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    SOLOMON NORTHUP,  TWELVE YEARS A SLAVE  

BACKGROUND: Solomon Northup was born free in Minerva, 
Essex County, New York in July 1808. His father was born 
enslaved but gained his freedom sometime before Northup was 
born. He remembers his father as a peaceful man, devoted to 
farming and educating his children, who worked hard and 
acquired enough property that he met the requirement for the 
right of suffrage. Northup lived in the free state of New York for 
the first thirty years of his life.  

At the age of twenty-one, Northup married Anne Hampton, a 
woman he describes as mixed race. He worked as a navigator 
transporting goods from Lake Champlain to Troy. Later, he 
rented a farm and grew corn and oats.  

They lived on the farm until 1834. During the winters, they 
traveled to local communities where Solomon played the violin 
and Mary labored as a cook. In March 1834, they moved to 
Saratoga Springs where he worked driving a hack for two years. 
After this time, Solomon and Mary worked in the United States 
Hotel and other public houses, playing his violin. In Saratoga 

Springs, he became a productive member of the local community and established many relationships that 
proved critical in later years. 

In 1841, the Northup family, which by this point included three children—Elizabeth (10), Margaret (8), and 
Alonzo (5)—moved again looking for more consistent employment. In March 1841, Solomon met two men 
who offered him a job as a traveling musician. He accepted their offer, secured his free papers (to prove his 
free status), and set off with them. They traveled to Baltimore, Maryland (a slave state) and here, they 
drugged Solomon, restrained him in chains, beat him, and then, sold him into slavery.  

The following accounts are from his memoir, written and published upon his return to freedom. 

 

[Northup describes the slave yards in Washington.] 
 

Page 41 

… 

The light admitted through the open door enabled me to observe the room in which I was confined. It 
was about twelve feet square—the walls of solid masonry. The floor was of heavy plank. There was one 
small window, crossed with great iron bars, with an outside shutter, securely fastened. 

An iron-bound door led into an adjoining cell, or vault, wholly destitute of windows, or any means of 
admitting light. The furniture of the room in which I was, consisted of the wooden bench on which I sat, an 
old-fashioned, dirty box stove, and besides these, in either cell, there was neither bed, nor blanket, nor any 
other thing whatever. The door, through which 

 
Page 42 

Burch and Radburn entered, led through a small passage, up a flight of steps into a yard, surrounded by a 
brick wall ten or twelve feet high, immediately in rear of a building of the same width as itself. The yard 
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extended rearward from the house about thirty feet. In one part of the wall there was a strongly ironed 
door, opening into a narrow, covered passage, leading along one side of the house into the street. The 
doom of the colored man, upon whom the door leading out of that narrow passage closed, was sealed. The 
top of the wall supported one end of a roof, which ascended inwards, forming a kind of open shed. 
Underneath the roof there was a crazy loft all round, where slaves, if so disposed, might sleep at night, or 
in inclement weather seek shelter from the storm. It was like a farmer’s barnyard in most respects, save it 
was so constructed that the outside world could never see the human cattle that were herded there. 

The building to which the yard was attached, was two stories high, fronting on one of the public streets 
of Washington. Its outside presented only the appearance of a quiet private residence. A stranger looking 
at it, would never have dreamed of its execrable uses. Strange as it may seem, within plain sight of this 
same house, looking down from its commanding height upon it, was the Capitol. The voices of patriotic 
representatives boasting of freedom and equality, and the rattling of the poor slave’s chains, 

 
Page 43 

almost commingled. A slave pen within the very shadow of the Capitol! 

Such is a correct description as it was in 1841, of Williams’ slave pen in Washington, in one of the cellars 
of which I found myself so unaccountably confined. 

… 

[Northup’s account continues as he describes conditions inside the slave pen.] 

 
Page 48 

… 

In the course of several days the outer door was thrown open, allowing me the liberty of the yard. 
There I found three slaves—one of them a lad of ten years, the others young men of about twenty and 
twenty-five. I was not long in forming an acquaintance, and learning their names and the particulars of their 
history. 

