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ENERODUCTEION:

ToE following little story was written by Mrs. Sarah H.
Bradford, of CGreneva, with the single object of furnishing
some help to the subject of the memoir. Harriet Tubman’s
services and sufferings during the rebellion, which are
acknowledged in the letters of Gen. Saxton, and others, it
was thought by many, would justify the bestowment of a
pension by the Government. But the difficulties in the
way of procuring such relief, suggested other miethods, and
finally the present one. The narrative was prepared on
the eve of the author’s departure for Europe, where she
still remains. It makes no claim whatever to literary
merit. Her hope was merely that the considerably numer-
ous public already in part acquainted with Harriet's story,
would furnish purchasers enough to secure a little fund for
the relief of this remarkable woman. Outside that circle
she did not suppose the memoir was likely to meet with
much if any sale.

In furtherance of the same benevolent scheme, and in or-
der to secure the whole avails of the work for Harriet’s
benefit, a subscription has been raised more than sufficient
to defray the entire cost of publication. This has been
effected by the generous exertions of Wm. G. Wise, Esq.,

of this city. The whole amount was contributed by citi-
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zens of Auburn, with the exception of two liberal subscrip-
tions by Gerrit Smith, Esq., and Mr. Wendell Phillips.

Mr. Wise has also consented, at Mrs. Bradford’s request,
to act as trustee for Harriet; and will receive, invest, and
apply, for her benefit, whatever may accrue from the sale
of this book.

The spirited wood-cut likeness of Harriet, in her costume
as scout, was furnished by the kindness of Mr. J. C. Darby,
of this city. 5. MLEE

AUBURN, Dec. 1, 1868.




el A Clilse

It is proposed in this little book to give a plain
and unvarnished account of some scenes and adven-
tures in the life of a woman who, though one of
earth’s lowly ones, and of dark-hued skin, has
shown an amount of heroism in her character rarely
possessed by those of any station in life. Her name
(we say 1t advisedly and without exaggeration)
deserves to be handed down to posterity side by
side with the names of Joan of Are, Grace Darling,
and Florence Nightingale; for not oie of these
women has shown more courage and power of en-
durance in facing danger and death to relieve hu-
man suffering, than has this woman in her heroic
and successtul endeavors to reach and save all whom
she might of" her oppressed and suffering race, and
to pilot them from the land of Bondage to the
promised land of Liberty. Well has she been call-
ed «“ Moses,” for she has been a leader and deliverer

unto hundreds of her people.
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Worn down by her sufferings and fatigues, her
health permanently affected by the cruelties to
which she has been subjected, she is still laboring
to the utmost limit of her strength for the support
of her aged parents, and still also for her aflicted
people—Dby her own efforts supporting two schools
for Freedmen at the South, and supplying them
with clothes and books; never obtruding herself]
never asking for charity, except for ¢ her people.”

It is for the purpose of aiding her in ministering
to the wants of her aged parents, and in the hope
of securing to them the little home which they are
in danger of losing from inability to pay the whole
amount due—which amount was partly paid when
our heroine left them to throw herself into the work
of alding our suftering soldiers—that this little ac-
count, drawn from her by persevering endeavor, is
given to the friends of humanity.

The writer of this story has till very lately known
less personally of the subject of it, than many others
to whom she has for years been an object of inter-
est and care. But through relations and friends in
Auburn, and also through Mrs. Commodore Swift
of Geneva, and her sisters, who have for many years
known and esteemed this wonderful woman, she

has heard tales of her deeds of heroism which
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seemed almost too strange for belief, and were in-
vested with the charm of romance.

During a sojourn of some months in the city of
Auburn, while the war was in progress, the writer
used to see occasionally in her Sunday-school class
the aged mother of Harriet, and also some of those
girls who had been brought from the South by this
remarkable woman. She also wrote letters for the
old people to commanding officers at the South, mak-
ing inquiries about Harriet, and received answers
telling of her untiring devotion to our wounded and
sick soldiers, and of her efficient aid in various ways
to the cause of the Union.

By the graphic pen of Mrs. Stowe, the incidents
of such a life as that of the subject of this little
memoir might be wrought up into a tale of thrilling
interest, equaling, if not exceeding, anything in her
world-renowned “Uncle Tom’s Cabin;” but the
story of Harriet Tubman needs not the drapery of
fiction ; the bare unadorned facts are enough to stir
the hearts of the friends of humanity, the friends of
liberty, the lovers of their country.

