this native of the skies, 

Unnumber’d charms and recent graces rise. 

Muse! bow propitious while my pen relates 

How pour her armies through a thousand gates, 

As when Eolus heaven’s fair face deforms, 

Enwrapp’d in tempest and a night of storms; 

Astonish’d ocean feels the wild uproar, 

The refluent surges beat the sounding shore; 



Or thick as leaves in Autumn’s golden reign, 

Such, and so many, moves the warrior’s train. 

In bright array they seek the work of war, 

Where high unfurl’d the ensign waves in air. 

Shall I to Washington their praise recite? 

Enough thou know’st them in the fields of fight. 

Thee, first in peace and honours,—we demand 

The grace and glory of thy martial band. 

Fam’d for thy valour, for thy virtues more, 

Hear every tongue thy guardian aid implore! 

One century scarce perform’d its destined round, 

When Gallic powers Columbia’s fury found; 

And so may you, whoever dares disgrace 

The land of freedom’s heaven-defended race! 

Fix’d are the eyes of nations on the scales, 

For in their hopes Columbia’s arm prevails. 

Anon Britannia droops the pensive head, 

While round increase the rising hills of dead. 

Ah! cruel blindness to Columbia’s state! 

Lament thy thirst of boundless power too late. 

Proceed, great chief, with virtue on thy side, 

Thy ev’ry action let the goddess guide. 

A crown, a mansion, and a throne that shine, 

With gold unfading, WASHINGTON! be thine. 

 

 



Letter to Captain Auld- Frederick Douglass 

The Liberator, September 22, 1848  

To Thomas Auld 

September 3d, 1848 

Sir: 

1. The long and intimate, though by no means friendly relation which unhappily subsisted between 
you and myself, leads me to hope that you will easily account for the great liberty which I now 
take in addressing you in this open and public manner. The same fact may possibly remove any 
disagreeable surprise which you may experience on again finding your name coupled with mine, 
in any other way than in an advertisement, accurately describing my person, and offering a large 
sum for my arrest. In thus dragging you again before the public, I am aware that I shall subject 
myself to no inconsiderable amount of censure. I shall probably be charged with an 
unwarrantable, if not a wanton and reckless disregard of the rights and proprieties of private 
life. There are those North as well as South who entertain a much higher respect for rights 
which are merely conventional, than they do for rights which are personal and essential. Not a 
few there are in our country, who, while they have no scruples against robbing the laborer of 
the hard earned results of his patient industry, will be shocked by the extremely indelicate 
manner of bringing your name before the public. Believing this to be the case, and wishing to 
meet every reasonable or plausible objection to my conduct, I will frankly state the ground upon 
which I justify myself in this instance, as well as on former occasions when I have thought proper 
to mention your name in public. All will agree that a man guilty of theft, robbery, or murder, has 
forfeited the right to concealment and private life; that the community have a right to subject 
such persons to the most complete exposure. However much they may desire retirement, and 
aim to conceal themselves and their movements from the popular gaze, the public have a right 
to ferret them out, and bring their conduct before the proper tribunals of the country for 
investigation. Sir, you will undoubtedly make the proper application of these generally admitted 
principles, and will easily see the light in which you are regarded by me. I will not therefore 
manifest ill temper, by calling you hard names. I know you to be a man of some intelligence, and 
can readily determine the precise estimate which I entertain of your character. I may therefore 
indulge in language which may seem to others indirect and ambiguous, and yet be quite well 
understood by yourself. 

2. I have selected this day on which to address you, because it is the anniversary of my 
emancipation; and knowing of no better way, I am led to this as the best mode of celebrating 
that truly important event. Just ten years ago this beautiful September morning, yon bright sun 
beheld me a slave—a poor, degraded chattel—trembling at the sound of your voice, lamenting 
that I was a man, and wishing myself a brute. The hopes which I had treasured up for weeks of a 
safe and successful escape from your grasp, were powerfully confronted at this last hour by dark 
clouds of doubt and fear, making my person shake and my bosom to heave with the heavy 
contest between hope and fear. I have no words to describe to you the deep agony of soul 
which I experienced on that never to be forgotten morning—(for I left by daylight). I was making 
a leap in the dark. The probabilities, so far as I could by reason determine them, were stoutly 
against the undertaking. The preliminaries and precautions I had adopted previously, all worked 
badly. I was like one going to war without weapons—ten chances of defeat to one of victory. 
One in whom I had confided, and one who had promised me assistance, appalled by fear at the 



trial hour, deserted me, thus leaving the responsibility of success or failure solely with myself. 
You, sir, can never know my feelings. As I look back to them, I can scarcely realize that I have 
passed through a scene so trying. Trying however as they were, and gloomy as was the prospect, 
thanks be to the Most High, who is ever the God of the oppressed, at the moment which was to 
determine my whole earthly career. His grace was sufficient, my mind was made up. I embraced 
the golden opportunity, took the morning tide at the flood, and a free man, young, active and 
strong, is the result. 

3. I have often thought I should like to explain to you the grounds upon which I have justified 
myself in running away from you. I am almost ashamed to do so now, for by this time you may 
have discovered them yourself. I will, however, glance at them. When yet but a child about six 
years old, I imbibed the determination to run away. The very first mental effort that I now 
remember on my part, was an attempt to solve the mystery, Why am I a slave? and with this 
question my youthful mind was troubled for many days, pressing upon me more heavily at times 
than others. When I saw the slave-driver whip a slave woman, cut the blood out of her neck, and 
heard her piteous cries, I went away into the corner of the fence, wept and pondered over the 
mystery. I had, through some medium, I know not what, got some idea of God, the Creator of all 
mankind, the black and the white, and that he had made the blacks to serve the whites as 
slaves. How he could do this and be good, I could not tell. I was not satisfied with this theory, 
which made God responsible for slavery, for it pained me greatly, and I have wept over it long 
and often. At one time, your first wife, Mrs. Lucretia, heard me singing and saw me shedding 
tears, and asked of me the matter, but I was afraid to tell her. I was puzzled with this question, 
till one night, while sitting in the kitchen, I heard some of the old slaves talking of their parents 
having been stolen from Africa by white men, and were sold here as slaves. The whole mystery 
was solved at once. Very soon after this my aunt Jinny and uncle Noah ran away, and the great 
noise made about it by your father-in-law, made me for the first time acquainted with the fact, 
that there were free States as well as slave States. From that time, I resolved that I would some 
day run away. The morality of the act, I dispose as follows: I am myself; you are yourself; we are 
two distinct persons, equal persons. What you are, I am. You are a man, and so am I. God 
created both, and made us separate beings. I am not by nature bound to you, or you to me. 
Nature does not make your existence depend upon me, or mine to depend upon yours. I cannot 
walk upon your legs, or you upon mine. I cannot breathe for you, or you for me; I must breathe 
for myself, and you for yourself. We are distinct persons, and are each equally provided with 
faculties necessary to our individual existence. In leaving you, I took nothing but what belonged 
to me, and in no way lessened your means for obtaining an honest living. Your faculties 
remained yours, and mine became useful to their rightful owner. I therefore see no wrong in 
any part of the transaction. It is true, I went off secretly, but that was more your fault than mine. 
Had I let you into the secret, you would have defeated the enterprise entirely; but for this, I 
should have been really glad to have made you acquainted with my intentions to leave. 

4. You may perhaps want to know how I like my present condition. I am free to say, I greatly prefer 
it to that which I occupied in Maryland. I am, however, by no means prejudiced against the State 
as such. Its geography, climate, fertility and products, are such as to make it a very desirable 
abode for any man; and but for the existence of slavery there, it is not impossible that I might 
again take up my abode in that State. It is not that I love Maryland less, but freedom more. You 
will be surprised to learn that people at the North labor under the strange delusion that if the 
slaves were emancipated at the South, they would flock to the North. So far from this being the 
case, in that event, you would see many old and familiar faces back again to the South. The fact 
is, there are few here who would not return to the South in the event of emancipation. We want 
to live in the land of our birth, and to lay our bones by the side of our fathers'; and nothing short 



of an intense love of personal freedom keeps us from the South. For the sake of this, most of us 
would live on a crust of bread and a cup of cold water. 

5. Since I left you, I have had a rich experience. I have occupied stations which I never dreamed of 
when a slave. Three out of the ten years since I left you, I spent as a common laborer on the 
wharves of New Bedford, Massachusetts. It was there I earned my first free dollar. It was mine. I 
could spend it as I pleased. I could buy hams or herring with it, without asking any odds of any 
body. That was a precious dollar to me. You remember when I used to make seven or eight, or 
even nine dollars a week in Baltimore, you would take every cent of it from me every Saturday 
night, saying that I belonged to you, and my earnings also. I never liked this conduct on your 
part—to say the best, I thought it a little mean. I would not have served you so. But let that 
pass. I was a little awkward about counting money in New England fashion when I first landed in 
New Bedford. I like to have betrayed myself several times. I caught myself saying phip, for 
fourpence; and at one time a man actually charged me with being a runaway, whereupon I was 
silly enough to become one by running away from him, for I was greatly afraid he might adopt 
measures to get me again into slavery, a condition I then dreaded more than death. 

6. I soon, however, learned to count money, as well as to make it, and got on swimmingly. I 
married soon after leaving you: in fact, I was engaged to be married before I left you; and 
instead of finding my companion a burden, she was truly a helpmeet. She went to live at service, 
and I to work on the wharf, and though we toiled hard the first winter, we never lived more 
happily. After remaining in New Bedford for three years, I met with Wm. Lloyd Garrison, a 
person of whom you have possibly heard, as he is pretty generally known among slaveholders. 
He put it into my head that I might make myself serviceable to the cause of the slave by 
devoting a portion of my time to telling my own sorrows, and those of other slaves which had 
come under my observation. This was the commencement of a higher state of existence than 
any to which I had ever aspired. I was thrown into society the most pure, enlightened and 
benevolent that the country affords. Among these I have never forgotten you, but have 
invariably made you the topic of conversation—thus giving you all the notoriety I could do. I 
need not tell you that the opinion formed of you in these circles, is far from being favorable. 
They have little respect for your honesty, and less for your religion. 

7. But I was going on to relate to you something of my interesting experience. I had not long 
enjoyed the excellent society to which I have referred, before the light of its excellence exerted 
a beneficial influence on my mind and heart. Much of my early dislike of white persons was 
removed, and their manners, habits and customs, so entirely unlike what I had been used to in 
the kitchen-quarters on the plantations of the South, fairly charmed me, and gave me a strong 
disrelish for the coarse and degrading customs of my former condition. I therefore made an 
effort so to improve my mind and deportment, as to be somewhat fitted to the station to which 
I seemed almost providentially called. The transition from degradation to respectability was 
indeed great, and to get from one to the other without carrying some marks of one's former 
condition, is truly a difficult matter. I would not have you think that I am now entirely clear of all 
plantation peculiarities, but my friends here, while they entertain the strongest dislike to them, 
regard me with that charity to which my past life somewhat entitles me, so that my condition in 
this respect is exceedingly pleasant. So far as my domestic affairs are concerned, I can boast of 
as comfortable a dwelling as your own. I have an industrious and neat companion, and four dear 
children—the oldest a girl of nine years, and three fine boys, the oldest eight, the next six, and 
the youngest four years old. The three oldest are now going regularly to school—two can read 
and write, and the other can spell with tolerable correctness words of two syllables: Dear 
fellows! they are all in comfortable beds, and are sound asleep, perfectly secure under my own 
roof. There are no slaveholders here to rend my heart by snatching them from my arms, or blast 



a mother's dearest hopes by tearing them from her bosom. These dear children are ours—not 
to work up into rice, sugar and tobacco, but to watch over, regard, and protect, and to rear 
them up in the nurture and admonition of the gospel—to train them up in the paths of wisdom 
and virtue, and, as far as we can to make them useful to the world and to themselves. Oh! sir, a 
slaveholder never appears to me so completely an agent of hell, as when I think of and look 
upon my dear children. It is then that my feelings rise above my control. I meant to have said 
more with respect to my own prosperity and happiness, but thoughts and feelings which this 
recital has quickened unfits me to proceed further in that direction. The grim horrors of slavery 
rise in all their ghastly terror before me, the wails of millions pierce my heart, and chill my 
blood. I remember the chain, the gag, the bloody whip, the deathlike gloom overshadowing the 
broken spirit of the fettered bondman, the appalling liability of his being torn away from wife 
and children, and sold like a beast in the market. Say not that this is a picture of fancy. You well 
know that I wear stripes on my back inflicted by your direction; and that you, while we were 
brothers in the same church, caused this right hand, with which I am now penning this letter, to 
be closely tied to my left, and my person dragged at the pistol's mouth, fifteen miles, from the 
Bay side to Easton to be sold like a beast in the market, for the alleged crime of intending to 
escape from your possession. All this and more you remember, and know to be perfectly true, 
not only of yourself, but of nearly all of the slaveholders around you. 

8. At this moment, you are probably the guilty holder of at least three of my own dear sisters, and 
my only brother in bondage. These you regard as your property. They are recorded on your 
ledger, or perhaps have been sold to human flesh mongers, with a view to filling your own ever-
hungry purse. Sir, I desire to know how and where these dear sisters are. Have you sold them? 
or are they still in your possession? What has become of them? are they living or dead? And my 
dear old grandmother, whom you turned out like an old horse, to die in the woods—is she still 
alive? Write and let me know all about them. If my grandmother be still alive, she is of no 
service to you, for by this time she must be nearly eighty years old—too old to be cared for by 
one to whom she has ceased to be of service, send her to me at Rochester, or bring her to 
Philadelphia, and it shall be the crowning happiness of my life to take care of her in her old age. 
Oh! she was to me a mother, and a father, so far as hard toil for my comfort could make her 
such. Send me my grandmother! that I may watch over and take care of her in her old age. And 
my sisters, let me know all about them. I would write to them, and learn all I want to know of 
them, without disturbing you in any way, but that, through your unrighteous conduct, they have 
been entirely deprived of the power to read and write. You have kept them in utter ignorance, 
and have therefore robbed them of the sweet enjoyments of writing or receiving letters from 
absent friends and relatives. Your wickedness and cruelty committed in this respect on your 
fellow-creatures, are greater than all the stripes you have laid upon my back, or theirs. It is an 
outrage upon the soul—a war upon the immortal spirit, and one for which you must give 
account at the bar of our common Father and Creator. 

9. The responsibility which you have assumed in this regard is truly awful—and how you could 
stagger under it these many years is marvellous. Your mind must have become darkened, your 
heart hardened, your conscience seared and petrified, or you would have long since thrown off 
the accursed load and sought relief at the hands of a sin-forgiving God. How, let me ask, would 
you look upon me, were I some dark night in company with a band of hardened villains, to enter 
the precincts of your elegant dwelling and seize the person of your own lovely daughter 
Amanda, and carry her off from your family, friends and all the loved ones of her youth—make 
her my slave—compel her to work, and I take her wages—place her name on my ledger as 
property—disregard her personal rights—fetter the powers of her immortal soul by denying her 
the right and privilege of learning to read and write—feed her coarsely—clothe her scantily, and 



whip her on the naked back occasionally; more and still more horrible, leave her unprotected—a 
degraded victim to the brutal lust of fiendish overseers, who would pollute, blight, and blast her 
fair soul—rob her of all dignity—destroy her virtue, and annihilate all in her person the graces 
that adorn the character of virtuous womanhood? I ask how would you regard me, if such were 
my conduct? Oh! the vocabulary of the damned would not afford a word sufficiently infernal, to 
express your idea of my God-provoking wickedness. Yet sir, your treatment of my beloved 
sisters is in all essential points, precisely like the case I have now supposed. Damning as would 
be such a deed on my part, it would be no more so than that which you have committed against 
me and my sisters. 

10. I will now bring this letter to a close, you shall hear from me again unless you let me hear from 
you. I intend to make use of you as a weapon with which to assail the system of slavery—as a 
means of concentrating public attention on the system, and deepening their horror of trafficking 
in the souls and bodies of men. I shall make use of you as a means of exposing the character of 
the American church and clergy—and as a means of bringing this guilty nation with yourself to 
repentance. In doing this I entertain no malice towards you personally. There is no roof under 
which you would be more safe than mine, and there is nothing in my house which you might 
need for your comfort, which I would not readily grant. Indeed, I should esteem it a privilege, to 
set you an example as to how mankind ought to treat each other. I am your fellow man, but not 
your slave, 

Frederick Douglass 

The Liberator, September 22, 1848  

  



How It Feels to Be Colored Me-Zora Neale Hurston 

I AM COLORED but I offer nothing in the way of extenuating circumstances except the fact that I am the 
only Negro in the United States whose grandfather on the mother's side was not an Indian chief.  

I remember the very day that I became colored. Up to my thirteenth year I lived in the little Negro town 
of Eatonville, Florida. It is exclusively a colored town. The only white people I knew passed through the 
town going to or coming from Orlando. The native whites rode dusty horses, the Northern tourists 
chugged down the sandy village road in automobiles. The town knew the Southerners and never 
stopped cane chewing when they passed. But the Northerners were something else again. They were 
peered at cautiously from behind curtains by the timid. The more venturesome would come out on the 
porch to watch them go past and got just as much pleasure out of the tourists as the tourists got out of 
the village.  

The front porch might seem a daring place for the rest of the town, but it was a gallery seat for me. My 
favorite place was atop the gatepost. Proscenium box for a born first nighter. Not only did I enjoy the 
show, but I didn't mind the actors knowing that I liked it. I usually spoke to them in passing. I'd wave at 
them and when they returned my salute, I would say something like this: "Howdy do well thank you 
where you goin'?" Usually automobile or the horse paused at this, and after a queer exchange of 
compliments, I would probably "go a piece of the way" with them, as we say in farthest Florida. If one of 
my family happened to come to the front in time to see me, of course negotiations would be rudely 
broken off. But even so, it is clear that I was the first "welcome to our state" Floridian, and I hope the 
Miami Chamber of Commerce will please take notice.  

During this period, white people differed from colored to me only in that they rode through town and 
never lived there. They liked to hear me I I speak pieces" and sing and wanted to see me dance the parse 
me la, and gave me generously of their small silver for doing these things, which seemed strange to me 
for I wanted to do them so much that I needed bribing to stop, only they didn't know it. The colored 
people gave no dimes. They deplored any joyful tendencies in me, but I was their Zora nevertheless. I 
belonged to them, to the nearby hotels, to the county everybody's Zora.  

But changes came in the family when I was thirteen, and I was sent to school in Jacksonville. I left 
Eatonville, the town of the oleanders, a Zora. When I disembarked from the river boat at Jacksonville, 
she was no more. It seemed that I had suffered a sea change. I was not Zora of Orange County any more, 
I was now a little colored girl. I found it out in certain ways. In my heart as well as in the mirror, I became 
a fast brown warranted not to rub nor run.  

BUT I AM NOT tragically colored. There is no great sorrow dammed up in my soul, nor lurking behind my 
eyes. I do not mind at all. I do not be long to the sobbing school of Negrohood who hold that nature 
somehow has given them a lowdown dirty deal and whose feelings are all but about it. Even in the 
helter skelter skirmish that is my life, I have seer that the world is to the strong regardless of a little 
pigmentation more of less. No, I do not weep at the world??I am too busy sharpening my oyster knife. 

Someone is always at my elbow reminding me that I am the grand daughter of slaves. It fails to register 
depression with me. Slavery is sixty years in the past. The operation was successful and the patient is 
doing well, thank you. The terrible struggle that made me an American out of a potential slave said "On 
the line! " The Reconstruction said "Get set! " and the generation before said "Go! " I am off to a flying 



start and I must not halt in the stretch to look behind and weep. Slavery is the price I paid for civilization, 
and the choice was not with me. It is a bully adventure and worth it yall that 1 have paid through my 
ancestors for it. No one on earth ever had a greater chance for glory. The world to be won and nothing 
to be lost. It is thrilling to think?to know that for any act of mine, I shall get twice as much praise or 
twice as much blame. It is quite exciting to hold the center of the national stage, with the spectators not 
knowing whether to laugh or to weep.  

The position of my white neighbor is much more difficult. No brown specter pulls up a chair beside me 
when I sit down to eat. No dark ghost thrusts its leg against mine in bed. The game of keeping what one 
has is never so exciting as the game of getting.  

I do not always feel colored. Even now ? I often achieve the unconscious Zora of Eatonville before the 
Hegira. I feel most colored when I am thrown against a sharp white background.  

For instance at Barnard. "Beside the waters of the Hudson" I feel my race. Among the thousand white 
persons, I am a dark rock surged upon, and overswept, but through it all, I remain myself. When covered 
by the waters, I am; and the ebb but reveals me again.  