The eldest was a colored man named Clemens Ray. He had lived in Washington; had driven a hack, and 
worked in a livery stable there for a long time. He was very intelligent, and fully comprehended his situation. 
The thought of going south overwhelmed him with grief. Burch had purchased him a few days before, and 
had placed him there until such time as he was ready to send him to the New-Orleans market. From him I 
learned for the first time that I was in William’s Slave Pen., a place I had never heard of previously. He 
described to me the uses for which it was designed. I repeated to him the particulars of my unhappy story, 
but he could only give me the consolation of his sympathy. He also advised me to be silent henceforth on 
the subject of my freedom for, knowing, the character of Burch, he assured me 
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that it would only be attended with renewed whipping. The next eldest was named John Williams. He was 
raised in Virginia, not far from Washington. Burch had taken him in payment of a debt, and he constantly 
entertained the hope that his master would redeem him—a hope that was subsequently realized. The lad 
was a sprightly child, that answered to the name of Randall. Most of the time he was playing about the 
yard, but occasionally would cry, calling for his mother, and wondering when she would come. His mother’s 
absence seemed to be the great and only grief in his little heart. He was too young to realize his condition, 
and when the memory of his mother was not in his mind, he amused us with his pleasant pranks. 
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At night, Ray, Williams, and the boy, slept in the loft of the 
shed, while I was locked in the cell. Finally we were each 
provided with blankets, such as are used upon horses—the 
only bedding I was allowed to have for twelve years 
afterwards. Ray and Williams asked me many questions about 
New-York —how colored people were treated there; how 
they could have homes and families of their own, with none 
to disturb and oppress them; and Ray, especially, sighed 
continually for freedom. Such conversations, however, were 
not in the hearing of Burch, or the keeper Radburn. 
Aspirations such as these would have brought down the lash 
upon our backs. 

It is necessary in this narrative, in order to present a full 
and truthful statement of all the principal events 
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in the history of my life, and to portray the institution of 
Slavery as I have seen and known it, to speak of well-known 
places, and of many persons who are yet living. I am, and always was, an entire stranger in Washington and 
its vicinity—aside from Burch and Radburn, knowing no man there, except as I have heard of them through 
my enslaved companions What I am about to say, if false, can be easily contradicted. 

I remained in Williams, slave pen about two weeks. The night previous to my departure a woman was 
brought in, weeping bitterly, and leading by the hand a little child. They were Randall’s mother and half-
sister. On meeting them he was overjoyed, clinging to her dress, kissing the child, and exhibiting every 
demonstration of delight. The mother also clasped him in her arms, embraced him tenderly, and gazed at 
him fondly through her tears, calling him by many an endearing name. 

Emily, the child, was seven or eight years old, of light complexion, and with a face of admirable beauty. 
Her hair fell in curls around her neck, while the style and richness of her dress, and the neatness of her 
whole appearance indicated she had been brought up in the midst of wealth. She was a sweet child indeed. 
The woman also was arrayed in silk, with rings upon her fingers, and golden ornaments suspended from 
her ears. Her air and manners, the correctness and propriety of her language—all showed evidently, that 
she had sometime stood above the 
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common level of a slave. She seemed to be amazed at finding herself in such a place as that. It was plainly 
a sudden and unexpected turn of fortune that had brought her there. Filling the air with her complaining 
she was hustled, with the children and myself, into the cell. Language can convey but an inadequate 
impression of the lamentations to which she gave incessant utterance. Throwing herself upon the floor, 
and encircling the children in her arms, she poured forth such touching words as only maternal love and 
kindness can suggest. They nestled closely to her, as if there only was there any safety or protection. At last 
they slept, their heads resting upon her lap. While they slumbered, she smoothed the hair back from their 
little foreheads, and talked to them all night long. She called them her darlings —her sweet babes—poor 
innocent things, that knew not the misery they were destined to endure. Soon they would have no mother 
to comfort them—they would be taken from her. What would become of them? Oh! she could not live 
away from her little Emmy and her dear boy. They had always been good children, and had such loving 
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ways. It would break her heart, God knew, she said, if they were taken from her; and yet she knew they 
meant to sell them, and, may be, they would be separated, and could never see each other any more. It 
was enough to melt heart of stone to listen to the pitiful expressions of that desolate and distracted mother. 
Her 
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name was Eliza; and this was the story of her life, as she afterwards related it: 