There are those who will sneer, there are those
who have already done so, at this quizotic attempt
to make a heroine of a black woman, and a slave;

but it may possibly be that there are some natures,
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though concealed under fairer skins, who have not
the capacity to comprehend such general and self-
sacrificing devotion to the cause of others as that
here delineated, and therefore they resort to scorn
and ridicule, in order to throw discredit upon the
whole story.

Much has been left out which would have been
highly interesting, because of the impossibility of
substantiating by the testimony of others the truth
ot Harriet’s statements. But whenever it has been
possible to find those who were cognizant with the
facts stated, they have been corroborated in every
particular.

A few years hence and we seem to see a gather-
ing where the wrongs of earth will be righted, and
Justice, long delayed, will assert itself, and perform
its office. Then not a few of those who had
esteemed themselves the wise and noble of this
world, “will begin with shame to take the lowest
place ; ”” while upon Harriet’s dark head a kind hand
will be placed, and in her ear a gentle voice will
sound, saying : “ Friend! come up higher!”

SH 5 I B0

The following letters to the writer from those

well-known and distinguished philanthropists, Hon.
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Gerrit Smith and Wendell Phillips, and one from
Frederick Douglass, addressed to Harriet, will serve
as the best introduction that can be given of the

subject of this memoir to its readers :

Letter from Hon. Gerrit Smith.
PrtErBORO, June 13, 1868.

My Dear Mapame: I am happy to learn that
you are to speak to the public of Mrs. Harriet
Tubman. Of the remarkable events of her life I
have no personal knowledge, but of the truth of
them as she describes them I have no doubt.

I have often listened to her, in her visits to my
family, and I am confident that she is not only
truthful, but that she has a rare discernment, and a
deep and sublime philanthropy.

With great respect your friend,

(GERRIT SMITH.

Letter from Wendell Phillips.
JUNE 16, 1868.

DeEar MapaMe: The last time I ever saw John
Brown was under my own roof] as he brought
Harriet Tubman to me, saying : * Mr. Phillips, 1
bring you one of the best and bravest persons on

this continent— General Tubman, as we call her.”
b
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He then went on to recount her labors and sacri-
fices in behalf of her race.  After that, Harriet spent
some time in Boston, earning the contfidence and
admiration of all those who were working for free-
dom. With their aid she went to the South more
than once, returning always with a squad of self-
emancipated men, women, and children, for whom
her marvelous skill had opened the way of escape.
After the war broke out, she was sent with indorse-
ments from Governor Andrew and his friends to
South Carolina, where in the service of the Nation
she rendered most important and eflicient aid to
our army.

In my opinion there are few captains, perhaps
few colonels, who have done more for the loyal
cause since the war began, and few men who did
before that time more for the colored race, than our
tearless and most sagacious friend, Harriet.

Faithtully yours,

W eEnxDELL PHILLIPS.

Letter from Frederick Douglass.
RocHESTER, August 29, 1868.
Drar Harrrer: I am glad to know that the

story of your eventful life has been written by a
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kind lady, and that the same is soon to be publizhed.
You ask for what you do not need when you call
upon me for a word of' commendation. I need such
words from you far more than you can need them
from me, especially where your superior labors and
devotion to the cause of the lately enslaved of our
land are known as I know them. The difference
between us is very marked. Most that I have
done and suffered in the service of our cause has
been in public, and 1 have received much encour-
agement at every step of the way. You on the
other hand have labored in a private way. T have

you in the night. I have had

wrought in the day
the applause of the crowd and the satisfaction that
comes of being approved by the multitude, while
the most that you have done has been witnessed
by a few trembling, scarred, and foot-sore bondmen
and women, whom you have led out of the house
of bondage, and whose heartfelt “ G'od bless you™
has been your only reward. The midnight sky and
the silent stars have been the witnesses of your de-
votion to freedom and of your heroism. KExcepting
John Brown—ot sacred memory—I know of no one
who has willingly encountered more perils and
hardships to serve our enslaved people than you

have. Much that vou have done would seem im-
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probable to those who do not know you as I know
you. It is to me a great pleasure and a great privi-
lege to bear testimony to your character and your
works, and to say to those to whom you may come,
that I regard you in every way truthful and trust-
worthy. Your friend,

FrepErRICK DoUGLASS.