SOMETIMES IT IS the other way around. A white person is set down in our midst, but the contrast is just 
as sharp for me. For instance, when I sit in the drafty basement that is The New World Cabaret with a 
white person, my color comes. We enter chatting about any little nothing that we have in common and 
are seated by the jazz waiters. In the abrupt way that jazz orchestras have, this one plunges into a 
number. It loses no time in circumlocutions, but gets right down to business. It constricts the thorax and 
splits the heart with its tempo and narcotic harmonies. This orchestra grows rambunctious, rears on its 
hind legs and attacks the tonal veil with primitive fury, rending it, clawing it until it breaks through to the 
jungle beyond. I follow those heathen follow them exultingly. I dance wildly inside myself; I yell within, I 
whoop; I shake my assegai above my head, I hurl it true to the mark yeeeeooww! I am in the jungle and 
living in the jungle way. My face is painted red and yellow and my body is painted blue, My pulse is 
throbbing like a war drum. I want to slaughter something give pain, give death to what, I do not know. 
But the piece ends. The men of the orchestra wipe their lips and rest their fingers. I creep back slowly to 
the veneer we call civilization with the last tone and find the white friend sitting motionless in his seat, 
smoking calmly.  

"Good music they have here," he remarks, drumming the table with his fingertips.  

Music. The great blobs of purple and red emotion have not touched him. He has only heard what I felt. 
He is far away and I see him but dimly across the ocean and the continent that have fallen between us. 
He is so pale with his whiteness then and I am so colored.  

AT CERTAIN TIMES I have no race, I am me. When I set my hat at a certain angle and saunter down 
Seventh Avenue, Harlem City, feeling as snooty as the lions in front of the Forty Second Street Library, 
for instance. So far as my feelings are concerned, Peggy Hopkins Joyce on the Boule Mich with her 
gorgeous raiment, stately carriage, knees knocking together in a most aristocratic manner, has nothing 
on me. The cosmic Zora emerges. I belong to no race nor time. I am the eternal feminine with its string 
of beads.  



I have no separate feeling about being an American citizen and colored. I am merely a fragment of the 
Great Soul that surges within the boundaries. My country, right or wrong.  

Sometimes, I feel discriminated against, but it does not make me angry. It merely astonishes me. How 
can any deny themselves the pleasure of my company? It's beyond me.  

But in the main, I feel like a brown bag of miscellany propped against a wall. Against a wall In company 
with other bags, white, red and yellow. Pour out the contents, and there is discovered a jumble of small, 
things priceless and worthless. A first water diamond, an empty spool bits of broken glass, lengths of 
string, a key to a door long since crumbled away, a rusty knife blade, old shoes saved for a road that 
never was and never will be, a nail bent under the weight of things too heavy for any nail, a dried flower 
or two still a little fragrant. in your hand is the brown bag. On the ground before you is the jumble it held 
so much like the jumble in the bags could they be emptied that all might be dumped in a single heap and 
the bags refilled without altering the content of any greatly. A bit of colored glass more or less would 
not matter. Perhaps that is how the Great Stuffer of Bags filled them in the first place who knows?  

 

  



Sweat-Zora Neale Hurston 

  

It was eleven o'clock of a Spring night in Florida. It was Sunday. Any other night, Delia Jones would have 
been in bed for two hours by this time. But she was a wash-woman, and Monday morning meant a great 
deal to her. So she collected the soiled clothes on Saturday when she returned the clean things. Sunday 
night after church, she sorted them and put the white things to soak. It saved her almost a half day's 
start. A great hamper in the bedroom held the clothes that she brought home. It was so much neater 
than a number of bundles lying around.  

She squatted in the kitchen floor beside the great pile of clothes, sorting them into small heaps 
according to color, and humming a song in a mournful key, but wondering through it all where Sykes, 
her husband, had gone with her horse and buckboard.  

Just then something long, round, limp and black fell upon her shoulders and slithered to the floor beside 
her. A great terror took hold of her. It softened her knees and dried her mouth so that it was a full 
minute before she could cry out or move. Then she saw that it was the big bull whip her husband liked 
to carry when he drove.  

She lifted her eyes to the door and saw him standing there bent over with laughter at her fright. She 
screamed at him.  

"Sykes, what you throw dat whip on me like dat? You know it would skeer me--looks just like a snake, 
an' you knows how skeered Ah is of snakes."  

"Course Ah knowed it! That's how come Ah done it." He slapped his leg with his hand and almost rolled 
on the ground in his mirth. "If you such a big fool dat you got to have a fit over a earth worm or a string, 
Ah don't keer how bad Ah skeer you."  

"You aint got no business doing it. Gawd knows it's a sin. Some day Ah'm goin' tuh drop dead from some 
of yo' foolishness. 'Nother thing, where you been wid mah rig? Ah feeds dat pony. He aint fuh you to be 
drivin' wid no bull whip."  

"You sho is one aggravatin' nigger woman!" he declared and stepped into the room. She resumed her 
work and did not answer him at once. "Ah done tole you time and again to keep them white folks' 
clothes outa dis house."  

He picked up the whip and glared down at her. Delia went on with her work. She went out into the yard 
and returned with a galvanized tub and set it on the washbench. She saw that Sykes had kicked all of the 
clothes together again, and now stood in her way truculently, his whole manner hoping, praying, for an 
argument. But she walked calmly around him and commenced to re-sort the things.  

"Next time, Ah'm gointer kick 'em outdoors," he threatened as he struck a match along the leg of his 
corduroy breeches.  

Delia never looked up from her work, and her thin, stooped shoulders sagged further.  
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"Ah aint for no fuss t'night Sykes. Ah just come from taking sacrament at the church house."  

He snorted scornfully. "Yeah, you just come from de church house on a Sunday night, but heah you is 
gone to work on them clothes. You ain't nothing but a hypocrite. One of them amen-corner Christians--
sing, whoop, and shout, then come home and wash white folks clothes on the Sabbath."  

He stepped roughly upon the whitest pile of things, kicking them helter-skelter as he crossed the room. 
His wife gave a little scream of dismay, and quickly gathered them together again.  

"Sykes, you quit grindin' dirt into these clothes! How can Ah git through by Sat'day if Ah don't start on 
Sunday?"  

"Ah don't keer if you never git through. Anyhow, Ah done promised Gawd and a couple of other men, 
Ah aint gointer have it in mah house. Don't gimme no lip neither, else Ah'll throw 'em out and put mah 
fist up side yo' head to boot."  

Delia's habitual meekness seemed to slip from her shoulders like a blown scarf. She was on her feet; her 
poor little body, her bare knuckly hands bravely defying the strapping hulk before her.  

"Looka heah, Sykes, you done gone too fur. Ah been married to you fur fifteen years, and Ah been takin' 
in washin' for fifteen years. Sweat, sweat, sweat! Work and sweat, cry and sweat, pray and sweat!"  

"What's that got to do with me?" he asked brutally.  

"What's it got to do with you, Sykes? Mah tub of suds is filled yo' belly with vittles more times than yo' 
hands is filled it. Mah sweat is done paid for this house and Ah reckon Ah kin keep on sweatin' in it."  

She seized the iron skillet from the stove and struck a defensive pose, which act surprised him greatly, 
coming from her. It cowed him and he did not strike her as he usually did.  

"Naw you won't," she panted, "that ole snaggle-toothed black woman you runnin' with aint comin' heah 
to pile up on mah sweat and blood. You aint paid for nothin' on this place, and Ah'm gointer stay right 
heah till Ah'm toted out foot foremost."  

"Well, you better quit gittin' me riled up, else they'll be totin' you out sooner than you expect. Ah'm so 
tired of you Ah don't know whut to do. Gawd! how Ah hates skinny wimmen!"  

A little awed by this new Delia, he sidled out of the door and slammed the back gate after him. He did 
not say where he had gone, but she knew too well. She knew very well that he would not return until 
nearly daybreak also. Her work over, she went on to bed but not to sleep at once. Things had come to a 
pretty pass!  

She lay awake, gazing upon the debris that cluttered their matrimonial trail. Not an image left standing 
along the way. Anything like flowers had long ago been drowned in the salty stream that had been 
pressed from her heart. Her tears, her sweat, her blood. She had brought love to the union and he had 
brought a longing after the flesh. Two months after the wedding, he had given her the first brutal 
beating. She had the memory of his numerous trips to Orlando with all of his wages when he had 
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returned to her penniless, even before the first year had passed. She was young and soft then, but now 
she thought of her knotty, muscled limbs, her harsh knuckly hands, and drew herself up into an unhappy 
little ball in the middle of the big feather bed. Too late now to hope for love, even if it were not Bertha it 
would be someone else. This case differed from the others only in that she was bolder than the others. 
Too late for everything except her little home. She had built it for her old days, and planted one by one 
the trees and flowers there. It was lovely to her, lovely.  

Somehow, before sleep came, she found herself saying aloud: "Oh well, whatever goes over the Devil's 
back, is got to come under his belly. Sometime or ruther, Sykes, like everybody else, is gointer reap his 
sowing." After that she was able to build a spiritual earthworks against her husband. His shells could no 
longer reach her. Amen. She went to sleep and slept until he announced his presence in bed by kicking 
her feet and rudely snatching the covers away.  

"Gimme some kivah heah, an' git yo' damn foots over on yo' own side! Ah oughter mash you in yo' mouf 
fuh drawing dat skillet on me."  

Delia went clear to the rail without answering him. A triumphant indifference to all that he was or did.  

***** 

   

The week was as full of work for Delia as all other weeks, and Saturday found her behind her little pony, 
collecting and delivering clothes.  

It was a hot, hot day near the end of July. The village men on Joe Clarke's porch even chewed cane 
listlessly. They did not hurl the cane-knots as usual. They let them dribble over the edge of the porch. 
Even conversation had collapsed under the heat.  

"Heah come Delia Jones," Jim Merchant said, as the shaggy pony came 'round the bend of the road 
toward them. The rusty buckboard was heaped with baskets of crisp, clean laundry.  

"Yep," Joe Lindsay agreed. "Hot or col', rain or shine, jes ez reg'lar ez de weeks roll roun' Delia carries 
'em an' fetches 'em on Sat'day."  

"She better if she wanter eat," said Moss. "Syke Jones aint wuth de shot an' powder hit would tek tuh 
kill 'em. Not to huh he aint. "  

"He sho' aint," Walter Thomas chimed in. "It's too bad, too, cause she wuz a right pritty lil trick when he 
got huh. Ah'd uh mah'ied huh mahseff if he hadnter beat me to it."  

Delia nodded briefly at the men as she drove past.  

"Too much knockin' will ruin any 'oman. He done beat huh 'nough tuh kill three women, let 'lone change 
they looks," said Elijah Moseley. "How Syke kin stommuck dat big black greasy Mogul he's layin' roun 
wid, gits me. Ah swear dat eight-rock couldn't kiss a sardine can Ah done throwed out de back do' 'way 
las' yeah."  
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"Aw, she's fat, thass how come. He's allus been crazy 'bout fat women," put in Merchant. "He'd a' been 
tied up wid one long time ago if he could a' found one tuh have him. Did Ah tell yuh 'bout him come 
sidlin' roun' mah wife--bringin' her a basket uh pecans outa his yard fuh a present? Yessir, mah wife! She 
tol' him tuh take 'em right straight back home, cause Delia works so hard ovah dat washtub she reckon 
everything on de place taste lak sweat an' soapsuds. Ah jus' wisht Ah'd a' caught 'im 'dere! Ah'd a' made 
his hips ketch on fiah down dat shell road."  

"Ah know he done it, too. Ah sees 'im grinnin' at every 'oman dat passes," Walter Thomas said. "But 
even so, he useter eat some mighty big hunks uh humble pie tuh git dat lil 'oman he got. She wuz ez 
pritty ez a speckled pup! Dat wuz fifteen yeahs ago. He useter be so skeered uh losin' huh, she could 
make him do some parts of a husband's duty. Dey never wuz de same in de mind."  

"There oughter be a law about him," said Lindsay. "He aint fit tuh carry guts tuh a bear."  

Clarke spoke for the first time. "Taint no law on earth dat kin make a man be decent if it aint in 'im. 
There's plenty men dat takes a wife lak dey do a joint uh sugar-cane. It's round, juicy an' sweet when dey 
gits it. But dey squeeze an' grind, squeeze an' grind an' wring tell dey wring every drop uh pleasure dat's 
in 'em out. When dey's satisfied dat dey is wrung dry, dey treats 'em jes lak dey do a cane-chew. Dey 
throws em away. Dey knows whut dey is doin' while dey is at it, an' hates theirselves fuh it but they 
keeps on hangin' after huh tell she's empty. Den dey hates huh fuh bein' a cane-chew an' in de way."  

"We oughter take Syke an' dat stray 'oman uh his'n down in Lake Howell swamp an' lay on de rawhide 
till they cain't say Lawd a' mussy.' He allus wuz uh ovahbearin' niggah, but since dat white 'oman from 
up north done teached 'im how to run a automobile, he done got too biggety to live--an' we oughter kill 
'im," Old Man Anderson advised.  

A grunt of approval went around the porch. But the heat was melting their civic virtue, and Elijah 
Moseley began to bait Joe Clarke.  

"Come on, Joe, git a melon outa dere an' slice it up for yo' customers. We'se all sufferin' wid de heat. De 
bear's done got me!"  

"Thass right, Joe, a watermelon is jes' whut Ah needs tuh cure de eppizudicks," Walter Thomas joined 
forces with Moseley. "Come on dere, Joe. We all is steady customers an' you aint set us up in a long 
time. Ah chooses dat long, bowlegged Floridy favorite."  

"A god, an' be dough. You all gimme twenty cents and slice way," Clarke retorted. "Ah needs a col' slice 
m'self. Heah, everybody chip in. Ah'll lend y'll mah meat knife."  

The money was quickly subscribed and the huge melon brought forth. At that moment, Sykes and 
Bertha arrived. A determined silence fell on the porch and the melon was put away again.  

Merchant snapped down the blade of his jackknife and moved toward the store door.  

"Come on in, Joe, an' gimme a slab uh sow belly an' uh pound uh coffee--almost fuhgot 'twas Sat'day. 
Got to git on home." Most of the men left also.  



Just then Delia drove past on her way home, as Sykes was ordering magnificently for Bertha. It pleased 
him for Delia to see.  

"Git whutsoever yo' heart desires, Honey. Wait a minute, Joe. Give huh two bottles uh strawberry soda-
water, uh quart uh parched ground-peas, an' a block uh chewin' gum."  

With all this they left the store, with Sykes reminding Bertha that this was his town and she could have it 
if she wanted it.  

The men returned soon after they left, and held their watermelon feast.  

"Where did Syke Jones git da 'oman from nohow?" Lindsay asked.  

"Ovah Apopka. Guess dey musta been cleanin' out de town when she lef'. She don't look lak a thing but 
a hunk uh liver wid hair on it."  

"Well, she sho' kin squall," Dave Carter contributed. "When she gits ready tuh laff, she jes' opens huh 
mouf an' latches it back tuh de las' notch. No ole grandpa alligator down in Lake Bell ain't got nothin' on 
huh."  

***** 

   

Bertha had been in town three months now. Sykes was still paying her room rent at Della Lewis'--the 
only house in town that would have taken her in. Sykes took her frequently to Winter Park to "stomps." 
He still assured her that he was the swellest man in the state.  

"Sho' you kin have dat lil' ole house soon's Ah kin git dat 'oman outa dere. Everything b'longs tuh me an' 
you sho' kin have it. Ah sho' 'bominates uh skinny 'oman. Lawdy, you sho' is got one portly shape on 
you! You kin git anything you wants. Dis is mah town an' you sho' kin have it."  

Delia's work-worn knees crawled over the earth in Gethsemane and up the rocks of Calvary many, many 
times during these months. She avoided the villagers and meeting places in her efforts to be blind and 
deaf. But Bertha nullified this to a degree, by coming to Delia's house to call Sykes out to her at the gate.  

Delia and Sykes fought all the time now with no peaceful interludes. They slept and ate in silence. Two 
or three times Delia had attempted a timid friendliness, but she was repulsed each time. It was plain 
that the breaches must remain agape.  

The sun had burned July to August. The heat streamed down like a million hot arrows, smiting all things 
living upon the earth. Grass withered, leaves browned, snakes went blind in shedding and men and dogs 
went mad. Dog days!  

Delia came home one day and found Sykes there before her. She wondered, but started to go on into 
the house without speaking, even though he was standing in the kitchen door and she must either stoop 
under his arm or ask him to move. He made no room for her. She noticed a soap box beside the steps, 



but paid no particular attention to it, knowing that he must have brought it there. As she was stooping 
to pass under his outstretched arm, he suddenly pushed her backward, laughingly.  

"Look in de box dere Delia, Ah done brung yuh somethin'!"  

She nearly fell upon the box in her stumbling, and when she saw what it held, she all but fainted 
outright.  

"Syke! Syke, mah Gawd! You take dat rattlesnake 'way from heah! You gottuh. Oh, Jesus, have mussy!"  

"Ah aint gut tuh do nuthin' uh de kin'--fact is Ah aint got tuh do nothin' but die. Taint no use uh you 
puttin' on airs makin' out lak you skeered uh dat snake--he's gointer stay right heah tell he die. He 
wouldn't bite me cause Ah knows how tuh handle 'im. Nohow he wouldn't risk breakin' out his fangs 'gin 
yo' skinny laigs."  

"Naw, now Syke, don't keep dat thing 'roun' heah tuh skeer me tuh death. You knows Ah'm even feared 
uh earth worms. Thass de biggest snake Ah evah did see. Kill 'im Syke, please."  

"Doan ast me tuh do nothin' fuh yuh. Goin' roun' trying' tuh be so damn asterperious. Naw, Ah aint 
gonna kill it. Ah think uh damn sight mo' uh him dan you! Dat's a nice snake an' anybody doan lak 'im kin 
jes' hit de grit."  

The village soon heard that Sykes had the snake, and came to see and ask questions.  

"How de hen-fire did you ketch dat six-foot rattler, Syke?" Thomas asked.  

"He's full uh frogs so he caint hardly move, thass how. Ah eased up on 'm. But Ah'm a snake charmer an' 
knows how tuh handle 'em. Shux, dat aint nothin'. Ah could ketch one eve'y day if Ah so wanted tuh."  

"Whut he needs is a heavy hick'ry club leaned real heavy on his head. Dat's de bes 'way tuh charm a 
rattlesnake."  

"Naw, Walt, y'll jes' don't understand dese diamon' backs lak Ah do," said Sykes in a superior tone of 
voice.  

The village agreed with Walter, but the snake stayed on. His box remained by the kitchen door with its 
screen wire covering. Two or three days later it had digested its meal of frogs and literally came to life. It 
rattled at every movement in the kitchen or the yard. One day as Delia came down the kitchen steps she 
saw his chalky-white fangs curved like scimitars hung in the wire meshes. This time she did not run away 
with averted eyes as usual. She stood for a long time in the doorway in a red fury that grew bloodier for 
every second that she regarded the creature that was her torment.  

That night she broached the subject as soon as Sykes sat down to the table.  

"Syke, Ah wants you tuh take dat snake 'way fum heah. You done starved me an' Ah put up widcher, you 
done beat me an Ah took dat, but you done kilt all mah insides bringin' dat varmint heah."  



Sykes poured out a saucer full of coffee and drank it deliberately before he answered her.  

   

"A whole lot Ah keer 'bout how you feels inside uh out. Dat snake aint goin' no damn wheah till Ah gits 
ready fuh 'im tuh go. So fur as beatin' is concerned, yuh aint took near all dat you gointer take ef yuh 
stay 'roun' me."  

Delia pushed back her plate and got up from the table. "Ah hates you, Sykes," she said calmly. "Ah hates 
you tuh de same degree dat Ah useter love yuh. Ah done took an' took till mah belly is full up tuh mah 
neck. Dat's de reason Ah got mah letter fum de church an' moved mah membership tuh Woodbridge--so 
Ah don't haf tuh take no sacrament wid yuh. Ah don't wantuh see yuh 'roun' me atall. Lay 'roun' wid dat 
'oman all yuh wants tuh, but gwan 'way fum me an' mah house. Ah hates yuh lak uh suck-egg dog."  

Sykes almost let the huge wad of corn bread and collard greens he was chewing fall out of his mouth in 
amazement. He had a hard time whipping himself up to the proper fury to try to answer Delia.  