She was the slave of a rich man, living in the neighborhood of Washington. She was born, I think she 
said, on his plantation. Years before, he had fallen into dissipated habits, and quarreled with his wife. In 
fact, soon after the birth of Randall, they separated. Leaving his wife and daughter in the house they had 
always occupied, he erected a new one nearby, on the estate. Into this house he brought Eliza; and, on 
condition of her living with him, she and her children were to be emancipated. She resided with him there 
nine years, with servants to attend upon her, and provided with every comfort and luxury of life. Emily was 
his child! Finally, her young mistress, who had always remained with her mother at the homestead, married 
a Mr. Jacob Brooks. At length, for some cause, (as I gathered from her relation,) beyond Berry’s control, a 
division of his property was made. She and her children fell to the share of Mr. Brooks. During the nine 
years she had lived with Berry, in consequence of the position she was compelled to occupy, she and Emily 
had become the object of Mrs. Berry and her daughter’s hatred and dislike. Berry himself she represented 
as a man of naturally a kind heart, who always promised her that she should have her freedom, and who, 
she had no doubt, would arrant it to her then, if it were only in his power. As soon as they thus came 
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into the possession and control of the daughter, it became very manifest they would not live long together. 
The sight of Eliza seemed to be odious to Mrs. Brooks; neither could she bear to look upon the child, half-
sister, and beautiful as she was! 

The day she was led into the pen, Brooks had brought her from the estate into the city, under pretence 
that the time had come when her free papers were to be executed, in fulfillment of her master’s promise. 
Elated at the prospect of immediate liberty, she decked herself and little Emmy in their best apparel, and 
accompanied him with a joyful heart. On their arrival in the city, instead of being baptized into the family 
of freemen, she was delivered to the trader Burch. The paper that was executed was a bill of sale. The hope 
of years was blasted in a moment. From the hight of most exulting happiness to the utmost depths of 
wretchedness, she had that day descended. No wonder that she wept, and filled the pen with wailings and 
expressions of heart-rending woe. 

Eliza is now dead. Far up the Red River, where it pours its waters sluggishly through the unhealthy low 
lands of Louisiana, she rests in the grave at last— the only resting place of the poor slave! How all her fears 
were realized—how she mourned day and night, and never would be comforted—how, as she predicted, 
her heart did indeed break, with the burden of maternal sorrow, will be seen as the narrative proceeds. 
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[Northup recalls his time in a slave pen in Richmond, Virginia and the journey to the brig that would 
take him and other imprisoned slaves to the slave markets in New Orleans.] 

 
Page 61 

… 

Under the shed on one side of the yard, there was constructed a rough table, while overhead were 
sleeping lofts—the same as in the pen at Washington. After partaking at this table of our supper of pork 
and bread, I was hand-cuffed to a large yellow man, quite stout and fleshy, with a countenance expressive 
of the utmost melancholy. He was a man of intelligence and information. Chained together, it was not long 
before we became acquainted with each other’s history. His name was Robert. Like myself, he had been 
born free, and had a wife and two children in Cincinnati. He said he had come south with two men, who 
had hired him in the city of his residence. Without free papers, he had been seized at Fredericksburgh, 
placed in confinement, and beaten until he had learned, as I had, the necessity and the policy of silence. 
He had been in Goodin’s pen about three weeks. To this man I became much attached. We could 
sympathize with, and understand 
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each other. It was with tears and a heavy heart, not many days subsequently, that I saw him die, and looked 
for the last time upon his lifeless form! 