SOME SCENES

IN THE

LIFE OF HARRIET TUBMAN,

Harrier Tusmax, known at various times, and
in various places; by many different names, such as
“ Moses,” in allusion to her being the leader and
ouide to somany of her people in their exodus from
the Land of Bondage ; ¢ the Conductor of'the Under-
oround Railroad ;” and “ Moll Pitcher,” for the en-
ergy and daring by which she delivered a fugitive
slave who was about to be dragged back to the
South ; was for the first twenty-five years of her
iife a slave on the eastern shore of Maryland. Her
own master she represents as never unnecessarily
cruel ; but as was common among slaveholders, he
often hired out his slaves to others, some of whom
proved to be tyrannical and brutal to the utmost
limit of their power.

She had worked only as a field-hand for many
years, following the oxen, loading and unloading

wood, and ecarrying heavy burdens, by which her
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naturally remarkable power of muscle was so devel-
oped that her feats of strength often called forth
the wonder of strong laboring men. Thus was she
preparing for the life of hardship and endurance
which lay before her, for the deeds of daring she
was to do, and of which her ignorant and darkened
mind at that time never dreamed.

The first person by whom she was hired was a
woman who, though married and the mother of a

’ to her slaves, as is

family, was still “ Miss Susan’
customary at the South. This woman was possess-
ed of the good things of this life, and provided lib-
erally for her slaves—so far as food and clothing
went. But she had been brought up to believe,
and to act upon the belief] that a slave could be
tanght to do nothing, and wowld do nothing but
under the sting of the whip. Harriet, then a young
oirl, was taken from her life in the field, and having
never seen the inside of a house better than a cabin
in the negro quarters, was put to house-work with-
out being told how to do anything. The first thing
was to put a parlor in order. ‘ Move these chairs
and tables into the middle of the room, sweep the
carpet clean, then dust everything, and put them

!

back 1n their places These were the directions

given, and Harriet was left alone to do her work.
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The whip was in sight on the mantel-piece, as a
reminder of what was to be expectied if the work
was not done well. IHarriet fixed the furniture as
she was told to do, and swept with all her strength,
raising a tremendous dust. The moment she had
tinished sweeping, she took her .dusting cloth, and
wiped everything ‘“so you could see your face in
’em, de shone 20,” in haste to go and set the table
for breakfast, and do her other work. The dust
which she had set flying only settled down again
on chairs, tables, and the piano. ¢ Miss Susan”
came in and looked around. Then came the call
for “ Minty ”—Harriet’s name was Araminta at
the South.

She drew her up to the table, saying, “ What do
you mean by doing my work this way, you—!"
and passing her finger on the table and piano, she
showed her the mark it made through the dust.
“ Miss Susan, I done sweep and dust jus’ as you tole
me.” But the whip was already taken down, and
the strokes were falling on head and face and neck.
Four times this scene was repeated before break-
fast, when, during the fifth whipping, the door
opened, and “ Miss Emily” came in. She was a
married sister of “ Miss Susan,” and was making

her a visit, and though brought up with the same
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assoclations as her sister, seems to have been a per-
son of more gentle and reasonable nature. Not
being able to endure the screams of the child any
longer, she eame in, took her sister by the arm, and
said, “If you do not stop whipping that child, I
will leave your house, and never come back !” Miss
Susan declaved that “she wowld not mind, and she

slighted her work on purpose.”

Miss Emily said,
“TLeave her to me a few moments 3 and Miss Susan
left the room, indignant. As soon as they were
alone, Miss Emily said: “Now, Minty, show me
how you do your work.” Ior the sixth time Har-
riet removed all the furniture into the middle of
the room; then she swept; and the moment she
had done sweeping, she took the dusting cloth to
wipe off the furniture. “ Now stop there,” said
Miss Emily ; “go away now, and do some of your
other work, and when it is time to dust, I will call
you.”  When the time came she called her, and ex-
plained to her how the dust had now settled, and
that if she wiped it off now, the furniture would
remain bright and clean. These few words an hour
or two before, would have saved Harriet her whip-
pings for that day, as they probably did for many
a day after.