"Well, Ah'm glad you does hate me. Ah'm sho' tiahed uh you hangin' ontuh me. Ah don't want yuh. Look 
at yuh stringey ole neck! Yo' rawbony laigs an' arms is enough tuh cut uh man tuh death. You looks jes' 
lak de devvul's doll-baby tuh me. You cain't hate me no worse dan Ah hates you. Ah been hatin' you fuh 
years."  

"Yo' ole black hide don't look lak nothin' tuh me, but uh passle uh wrinkled up rubber, wid yo' big ole 
yeahs flappin' on each side lak uh paih uh buzzard wings. Don't think Ah'm gointuh be run 'way fum mah 
house neither. Ah'm goin' tuh de white folks bout you, mah young man, de very nex' time you lay yo' 
han's on me. Mah cup is done run ovah." Delia said this with no signs of fear and Sykes departed from 
the house, threatening her, but made not the slightest move to carry out any of them.  

That night he did not return at all, and the next day being Sunday, Delia was glad she did not have to 
quarrel before she hitched up her pony and drove the four miles to Woodbridge.  

She stayed to the night service--"love feast"--which was very warm and full of spirit. In the emotional 
winds her domestic trials were borne far and wide so that she sang as she drove homeward.  

"Jurden water, black an' col'  

Chills de body, not de soul  

An' Ah wantah cross Jurden in uh calm time." 

She came from the barn to the kitchen door and stopped.  

"Whut's de mattah, ol' satan, you aint kickin' up yo' racket?" She addressed the snake's box. Complete 
silence. She went on into the house with a new hope in its birth struggles. Perhaps her threat to go to 
the white folks had frightened Sykes! Perhaps he was sorry! Fifteen years of misery and suppression had 
brought Delia to the place where she would hope anything that looked towards a way over or through 
her wall of inhibitions.  

She felt in the match safe behind the stove at once for a match. There was only one there.  



"Dat niggah wouldn't fetch nothin' heah tuh save his rotten neck, but he kin run thew whut Ah brings 
quick enough. Now he done toted off nigh on tuh haff uh box uh matches. He done had dat 'oman heah 
in mah house, too."  

Nobody but a woman could tell how she knew this even before she struck the match. But she did and it 
put her into a new fury.  

Presently she brought in the tubs to put the white things to soak. This time she decided she need not 
bring the hamper out of the bedroom; she would go in there and do the sorting. She picked up the pot-
bellied lamp and went in. The room was small and the hamper stood hard by the foot of the white iron 
bed. She could sit and reach through the bedposts--resting as she worked.  

"Ah wantah cross Jurden in uh calm time," she was singing again. The mood of the "love feast" had 
returned. She threw back the lid of the basket almost gaily. Then, moved by both horror and terror, she 
sprang back toward the door. There lay the snake in the basket! He moved sluggishly at first, but even as 
she turned round and round, jumped up and down in an insanity of fear, he began to stir vigorously. She 
saw him pouring his awful beauty from the basket upon the bed, then she seized the lamp and ran as 
fast as she could to the kitchen. The wind from the open door blew out the light and the darkness added 
to her terror. She sped to the darkness of the yard, slamming the door after her before she thought to 
set down the lamp. She did not feel safe even on the ground, so she climbed up in the hay barn.  

There for an hour or more she lay sprawled upon the hay a gibbering wreck.  

Finally, she grew quiet, and after that, coherent thought. With this, stalked through her a cold, bloody 
rage. Hours of this. A period of introspection, a space of retrospection, then a mixture of both. Out of 
this an awful calm.  

"Well, Ah done de bes' Ah could. If things aint right, Gawd knows taint mah fault."  

She went to sleep--a twitch sleep--and woke up to a faint gray sky. There was a loud hollow sound 
below. She peered out. Sykes was at the wood-pile, demolishing a wire-covered box.  

He hurried to the kitchen door, but hung outside there some minutes before he entered, and stood 
some minutes more inside before he closed it after him.  

The gray in the sky was spreading. Delia descended without fear now, and crouched beneath the low 
bedroom window. The drawn shade shut out the dawn, shut in the night. But the thin walls held back no 
sound.  

"Dat ol' scratch is woke up now!" She mused at the tremendous whirr inside, which every woodsman 
knows, is one of the sound illusions. The rattler is a ventriloquist. His whirr sounds to the right, to the 
left, straight ahead, behind, close under foot--everywhere but where it is. Woe to him who guesses 
wrong unless he is prepared to hold up his end of the argument! Sometimes he strikes without rattling 
at all.  

Inside, Sykes heard nothing until he knocked a pot lid off the stove while trying to reach the match safe 
in the dark. He had emptied his pockets at Bertha's.  



The snake seemed to wake up under the stove and Sykes made a quick leap into the bedroom. In spite 
of the gin he had had, his head was clearing now.  

"'Mah Gawd!" he chattered, "ef Ah could on'y strack uh light!"  

The rattling ceased for a moment as he stood paralyzed. He waited. It seemed that the snake waited 
also.  

"Oh, fuh de light! Ah thought he'd be too sick"--Sykes was muttering to himself when the whirr began 
again, closer, right underfoot this time. Long before this, Sykes' ability to think had been flattened down 
to primitive instinct and he leaped--onto the bed.  

   

Outside Delia heard a cry that might have come from a maddened chimpanzee, a stricken gorilla. All the 
terror, all the horror, all the rage that man possibly could express, without a recognizable human sound.  

A tremendous stir inside there, another series of animal screams, the intermittent whirr of the reptile. 
The shade torn violently down from the window, letting in the red dawn, a huge brown hand seizing the 
window stick, great dull blows upon the wooden floor punctuating the gibberish of sound long after the 
rattle of the snake had abruptly subsided. All this Delia could see and hear from her place beneath the 
window, and it made her ill. She crept over to the four-o'clocks and stretched herself on the cool earth 
to recover.  

She lay there. "Delia. Delia!" She could hear Sykes calling in a most despairing tone as one who expected 
no answer. The sun crept on up, and he called. Delia could not move--her legs were gone flabby. She 
never moved, he called, and the sun kept rising.  

"Mah Gawd!" She heard him moan, "Mah Gawd fum Heben!" She heard him stumbling about and got 
up from her flower-bed. The sun was growing warm. As she approached the door she heard him call out 
hopefully, "Delia, is dat you Ah heah?"  

She saw him on his hands and knees as soon as she reached the door. He crept an inch or two toward 
her--all that he was able, and she saw his horribly swollen neck and his one open eye shining with hope. 
A surge of pity too strong to support bore her away from that eye that must, could not, fail to see the 
tubs. He would see the lamp. Orlando with its doctors was too far. She could scarcely reach the 
Chinaberry tree, where she waited in the growing heat while inside she knew the cold river was creeping 
up and up to extinguish that eye which must know by now that she knew.  

1926  
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Uncle Tom’s Cabin-Harriet Beecher Stowe (1852) 
The daughter of famous evangelical preacher Lyman Beecher, Uncle Tom’s Cabin author Harriet Beecher 
Stowe 
(1811–1896) herself became a national influence with her success as an author, abolitionist, and social 
commentator. Powerfully critiquing the hypocritical disconnect between America and both its democratic 
and 
Christian ideals, Stowe’s voice also reflected the values of womanly virtue and motherhood. Though 
driven by the 
spirit of millennialism and social benevolence, Stowe came to reject the Calvinism her father preached. 
The success 
of Uncle Tom’s Cabin indirectly helped put the issue of slavery on the national agenda, both politically 
and 
socially. Since the Missouri Compromise, politicians had been successful keeping slavery relatively low on 
the 
political radar. Uncle Tom’s Cabin heightened the existing tensions between the North and South, so 
much so, that 
President Lincoln would later credit Stowe for her role in instigating the Civil War. –Benjamin Reiss 
Bibliography: Joan D. Hedrick, “Harriet Beecher Stowe,” in American National Biography, ed. John 
A. Garraty and Mark C. Carnes (New York: Oxford Univ. Press, 1999), 906–908. 
Chapter 5: Showing the Feelings of Living Property on Changing Owners 
[After finding out that her husband has agreed to sell two of their slaves, including Tom and a young boy, 
Mrs. 
Shelby pleads with him to reconsider. In response, Mr. Shelby explains the details of their predicament.] 
“Why not make a pecuniary sacrifice? I’m willing to bear my part of the inconvenience. O, Mr. 
Shelby, I have tried—tried most faithfully, as a Christian woman should—to do my duty to these 
poor, simple, dependent creatures. I have cared for them, instructed them, watched over them, 
and know all their little cares and joys, for years; and how can I ever hold up my head again 
among them, if, for the sake of a little paltry gain, we sell such a faithful, excellent, confiding 
creature as poor Tom, and tear from him in a moment all we have taught him to love and value? 
I have taught them the duties of the family, of parent and child, and husband and wife; and how 
can I bear to have this open acknowledgment that we care for no tie, no duty, no relation, 
however sacred, compared with money? I have talked with Eliza about her boy—her duty to 
him as a Christian mother, to watch over him, pray for him, and bring him up in a Christian 
way; and now what can I say, if you tear him away, and sell him, soul and body, to a profane, 
unprincipled man, just to save a little money? I have told her that one soul is worth more than all 
the money in the world; and how will she believe me when she sees us turn round and sell her 
child?—sell him, perhaps, to certain ruin of body and soul!” 
“I’m sorry you feel so about it,—indeed I am,” said Mr. Shelby; “and I respect your feelings, too, 
though I don’t pretend to share them to their full extent; but I tell you now, solemnly, it’s of no 
use—I can’t help myself. I didn’t mean to tell you this Emily; but, in plain words, there is no 
choice between selling these two and selling everything. Either they must go, or all must. Haley 
has come into possession of a mortgage, which, if I don’t clear off with him directly, will take 
everything before it. I’ve raked, and scraped, and borrowed, and all but begged,—and the price 
of these two was needed to make up the balance, and I had to give them up. Haley fancied the 
child; he agreed to settle the matter that way, and no other. I was in his power, and had to do it. 
If you feel so to have them sold, would it be any better to have all sold?” 
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Chapter 16: Tom’s Mistress and Her Opinions 
[Tom’s new owners, Marie and Augustine St. Clare, as well as St. Clare’s New England cousin Ophelia, are 
seated at the dinner table. Marie retells the lessons of the morning sermon to her non-churchgoing 
husband.] 
“O, Dr. G—— preached a splendid sermon,” said Marie. “It was just such a sermon as you 
ought to hear; it expressed all my views exactly.” 
“It must have been very improving,” said St. Clare. “The subject must have been an extensive 
one.” 
“Well, I mean all my views about society, and such things,” said Marie. “The text was, ‘He hath 
made everything beautiful in its season;’ and he showed how all the orders and distinctions in 
society came from God; and that it was so appropriate, you know, and beautiful, that some 
should be high and some low, and that some were born to rule and some to serve, and all that, 
you know; and he applied it so well to all this ridiculous fuss that is made about slavery, and he 
proved distinctly that the Bible was on our side, and supported all our institutions so 
convincingly. I only wish you’d heard him.” 
“O, I didn’t need it,” said St. Clare. “I can learn what does me as much good as that from the 
Picayune, any time, and smoke a cigar besides; which I can’t do, you know, in a church.” 
“Why,” said Miss Ophelia, “don’t you believe in these views?” 
“Who,—I? You know I’m such a graceless dog that these religious aspects of such subjects don’t 
edify me much. If I was to say anything on this slavery matter, I would say out, fair and square, 
‘We’re in for it; we’ve got ‘em, and mean to keep ‘em,—it’s for our convenience and our 
interest;’ for that’s the long and short of it,—that’s just the whole of what all this sanctified stuff 
amounts to, after all; and I think that it will be intelligible to everybody, everywhere.” 
“I do think, Augustine, you are so irreverent!” said Marie. 
“I think it’s shocking to hear you talk.” 
“Shocking! it’s the truth. This religious talk on such matters,—why don’t they carry it a little 
further, and show the beauty, in its season, of a fellow’s taking a glass too much, and sitting a 
little too late over his cards, and various providential arrangements of that sort, which are pretty 
frequent among us young men;—we’d like to hear that those are right and godly, too.” 
“Well,” said Miss Ophelia, “do you think slavery right or wrong?” 
“I’m not going to have any of your horrid New England directness, cousin,” said St. Clare, gayly. 
“If I answer that question, I know you’ll be at me with half a dozen others, each one harder than 
the last; and I’m not a going to define my position. I am one of the sort that lives by throwing 
stones at other people’s glass houses, but I never mean to put up one for them to stone.” 
“That’s just the way he’s always talking,” said Marie; “you can’t get any satisfaction out of him. I 
believe it’s just because he don’t like religion, that he’s always running out in this way he’s been 
doing.” 
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“Religion!” said St. Clare, in a tone that made both ladies look at him. “Religion! Is what you 
hear at church, religion? Is that which can bend and turn, and descend and ascend, to fit every 
crooked phase of selfish, worldly society, religion? Is that religion which is less scrupulous, less 
generous, less just, less considerate for man, than even my own ungodly, worldly, blinded nature? 
No! When I look for a religion, I must look for something above me, and not something 
beneath.” 
“Then you don’t believe that the Bible justifies slavery,” said Miss Ophelia. 
“The Bible was my mother’s book,” said St. Clare. “By it she lived and died, and I would be 
very sorry to think it did. I’d as soon desire to have it proved that my mother could drink 



brandy, chew tobacco, and swear, by way of satisfying me that I did right in doing the same. It 
wouldn’t make me at all more satisfied with these things in myself, and it would take from me the 
comfort of respecting her; and it really is a comfort, in this world, to have anything one can 
respect. In short, you see,” said he, suddenly resuming his gay tone, “all I want is that different 
things be kept in different boxes. The whole frame-work of society, both in Europe and America, 
is made up of various things which will not stand the scrutiny of any very ideal standard of 
morality. It’s pretty generally understood that men don’t aspire after the absolute right, but only 
to do about as well as the rest of the world. Now, when any one speaks up, like a man, and says 
slavery is necessary to us, we can’t get along without it, we should be beggared if we give it up, 
and, of course, we mean to hold on to it,—this is strong, clear, well-defined language; it has the 
respectability of truth to it; and, if we may judge by their practice, the majority of the world will 
bear us out in it. But when he begins to put on a long face, and snuffle, and quote Scripture, I 
incline to think he isn’t much better than he should be.” 
“You are very uncharitable,” said Marie. 
“Well,” said St. Clare, “suppose that something should bring down the price of cotton once and 
forever, and make the whole slave property a drug in the market, don’t you think we should soon 
have another version of the Scripture doctrine? What a flood of light would pour into the 
church, all at once, and how immediately it would be discovered that everything in the Bible and 
reason went the other way!” 
“Well, at any rate,” said Marie, as she reclined herself on a lounge, “I’m thankful I’m born where 
slavery exists; and I believe it’s right,—indeed, I feel it must be; and, at any rate, I’m sure I 
couldn’t get along without it.” 
Chapter 19: Miss Ophelia’s Experiences and Opinions (Continued) 
[St. Clare explains to Ophelia that he does not mean to defend slavery. In his critique, St. Clare’s 
comments explore 
other issues surrounding slavery such as paternalism, free labor, and moral righteousness.] 
“Wait,—I’m coming on,—you’ll hear. The short of the matter is, cousin,” said he, his handsome 
face suddenly settling into an earnest and serious expression, “on this abstract question of slavery 
there can, as I think, be but one opinion. Planters, who have money to make by it,—clergymen, 
who have planters to please,—politicians, who want to rule by it,—may warp and bend language 
and ethics to a degree that shall astonish the world at their ingenuity; they can press nature and 
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the Bible, and nobody knows what else, into the service; but, after all, neither they nor the world 
believe in it one particle the more. It comes from the devil, that’s the short of it;—and, to my 
mind, it’s a pretty respectable specimen of what he can do in his own line.” 
Miss Ophelia stopped her knitting, and looked surprised; and St. Clare, apparently enjoying her 
astonishment, went on. 
“You seem to wonder; but if you will get me fairly at it, I’ll make a clean breast of it. This cursed 
business, accursed of God and man, what is it? Strip it of all its ornament, run it down to the 
root and nucleus of the whole, and what is it? Why, because my brother Quashy is ignorant and 
weak, and I am intelligent and strong,—because I know how, and can do it,—therefore, I may 
steal all he has, keep it, and give him only such and so much as suits my fancy. Whatever is too 
hard, too dirty, too disagreeable, for me, I may set Quashy to doing. Because I don’t like work, 
Quashy shall work. Because the sun burns me, Quashy shall stay in the sun. Quashy shall earn 
the money, and I will spend it. Quashy shall lie down in every puddle, that I may walk over dryshod. 
Quashy shall do my will, and not his, all the days of his mortal life, and have such chance 
of getting to heaven, at last, as I find convenient. This I take to be about what slavery is. I defy 
anybody on earth to read our slave-code, as it stands in our law-books, and make anything else of 



it. Talk of the abuses of slavery! Humbug! The thing itself is the essence of all abuse! And the 
only reason why the land don’t sink under it, like Sodom and Gomorrah, is because it is used in a 
way infinitely better than it is. For pity’s sake, for shame’s sake, because we are men born of 
women, and not savage beasts, many of us do not, and dare not,—we would scorn to use the full 
power which our savage laws put into our hands. And he who goes the furthest, and does the 
worst, only uses within limits the power that the law gives him.” 
*** 
“O, yes, to be sure, the question is,—and a deuce of a question it is! How came you in this state 
of sin and misery? Well, I shall answer in the good old words you used to teach me, Sundays. I 
came so by ordinary generation. My servants were my father’s, and, what is more, my mother’s; 
and now they are mine, they and their increase, which bids fair to be a pretty considerable item. 
My father, you know, came first from New England; and he was just such another man as your 
father,—a regular old Roman,—upright, energetic, noble-minded, with an iron will. Your father 
settled down in New England, to rule over rocks and stones, and to force an existence out of 
Nature; and mine settled in Louisiana, to rule over men and women, and force existence out of 
them…” 
*** 
“Now, an aristocrat, you know, the world over, has no human sympathies, beyond a certain line 
in society. In England the line is in one place, in Burmah in another, and in America in another; 
but the aristocrat of all these countries never goes over it. What would be hardship and distress 
and injustice in his own class, is a cool matter of course in another one. My father’s dividing line 
was that of color. Among his equals, never was a man more just and generous; but he considered 
the negro, through all possible gradations of color, as an intermediate link between man and 
animals, and graded all his ideas of justice or generosity on this hypothesis. I suppose, to be sure, 
if anybody had asked him, plump and fair, whether they had human immortal souls, he might 
have hemmed and hawed, and said yes. But my father was not a man much troubled with 
spiritualism; religious sentiment he had none, beyond a veneration for God, as decidedly the 
head of the upper classes.” 
*** 
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“What poor, mean trash this whole business of human virtue is! A mere matter, for the most part, 
of latitude and longitude, and geographical position, acting with natural temperament. The 
greater part is nothing but an accident! Your father, for example, settles in Vermont, in a town 
where all are, in fact, free and equal; becomes a regular church member and deacon, and in due 
time joins an Abolition society, and thinks us all little better than heathens. Yet he is, for all the 
world, in constitution and habit, a duplicate of my father. I can see it leaking out in fifty different 
ways,—just the same strong, overbearing, dominant spirit. You know very well how impossible it 
is to persuade some of the folks in your village that Squire Sinclair does not feel above them. The 
fact is, though he has fallen on democratic times, and embraced a democratic theory, he is to the 
heart an aristocrat, as much as my father, who ruled over five or six hundred slaves.” 
Miss Ophelia felt rather disposed to cavil at this picture, and was laying down her knitting to 
begin, but St. Clare stopped her. 
“Now, I know every word you are going to say. I do not say they were alike, in fact. One fell 
into a condition where everything acted against the natural tendency, and the other where 
everything acted for it; and so one turned out a pretty wilful, stout, overbearing old democrat, 
and the other a wilful, stout old despot. If both had owned plantations in Louisiana, they would 
have been as like as two old bullets cast in the same mould.” 
*** 