Robert and myself, with Clem, Eliza and her children, slept that night upon our blankets, in one of the 
small houses in the yard. There were four others, all from the same plantation, who had been sold and 
were now on their way south, who also occupied it with us. David and his wife, Caroline, both mulattos, 
were exceedingly affected. They dreaded the thought of being put into the cane and cotton fields; but their 
greatest source of anxiety was the apprehension of being separated. Mary, a tall, lithe girl, of a most jetty 
black, was listless and apparently indifferent. Like many of the class, she scarcely knew there was such a 
word as freedom. Brought up in the ignorance of a brute, she possessed but little more than a brute’s 
intelligence. She was one of those, and there are very many, who fear nothing but their master’s lash, and 
know no further duty than to obey his voice. The other was Lethe. She was of an entirely different character. 
She had long, straight hair, and bore more the appearance of an Indian than a negro woman. She had sharp 
and spiteful eyes, and continually gave utterance to the language of hatred and revenge. Her husband had 
been sold. She knew not where she was. An exchange of masters, she was sure, could not be for the worse. 
She cared not whither they might carry her. Pointing to the scars upon her face, the desperate creature 
wished 
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that she might see the day when she could wipe them off in some man’s blood! 

While we were thus learning the history of each other’s wretchedness, Eliza was seated in a corner by 
herself, singing hymns and praying for her children. Wearied from the loss of so much sleep, I could no 
longer bear up against the advances of that “sweet restorer,” and laying down by the side of Robert, on the 
floor, soon forgot my troubles, and slept until the dawn of day. 

In the morning, having swept the yard, and washed ourselves, under Goodin’s superintendence, we 
were ordered to roll up our blankets, and make ready for the continuance of our journey. Clem Ray was 
informed that he would go no further, Burch, for some cause, having concluded to carry him back to 
Washington. He was much rejoiced. Shaking hands, we parted in the slave pen at Richmond, and I have not 
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seen him since. But, much to my surprise, since my return, I learned that he had escaped from bondage, 
and on his way to the free soil of Canada, lodged one night at the house of my brother-in-law in Saratoga, 
informing my family of the place and the condition in which he left me. 

In the afternoon we were drawn up, two abreast, Robert and myself in advance, and in this order, 
driven by Burch and Goodin from the yard, through the streets of Richmond to the brig Orleans. She was a 
vessel of respectable size, full rigged, and freighted principally with tobacco. We were all on board by 

 
Page 64 

five o’clock. Burch brought us each a tin cup and a spoon. There were 
forty of us in the brig, being all, except Clem, that were in the pen. 

With a small pocket knife that had not been taken from me, I began 
cutting the initials of my name upon the tin cup. The others immediately 
flocked round me, requesting me to mark theirs in a similar manner. In 
time, I gratified them all, of which they did not appear to be forgetful. 

We were all stowed away in the hold at night, and the hatch barred 
down. We laid on boxes, or where- ever there was room enough to 
stretch our blankets on the floor. 

Burch accompanied us no farther than Richmond, returning from 
that point to the capital with Clem. Not until the lapse of almost twelve 
years, to wit, in January last, in the Washington police office, did I set 
my eyes upon his face again. 

James H. Burch was a slave-trader—buying men, women and 
children at low prices, and selling them at an advance. He was a 
speculator in human flesh —a disreputable calling—and so considered 
at the South. For the present he disappears from the scenes recorded 
in this narrative, but he will appear again before its close, not in the 
character of a man-whipping tyrant, but as an arrested, cringing criminal in a court of law, that failed to do 
him justice. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

FREEMAN’S INDUSTRY—CLEANLINESS AND CLOTHES— EXERCISING IN THE SHOW ROOM—THE DANCE—
BOB, THE FIDDLER—ARRIVAL OF CUSTOMERS—SLAVES EXAMINED—THE OLD GENTLEMAN OF NEW 
ORLEANS— SALE OF DAVID, CAROLINE AND LETHE—PARTING OF RANDALL AND ELIZA—SMALL POX—THE 
HOSPITAL—RECOVERY AND RETURN TO FREEMAN’S SLAVE PEN—THE PURCHASER OF ELIZA, HARRY AND 
PLATT— ELIZA’S AGONY ON PARTING FROM LITTLE EMILY. 