“It’s all nonsense to talk to me about slaves enjoying all this! To this day, I have no patience with 
the unutterable trash that some of your patronizing Northerners have made up, as in their zeal to 
apologize for our sins. We all know better. Tell me that any man living wants to work all his 
days, from day-dawn till dark, under the constant eye of a master, without the power of putting 
forth one irresponsible volition, on the same dreary, monotonous, unchanging toil, and all for 
two pairs of pantaloons and a pair of shoes a year, with enough food and shelter to keep him in 
working order! Any man who thinks that human beings can, as a general thing, be made about 

as comfortable that way as any other, I wish he might try it. I’d buy the dog, and work him, with 
a clear conscience!” 
“I always have supposed,” said Miss Ophelia, “that you, all of you, approved of these things, 
and 
thought them right according to Scripture.” 
“Humbug! We are not quite reduced to that yet. Alfred who is as determined a despot as ever 
walked, does not pretend to this kind of defence;—no, he stands, high and haughty, on that 
good 
old respectable ground, the right of the strongest; and he says, and I think quite sensibly, that 
the 
American planter is ‘only doing, in another form, what the English aristocracy and capitalists are 
doing by the lower classes;’ that is, I take it, appropriating them, body and bone, soul and spirit, 
to their use and convenience. He defends both,—and I think, at least, consistently. He says that 
there can be no high civilization without enslavement of the masses, either nominal or real. 
There must, he says, be a lower class, given up to physical toil and confined to an animal 
nature; 
and a higher one thereby acquires leisure and wealth for a more expanded intelligence and 
improvement, and becomes the directing soul of the lower. So he reasons, because, as I said, he 
is born an aristocrat;—so I don’t believe, because I was born a democrat.” 
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“How in the world can the two things be compared?” said Miss Ophelia. “The English laborer is 
not sold, traded, parted from his family, whipped.” 
“He is as much at the will of his employer as if he were sold to him. The slave-owner can whip 
his refractory slave to death,—the capitalist can starve him to death. As to family security, it is 
hard to say which is the worst,—to have one’s children sold, or see them starve to death at 
home.” 
“But it’s no kind of apology for slavery, to prove that it isn’t worse than some other bad thing.” 
“I didn’t give it for one,—nay, I’ll say, besides, that ours is the more bold and palpable 
infringement of human rights; actually buying a man up, like a horse,—looking at his teeth, 
cracking his joints, and trying his paces and then paying down for him,—having speculators, 
breeders, traders, and brokers in human bodies and souls,—sets the thing before the eyes of 
the 
civilized world in a more tangible form, though the thing done be, after all, in its nature, the 
same; that is, appropriating one set of human beings to the use and improvement of another 
without any regard to their own.” 
“I never thought of the matter in this light,” said Miss Ophelia. 
“Well, I’ve traveled in England some, and I’ve looked over a good many documents as to the 



state of their lower classes; and I really think there is no denying Alfred, when he says that his 
slaves are better off than a large class of the population of England. You see, you must not 
infer, 
from what I have told you, that Alfred is what is called a hard master; for he isn’t. He is 
despotic, 
and unmerciful to insubordination; he would shoot a fellow down with as little remorse as he 
would shoot a buck, if he opposed him. But, in general, he takes a sort of pride in having his 
slaves comfortably fed and accommodated. 
“When I was with him, I insisted that he should do something for their instruction; and, to 
please 
me, he did get a chaplain, and used to have them catechized Sunday, though, I believe, in his 
heart, that he thought it would do about as much good to set a chaplain over his dogs and 
horses. 
And the fact is, that a mind stupefied and animalized by every bad influence from the hour of 
birth, spending the whole of every week-day in unreflecting toil, cannot be done much with by 
a 
few hours on Sunday. The teachers of Sunday-schools among the manufacturing population of 
England, and among plantation-hands in our country, could perhaps testify to the same result, 
there and here. Yet some striking exceptions there are among us, from the fact that the negro 
is 
naturally more impressible to religious sentiment than the white.” 
*** 
“But, then, to come back to this point,—we were on this liberation business. I don’t think my 
feelings about slavery are peculiar. I find many men who, in their hearts, think of it just as I do. 
The land groans under it; and, bad as it is for the slave, it is worse, if anything, for the master. It 
takes no spectacles to see that a great class of vicious, improvident, degraded people, among 
us, 
are an evil to us, as well as to themselves. The capitalist and aristocrat of England cannot feel 
that as we do, because they do not mingle with the class they degrade as we do. They are in our 
homes; they are the associates of our children, and they form their minds faster than we can; 
for 
they are a race that children always will cling to and assimilate with. If Eva, now, was not more 
angel than ordinary, she would be ruined. We might as well allow the small-pox to run among 
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them, and think our children would not take it, as to let them be uninstructed and vicious, and 
think our children will not be affected by that. Yet our laws positively and utterly forbid any 
efficient general educational system, and they do it wisely, too; for, just begin and thoroughly 
educate one generation, and the whole thing would be blown sky high. If we did not give them 
liberty, they would take it.” 
“And what do you think will be the end of this?” said Miss Ophelia. 
“I don’t know. One thing is certain,—that there is a mustering among the masses, the world 
over; and there is a dies irae [“day of wrath”] coming on, sooner or later. The same thing is 
working in Europe, in England, and in this country. My mother used to tell me of a millennium 
that was coming, when Christ should reign, and all men should be free and happy. And she 



taught me, when I was a boy, to pray, ‘thy kingdom come.’ Sometimes I think all this sighing, 
and groaning, and stirring among the dry bones foretells what she used to tell me was coming. 
But who may abide the day of His appearing?” 
Chapter 40: The Martyr 
[Tom’s vicious third master, Simon Legree, questions Tom’s knowledge of the whereabouts of 
two fugitive slaves. 
Tom’s choices are between saving his self by speaking-up, or facing harsh punishment by 
remaining silent.] 
“Now, Quimbo,” said Legree, as he stretched himself down in the sitting-room, “you jest go and 
walk that Tom up here, right away! The old cuss is at the bottom of this yer whole matter; and 
I’ll have it out of his old black hide, or I’ll know the reason why!” 
Sambo and Quimbo, both, though hating each other, were joined in one mind by a no less 
cordial hatred of Tom. Legree had told them, at first, that he had bought him for a general 
overseer, in his absence; and this had begun an ill will, on their part, which had increased, in 
their debased and servile natures, as they saw him becoming obnoxious to their master’s 
displeasure. Quimbo, therefore, departed, with a will to execute his orders. 
Tom heard the message with a forewarning heart; for he knew all the plan of the fugitives’ 
escape, and the place of their present concealment;—he knew the deadly character of the man 
he 
had to deal with, and his despotic power. But he felt strong in God to meet death, rather than 
betray the helpless. 
He sat his basket down by the row, and, looking up, said, “Into thy hands I commend my spirit! 
Thou hast redeemed me, oh Lord God of truth!” and then quietly yielded himself to the rough, 
brutal grasp with which Quimbo seized him. 
“Ay, ay!” said the giant, as he dragged him along; ye’ll cotch it, now! I’ll boun’ Mas’r’s back ‘s 
up high! No sneaking out, now! Tell ye, ye’ll get it, and no mistake! See how ye’ll look, now, 
helpin’ Mas’r’s niggers to run away! See what ye’ll get!” 
The savage words none of them reached that ear!—a higher voice there was saying, “Fear not 
them that kill the body, and, after that, have no more that they can do.” Nerve and bone of that 
poor man’s body vibrated to those words, as if touched by the finger of God; and he felt the 
strength of a thousand souls in one. As he passed along, the trees and bushes, the huts of his 
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servitude, the whole scene of his degradation, seemed to whirl by him as the landscape by the 
rushing ear. His soul throbbed,—his home was in sight,—and the hour of release seemed at 
hand. 
“Well, Tom!” said Legree, walking up, and seizing him grimly by the collar of his coat, and 
speaking through his teeth, in a paroxysm of determined rage, “do you know I’ve made up my 
mind to KILL YOU?” 
“It’s very likely, Mas’r,” said Tom, calmly. 
“I have,” said Legree, with a grim, terrible calmness, “done—just—that—thing, Tom, unless 
you’ll tell me what you know about these yer gals!” . . . 
“I han’t got nothing to tell, Mas’r,” said Tom, with a slow, firm, deliberate utterance. 
“Do you dare to tell me, ye old black Christian, ye don’t know?” said Legree. Tom was silent. 
“Speak!” thundered Legree, striking him furiously. Do you know anything?” 



“I know, Mas’r; but I can’t tell anything. I can die!” 
Legree drew in a long breath; and, suppressing his rage, took Tom by the arm, and, approaching 
his face almost to his, said, in a terrible voice, “Hark ‘e, Tom!—ye think, ‘cause I’ve let you off 
before, I don’t mean what I say; but, this time, I’ve made up my mind, and counted the cost. 
You’ve always stood it out again’ me: now, I’ll conquer ye, or kill ye!—one or t’ other. I’ll count 
every drop of blood there is in you, and take ‘em, one by one, till ye give up!” 
Tom looked up to his master, and answered, “Mas’r, if you was sick, or in trouble, or dying, and 
I could save ye, I’d give ye my heart’s blood; and, if taking every drop of blood in this poor old 
body would save your precious soul, I’d give ‘em freely, as the Lord gave his for me. O, Mas’r! 
don’t bring this great sin on your soul! It will hurt you more than ‘twill me! Do the worst you 
can, my troubles’ll be over soon; but, if ye don’t repent, yours won’t never end!” 
Like a strange snatch of heavenly music, heard in the lull of a tempest, this burst of feeling 
made 
a moment’s blank pause. Legree stood aghast, and looked at Tom; and there was such a silence, 
that the tick of the old clock could be heard, measuring, with silent touch, the last moments of 
mercy and probation to that hardened heart. 
It was but a moment. There was one hesitating pause,—one irresolute, relenting thrill,—and 
the 
spirit of evil came back, with seven-fold vehemence; and Legree, foaming with rage, smote his 
victim to the ground. 
Scenes of blood and cruelty are shocking to our ear and heart. What man has nerve to do, man 
has not nerve to hear. What brother-man and brother-Christian must suffer, cannot be told us, 
even in our secret chamber, it so harrows the soul! And yet, oh my country; these things are 
done under the shadow of thy laws! O, Christ! thy church sees them, almost in silence! 
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But, of old, there was One whose suffering changed an instrument of torture, degradation and 
shame, into a symbol of glory, honor, and immortal life; and, where His spirit is, neither 
degrading stripes, nor blood, nor insults, can make the Christian’s last struggle less than 
glorious. 
Was he alone, that long night, whose brave, loving spirit was bearing up, in that old shed, 
against 
buffeting and brutal stripes? 
Nay! There stood by him ONE,—seen by him alone,—“like unto the Son of God.” 
The tempter stood by him, too,—blinded by furious, despotic will,—every moment pressing 
him 
to shun that agony by the betrayal of the innocent. But the brave, true heart was firm on the 
Eternal Rock. Like his Master, he knew that, if he saved others, himself he could not save; nor 
could utmost extremity wring from him words, save of prayers and holy trust. 
“He’s most gone, Mas’r,” said Sambo, touched, in spite of himself, by the patience of his victim. 
“Pay away, till he gives up! Give it to him!—give it to him!” shouted Legree. “I’ll take every 
drop of blood he has, unless he confesses!” 
Tom opened his eyes, and looked upon his master. “Ye poor miserable critter!” he said, “there 
ain’t no more ye can do! I forgive ye, with all my soul!” and he fainted entirely away. 
“I b’lieve, my soul, he’s done for, finally,” said Legree, stepping forward, to look at him. “Yes, he 



is! Well, his mouth’s shut up, at last,—that’s one comfort!” 
Yes, Legree; but who shall shut up that voice in thy soul? that soul, past repentance, past 
prayer, 
past hope, in whom the fire that never shall be quenched is already burning! 
Yet Tom was not quite gone. His wondrous words and pious prayers had struck upon the hearts 
of the imbruted blacks, who had been the instruments of cruelty upon him; and, the instant 
Legree withdrew, they took him down, and, in their ignorance, sought to call him back to life,— 
as if that were any favor to him. 
“Sartin, we ‘s been doin’ a drefful wicked thing!” said Sambo; “hopes Mas’r’ll have to ‘count for 
it, and not we.” 
They washed his wounds,—they provided a rude bed, of some refuse cotton, for him to lie 
down 
on; and one of them, stealing up to the house, begged a drink of brandy of Legree, pretending 
that he was tired, and wanted it for himself. He brought it back, and poured it down Tom’s 
throat. 
“O, Tom!” said Quimbo, “we’s been awful wicked to ye!” 
“I forgive ye, with all my heart!” said Tom, faintly. 
“O, Tom! do tell us who is Jesus, anyhow?” said Sambo;—”Jesus, that’s been a standin’ by you 
so, all this night!—Who is he?” 
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The word roused the failing, fainting spirit. He poured forth a few energetic sentences of that 
wondrous One,—his life, his death, his everlasting presence, and power to save. 
They wept,—both the two savage men. 
“Why didn’t I never hear this before?” said Sambo; “but I do believe!—I can’t help it! Lord 
Jesus, have mercy on us!” 
“Poor critters!” said Tom, “I’d be willing to bar’ all I have, if it’ll only bring ye to Christ! O, 
Lord! give me these two more souls, I pray!” 
That prayer was answered! 
Chapter 45: Concluding Remarks 
[Stowe’s concluding remarks give insight into her motivation for writing Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 
Appealing to 
Christianity and family values, Stowe plead for both Northern and Southern readers to recognize 
their own duties to 
bring about the abolition of slavery.] 
For many years of her life, the author avoided all reading upon or allusion to the subject of 
slavery, considering it as too painful to be inquired into, and one which advancing light and 
civilization would certainly live down. But, since the legislative act of 1850, when she heard, with 
perfect surprise and consternation, Christian and humane people actually recommending the 
remanding escaped fugitives into slavery, as a duty binding on good citizens,—when she heard, 
on all hands, from kind, compassionate and estimable people, in the free states of the North, 
deliberations and discussions as to what Christian duty could be on this head,—she could only 
think, These men and Christians cannot know what slavery is; if they did, such a question could 
never be open for discussion. And from this arose a desire to exhibit it in a living dramatic reality. 
She has endeavored to show it fairly, in its best and its worst phases. In its best aspect, she has, 
perhaps, been successful; but, oh! Who shall say what yet remains untold in that valley and 



shadow of death, that lies the other side? 
To you, generous, noble-minded men and women, of the South,—you, whose virtue, and 
magnanimity and purity of character, are the greater for the severer trial it has encountered,—to 
you is her appeal. Have you not, in your own secret souls, in your own private conversings, felt 
that there are woes and evils, in this accursed system, far beyond what are here shadowed, or can 
be shadowed? Can it be otherwise? Is man ever a creature to be trusted with wholly 
irresponsible power? And does not the slave system, by denying the slave all legal right of 
testimony, make every individual owner an irresponsible despot? Can anybody fail to make the 
inference what the practical result will be? If there is, as we admit, a public sentiment among 
you, men of honor, justice and humanity, is there not also another kind of public sentiment 
among the ruffian, the brutal and debased? And cannot the ruffian, the brutal, the debased, by 
slave law, own just as many slaves as the best and purest? Are the honorable, the just, the highminded 
and compassionate, the majority anywhere in this world? 
The slave-trade is now, by American law, considered as piracy. But a slave-trade, as systematic as 
ever was carried on on the coast of Africa, is an inevitable attendant and result of American 
slavery. And its heart-break and its horrors, can they be told? 
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The writer has given only a faint shadow, a dim picture, of the anguish and despair that are, at 
this very moment, riving thousands of hearts, shattering thousands of families, and driving a 
helpless and sensitive race to frenzy and despair. There are those living who know the mothers 
whom this accursed traffic has driven to the murder of their children; and themselves seeking in 
death a shelter from woes more dreaded than death. Nothing of tragedy can be written, can be 
spoken, can be conceived, that equals the frightful reality of scenes daily and hourly acting on our 
shores, beneath the shadow of American law, and the shadow of the cross of Christ. 
And now, men and women of America, is this a thing to be trifled with, apologized for, and 
passed over in silence? Farmers of Massachusetts, of New Hampshire, of Vermont, of 
Connecticut, who read this book by the blaze of your winter-evening fire,—strong-hearted, 
generous sailors and ship-owners of Maine,—is this a thing for you to countenance and 
encourage? Brave and generous men of New York, farmers of rich and joyous Ohio, and ye of 
the wide prairie states,—answer, is this a thing for you to protect and countenance? And you, 
mothers of America,—you who have learned, by the cradles of your own children, to love and 
feel for all mankind,—by the sacred love you bear your child; by your joy in his beautiful, spotless 
infancy; by the motherly pity and tenderness with which you guide his growing years; by the 
anxieties of his education; by the prayers you breathe for his soul’s eternal good;—I beseech you, 
pity the mother who has all your affections, and not one legal right to protect, guide, or educate, 
the child of her bosom! By the sick hour of your child; by those dying eyes, which you can never 
forget; by those last cries, that wrung your heart when you could neither help nor save; by the 
desolation of that empty cradle, that silent nursery,—I beseech you, pity those mothers that are 
constantly made childless by the American slave-trade! And say, mothers of America, is this a 
thing to be defended, sympathized with, passed over in silence? 
Do you say that the people of the free state have nothing to do with it, and can do nothing? 
Would to God this were true! But it is not true. The people of the free states have defended, 
encouraged, and participated; and are more guilty for it, before God, than the South, in that they 
have not the apology of education or custom. 
If the mothers of the free states had all felt as they should, in times past, the sons of the free states 
would not have been the holders, and, proverbially, the hardest masters of slaves; the sons of the 
free states would not have connived at the extension of slavery, in our national body; the sons of 
the free states would not, as they do, trade the souls and bodies of men as an equivalent to 



money, in their mercantile dealings. There are multitudes of slaves temporarily owned, and sold 
again, by merchants in northern cities; and shall the whole guilt or obloquy of slavery fall only on 
the South? 
Northern men, northern mothers, northern Christians, have something more to do than 
denounce their brethren at the South; they have to look to the evil among themselves. 
But, what can any individual do? Of that, every individual can judge. There is one thing that 
every individual can do,—they can see to it that they feel right. An atmosphere of sympathetic 
influence encircles every human being; and the man or woman who feels strongly, healthily and 
justly, on the great interests of humanity, is a constant benefactor to the human race. See, then, 
to your sympathies in this matter! Are they in harmony with the sympathies of Christ? or are 
they swayed and perverted by the sophistries of worldly policy? 
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Christian men and women of the North! still further,—you have another power; you can pray! 
Do you believe in prayer? or has it become an indistinct apostolic tradition? You pray for the 
heathen abroad; pray also for the heathen at home. And pray for those distressed Christians 
whose whole chance of religious improvement is an accident of trade and sale; from whom any 
adherence to the morals of Christianity is, in many cases, an impossibility, unless they have given 
them, from above, the courage and grace of martyrdom. 
But, still more. On the shores of our free states are emerging the poor, shattered, broken 
remnants of families,—men and women, escaped, by miraculous providences from the surges of 
slavery,—feeble in knowledge, and, in many cases, infirm in moral constitution, from a system 
which confounds and confuses every principle of Christianity and morality. They come to seek a 
refuge among you; they come to seek education, knowledge, Christianity. 
What do you owe to these poor unfortunates, oh Christians? Does not every American Christian 
owe to the African race some effort at reparation for the wrongs that the American nation has 
brought upon them? Shall the doors of churches and school-houses be shut upon them? Shall 
states arise and shake them out? Shall the church of Christ hear in silence the taunt that is 
thrown at them, and shrink away from the helpless hand that they stretch out; and, by her 
silence, encourage the cruelty that would chase them from our borders? If it must be so, it will be 
a mournful spectacle. If it must be so, the country will have reason to tremble, when it 
remembers that the fate of nations is in the hands of One who is very pitiful, and of tender 
compassion. 

 

 

  



“Mother to Son”-Langston Hughes 

Well, son, I'll tell you: 

Life for me ain't been no crystal stair. 

It's had tacks in it, 

And splinters, 

And boards torn up, 

And places with no carpet on the floor -- 

Bare. 

But all the time 

I'se been a-climbin' on, 

And reachin' landin's, 

And turnin' corners, 

And sometimes goin' in the dark 

Where there ain't been no light. 

So boy, don't you turn back. 

Don't you set down on the steps 

'Cause you finds it's kinder hard. 

Don't you fall now -- 

For I'se still goin', honey, 

I'se still climbin', 

And life for me ain't been no crystal stair. 

  



Letter to Barack Obama-Toni Morrison 

Legendary novelist and editor Toni Morrison’s endorsement of Barack Obama is obviously not significant 

for her ability to move voters at the polls, which is not proven and probably not likely to be proven. But 

given her perceived attachment to the Clintons—Bill, she famously once called America’s first black 

president; and Hillary she has been close to in the past—we thought it worth printing in full the letter of 

endorsement she sent to the Illinois senator, as released by the Obama campaign: 

Dear Senator Obama, 

This letter represents a first for me–a public endorsement of a Presidential candidate. I feel driven to let 

you know why I am writing it. One reason is it may help gather other supporters; another is that this is 

one of those singular moments that nations ignore at their peril. I will not rehearse the multiple crises 

facing us, but of one thing I am certain: this opportunity for a national evolution (even revolution) will 

not come again soon, and I am convinced you are the person to capture it. 

May I describe to you my thoughts? 

I have admired Senator Clinton for years. Her knowledge always seemed to me exhaustive; her 

negotiation of politics expert. However I am more compelled by the quality of mind (as far as I can 

measure it) of a candidate. I cared little for her gender as a source of my admiration, and the little I did 

care was based on the fact that no liberal woman has ever ruled in America. Only conservative or “new-

centrist” ones are allowed into that realm. Nor do I care very much for your race[s]. I would not support 

you if that was all you had to offer or because it might make me “proud.” 

In thinking carefully about the strengths of the candidates, I stunned myself when I came to the 

following conclusion: that in addition to keen intelligence, integrity and a rare authenticity, you exhibit 

something that has nothing to do with age, experience, race or gender and something I don’t see in 

other candidates. That something is a creative imagination which coupled with brilliance equals wisdom. 

It is too bad if we associate it only with gray hair and old age. Or if we call searing vision naivete. Or if we 

believe cunning is insight. Or if we settle for finessing cures tailored for each ravaged tree in the forest 

while ignoring the poisonous landscape that feeds and surrounds it. Wisdom is a gift; you can’t train for 

it, inherit it, learn it in a class, or earn it in the workplace–that access can foster the acquisition of 

knowledge, but not wisdom. 

When, I wondered, was the last time this country was guided by such a leader? Someone whose moral 

center was un-embargoed? Someone with courage instead of mere ambition? Someone who truly 

thinks of his country’s citizens as “we,” not “they”? Someone who understands what it will take to help 

America realize the virtues it fancies about itself, what it desperately needs to become in the world? 



Our future is ripe, outrageously rich in its possibilities. Yet unleashing the glory of that future will require 

a difficult labor, and some may be so frightened of its birth they will refuse to abandon their nostalgia 

for the womb. 

There have been a few prescient leaders in our past, but you are the man for this time. 

Good luck to you and to us. 

Toni Morrison 

  



Lincoln’s Second Inaugural-Abraham Lincoln 

Fellow-Countrymen: 

At this second appearing to take the oath of the Presidential office there is less occasion for an extended 
address than there was at the first. Then a statement somewhat in detail of a course to be pursued 
seemed fitting and proper. Now, at the expiration of four years, during which public declarations have 
been constantly called forth on every point and phase of the great contest which still absorbs the 
attention and engrosses the energies of the nation, little that is new could be presented. The progress of 
our arms, upon which all else chiefly depends, is as well known to the public as to myself, and it is, I 
trust, reasonably satisfactory and encouraging to all. With high hope for the future, no prediction in 
regard to it is ventured. 

On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago all thoughts were anxiously directed to an 
impending civil war. All dreaded it, all sought to avert it. While the inaugural address was being 
delivered from this place, devoted altogether to saving the Union without war, urgent agents were in 
the city seeking to destroy it without war--seeking to dissolve the Union and divide effects by 
negotiation. Both parties deprecated war, but one of them would make war rather than let the nation 
survive, and the other would accept war rather than let it perish, and the war came. 

One-eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed generally over the Union, but 
localized in the southern part of it. These slaves constituted a peculiar and powerful interest. All knew 
that this interest was somehow the cause of the war. To strengthen, perpetuate, and extend this 
interest was the object for which the insurgents would rend the Union even by war, while the 
Government claimed no right to do more than to restrict the territorial enlargement of it. Neither party 
expected for the war the magnitude or the duration which it has already attained. Neither anticipated 
that the cause of the conflict might cease with or even before the conflict itself should cease. Each 
looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and astounding. Both read the same Bible 
and pray to the same God, and each invokes His aid against the other. It may seem strange that any men 
should dare to ask a just God's assistance in wringing their bread from the sweat of other men's faces, 
but let us judge not, that we be not judged. The prayers of both could not be answered. That of neither 
has been answered fully. The Almighty has His own purposes. "Woe unto the world because of offenses; 
for it must needs be that offenses come, but woe to that man by whom the offense cometh." If we shall 
suppose that American slavery is one of those offenses which, in the providence of God, must needs 
come, but which, having continued through His appointed time, He now wills to remove, and that He 
gives to both North and South this terrible war as the woe due to those by whom the offense came, 
shall we discern therein any departure from those divine attributes which the believers in a living God 
always ascribe to Him? Fondly do we hope, fervently do we pray, that this mighty scourge of war may 
speedily pass away. Yet, if God wills that it continue until all the wealth piled by the bondsman's two 
hundred and fifty years of unrequited toil shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the 
lash shall be paid by another drawn with the sword, as was said three thousand years ago, so still it must 
be said "the judgments of the Lord are true and righteous altogether." 

With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the right, 
let us strive on to finish the work we are in, to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him who shall 
have borne the battle and for his widow and his orphan, to do all which may achieve and cherish a just 
and lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations. 



“Speech to Chicago”-Abraham Lincoln 

July 10, 1858 

My Fellow Citizens: —On yesterday evening, upon the occasion of the reception given to Senator 

Douglas, I was furnished with a seat very convenient for hearing him, and was otherwise very 

courteously treated by him and his friends, and for which I thank him and them. During the course of his 

remarks my name was mentioned in such a way, as I suppose renders it at least not improper that I 

should make some sort of reply to him. I shall not attempt to follow him in the precise order in which he 

addressed the assembled multitude upon that occasion, though I shall perhaps do so in the main. 

A Question of Veracity—The Alliance. 

There was one question to which he asked the attention of the crowd, which I deem of somewhat less 

importance—at least of propriety for me to dwell upon—than the others, which he brought in near the 

close of his speech, and which I think it would not be entirely proper for me to omit attending to, and 

yet if I were not to give some attention to it now, I should probably forget it altogether. [Applause]. 

While I am upon this subject, allow me to say that I do not intend to indulge in that inconvenient mode 

sometimes adopted in public speaking, of reading from documents; but I shall depart from that rule so 

far as to read a little scrap from his speech, which notices this first topic of which I shall speak—that is, 

provided I can find it in the paper. (Examines the Press and Tribune of this morning). A voice—”Get out 

your specs.” 

I have made up my mind to appeal to the people against the combination that has been made against 

me!—the Republican leaders have formed an alliance, an unholy and unnatural alliance, with a portion 

of unscrupulous federal office-holders. I intend to fight that allied army wherever I meet them. I know 

they deny the alliance, but yet these men who are trying to divide the Democratic party for the purpose 

of electing a Republican Senator in my place, are just as much the agents and tools of the supporters of 

Mr. Lincoln. Hence I shall deal with this allied army just as the Russians dealt with the allies at 

Sebastopol—that is, the Russians did not stop to inquire, when they fired a broadside, whether it hit an 

Englishman, a Frenchman, or a Turk. Nor will I stop to inquire, nor shall I hesitate, whether my blows 

shall hit these Republican leaders or their allies who are holding the federal offices and yet acting in 

concert with them. 

  

Well now, gentlemen, is not that very alarming? [Laughter.] Just to think of it! right at the outset of his 

canvass, I, a poor, kind, amiable, intelligent, [laughter] gentleman, [laughter and renewed cheers] I am 

to be slain in this way. Why, my friend, the Judge 



is not only as it turns out, not a dead lion, nor even a living one—he is the rugged Russian Bear! [Roars 

of laughter and loud applause.]  

But if they will have it—for he says that we deny it—that there is any such alliance, as he says there is—

and I don’t propose hanging very much upon this question of veracity—but if he will have it that there is 

such an alliance—that the Administration men and we are allied, and we stand in the attitude of English, 

French and Turk, he occupying the position of the Russian, in that case, I beg that he will indulge us 

while we barely suggest to him, that these allies took Sebastopol [Long and tremendous applause.]  

Gentlemen, only a few more words as to this alliance. For my part, I have to say, that whether there be 

such an alliance, depends, so far as I know, upon what may be a right definition of the term alliance. If 

for the Republican party to see the other great party to which they are opposed divided among 

themselves, and not try to stop the division and rather be glad of it—if that is an alliance I confess I am 

in; but if it is meant to be said that the Republicans had formed an alliance going beyond that, by which 

there is contribution of money or sacrifice of principle on the one side or the other, so far as the 

Republican party is concerned, if there be any such thing, I protest that I neither know anything of it, nor 

do I believe it. I will however say—as I think this branch of the argument is lugged in—I would before I 

leave it, state, for the benefit of those concerned, that one of those same Buchanan men did once tell 

me of an argument that he made for his opposition to Judge Douglas. He said that a friend of our 

Senator Douglas had been talking to him, and had among other things said to him: “Why, you don’t 

want to beat Douglas?” “Yes,” said he “I do want to beat him, and I will tell you why. I believe his original 

Nebraska bill was right in the abstract, but it was wrong in the time that it was brought forward. It was 

wrong in the application to a territory in regard to which the question had been settled; it was brought 

forward at a time when nobody asked him; it was tendered to the South when the South had not asked 

for it, but when they could not well refuse it; and for this same reason he forced that question upon our 

party: it has sunk the best men all over the nation, everywhere; and now when our President, struggling 

with the difficulties of this man’s getting up, has reached the very hardest point to turn in the case, he 

deserts him, and I am for putting him where he will trouble us no more.” [Applause.]  

Now, gentlemen, that is not my argument—that is not my argument at all. I have only been stating to 

you the argument of a Buchanan man. You will judge if there is any force in it. [Applause.]  

What Is Popular Sovereignty? 

Popular sovereignty! everlasting popular sovereignty! [Laughter and continued cheers.] Let us for a 

moment inquire into this vast matter of popular sovereignty. What is popular sovereignty? We recollect 

that at an early period in the history of this struggle, there was another name for this same thing—

Squatter Sovereignty. It was not exactly Popular Sovereignty but Squatter Sovereignty. What do those 



terms mean? What do those terms mean when used now? And vast credit is taken by our friend, the 

Judge, in regard to his support of it, when he declares the last years of his life have been, and all the 

future years of his life shall be, devoted to this matter of popular sovereignty. What is it? Why, it is the 

sovereignty of the people! What was Squatter Sovereignty? I suppose if it had any significance at all it 

was the right of the people to govern themselves, to be sovereign of their own affairs while they were 

squatted down in a country not their own, while they had squatted on a territory that did not belong to 

them, in the sense that a State belongs to the people who inhabit it—when it belonged to the nation—

such right to govern themselves was called “Squatter Sovereignty.” 

Now I wish you to mark. What has become of that Squatter Sovereignty? What has become of it? Can 

you get anybody to tell you now that the people of a territory have any authority to govern themselves, 

in regard to this mooted question of Slavery, before they form a State Constitution? No such thing at all, 

although there is a general running fire, and although there has been a hurrah made in every speech on 

that side, assuming that policy had given the people of a territory the right to govern themselves upon 

this question yet the point is dodged. To-day it has been decided–no more than a year ago it was 

decided by the Supreme Court of the United States, and is insisted upon to-day, that the people of a 

territory have no right to exclude Slavery from a territory, that if any one man chooses to take slaves 

into a territory, all the rest of the people have no right to keep them out. This being so, and this decision 

being made one of the points that the Judge approved, and one in the approval of which he says he 

means to keep me down—put me down I should not say, for I have never been up. He says he is in favor 

of it, and sticks to it, and expects to win his battle on that decision, which says that there is no such thing 

as Squatter Sovereignty; but that any one man may take slaves into a territory, and all the other men in 

the territory may be opposed to it, and yet by reason of the constitution they cannot prohibit it. When 

that is so, how much is left of this vast matter of Squatter Sovereignty I should like to know?—(a 

voice)—”it has all gone.” 

When we get back, we get to the point of the right of the people to make a constitution. Kansas was 

settled, for example, in 1854. It was a territory yet, without having formed a Constitution, in a very 

regular way, for three years. All this time negro 

slavery could be taken in by any few individuals, and by that decision of the Supreme Court, which the 

Judge approves, all the rest of the people cannot keep it out; but when they come to make a 

Constitution they may say they will not have Slavery. But it is there; they are obliged to tolerate it in 

some way, and all experience shows that it will be so—for they will not take the negro slaves and 

absolutely deprive the owners of them. All experience shows this to be so. All that space of time that 

runs from the beginning of the settlement of the Territory until there is sufficiency of people to make a 

State Constitution—all that portion of time popular sovereignty is given up. The seal is absolutely put 

down upon it by the Court decision, and Judge Douglas puts his own upon the top of that, yet he is 

appealing to the people to give him vast credit for his devotion to popular sovereignty. (Applause.) 



Again, when we get to the question of the right of the people to form a State Constitution as they 

please, to form it with Slavery or without Slavery—if that is anything new, I confess I don’t know it. Has 

there ever been a time when anybody said that any other than the people of a Territory itself should 

form a Constitution? What is now in it, that Judge Douglas should have fought several years of his life, 

and pledged himself to fight all the remaining years of his life for? Can Judge Douglas find anybody on 

earth that said that anybody else should form a constitution for a people? (A voice, “Yes.”) Well, I should 

like you to name him; I should like to know who he was. (Same voice—”John Calhoun.”) 

Mr. Lincoln—No, sir, I never heard of even John Calhoun saying such a thing. He insisted on the same 

principle as Judge Douglas; but his mode of applying it in fact, was wrong. It is enough for my purpose to 

ask this crowd, when ever a Republican said anything against it? They never said anything against it, but 

they have constantly spoken for it; and whosoever will undertake to examine the platform, and the 

speeches of responsible men of the party, and of irresponsible men, too, if you please, will be unable to 

find one word from anybody in the Republican ranks, opposed to that Popular Sovereignty which Judge 

Douglas thinks that he has invented. [Applause.] I suppose that Judge Douglas will claim in a little while, 

that he is the inventor of the idea that the people should govern themselves: [cheers and laughter]; that 

nobody ever thought of such a thing until he brought it forward. We do remember, that in that old 

Declaration of Independence, it is said that “We hold these truths to be self-evident that all men are 

created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights; that among these 

are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness; that to secure these rights, governments are instituted 

among men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed.” There is the origin of Popular 

Sovereignty. [Loud applause]. Who, then, shall come in at this day and claim that he invented it. 

[Laughter and applause.]  

Lecompton Constitution. 

The Lecompton Constitution connects itself with this question, for it is in this matter of the Lecompton 

Constitution that our friend Judge Douglas claims such vast credit. I agree that in opposing the 

Lecompton Constitution so far as I can perceive, he was right. ["Good," "good."] I do not deny that at all; 

and gentlemen, you will readily see why I could not deny it, even if I wanted to. But I do not wish to; for 

all the Republicans in the nation opposed it, and they would have opposed it just as much without Judge 

Douglas’ aid, as with it. They had all taken ground against it long before he did. Why, the reason that he 

urges against that Constitution, I urged against him a year before. I have the printed speech in my hand. 

The argument that he makes, why that Constitution should not be adopted, that the people were not 

fairly represented nor allowed to vote, I pointed out in a speech a year ago, which I hold in my hand 

now, that no fair chance was to be given to the people. ["Read it," "read it."] I shall not waste your time 

by trying to read it. ["Read it," "read it."] Gentlemen, reading from speeches is a very tedious business, 



particularly for an old man that has to put on spectacles, and the more so if the man be so tall that he 

has to bend over to the light. [Laughter.]  

A little more, now, as to this matter of popular sovereignty and the Lecompton Constitution. The 

Lecompton Constitution, as the Judge tells us, was defeated. The defeat of it was a good thing or it was 

not. He thinks the defeat of it was a good thing, and so do I, and we agree in that. Who defeated it? 

A voice—Judge Douglas. 

Mr. Lincoln—Yes, he furnished himself, and if you suppose he controlled the other Democrats that went 

with him, he furnished three votes, while the Republicans furnished twenty. [Applause.]  

That is what he did to defeat it. In the House of Representatives he and his friends furnished some 

twenty votes, and the Republicans furnished ninety odd. [Loud applause.] Now who was it that did the 

work? 

A voice—Douglas. 

Mr. Lincoln—Why, yes, Douglas did it! To be sure he did. Let us, however, put that proposition another 

way. The Republicans could not have done it without Judge Douglas. Could he have done it without 

them. [Applause.] Which could have come the nearest to doing it without the other? [Renewed 

applause. "That’s it" "that’s it;" "good," "good."]  

A voice—Who killed the bill? 

Another voice—Douglas. 

Mr. Lincoln—Ground was taken against it by the Republicans long before Douglas did it. The proportion 

of opposition to that measure is about five to one. 

A Voice—”Why don’t they come out on it?” 

Mr. Lincoln—You don’t know what you are talking about, my friend. I am quite willing to answer any 

gentleman in the crowd who asks an intelligent question. [Great applause.]  

Now, who in all this country has ever found any of our friends of Judge Douglas’ way of thinking, and 

who have acted upon this main question, that has ever thought of uttering a word in behalf of Judge 

Trumbull? A voice—”we have.” I defy you to show a printed resolution passed in a Democratic 



meeting—I take it upon myself to defy any man to show a printed resolution of a Democratic meeting, 

large or small, in favor of Judge Trumbull, or any of the five to one Republicans who beat that bill. Every 

thing must be for the Democrats! They did every thing, and the five to one that really did the thing, they 

snub over, and they do not seem to remember that they have an existence upon the face of the earth. 

[Applause.]  

Lincoln and Douglas. 

Gentlemen: I fear that I shall become tedious, (Go on, go on.) I leave this branch of the subject to take 

hold of another. I take up that part of Judge Douglas’ speech in which he respectfully attended to me. 

[Laughter.]  

Judge Douglas made two points upon my recent speech at Springfield. He says they are to be the issues 

of this campaign. The first one of these points he bases upon the language in a speech which I delivered 

at Springfield, which I believe I can quote correctly from memory. I said there that “we are now far into 

the fifth year since a policy was instituted for the avowed object and with the confident promise of 

putting an end to slavery agitation; under the operation of that policy, that agitation had only not 

ceased, but has constantly augmented.”—(A voice)—”That’s the very language.” “I believe it will not 

cease until a crisis shall have been reached and passed. A house divided against itself cannot stand. I 

believe this government cannot endure permanently half slave and half free.” [Applause.] “I do not 

expect the Union to be dissolved,”—I am quoting from my speech—”I do not expect the house to fall, 

but I do expect it will cease to be divided. It will become all one thing or the other. Either the opponents 

of slavery will arrest the spread of it, and place it where the public mind shall rest in the belief that it is 

in the course of ultimate extinction, or its advocates will push it forward until it shall become alike lawful 

in all the States, North as well as South.” [Good, good.]  

What is the paragraph. In this paragraph which I have quoted in your hearing, and to which I ask the 

attention of all, Judge Douglas thinks he discovers great political heresy. I want your attention 

particularly to what he has inferred from it. He says I am in favor of making all the States of this Union 

uniform in all their internal regulations; that in all their domestic concerns I am in favor of making them 

entirely uniform. He draws this inference from the language I have quoted to you. He says that I am in 

favor of making war by the North upon the South for the extinction of slavery; that I am also in favor of 

inviting (as he expresses it) the South to a war upon the North, for the purpose of nationalizing slavery. 

Now, it is singular enough, if you will carefully read that passage over, that I did not say that I was in 

favor of anything in it. I only said what I expected would take place. I made a prediction only—it may 

have been a foolish one perhaps. I did not even say that I desired that slavery should be put in course of 

ultimate extinction. I do say so now, however, [great applause] so there need be no longer any difficulty 

about that. It may be written down in the great speech. [Applause and laughter.]  



Gentlemen, Judge Douglas informed you that this speech of mine was probably carefully prepared. I 

admit that it was. I am not master of language; I have not a fine education; I am not capable of entering 

into a disquisition upon dialectics, as I believe you call it; but I do not believe the language I employed 

bears any such construction as Judge Douglas put upon it. But I don’t care about a quibble in regard to 

words. I know what I meant, and I will not leave this crowd in doubt, if I can explain it to them, what I 

really meant in the use of that paragraph. 

I am not, in the first place, unaware that this Government has endured eighty-two years, half slave and 

half free. I know that. I am tolerably well acquainted with the history of the country, and I know that it 

has endured eighty-two years, half slave and half free. I believe—and that is what I meant to allude to 

there—I believe it has endured because, during all that time, until the introduction of the Nebraska Bill, 

the public mind did rest, all the time, in the belief that slavery was in course of ultimate extinction. 