The very amiable, pious-hearted Mr. Theophilus Freeman, partner or consignee of James H. Burch, and 
keeper of the slave pen in New-Orleans, was out among his animals early in the morning. With an occasional 
kick of the older men and women, and many a sharp crack of the whip about the ears of the younger slaves, 
it was not long before they were all astir, and wide awake. Mr. Theophilus Freeman bustled about in a very 
industrious manner, getting his property ready for the sales-room, intending, no doubt, to do that day a 
rousing business. 
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In the first place we were required to wash thoroughly, and those with beards, to shave. We were then 
furnished with a new suit each, cheap, but clean. The men had hat, coat, shirt, pants and shoes; the women 
frocks of calico, and handkerchiefs to bind about their heads. We were now conducted into a large room 
in the front part of the building to which 
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the yard was attached, in order to be properly trained, before the admission of customers. The men were 
arranged on one side of the room, the women on the other. The tallest was placed at the head of the row, 
then the next tallest, and so on in the order of their respective heights. Emily was at the foot of the line of 
women. Freeman charged us to remember our places; exhorted us to appear smart and lively, —sometimes 
threatening, and again, holding out various inducements. During the day he exercised us in the art of 
“looking smart,” and of moving to our places with exact precision. 

After being fed, in the afternoon, we were again paraded and made to dance. Bob, a colored boy, who 
had some time belonged to Freeman, played on the violin. Standing near him, I made bold to inquire if he 
could play the “Virginia Reel.” He answered he could not, and asked me if I could play. Replying in the 
affirmative, he handed me the violin. I struck up a tune, and finished it. Freeman ordered me to continue 
playing, and seemed well pleased, telling Bob that I far excelled him—a remark that seemed to grieve my 
musical companion very much. 

Next day many customers called to examine Freeman’s “new lot.” The latter gentleman was very 
loquacious, dwelling at much length upon our several good points and qualities. He would make us hold up 
our heads, walk briskly back and forth, while customers would feel of our hands and arms and bodies, turn 
us about, ask us what we could do, make us open 
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our mouths and show our teeth, precisely as a jockey examines a horse which he is about to barter for or 
purchase. Sometimes a man or woman was taken back to the small house in the yard, stripped, and 
inspected more minutely. Scars upon a slave’s back were considered evidence of a rebellious or unruly 
spirit, and hurt his sale. 

One old gentleman, who said he wanted a coachman, appeared to take a fancy to me. From his 
conversation with Burch, I learned he was a resident in the city. I very much desired that he would buy me, 
because I conceived it would not be difficult to make my escape from New-Orleans on some northern 
vessel. Freeman asked him fifteen hundred dollars for me. The old gentleman insisted it was too much, as 
times were very hard. Freeman, however, declared that I was sound and healthy, of a good constitution, 
and intelligent. He made it a point to enlarge upon my musical attainments. The old gentleman argued 
quite adroitly that there was nothing extraordinary about the nigger, and finally, to my regret, went out, 
saying he would call again. During the day, however, a number of sales were made. David and Caroline 
were purchased together by a Natchez planter. They left us, grinning broadly, and in the most happy state 
of mind, caused by the fact of their not being separated. Lethe was sold to a planter of Baton Rouge, her 
eyes flashing with anger as she was led away. 

The same man also purchased Randall. The little fellow was made to jump, and run across the floor, 
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and perform many other feats, exhibiting his activity and condition. All the time the trade was going on, 
Eliza was crying aloud, and wringing her hands. She besought the man not to buy him, unless he also bought 
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her self and Emily. She promised, in that case, to be the most faithful slave that ever lived. The man 
answered that he could not afford it, and then Eliza burst into a paroxysm of grief, weeping plaintively. 
Freeman turned round to her, savagely, with his whip in his uplifted hand, ordering her to stop her noise, 
or he would flog her. He would not have such work—such snivelling; and unless she ceased that minute, 
he would take her to the yard and give her a hundred lashes. Yes, he would take the nonsense out of her 
pretty quick—if he didn’t, might he be d--d. Eliza shrunk before him, and tried to wipe away her tears, but 
it was all in vain. She wanted to be with her children, she said, the little time she had to live. All the frowns 
and threats of Freeman, could not wholly silence the afflicted mother. She kept on begging and beseeching 
them, most piteously not to separate the three. Over and over again she told them how she loved her boy. 
A great many times she repeated her former promises—how very faithful and obedient she would be; how 
hard she would labor day and night, to the last moment of her life, if he would only buy them all together. 
But it was of no avail; the man could not afford it. The bargain was agreed upon, and Randall must go alone. 
Then Eliza ran to him; embraced him passionately; kissed 
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him again and again; told him to remember her— all the while her tears falling in the boy’s face like rain. 