["Good!" "Good!" and applause.] That was what gave us the rest that we had through that period of 

eighty-two years; at least, so I believe. I have always hated slavery, I think as much as any Abolitionist. 

[Applause.] I have been an Old Line Whig. I have always hated it, but I have always been quiet about it 

until this new era of the introduction of the Nebraska Bill began. I always believed that everybody was 

against it, and that it was in course of ultimate extinction. (Pointing to Mr. Browning, who stood near 

by.) Browning thought so; the great mass of the nation have rested in the belief that slavery was in 

course of ultimate extinction. They had reason so to believe. 

The adoption of the Constitution and its attendant history led the people to believe so; and that such 

was the belief of the framers of the Constitution itself. Why did those old men, about the time of the 

adoption of the Constitution, decree that Slavery should not go into the new territory, where it had not 

already gone? Why declare that within twenty years the African Slave Trade, by which slaves are 

supplied, might be cut off by Congress? Why were all these acts? I might enumerate more of these 

acts—but enough. What were they but a clear indication that the framers of the Constitution intended 

and expected the ultimate extinction of that institution. [Cheers.] And now, when I say, as I said in my 

speech that Judge Douglas has quoted from, when I say that I think the opponents of slavery will resist 

the farther spread of it, and place it where the public mind shall rest with the belief that it is in course of 

ultimate extinction, I only mean to say, that they will place it where the founders of this Government 

originally placed it. 

I have said a hundred times, and I have now no inclination to take it back, that I believe there is no right, 

and ought to be no inclination in the people of the free States to enter into the slave States, and 

interfere with the question of slavery at all. I have said that always. Judge Douglas has heard me say it—

if not quite a hundred times, at least as good as a hundred times; and when it is said that I am in favor of 

interfering with slavery where it exists, I know it is unwarranted by anything I have ever intended, and, 



as I believe, by anything I have ever said. If, by any means, I have ever used language which could fairly 

be so construed, (as, however, I believe I never have,) I now correct it. 

[Here the shouts of the Seventh Ward Delegation announced that they were coming in procession. They 
were received with enthusiastic cheers.]  

So much, then, for the inference that Judge Douglas draws, that I am in favor of setting the sections at 

war with one another. I know that I never meant any such thing, and I believe that no fair mind can infer 

any such thing from anything I have ever said. 

["Good," "good."]  

Now in relation to his inference that I am in favor of a general consolidation of all the local institutions of 

the various States. I will attend to that for a little while, and try to inquire, if I can, how on earth it could 

be that any man could draw such an inference from anything I said. I have said, very many times, in 

Judge Douglas’ hearing, that no man believed more than I in the principle of self-government; that it lies 

at the bottom of all my ideas of just government, from beginning to end. I have denied that his use of 

that term applies properly. But for the thing itself, I deny that any man has ever gone ahead of me in his 

devotion to the principle, whatever he may have done in efficiency in advocating it. I think that I have 

said it in your hearing—that I believe each individual is naturally entitled to do as he pleases with 

himself and the fruit of his labor, so far as it in no wise interferes with any other man’s rights—

[applause]—that each community, as a State, has a right to do exactly as it pleases with all the concerns 

within that State that interfere with the rights of no other State, and that the general government, upon 

principle, has no right to interfere with anything other than that general class of things that does 

concern the whole. I have said that at all times. I have said, as illustrations, that I do not believe in the 

right of Illinois to interfere with the cranberry laws of Indiana, the oyster laws of Virginia, or the Liquor 

Laws of Maine. I have said these things over and over again, and I repeat them here as my sentiments. 

How is it, then, that Judge Douglas infers, because I hope to see slavery put where the public mind shall 

rest in the belief that it is in the course of ultimate extinction, that I am in favor of Illinois going over and 

interfering with the cranberry laws of Indiana? What can authorize him to draw any such inference? I 

suppose there might be one thing that at least enabled him to draw such an inference that would not be 

true with me or with many others, that is, because he looks upon all this matter of slavery as an 

exceedingly little thing—this matter of keeping one-sixth of the population of the whole nation in a state 

of oppression and tyranny unequalled in the world. He looks upon it as being an exceedingly little 

thing—only equal to the question of the cranberry laws of Indiana—as something having no moral 

question in it—as something on a par with the question of whether a man shall pasture his land with 

cattle, or plant it with tobacco—so little and so small a thing, that he concludes, if I could desire that 

anything should be done to bring about the ultimate extinction of that little thing, I must be in favor of 

bringing about an amalgamation of all the other little things in the Union. Now, it so happens—and 



there, I presume, is the foundation of this mistake—that the Judge thinks thus; and it so happens that 

there is a vast portion of the American people that do not look upon that matter as being this very little 

thing. They look upon it as a vast moral evil; they can prove it is such by the writings of those who gave 

us the blessings of liberty which we enjoy, and that they so looked upon it, and not as an evil merely 

confining itself to the States where it is situated; and while we agree that, by the Constitution we 

assented to, in the States where it exists we have no right to interfere with it because it is in the 

Constitution and we are by both duty and inclination to stick by that Constitution in all its letter and 

spirit from beginning to end. [Great applause.]  

So much then as to my disposition—my wish—to have all the State legislatures blotted out, and to have 

one general consolidated government, and a uniformity of domestic regulations in all the States, by 

which I suppose it is meant if we raise corn here, we must make sugar cane grow here too, and we must 

make those which grow North, grow in the South. All this I suppose he understands I am in favor of 

doing. Now, so much for all this nonsense—for I must call it so. The Judge can have no issue with me on 

a question of establishing uniformity in the domestic regulations of the States. 

Dred Scott Decision. 

A little now on the other point—the Dred Scott Decision. Another one of the issues he says that is to be 

made with me, is upon his devotion to the Dred Scott Decision, and my opposition to it. 

I have expressed heretofore, and I now repeat, my opposition to the Dred Scott Decision, but I should be 

allowed to state the nature of that opposition, and I ask your indulgence while I do so. What is fairly 

implied by the term Judge Douglas has used”resistance to the Decision?” I do not resist it. If I wanted to 

take Dred Scott from his master, I would be interfering with property, and that terrible difficulty that 

Judge Douglas speaks of, of interfering with property, would arise. But I am doing no such thing as that, 

but all that I am doing is refusing to obey it as a political rule. If I were in Congress, and a vote should 

come up on a question whether slavery should be prohibited in a new territory, in spite of that Dred 

Scott decision, I would vote that it should. [Applause; "good for you;" "we hope to see it;" "that’s right."]  

Mr. Lincoln—That is what I would do. ["You will have a chance soon."] Judge Douglas said last night, that 

before the decision he might advance his opinion, and it might be contrary to the decision when it was 

made; but after it was made he would abide by it until it was reversed. Just so! We let this property 

abide by the decision, but we will try to reverse that decision. [Loud applause—cries of "good."] We will 

try to put it where Judge Douglas would not object, for he says he will obey it until it is reversed. 

Somebody has to reverse that decision, since it is made, and we mean to reverse it, and we mean to do 

it peaceably. 



What are the uses of decisions of courts? They have two uses. As rules of property they have two uses. 

First—they decide upon the question before the court. They decide in this case that Dred Scott is a 

slave. Nobody resists that. Not only that, but they say to everybody else, that persons standing just as 

Dred Scott stands is as he is. That is, they say that when a question comes up upon another person it will 

be so decided again, unless the court decides in another way, [cheers—cries of "good,"] unless the court 

overrules its decision. [Renewed applause]. Well, we mean to do what we can to have the court decide 

the other way. That is one thing we mean to try to do. 

The sacredness that Judge Douglas throws around this decision, is a degree of sacredness that has never 

been before thrown around any other decision. I have never heard of such a thing. Why, decisions 

apparently contrary to that decision, or that good lawyers thought were contrary to that decision, have 

been made by that very court before. It is the first of its kind; it is an astonisher in legal history. 

[Laughter.] It is a new wonder of the world. [Laughter and applause.] It is based upon falsehood in the 

main as to the facts—allegations of facts upon which it stands are not facts at all in many instances, and 

no decision made on any question—the first instance of a decision made under so many unfavorable 

circumstances—thus placed has ever been held by the profession as law, and it has always needed 

confirmation before the lawyers regarded it as settled law. But Judge Douglas will have it that all hands 

must take this extraordinary decision, made under these extraordinary circumstances, and give their 

vote in Congress in accordance with it, yield to it and obey it in every possible sense. Circumstances alter 

cases. Do not gentlemen here remember the case of that same Supreme Court, some twenty-live or 

thirty years ago, deciding that a National Bank was constitutional? I ask, if somebody does not 

remember that a National Bank was declared to be constitutional? ["Yes," "yes"] Such is the truth, 

whether it be remembered or not, The Bank charter ran out, and a re-charter was granted by Congress. 

That re-charter was laid before General Jackson. It was urged upon him, when he denied the 

constitutionality of the bank, that the Supreme Court had decided that it was constitutional; and that 

General Jackson then said that the Supreme Court had no right to lay down a rule to govern a co-

ordinate branch of the government, the members of which had sworn to support the Constitution—that 

each member had sworn to support that Constitution as he understood it. I will venture here to say, that 

I have heard Judge Douglas say that he approved of General Jackson for that act. What has now become 

of all his tirade about “resistance to the Supreme Court?” ["Gone up," "Gone to the Theatre."]  

My fellow citizens, getting back a little, for I pass from these points, when Judge Douglas makes his 

threat of annihilation upon the “alliance.” He is cautious to say that that warfare of his is to fall upon the 

leaders of the Republican party. Almost every word he utters and every distinction he makes, has its 

significance. He means for the Republicans that do not count themselves as leaders, to be his friends; he 

makes no fuss over them; it is the leaders that he is making war upon. He wants it understand that the 

mass of the Republican party are really his friends. It is only the leaders that are doing something, that 

are intolerant, and that requires extermination at his hands. As this is clearly and unquestionably the 



light in which he presents that matter, I want to ask your attention, addressing myself to the 

Republicans here, that I may ask you some questions, as to where you, as the Republican party, would 

be placed if you sustained Judge Douglas in his present position by a re-election? I do not claim, 

gentlemen, to be unselfish, I do not pretend that I would not like to go to the United States Senate, 

(laughter), I make no such hypocritical pretense, but I do say to you that in this mighty issue, it is nothing 

to you—nothing to the mass of the people of the nation, whether or not Judge Douglas or myself shall 

ever be heard of after this night, it may be a trifle to either of us, but in connection with this mighty 

question, upon which hang the destinies of the nation, perhaps, it is absolutely nothing; but where will 

you be placed if you re-endorse Judge Douglas? Don’t you know how apt he is—how exceedingly 

anxious he is at all times to seize upon anything and everything to persuade you that something he has 

done you did yourselves? Why, he tried to persuade you last night that our Illinois Legislature instructed 

him to introduce the Nebraska bill. There was nobody in that legislature ever thought of such a thing; 

and when he first introduced the bill, he never thought of it; but still he fights furiously for the 

proposition, and that he did it because there was a standing instruction to our Senators to be always 

introducing Nebraska bills. [Laughter and applause] He tells you he is for the Cincinnati platform, he tells 

you he is for the Dred Scott decision. He tells you, not in his speech last night, but substantially in a 

former speech, that he cares not if slavery is voted up or down—he tells you the struggle on Lecompton 

is past—it may come up again or not, and if it does he stands where he stood when in spite of him and 

his opposition you built up the Republican party. If you endorse him you tell him you do not care 

whether slavery be voted up or down, and he will close, or try to close your mouths with his declaration 

repeated by the day, the week, the month and the year. Is that what you mean? (cries of “no,” one voice 

“yes.”) Yes, I have no doubt you who have always been for him if you mean that. No doubt of that (a 

voice “hit him again”) soberly I have said, and I repeat it I think in the position in which Judge Douglas 

stood in opposing the Lecompton Constitution he was right, he does not know that it will return, but if it 

does we may know where to find him, and if it does not we may know where to look for him and that is 

on the Cincinnati platform. Now I could ask the Republican party after all the hard names that Judge 

Douglas has called them by—all his repeated charges of their inclination to marry with and hug 

negroes—all his declarations of Black Republicanism—by the way we are improving, the black has got 

rubbed off—but with all that, if he be endorsed by Republican votes where do you stand? Plainly you 

stand ready saddled, bridled and harnessed and waiting to be driven over to the slavery extension camp 

of the nation [a voice "we will hang ourselves first"]—just ready to be driven over tied together in a 

lot—to be driven over, every man with a rope around his neck, that halter being held by Judge Douglas. 

That is the question. If Republican men have been in earnest in what they have done, I think they had 

better not do it, but I think that the Republican party is made up of those who, as far as they can 

peaceably, will oppose the extension of slavery, and who will hope for its ultimate extinction. If they 

believe it is wrong in grasping up the new lands of the continent, and keeping them from the settlement 

of free white laborers, who want the land to bring up their families upon; if they are in earnest, although 

they may make a mistake, they will grow restless, and the time will come when they will come back 



again and re-organize, if not by the same name, at least upon the same principles as their party now has. 

It is better, then, to save the work while it is begun. You have done the labor; maintain it—keep it. If 

men choose to serve you, go with them; but as you have made up your organization upon principle, 

stand by it; for, as surely as God reigns over you, and has inspired your mind, and given you a sense of 

propriety and continues to give you hope, so surely you will still cling to these ideas, and you will at last 

come back again after your wanderings, merely to do your work over again. [Loud applause.]  

We were often—more than once at least—in the course of Judge Douglas’ speech last night, reminded 

that this government was made for white men—that he believed it was made for white men. Well, that 

is putting it into a shape in which no one wants to deny it, but the Judge then goes into his passion for 

drawing inferences that are not warranted. I protest, now and forever, against that counterfeit logic 

which presumes that because I do not want a negro woman for a slave, I do necessarily want her for a 

wife. [Laughter and cheers.] My understanding is that I need not have her for either, but as God made us 

separate, we can leave one another alone and do one another much good thereby. There are white men 

enough to marry all the white women, and enough black men to marry all the black women, and in 

God’s name let them be so married. The Judge regales us with the terrible enormities that take place by 

the mixture of races; that the inferior race bears the superior down. Why, Judge, if we do not let them 

get together in the Territories they won’t mix there. [Immense applause.]  

A voice—”Three cheers for Lincoln.” [The cheers were given with a hearty good will.]  

Mr. Lincoln—I should say at least that that is a self evident truth. 

Now, it happens that we meet together once every year, sometime about the 4th of July, for some 

reason or other. These 4th of July gatherings I suppose have their uses. If you will indulge me, I will state 

what I suppose to be some of them. 

We are now a mighty nation, we are thirty—or about thirty millions of people, and we own and inhabit 

about one-fifteenth part of the dry land of the whole earth. We run our memory back over the pages of 

history for about eighty-two years and we discover that we were then a very small people in point of 

numbers, vastly inferior to what we are now, with a vastly less extent of country,—with vastly less of 

everything we deem desirable among men,—we look upon the change as exceedingly advantageous to 

us and to our posterity, and we fix upon something that happened away back, as in some way or other 

being connected with this rise of prosperity. We find a race of men living in that day whom we claim as 

our fathers and grandfathers; they were iron men, they fought for the principle that they were 

contending for; and we understood that by what they then did it has followed that the degree of 

prosperity that we now enjoy has come to us. We hold this annual celebration to remind ourselves of all 

the good done in this process of time of how it was done and who did it, and how we are historically 



connected with it; and we go from these meetings in better humor with ourselves—we feel more 

attached the one to the other and more firmly bound to the country we inhabit. In every way we are 

better men in the age, and race, and country in which we live for these celebrations. But after we have 

done all this we have not yet reached the whole. There is something else connected with it. We have 

besides these men—descended by blood from our ancestors—among us perhaps half our people who 

are not descendants at all of these men, they are men who have come from Europe—German, Irish, 

French and Scandinavian—men that have come from Europe themselves, or whose ancestors have 

come hither and settled here, finding themselves our equals in all things. If they look back through this 

history to trace their connection with those days by blood, they find they have none, they cannot carry 

themselves back into that glorious epoch and make themselves feel that they are part of us, but when 

they look through that old Declaration of Independence they find that those old men say that “We hold 

these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal,” and then they feel that that moral 

sentiment taught in that day evidences their relation to those men, that it is the father of all moral 

principle in them, and that they have a right to claim it as though they were blood of the blood, and 

flesh of the flesh of the men who wrote that Declaration, (loud and long continued applause) and so 

they are. 

That is the electric cord in that Declaration that links the hearts of patriotic and liberty-loving men 

together, that will link those patriotic hearts as long as the love of freedom exists in the minds of men 

throughout the world. [Applause.]  

Now, sirs, for the purpose of squaring things with this idea of “don’t care if slavery is voted up or voted 

down,” for sustaining the Dred Scott decision [A voice—"Hit him again"], for holding that the 

Declaration of Independence did not mean anything at all, we have Judge Douglas giving his exposition 

of what the Declaration of Independence means, and we have him saying that the people of America are 

equal to the people of England. According to his construction, you Germans are not connected with it. 

Now I ask you in all soberness, if all these things, if indulged in, if ratified, if confirmed and endorsed, if 

taught to our children, and repeated to them, do not tend to rub out the sentiment of liberty in the 

country, and to transform this Government into a government of some other form. Those arguments 

that are made, that the inferior race are to be treated with as much allowance as they are capable of 

enjoying; that as much is to be done for them as their condition will allow. What are these arguments? 

They are the arguments that kings have made for enslaving the people in all ages of the world. You will 

find that all the arguments in favor of king-craft were of this class; they always bestrode the necks of the 

people, not that they wanted to do it, but because the people were better off for being ridden. That is 

their argument, and this argument of the Judge is the same old serpent that says you work and I eat, you 

toil and I will enjoy the fruits of it. Turn in whatever way you will—whether it come from the mouth of a 

King, an excuse for enslaving the people of his country, or from the mouth of men of one race as a 

reason for enslaving the men of another race, it is all the same old serpent, and I hold if that course of 



argumentation that is made for the purpose of convincing the public mind that we should not care 

about this, should be granted, it does not stop with the negro. I should like to know if taking this old 

Declaration of Independence, which declares that all men are equal upon principle and making 

exceptions to it where will it stop. If one man says it does not mean a negro, why not another say it does 

not mean some other man? If that declaration is not the truth, let us get the Statute book, in which we 

find it and tear it out! Who is so bold as to do it! [Voices—"me" "no one," &c.] If it is not true let us tear 

it out! [cries of "no, no,"] let us stick to it then, [cheers] let us stand firmly by it then. [Applause.]  

It may be argued that there are certain conditions that make necessities and impose them upon us, and 

to the extent that a necessity is imposed upon a man he must submit to it. I think that was the condition 

in which we found ourselves when we established this government. We had slavery among us, we could 

not get our constitution unless we permitted them to remain in slavery, we could not secure the good 

we did secure if we grasped for more, and having by necessity submitted to that much, it does not 

destroy the principle that is the charter of our liberties. Let that charter stand as our standard. 

My friend has said to me that I am a poor hand to quote Scripture. I will try it again, however. It is said in 

one of the admonitions of the Lord, “As your Father in Heaven is perfect, be ye also perfect.” The Savior, 

I suppose, did not expect that any human creature could be perfect as the Father in Heaven; but He said, 

“As your Father in Heaven is perfect, be ye also perfect.” He set that up as a standard, and he who did 

most towards reaching that standard, attained the highest degree of moral perfection. So I say in 

relation to the principle that all men are created equal, let it be as nearly reached as we can. If we 

cannot give freedom to every creature, let us do nothing that will impose slavery upon any other 

creature. [Applause.] Let us then turn this government back into the channel in which the framers of the 

Constitution originally placed it. Let us stand firmly by each other. If we do not do so we are turning in 

the contrary direction, that our friend Judge Douglas proposes—not intentionally—as working in the 

traces tend to make this one universal slave nation. [A voice—"that is so."] He is one that runs in that 

direction, and as such I resist him. 

My friends, I have detained you about as long as I desired to do, and I have only to say, let us discard all 

this quibbling about this man and the other man—this race and that race and the other race being 

inferior, and therefore they must be placed in an inferior position—discarding our standard that we 

have left us. Let us discard all these things, and unite as one people throughout this land, until we shall 

once more stand up declaring that all men are created equal. 

My friends, I could not, without launching off upon some new topic, which would detain you too long, 

continue to-night. [Cries of "go on."] I thank you for this most extensive audience that you have 

furnished me to-night. I leave you, hoping that the lamp of liberty will burn in your bosoms until there 

shall no longer be a doubt that all men are created free and equal. 



Declaration of Right and Sentiments-Elizabeth Cady Stanton 

On the morning of the 19th, the Convention assembled at 11 o'clock. . . . The Declaration of 

Sentiments, offered for the acceptance of the Convention, was then read by E. C. Stanton. A proposition 

was made to have it re-read by paragraph, and after much consideration, some changes were suggested 

and adopted. The propriety of obtaining the signatures of men to the Declaration was discussed in an 

animated manner: a vote in favor was given; but concluding that the final decision would be the 

legitimate business of the next day, it was referred. 

[In the afternoon] The reading of the Declaration was called for, an addition having been inserted 

since the morning session. A vote taken upon the amendment was carried, and papers circulated to 

obtain signatures. The following resolutions were then read: 

Whereas, the great precept of nature is conceded to be, "that man shall pursue his own true and 

substantial happiness," Blackstone, in his Commentaries, remarks, that this law of Nature being coeval 

with mankind, and dictated by God himself, is of course superior in obligation to any other.1 It is binding 

over all the globe, in all countries, and at all times; no human laws are of any validity if contrary to this, 

and such of them as are valid, derive all their force, and all their validity, and all their authority, 

mediately and immediately, from this original; Therefore, 

Resolved, That such laws as conflict, in any way, with the true and substantial happiness of woman, 

are contrary to the great precept of nature, and of no validity; for this is "superior in obligation to any 

other. 

Resolved, That all laws which prevent woman from occupying such a station in society as her 

conscience shall dictate, or which place her in a position inferior to that of man, are contrary to the 

great precept of nature, and therefore of no force or authority. 

Resolved, That woman is man's equal—was intended to be so by the Creator, and the highest good 

of the race demands that she should be recognized as such. 

Resolved, That the women of this country ought to be enlightened in regard to the laws under which 

they -live, that they may no longer publish their degradation, by declaring themselves satisfied with 

their present position, nor their ignorance, by asserting that they have all the rights they want. 

Resolved, That inasmuch as man, while claiming for himself intellectual superiority, does accord to 

woman moral superiority, it is pre-eminently his duty to encourage her to speak, and teach, as she has 

an opportunity, in all religious assemblies. 

Resolved, That the same amount of virtue, delicacy, and refinement of behavior, that is required of 

woman in the social state, should also be required of man, and the same tranegressions should be 

visited with equal severity on both man and woman. 
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Resolved, That the objection of indelicacy and impropriety, which is so often brought against woman 

when she addresses a public audience, comes with a very ill grace from those who encourage, by their 

attendance, her appearance on the stage, in the concert, or in the feats of the circus. 

Resolved, That woman has too long rested satisfied in the circumscribed limits which corrupt 

customs and a perverted application of the Scriptures have marked out for her, and that it is time she 

should move in the enlarged sphere which her great Creator has assigned her.2 

Resolved, That it is the duty of the women of this country to secure to themselves their sacred right 

to the elective franchise.3 

Resolved, That the equality of human rights results necessarily from the fact of the identity of the 

race in capabilities and responsibilities. 

Resolved, therefore, That, being invested by the Creator with the same capabilities, and the same 

consciousness of responsibility for their exercise, it is demonstrably the right and duty of woman, 

equally with man, to promote every righteous cause, by every righteous means; and especially in regard 

to the great subjects of morals and religion, it is self-evidently her right to participate with her brother in 

teaching them, both in private and in public, by writing and by speaking, by any instrumentalities proper 

to be used, and in any assemblies proper to be held; and this being a self-evident truth, growing out of 

the divinely implanted principles of human nature, any custom or authority adverse to it, whether 

modern or wearing the hoary sanction of antiquity, is to be regarded as self-evident falsehood, and at 

war with the interests of mankind.  

Thursday Morning. 

The Convention assembled at the hour appointed, James Mott, of Philadelphia, in the Chair. The 

minutes of the previous day having been read, E. C. Stanton again read the Declaration of Sentiments, 

which was freely discussed . . . and was unanimously adopted, as follows: 

 
 
Declaration of Sentiments 
The Declaration of Sentiments and Resolutions was drafted by Elizabeth Cady Stanton for the women's 
rights convention at Seneca Falls, New York in 1848. Based on the American Declaration of 
Independence, the Sentiments demanded equality with men before the law, in education and 
employment. Here, too, was the first pronouncement demanding that women be given the right to vote. 
Sentiments 

When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one portion of the family of man to 
assume among the people of the earth a position different from that which they have hitherto occupied, 
but one to which the laws of nature and of nature’s God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions 
of mankind requires that they should declare the causes that impel them to such a course.  
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We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men and women are created equal; that they are 
endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights; that among these are life, liberty, and the 
pursuit of happiness; that to secure these rights governments are instituted, deriving their just powers 
from the consent of the governed. Whenever any form of government becomes destructive of these 
ends, it is the right of those who suffer from it to refuse allegiance to it, and to insist upon the institution 
of a new government, laying its foundation on such principles, and organizing its powers in such form, as 
to them shall seem most likely to effect their safety and happiness.  

Prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established should not be changed for light and 
transient causes; and, accordingly, all experience has shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer, 
while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they were 
accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same object, 
evinces a design to reduce them under absolute despotism, it is their duty to throw off such government 
and to provide new guards for their future security. Such has been the patient sufferance of the women 
under this government, and such is now the necessity which constrains them to demand the equal 
station to which they are entitled.  

The history of mankind is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of man toward 
woman, having in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny over her. To prove this, let 
facts be submitted to a candid world.  

He has never permitted her to exercise her inalienable right to the elective franchise.  

He has compelled her to submit to law in the formation of which she had no voice.  

He has withheld from her rights which are given to the most ignorant and degraded men, both natives 
and foreigners.  

Having deprived her of this first right as a citizen, the elective franchise, thereby leaving her without 
representation in the halls of legislation, he has oppressed her on all sides.  

He has made her, if married, in the eye of the law, civilly dead.  

He has taken from her all right in property, even to the wages she earns.  

He has made her morally, an irresponsible being, as she can commit many crimes with impunity, 
provided they be done in the presence of her husband. In the covenant of marriage, she is compelled to 
promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to all intents and purposes, her master—the law 
giving him power to deprive her of her liberty and to administer chastisement.  

He has so framed the laws of divorce, as to what shall be the proper causes and, in case of separation, to 
whom the guardianship of the children shall be given, as to be wholly regardless of the happiness of the 
women—the law, in all cases, going upon a false supposition of the supremacy of man and giving all 
power into his hands.  

After depriving her of all rights as a married woman, if single and the owner of property, he has taxed 
her to support a government which recognizes her only when her property can be made profitable to it.  



He has monopolized nearly all the profitable employments, and from those she is permitted to follow, 
she receives but a scanty remuneration. He closes against her all the avenues to wealth and distinction 
which he considers most honorable to himself. As a teacher of theology, medicine, or law, she is not 
known.  

He has denied her the facilities for obtaining a thorough education, all colleges being closed against her.  

He allows her in church, as well as state, but a subordinate position, claiming apostolic authority for her 
exclusion from the ministry, and, with some exceptions, from any public participation in the affairs of 
the church.  

He has created a false public sentiment by giving to the world a different code of morals for men and 
women, by which moral delinquencies which exclude women from society are not only tolerated but 
deemed of little account in man.  

He has usurped the prerogative of Jehovah himself, claiming it as his right to assign for her a sphere of 
action, when that belongs to her conscience and to her God.  

He has endeavored, in every way that he could, to destroy her confidence in her own powers, to lessen 
her self-respect, and to make her willing to lead a dependent and abject life.  

Now, in view of this entire disfranchisement of one-half the people of this country, their social and 
religious degradation, in view of the unjust laws above mentioned, and because women do feel 
themselves aggrieved, oppressed, and fraudulently deprived of their most sacred rights, we insist that 
they have immediate admission to all the rights and privileges which belong to them as citizens of the 
United States.  

In entering upon the great work before us, we anticipate no small amount of misconception, 
misrepresentation, and ridicule; but we shall use every instrumentality within our power to effect our 
object. We shall employ agents, circulate tracts, petition the state and national legislatures, and 
endeavor to enlist the pulpit and the press in our behalf. We hope this Convention will be followed by a 
series of conventions embracing every part of the country.  

Resolutions 

Whereas, the great precept of nature is conceded to be that “man shall pursue his own true and 
substantial happiness.” Blackstone in his Commentaries remarks that this law of nature, being coeval 
with mankind and dictated by God himself, is, of course, superior in obligation to any other. It is binding 
over all the globe, in all countries and at all times; no human laws are of any validity if contrary to this, 
and such of them as are valid derive all their force, and all their validity, and all their authority, 
mediately and immediately, from this original; therefore,  

Resolved, that the speedy success of our cause depends upon the zealous and untiring efforts of both 
men and women for the overthrow of the monopoly of the pulpit, and for the securing to woman an 
equal participation with men in the various trades, professions, and commerce.  



Resolved, therefore, that, being invested by the Creator with the same capabilities and same 
consciousness of responsibility for their exercise, it is demonstrably the right and duty of woman, 
equally with man, to promote every righteous cause by every righteous means; and especially in regard 
to the great subjects of morals and religion, it is self-evidently her right to participate with her brother in 
teaching them, both in private and in public, by writing and by speaking, by any instrumentalities proper 
to be used, and in any assemblies proper to be held; and this being a self-evident truth growing out of 
the divinely implanted principles of human nature, any custom or authority adverse to it, whether 
modern or wearing the hoary sanction of antiquity, is to be regarded as a self-evident falsehood, and at 
war with mankind.  

 

  



Ain’t I A Woman?-Sojourner Truth 

Sojourner Truth (1797-1883): Ain't I A Woman? 

Delivered 1851 

Women's Convention, Akron, Ohio  

Well, children, where there is so much racket there must be something out of kilter. I think that 'twixt 

the negroes of the South and the women at the North, all talking about rights, the white men will be in a 

fix pretty soon. But what's all this here talking about?  

That man over there says that women need to be helped into carriages, and lifted over ditches, and to 

have the best place everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carriages, or over mud-puddles, or gives me 

any best place! And ain't I a woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! I have ploughed and planted, and 

gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And ain't I a woman? I could work as much and eat as 

much as a man - when I could get it - and bear the lash as well! And ain't I a woman? I have borne 

thirteen children, and seen most all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my mother's grief, 

none but Jesus heard me! And ain't I a woman?  

Then they talk about this thing in the head; what's this they call it? [member of audience whispers, 

"intellect"] That's it, honey. What's that got to do with women's rights or negroes' rights? If my cup 

won't hold but a pint, and yours holds a quart, wouldn't you be mean not to let me have my little half 

measure full?  

Then that little man in black there, he says women can't have as much rights as men, 'cause Christ 

wasn't a woman! Where did your Christ come from? Where did your Christ come from? From God and a 

woman! Man had nothing to do with Him.  

If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn the world upside down all alone, these 

women together ought to be able to turn it back , and get it right side up again! And now they is asking 

to do it, the men better let them.  

Obliged to you for hearing me, and now old Sojourner ain't got nothing more to say.  

  



  

Immigrants and Their Children from Twenty Years at Hull House-Jane Addams 

From our very first months at Hull-House we found it much easier to deal with the first generation of 
crowded city life than with the second or third, because it is more natural and cast in a simpler mold. 
The Italian and Bohemian peasants who live in Chicago still put on their bright holiday clothes on a 
Sunday and go to visit their cousins. They tramp along with at least a suggestion of having once walked 
over plowed fields and breathed country air. The second generation of city poor too often have no 
holiday clothes and consider their relations a "bad lot." I have heard a drunken man in a maudlin stage 
babble of his good country mother and imagine he was driving the cows home, and I knew that his little 
son who laughed loud at him would be drunk earlier in life and would have no pastoral interlude to his 
ravings. Hospitality still survives among foreigners, although it is buried under false pride among the 
poorest Americans. One thing seemed clear in regard to entertaining immigrants; to preserve and keep 
whatever of value their past life contained and to bring them in contact with a better type of Americans. 
For several years, every Saturday evening the entire families of our Italian neighbors were our guests. 
These evenings were very popular during our first winters at Hull-House. Many educated Italians helped 
us, and the house became known as a place where Italians were welcome and where national holidays 
were observed. They come to us with their petty lawsuits, sad relics of the vendetta, with their 
incorrigible boys, with their hospital cases, with their aspirations for American clothes, and with their 
needs for an interpreter.  

An editor of an Italian paper made a genuine connection between us and the Italian colony, not only 
with the Neapolitans and the Sicilians of the immediate neighborhood, but with the educated 
connazionali throughout the city, until he went south to start an agricultural colony in Alabama, in the 
establishment of which Hull-House heartily cooperated.  

Possibly the South Italians more than any other immigrants represent the pathetic stupidity of 
agricultural people crowded into city tenements, and we were much gratified when thirty peasant 
families were induced to move upon the land which they knew so well how to cultivate. The starting of 
this colony, however, was a very expensive affair in spite of the fact that the colonists purchased the 
land at two dollars an acre; they needed much more than raw land, and although it was possible to 
collect the small sums necessary to sustain them during the hard time of the first two years, we were 
fully convinced that undertakings of this sort could be conducted properly only by colonization societies 
such as England has established, or, better still, by enlarging the functions of the Federal Department of 
Immigration.  

An evening similar in purpose to the one devoted to the Italians was organized for the Germans, in our 
first year. Owing to the superior education of our Teutonic guests and the clever leading of a cultivated 
German woman, these evenings reflected something of that cozy social intercourse which is found in its 
perfection in the fatherland. Our guests sang a great deal in the tender minor of the German folksong or 
in the rousing spirit of the Rhine, and they slowly but persistently pursued a course in German history 
and literature, recovering something of that poetry and romance which they had long since resigned 
with other good things. We found strong family affection between them and their English-speaking 
children, but their pleasures were not in common, and they seldom went out together. Perhaps the 
greatest value of the Settlement to them was in placing large and pleasant rooms with musical facilities 
at their disposal, and in reviving their almost forgotten enthusiams. I have seen sons and daughters 
stand in complete surprise as their mother's knitting needles softly beat time to the song she was 



singing, or her worn face turned rosy under the hand-clapping as she made an old-fashioned curtsy at 
the end of a German poem. It was easy to fancy a growing touch of respect in her children's manner to 
her, and a rising enthusiasm for German literature and reminiscence on the part of all the family, an 
effort to bring together the old life and the new, a respect for the older cultivation, and not quite so 
much assurance that the new was the best.  

This tendency upon the part of the older immigrants to lose the amenities of European life without 
sharing those of America has often been deplored by keen observers from the home countries. When 
Professor Masurek of Prague gave a course of lectures in the University of Chicago, he was much 
distressed over the materialism into which the Bohemians of Chicago had fallen. The early immigrants 
had been so stirred by the opportunity to own real estate, an appeal perhaps to the Slavic land hunger, 
and their energies had become so completely absorbed in money-making that all other interests had 
apparently dropped away. And yet I recall a very touching incident in connection with a lecture 
Professor Masurek gave at Hull-House, in which he had appealed to his countrymen to arouse 
themselves from this tendency to fall below their home civilization and to forget the great enthusiasm 
which had united them into the Pan-Slavic Movement. A Bohemian widow who supported herself and 
her two children by scrubbing, hastily sent her youngest child to purchase, with the twenty-five cents 
which was to have supplied them with food the next day, a bunch of red roses which she presented to 
the lecturer in appreciation of his testimony to the reality of the things of the spirit.  

An overmastering desire to reveal the humbler immigrant parents to their own children lay at the base 
of what has come to be called the Hull-House Labor Museum. This was first suggested to my mind one 
early spring day when I saw an old Italian woman, her distaff against her homesick face, patiently 
spinning a thread by the simple stick spindle so reminiscent of all southern Europe. I was walking down 
Polk Street, perturbed in spirit, because it seemed so difficult to come into genuine relations with the 
Italian women and because they themselves so often lost their hold upon their Americanized children. It 
seemed to me that Hull-House ought to be able to devise some educational enterprise which should 
build a bridge between European and American experiences in such wise as to give them both more 
meaning and a sense of relation. I meditated that perhaps the power to see life as a whole is more 
needed in the immigrant quarter of a large city than anywhere else, and that the lack of this power is 
the most fruitful source of misunderstanding between European immigrants and their children, as it is 
between them and their American neighbors; and why should that chasm between fathers and sons, 
yawning at the feet of each generation, be made so unnecessarily cruel and impassable to these 
bewildered immigrants? Suddenly I looked up and saw the old woman with her distaff, sitting in the sun 
on the steps of a tenement house. She might have served as a model for one of Michelangelo's Fates, 
but her face brightened as I passed and, holding up her spindle for me to see, she called out that when 
she had spun a little more yarn, she would knit a pair of stockings for her goddaughter. The occupation 
of the old woman gave me the clue that was needed. Could we not interest the young people working in 
the neighborhood factories in these older forms of industry, so that, through their own parents and 
grandparents, they would find a dramatic representation of the inherited resources of their daily 
occupation. If these young people could actually see that the complicated machinery of the factory had 
been evolved from simple tools, they might at least make a beginning toward that education which Dr. 
Dewey defines as "a continuing reconstruction of experience." They might also lay a foundation for 
reverence of the past which Goethe declares to be the basis of all sound progress.  

My exciting walk on Polk Street was followed by many talks with Dr. Dewey and with one of the teachers 
in his school who was a resident at Hull-House. Within a month a room was fitted up to which we might 
invite those of our neighbors who were possessed of old crafts and who were eager to use them.  



We found in the immediate neighborhood at least four varieties of these most primitive methods of 
spinning and three distinct variations of the same spindle in connection with wheels. It was possible to 
put these seven into historic sequence and order and to connect the whole with the present method of 
factory spinning. The same thing was done for weaving, and on every Saturday evening a little exhibit 
was made of these various forms of labor in the textile industry. Within one room a Syrian woman, a 
Greek, an Italian, a Russian, and an Irishwoman enabled even the most casual observer to see that there 
is no break in orderly evolution if we look at history from the industrial standpoint; that industry 
develops similarly and peacefully year by year among the workers of each nation, heedless of 
differences in language, religion, and political experiences.  

And then we grew ambitious and arranged lectures upon industrial history. I remember that after an 
interesting lecture upon the industrial revolution in England and a portrayal of the appalling conditions 
throughout the weaving districts of the north, which resulted from the hasty gathering of the weavers 
into the new towns, a Russian tailor in the audience was moved to make a speech. He suggested that 
whereas time had done much to alleviate the first difficulties in the transition of weaving from hand 
work to steam power, that in the application of steam to sewing we are still in our first stages, illustrated 
by the isolated woman who tries to support herself by hand needlework at home until driven out by 
starvation, as many of the hand weavers had been.  

The historical analogy seemed to bring a certain comfort to the tailor, as did a chart upon the wall 
showing the infinitesimal amount of time that steam had been applied to manufacturing processes 
compared to the centuries of hand labor. Human progress is slow and perhaps never more cruel than in 
the advance of industry, but is not the worker comforted by knowing that other historical periods have 
existed similar to the one in which he finds himself, and that the readjustment may be shortened and 
alleviated by judicious action; and is he not entitled to the solace which an artistic portrayal of the 
situation might give him? I remember the evening of the tailor's speech that I felt reproached because 
no poet or artist has endeared the sweaters' victim to us as George Eliot has made us love the belated 
weaver, Silas Marner. The textile museum is connected directly with the basket weaving, sewing, 
millinery, embroidery, and dressmaking constantly being taught at Hull-House, and so far as possible 
with the other educational departments; we have also been able to make a collection of products, of 
early implements, and of photographs which are full of suggestion. Yet far beyond its direct educational 
value, we prize it because it so often puts the immigrants into the position of teachers, and we imagine 
that it affords them a pleasant change from the tutelage in which all Americans, including their own 
children, are so apt to hold them. I recall a number of Russian women working in a sewing room near 
Hull-House, who heard one Christmas week that the House was going to give a party to which they 
might come. They arrived one afternoon, when, unfortunately, there was no party on hand and, 
although the residents did their best to entertain them with impromptu music and refreshments, it was 
quite evident that they were greatly disappointed. Finally it was suggested that they be shown the Labor 
Museum--where gradually the thirty sodden, tired women were transformed. They knew how to use the 
spindles and were delighted to find the Russian spinning frame. Many of them had never seen the 
spinning wheel, which has not penetrated to certain parts of Russia, and they regarded it as a new and 
wonderful invention. They turned up their dresses to show their homespun petticoats; they tried the 
looms; they explained the difficulty of the old patterns; in short, from having been stupidly entertained, 
they themselves did the entertaining. Because of a direct appeal to former experiences, the immigrant 
visitors were able for the moment to instruct their American hostesses in an old and honored craft, as 
was indeed becoming to their age and experience.  