Freeman damned her, calling her a blubbering, bawling wench, and ordered her to go to her place, and 
behave herself; and be somebody. He swore he wouldn’t stand such stuff but a little longer. He would soon 
give her something to cry about, if she was not mighty careful, and that she might depend upon. 

The planter from Baton Rouge, with his new purchases, was ready to depart. 

“Don’t cry, mama. I will be a good boy. Don’t cry,” said Randall, looking back, as they passed out of the 
door. 

What has become of the lad, God knows. It was a mournful scene indeed. I would have cried myself if 
I had dared. 

 

[Northup and several enslaved people brought to New Orleans on the brig Orleans, contracted smallpox. 
Northup was gravely ill for over two weeks before being returned to the slave pens to await sale.] 
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… The crisis having passed, I began to revive, and at the end of two weeks and two days, returned with 
Harry to the pen, bearing upon my face the effects of the malady, which to this day continues to disfigure 
it. Eliza and Emily were also 
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brought back next day in a hack, and again were we paraded in the sales-room, for the inspection and 
examination of purchasers. I still indulged the hope that the old gentleman in search of a coachman would 
call again, as he had promised, and purchase me. In that event I felt an abiding confidence that I would 
soon regain my liberty. Customer after customer entered, but the old gentleman never made his 
appearance. 

At length, one day, while we were in the yard, Freeman came out and ordered us to our places, in the 
great room. A gentleman was waiting for us as we entered, and inasmuch as he will be often mentioned in 
the progress of this narrative, a description of his personal appearance, and my estimation of his character, 
at first sight, may not be out of place.  
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He was a man above the ordinary height, somewhat bent and stooping forward. He was a good-looking 
man, and appeared to have reached about the middle age of life. There was nothing repulsive in his 
presence; but on the other hand, there was something cheerful and attractive in his face, and in his tone 
of voice. The finer elements were all kindly mingled in his breast, as any one could see. He moved about 
among us, asking many questions, as to what we could do, and what labor we had been accustomed to; if 
we thought we would like to live with him, and would be good boys if he would buy us, and other 
interrogatories of like character. 

After some further inspection, and conversation 
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touching prices, he finally offered Freeman one thousand dollars for me, nine hundred for Harry, and seven 
hundred for Eliza. Whether the small-pox had depreciated our value, or from what cause Freeman had 
concluded to fall five hundred dollars from the price I was before held at, I cannot say. At any rate, after a 
little shrewd reflection, he announced his acceptance of the offer. 

As soon as Eliza heard it, she was in an agony again. By this time she had become haggard and hollow-
eyed with sickness and with sorrow. It would be a relief if I could consistently pass over in silence the scene 
that now ensued. It recalls memories more mournful and affecting than any language can portray. I have 
seen mothers kissing for the last time the faces of their dead offspring; I have seen them looking down into 
the grave, as the earth fell with a dull sound upon their coffins, hiding them from their eyes forever; but 
never have I seen such an exhibition of intense, 
unmeasured, and unbounded grief, as when Eliza was 
parted from her child. She broke from her place in the 
line of women, and rushing down where Emily was 
standing, caught her in her arms. The child, sensible of 
some impending danger, instinctively fastened her 
hands around her mother’s neck, and nestled her little 
head upon her bosom. Freeman sternly ordered her to 
be quiet, but she did not heed him. He caught her by the 
arm and pulled her rudely, but she only clung the closer 
to the child. Then, with a volley of great oaths, he struck 
her such 
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a heartless blow, that she staggered backward, and was 
like to fall. Oh! how piteously then did she beseech and 
beg and pray that they might not be separated. Why 
could they not be purchased together? Why not let her 
have one of her dear children? “Mercy, mercy, master!” 
she cried, falling on her knees. “Please, master, buy 
Emily. I can never work any if she is taken from me: I will 
die.”  