In some such ways as these have the Labor Museum and the shops pointed out the possibilities which 
Hull-House has scarcely begun to develop, of demonstrating that culture is an understanding of the 
long-established occupations and thoughts of men, of the arts with which they have solaced their toil. A 
yearning to recover for the household arts something of their early sanctity and meaning arose strongly 
within me one evening when I was attending a Passover Feast to which I had been invited by a Jewish 
family in the neighborhood, where the traditional and religious significance of the woman's daily activity 
was still retained. The kosher food the Jewish mother spread before her family had been prepared 
according to traditional knowledge and with constant care in the use of utensils; upon her had fallen the 
responsibility to make all ready according to Mosaic instructions that the great crisis in a religious 
history might be fittingly set forth by her husband and son. Aside from the grave religious significance in 
the ceremony, my mind was filled with shifting pictures of woman's labor with which travel makes one 
familiar; the Indian women grinding grain outside of their huts as they sing praises to the sun and rain; a 
file of white-clad Moorish women whom I had once seen waiting their turn at a well in Tangiers; south 
Italian women kneeling in a row along the stream and beating their wet clothes against the smooth 
white stones; the milking, the gardening, the marketing in thousands of hamlets, which are such direct 
expressions of the solicitude and affection at the basis of all family life.  

There has been some testimony that the Labor Museum has revealed the charm of woman's primitive 
activities. I recall a certain Italian girl who came every Saturday evening to a cooking class in the same 
building in which her mother spun in the Labor Museum exhibit; and yet Angelina always left her 
mother at the front door while she herself went around to a side door because she did not wish to be 
too closely identified in the eyes of the rest of the cooking class with an Italian woman who wore a 
kerchief over her head, uncouth boots, and short petticoats. One evening, however, Angelina saw her 
mother surrounded by a group of visitors from the School of Education who much admired the spinning, 
and she concluded from their conversation that her mother was "the best stick-spindle spinner in 
America." When she inquired from me as to the truth of this deduction, I took occasion to describe the 
Italian village in which her mother had lived, something of her free life, and how, because of the 
opportunity she and the other women of the village had to drop their spindles over the edge of a 
precipice, they had developed a skill in spinning beyond that of the neighboring towns. I dilated 
somewhat on the freedom and beauty of that life--how hard it must be to exchange it all for a two-room 
tenement, and to give up a beautiful homespun kerchief for an ugly department store hat. I intimated it 
was most unfair to judge her by these things alone, and that while she must depend on her daughter to 
learn the new ways, she also had a right to expect her daughter to know something of the old ways.  

That which I could not convey to the child, but upon which my own mind persistently dwelt, was that 
her mother's whole life had been spent in a secluded spot under the rule of traditional and narrowly 
localized observances, until her very religion clung to local sanctities--to the shrine before which she had 
always prayed, to the pavement and walls of the low vaulted church—and then suddenly she was torn 
from it all and literally put out to sea, straight away from the solid habits of her religious and domestic 
life, and she now walked timidly but with poignant sensibility upon a new and strange shore.  

It was easy to see that the thought of her mother with any other background than that of the tenement 
was new to Angelina, and at least two things resulted; she allowed her mother to pull out of the big box 
under the bed the beautiful homespun garments which had been previously hidden away as uncouth; 
and she openly came into the Labor Museum by the same door as did her mother, proud at least of the 
mastery of the craft which had been so much admired.  



A club of necktie workers formerly meeting at Hull-House persistently resented any attempt on the part 
of their director to improve their minds. The president once said that she "wouldn't be caught dead at a 
lecture," that she came to the club "to get some fun out of it," and indeed it was most natural that she 
should crave recreation after a hard day's work. One evening I saw the entire club listening to quite a 
stiff lecture in the Labor Museum and to my rather wicked remark to the president that I was surprised 
to see her enjoying a lecture, she replied that she did not call this a lecture, she called this "getting next 
to the stuff you work with all the time." It was perhaps the sincerest tribute we have ever received as to 
the success of the undertaking.  

The Labor Museum continually demanded more space as it was enriched by a fine textile exhibit lent by 
the Field Museum, and later by carefully selected specimens of basketry from the Philippines. The shops 
have finally included a group of three or four women, Irish, Italian, Danish, who have become a 
permanent working force in the textile department which has developed into a self-supporting industry 
through the sale of its homespun products.  

These women and a few men, who come to the museum to utilize their European skill in pottery, metal, 
and wood, demonstrate that immigrant colonies might yield to our American life something very 
valuable, if their resources were intelligently studied and developed. I recall an Italian, who had 
decorated the doorposts of his tenement with a beautiful pattern he had previously used in carving the 
reredos of a Neapolitan church, who was "fired" by his landlord on the ground of destroying property. 
His feelings were hurt, not so much that he had been put out of his house, as that his work had been so 
disregarded; and he said that when people traveled in Italy they liked to look at wood carvings but that 
in America "they only made money out of you."  

Sometimes the suppression of the instinct of workmanship is followed by more disastrous results. A 
Bohemian whose little girl attended classes at Hull-House, in one of his periodic drunken spells had 
literally almost choked her to death, and later had committed suicide when in delirium tremens. His 
poor wife, who stayed a week at Hull-House after the disaster until a new tenement could be arranged 
for her, one day showed me a gold ring which her husband had made for their betrothal. It exhibited the 
most exquisite workmanship, and she said that although in the old country he had been a goldsmith, in 
America he had for twenty years shoveled coal in a furnace room of a large manufacturing plant; that 
whenever she saw one of his "restless fits," which preceded his drunken periods, "coming on," if she 
could provide him with a bit of metal and persuade him to stay at home and work at it, he was all right 
and the time passed without disaster, but that "nothing else would do it." This story threw a flood of 
light upon the dead man's struggle and on the stupid maladjustment which had broken him down. Why 
had we never been told? Why had our interest in the remarkable musical ability of his child blinded us to 
the hidden artistic ability of the father? We had forgotten that a long-established occupation may form 
the very foundations of the moral life, that the art with which a man has solaced his toil may be the 
salvation of his uncertain temperament.  

There are many examples of touching fidelity to immigrant parents on the part of their grown children; a 
young man who day after day attends ceremonies which no longer express his religious convictions and 
who makes his vain effort to interest his Russian Jewish father in social problems; a daughter who might 
earn much more money as a stenographer could she work from Monday morning till Saturday night, but 
who quietly and docilely makes neckties for low wages because she can thus abstain from work 
Saturdays to please her father; these young people, like poor Maggie Tulliver, through many painful 
experiences have reached the conclusion that pity, memory, and faithfulness are natural ties with 
paramount claims.  



This faithfulness, however, is sometimes ruthlessly imposed upon by immigrant parents who, eager for 
money and accustomed to the patriarchal authority of peasant households, hold their children in a stern 
bondage which requires a surrender of all their wages and concedes no time or money for pleasures.  

There are many convincing illustrations that this parental harshness often results in juvenile 
delinquency. A Polish boy of seventeen came to Hull-House one day to ask a contribution of fifty cents 
"towards a flower piece for the funeral of an old Hull-House club boy." A few questions made it clear 
that the object was fictitious, whereupon the boy broke down and half-defiantly stated that he wanted 
to buy two twenty-five cent tickets, one for his girl and one for himself, to a dance of the Benevolent 
Social Twos; that he hadn't a penny of his own although he had worked in a brass foundry for three 
years and had been advanced twice, because he always had to give his pay envelope unopened to his 
father; "just look at the clothes he buys me" was his concluding remark.  

Perhaps the girls are held even more rigidly. In a recent investigation of two hundred working girls it was 
found that only five per cent had the use of their own money and that sixty-two per cent turned in all 
they earned, literally every penny, to their mothers. It was through this little investigation that we first 
knew Marcella, a pretty young German girl who helped her widowed mother year after year to care for 
a large family of younger children. She was content for the most part although her mother's old-country 
notions of dress gave her but an infinitesimal amount of her own wages to spend on her clothes, and 
she was quite sophisticated as to proper dressing because she sold silk in a neighborhood department 
store. Her mother approved of the young man who was showing her various attentions and agreed that 
Marcella should accept his invitation to a ball, but would allow her not a penny toward a new gown to 
replace one impossibly plain and shabby. Marcella spent a sleepless night and wept bitterly, although 
she well knew that the doctor's bill for the children's scarlet fever was not yet paid. The next day as she 
was cutting off three yards of shining pink silk, the thought came to her that it would make her a fine 
new waist to wear to the ball. She wistfully saw it wrapped in paper and carelessly stuffed into the muff 
of the purchaser, when suddenly the parcel fell upon the floor. No one was looking and quick as a flash 
the girl picked it up and pushed it into her blouse. The theft was discovered by the relentless 
department store detective who, for "the sake of example," insisted upon taking the case into court. The 
poor mother wept bitter tears over this downfall of her "frommes Madchen" and no one had the heart 
to tell her of her own blindness.  

I know a Polish boy whose earnings were all given to his father who gruffly refused all requests for 
pocket money. One Christmas his little sisters, having been told by their mother that they were too poor 
to have any Christmas presents, appealed to the big brother as to one who was earning money of his 
own. Flattered by the implication, but at the same time quite impecunious, the night before Christmas 
he nonchalantly walked through a neighboring department store and stole a manicure set for one little 
sister and a string of beads for the other. He was caught at the door by the house detective as one of 
those children whom each local department store arrests in the weeks before Christmas at the daily rate 
of eight to twenty. The youngest of these offenders are seldom taken into court but are either sent 
home with a warning or turned over to the officers of the Juvenile Protective Association. Most of these 
premature law breakers are in search of Americanized clothing and others are only looking for 
playthings. They are all distracted by the profusion and variety of the display, and their moral sense is 
confused by the general air of openhandedness.  

These disastrous efforts are not unlike those of many younger children who are constantly arrested for 
petty thieving because they are too eager to take home food or fuel which will relieve the distress and 
need they so constantly hear discussed. The coal on the wagons, the vegetables displayed in front of the 



grocery shops, the very wooden blocks in the loosened street paving are a challenge to their powers to 
help out at home. A Bohemian boy who was out on parole from the old detention home of the Juvenile 
Court itself, brought back five stolen chickens to the matron for Sunday dinner, saying that he knew the 
Committee were "having a hard time to fill up so many kids and perhaps these fowl would help out." 
The honest immigrant parents, totally ignorant of American laws and municipal regulations, often send a 
child to pick up coal on the railroad tracks or to stand at three o'clock in the morning before the side 
door of a restaurant which gives away broken food, or to collect grain for the chickens at the base of 
elevators and standing cars. The latter custom accounts for the large number of boys arrested for 
breaking the seals on grain freight cars. It is easy for a child thus trained to accept the proposition of a 
junk dealer to bring him bars of iron stored in freight yards. Four boys quite recently had thus carried 
away and sold to one man two tons of iron.  

Four fifths of the children brought into the Juvenile Court in Chicago are the children of foreigners. The 
Germans are the greatest offenders, Polish next. Do their children suffer from the excess of virtue in 
those parents so eager to own a house and lot? One often sees a grasping parent in the court, utterly 
broken down when the Americanized youth who has been brought to grief clings as piteously to his 
peasant father as if he were still a frightened little boy in the steerage.  

Many of these children have come to grief through their premature fling into city life, having thrown off 
parental control as they have impatiently discarded foreign ways. Boys of ten and twelve will refuse to 
sleep at home, preferring the freedom of an old brewery vault or an empty warehouse to the obedience 
required by their parents, and for days these boys will live on the milk and bread which they steal from 
the back porches after the early morning delivery. Such children complain that there is "no fun" at 
home. One little chap who was given a vacant lot to cultivate by the City Garden Association insisted 
upon raising only popcorn and tried to present the entire crop to Hull-House "to be used for the 
parties," with the stipulation that he would have "to be invited every single time." Then there are little 
groups of dissipated young men who pride themselves upon their ability to live without working and 
who despise all the honest and sober ways of their immigrant parents. They are at once a menace and a 
center of demoralization. Certainly the bewildered parents, unable to speak English and ignorant of the 
city, whose children have disappeared for days or weeks, have often come to Hull-House, evincing that 
agony which fairly separates the marrow from the bone, as if they had discovered a new type of 
suffering, devoid of the healing in familiar sorrows. It is as if they did not know how to search for the 
children without the assistance of the children themselves. Perhaps the most pathetic aspect of such 
cases is their revelation of the premature dependence of the older and wiser upon the young and 
foolish, which is in itself often responsible for the situation because it has given the children an undue 
sense of their own importance and a false security that they can take care of themselves.  

On the other hand, an Italian girl who has had lessons in cooking at the public school will help her 
mother to connect the entire family with American food and household habits. That the mother has 
never baked bread in Italy--only mixed it in her own house and then taken it out to the village oven--
makes all the more valuable her daughter's understanding of the complicated cooking stove. The same 
thing is true of the girl who learns to sew in the public school, and more than anything else, perhaps, of 
the girl who receives the first simple instruction in the care of little children--that skillful care which 
every tenement-house baby requires if he is to be pulled through his second summer. As a result of this 
teaching I recall a young girl who carefully explained to her Italian mother that the reason the babies in 
Italy were so healthy and the babies in Chicago were so sickly, was not, as her mother had firmly 
insisted, because her babies in Italy had goat's milk and her babies in America had cow's milk, but 
because the milk in Italy was clean and the milk in Chicago was dirty. She said that when you milked 



your own goat before the door, you knew that the milk was clean, but when you bought milk from the 
grocery store after it had been carried for many miles in the country, you couldn't tell whether it was fit 
for the baby to drink until the men from the City Hall who had watched it all the way said that it was all 
right.  

Thus through civic instruction in the public schools, the Italian woman slowly became urbanized in the 
sense in which the word was used by her own Latin ancestors, and thus the habits of her entire family 
were modified. The public schools in the immigrant colonies deserve all the praise as Americanizing 
agencies which can be bestowed upon them, and there is little doubt that the fast-changing curriculum 
in the direction of the vacation-school experiments will react more directly upon such households.  

It is difficult to write of the relation of the older and most foreign-looking immigrants to the children of 
other people—the Italians whose fruit-carts are upset simply because they are "dagoes," or the Russian 
peddlers who are stoned and sometimes badly injured because it has become a code of honor in a gang 
of boys to thus express their derision. The members of a Protective Association of Jewish Peddlers 
organized at Hull-House related daily experiences in which old age had been treated with such 
irreverence, cherished dignity with such disrespect, that a listener caught the passion of Lear in the old 
texts, as a platitude enunciated by a man who discovers in it his own experience thrills us as no 
unfamiliar phrases can possibly do. The Greeks are filled with amazed rage when their very name is flung 
at them as an opprobrious epithet. Doubtless these difficulties would be much minimized in America, if 
we faced our own race problem with courage and intelligence, and these very Mediterranean 
immigrants might give us valuable help. Certainly they are less conscious than the Anglo-Saxon of color 
distinctions, perhaps because of their traditional familiarity with Carthage and Egypt. They listened with 
respect and enthusiasm to a scholarly address delivered by Professor Du Bois at Hull-House on a 
Lincoln's birthday, with apparently no consciousness of that race difference which color seems to 
accentuate so absurdly, and upon my return from various conferences held in the interest of "the 
advancement of colored people," I have had many illuminating conversations with my cosmopolitan 
neighbors.  

The celebration of national events has always been a source of new understanding and companionship 
with the members of the contiguous foreign colonies not only between them and their American 
neighbors but between them and their own children. One of our earliest Italian events was a rousing 
commemoration of Garibaldi's birthday, and his imposing bust, presented to Hull-House that evening, 
was long the chief ornament of our front hall. It called forth great enthusiasm from the connazionali 
whom Ruskin calls, not the "common people" of Italy, but the "companion people" because of their 
power for swift sympathy.  

A huge Hellenic meeting held at Hull-House, in which the achievements of the classic period were set 
forth both in Greek and English by scholars of well-known repute, brought us into a new sense of 
fellowship with all our Greek neighbors. As the mayor of Chicago was seated upon the right hand of the 
dignified senior priest of the Greek Church and they were greeted alternately in the national hymns of 
America and Greece, one felt a curious sense of the possibility of transplanting to new and crude 
Chicago some of the traditions of Athens itself, so deeply cherished in the hearts of this group of 
citizens.  

The Greeks indeed gravely consider their traditions as their most precious possession and more than 
once in meetings of protest held by the Greek colony against the aggressions of the Bulgarians in 
Macedonia, I have heard it urged that the Bulgarians are trying to establish a protectorate, not only for 



their immediate advantage, but that they may claim a glorious history for the "barbarous country." It is 
said that on the basis of this protectorate, they are already teaching in their schools that Alexander the 
Great was a Bulgarian and that it will be but a short time before they claim Aristotle himself, an indignity 
the Greeks will never suffer!  

To me personally the celebration of the hundredth anniversary of Mazzini's birth was a matter of great 
interest. Throughout the world that day Italians who believed in a United Italy came together. They 
recalled the hopes of this man who, with all his devotion to his country was still more devoted to 
humanity and who dedicated to the workingmen of Italy, an appeal so philosophical, so filled with a 
yearning for righteousness, that it transcended all national boundaries and became a bugle call for "The 
Duties of Man." A copy of this document was given to every school child in the public schools of Italy on 
this one hundredth anniversary, and as the Chicago branch of the Society of Young Italy marched into 
our largest hall and presented to Hull-House an heroic bust of Mazzini, I found myself devoutly hoping 
that the Italian youth, who have committed their future to America, might indeed become "the Apostles 
of the fraternity of nations" and that our American citizenship might be built without disturbing these 
foundations which were laid of old time.  

From Jane Addams, Twenty Years at Hull-House, Chapter 11 - "Immigrants and Their Children." New 
York: MacMillan Co., 1910, pp. 231-258. 

  



“The Road Not Taken”-Robert Frost (1916) 

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 

And sorry I could not travel both 

And be one traveler, long I stood 

And looked down one as far as I could 

To where it bent in the undergrowth; 

 

Then took the other, as just as fair, 

And having perhaps the better claim 

Because it was grassy and wanted wear, 

Though as for that the passing there 

Had worn them really about the same, 

 

And both that morning equally lay 

In leaves no step had trodden black. 

Oh, I marked the first for another day! 

Yet knowing how way leads on to way 

I doubted if I should ever come back. 

 

I shall be telling this with a sigh 

Somewhere ages and ages hence: 

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I, 

I took the one less traveled by, 

And that has made all the difference.  

  



“The Wasteland”-T.S. Eliot 

 

I. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD 
 

APRIL is the cruellest month, breeding 

 

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing  

Memory and desire, stirring  

Dull roots with spring rain.  

Winter kept us warm, covering 5 

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding  

A little life with dried tubers.  

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee  

With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,  

And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten, 10 

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.  

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.  

And when we were children, staying at the archduke’s,  

My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled,  

And I was frightened. He said, Marie, 15 

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.  

In the mountains, there you feel free.  

I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.  

 

 

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow 

 

Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man, 20 

You cannot say, or guess, for you know only  

A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,  

And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,  

And the dry stone no sound of water. Only  

There is shadow under this red rock, 25 

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),  

And I will show you something different from either  

Your shadow at morning striding behind you  

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;  

I will show you fear in a handful of dust. 30 

  



“Richard Cory”-Simon and Garfunkel 

They say that Richard Cory owns one half of this whole town,  

With political connections to spread his wealth around.  

Born into society, a banker's only child,  

He had everything a man could want: power, grace, and style.  

 

But I work in his factory  

And I curse the life I'm living  

And I curse my poverty  

And I wish that I could be,  

Oh, I wish that I could be,  

Oh, I wish that I could be  

Richard Cory.  

 

The papers print his picture almost everywhere he goes:  

Richard Cory at the opera, Richard Cory at a show.  

And the rumor of his parties and the orgies on his yacht!  

Oh, he surely must be happy with everything he's got.  

 

But I work in his factory  

And I curse the life I'm living  

And I curse my poverty  

And I wish that I could be,  

Oh, I wish that I could be,  

Oh, I wish that I could be  

Richard Cory.  

 

He freely gave to charity, he had the common touch,  

And they were grateful for his patronage and thanked him very much,  

So my mind was filled with wonder when the evening headlines read:  

"Richard Cory went home last night and put a bullet through his head."  

 

But I work in his factory  

And I curse the life I'm living  

And I curse my poverty  

And I wish that I could be,  

Oh, I wish that I could be,  

Oh, I wish that I could be  

Richard Cory. 



 

 

 

 

 

 