Freeman interfered again, but, disregarding him, she still plead most earnestly, telling how Randall had 
been taken from her—how she never him see him again, and now it was too bad—oh, God! it was too bad, 
too cruel, to take her away from Emily—her pride—her only darling, that could not live, it was so young, 
without its mother! 

https://docsouth.unc.edu/fpn/northup/northup.html
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Finally, after much more of supplication, the purchaser of Eliza stepped forward, evidently affected, 
and said to Freeman he would buy Emily, and asked him what her price was. 

“What is her price? Buy her?” was the responsive interrogatory of Theophilus Freeman. And instantly 
answering his own inquiry, he added, “I won’t sell her. She’s not for sale.” 

The man remarked he was not in need of one so young—that it would be of no profit to him, but since 
the mother was so fond of her, rather than see them separated, he would pay a reasonable price. But to 
this humane proposal Freeman was entirely deaf. He would not sell her then on any account whatever. 
There were heaps and piles of money to 
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be made of her, he said, when she was a few years older. There were men enough in New-Orleans who 
would give five thousand dollars for such an extra, handsome, fancy piece as Emily would be, rather than 
not get her. No, no, he would not sell her then. She was a beauty—a picture—a doll—one of the regular 
bloods—none of your thick-lipped, bullet-headed, cotton-picking niggers—if she was might he be d--d. 

When Eliza heard Freeman’s determination not to part with Emily, she became absolutely frantic. 

“I will not go without her. They shall not take her from me,” she fairly shrieked, her shrieks commingling 
with the loud and angry voice of Freeman, commanding her to be silent. 

Meantime Harry and myself had been to the yard and returned with our blankets, and were at the front 
door ready to leave. Our purchaser stood near us, gazing at Eliza with an expression indicative of regret at 
having bought her at the expense of so much sorrow. We waited some time, when, finally, Freeman, out 
of patience, tore Emily from her mother by main force, the two clinging to each other with all their might. 

“Don’t leave me, mama—don’t leave me,” screamed the child, as its mother was pushed harshly 
forward; “Don’t leave me—come back, mama,” she still cried, stretching forth her little arms imploringly. 
But she cried in vain. Out of the door and into the street we were quickly hurried. Still we could hear 
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her calling to her mother, “Come back—don’t leave me—come back, mama,” until her infant voice grew 
faint and still more faint, and gradually died away as distance intervened, and finally was wholly lost. 

Eliza never after saw or heard of Emily or Randall. Day nor night, however, were they ever absent from 
her memory. In the cotton field, in the cabin, always and everywhere, she was talking of them—
often to them, as if they were actually present. Only when absorbed in that illusion, or asleep, did she ever 
have a moment’s comfort afterwards. 

She was no common slave, as has been said. To a large share of natural intelligence which she 
possessed, was added a general knowledge and information on most subjects. She had enjoyed 
opportunities such as are afforded to very few of her oppressed class. She had been lifted up into the 
regions of a higher life. Freedom—freedom for herself and for her offspring, for many years had been her 
cloud by day, her pillar of fire by night. In her pilgrimage through the wilderness of bondage, with eyes fixed 
upon that hope-inspiring beacon, she had at length ascended to “the top of Pisgah,” and beheld “the land 
of promise.” In an unexpected moment she was utterly overwhelmed with disappointment and despair. 
The glorious vision of liberty faded from her sight as they led her away into captivity. Now “she weepeth 
sore in the night, and tears are on her cheeks: all her friends have dealt treacherously with her: they have 
become her enemies.” 
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