While with this woman, after working from early
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morning till late at night, she was obliged to sit up
all night to rock a cross, sick child. Her mistress
laid upon her bed with a whip under her pillow,
and slept ; but if the tired nurse forgot herself’ for
a moment, if her weary head dropped, and her hand
ceased to rock the cradle, the child would cry out,
and then down would ceme the whip upon the neck
and face of the poor weary creature. The scars are
still plainly visible where the whip cut into the
flesh. Perhaps her mistress was preparing her,
though she did not know it then, by this enforced
habit of wakefulness, for the many long nights of
travel, when she was the leader and guide of the
weary and hunted ones who were escaping from
bondage.

“ Miss Susan ” got tired of Harriet, as Harriet
was determined she should do, and so abandoned
her intention of buying her, and sent her back to
her master. She was next hired out to the man
who inflicted upon her the life-long Injury from
which she is suffering now, by breaking her skull
with a weight from the scales. The injury thus
inflicted ecauses her often to fall into a state of
somnolency from which it is almost impossible to
rouse her. Disabled and sick, her flesh all wasted

away, she was returned to her owner. He tried to
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sell her, but no one would buy her. “Dey said dey
wouldn’t give a sixpence for me,” she said.

“ And so,” she said, * from Christmas till March
I worked as I could, and I prayed through all the
long nights—I groaned and prayed for ole master:
“Oh Lord, convert master!’ ¢Oh Lord, change
dat man’s heart!’ ’Pears like I prayed all de
time,” said Harriet; “’bout my work, everywhere,
I prayed an’ I groaned to de Lord. When I went
to de horse-trough to wash my face, I took up de
water in my han’ an’ I said, ¢Oh Lord, wash me,
make me clean!’ Den I take up something to
wipe my face, an’ I say, ¢Oh Lord, wipe away
all my sin!’ When I took de broom and began
to sweep, I groaned, ¢Oh Lord, wha’soebber sin
dere be in my heart, sweep it out, Lord, clar an’
clean!” ”  No words can describe the pathos of her
tones, as she broke out into these words of prayer,
after the manner of her people. *“ An’ so,” said
she, “I prayed all night long for master, till the
first of March; an’ all the time he was bringing
people to look at me, an’ trying to sell me. Den
we heard dat some of us was gwine to be sole to go
wid de chain-gang down to de cotton an’ rice fields,
and dey said I was gwine, an’ my brudders, an’ sis-

ters. Den I changed my prayer. Fust of March
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I began to pray, ‘Oh Lord, if you ant nebber
owine to change dat man’s heart, kill him, Lord,
an’ take him out ob de way.’

“Nex’ ting I heard old master was dead, an’ he
died jus’ as he libed. Oh, then, it ’peared like I’d
give all de world full ob gold, if I had it, to bring
dat poor soul back. But I couldn’t pray for him
no longer.”

The slaves were told that their master’s will pro-
vided that none of them should be sold out of the
State. This satisfied most of them, and they were
very happy. DBut Harriet was not satisfied; she
never closed her eyes that she did not imagine she
saw the horsemen coming, and heard the screams
of women and children, as they were being dragged
away to a far worse slavery than that they were
enduring there. Harriet was married at this time
to a free negro, who not only did not trouble him-
self about her fears, but did his best to betray her,
and bring her back after she escaped. She would
start up at night with the cry, “ Oh, dey’re comin’,
dey’re comin’; I mus’ go! ™

Her husband called her a fool, and said she was
like old Cudjo, who when a joke went round, never
laughed till half an hour after everybody else got

through, and so just as all danger was past she be-
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gan to be frightened. But still Harriet in fancy
saw the horsemen coming, and heard the screams
of terrified women and children. ¢ And all that
time, in my dreams and visions,” she said, “1I
seemed to see a line, and on the other side of that
line were green fields, and lovely flowers, and
beautiful white ladies, who stretched out their ATms
to me over the line, but I couldn’t reach them no-
how. I always fell before I got to the line.”

One Saturday it was whispered in the quarters
that two of Harriet’s sisters had been sent off with
the chain-gang. That morning she started, having
persuaded three of her brothers to accompany her,
but they had not gone far when the brothers, ap-
palled by the dangers before and behind them,
determined to go back, and in spite of her re-
monstrances dragged her with them. In fear and
terror, she remained over Sunday, and on Monday
night a negro from another part ot the plantation
came privately to tell Harriet that herself and
brothers were to be carried off that night. The
poor old mother, who belonged to the same mis-
tress, was just going to milk. Harriet wanted to
get away without letting her know, because she
knew that she would raise an uproar and prevent

her going, or insist upon going with her, and the

o
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time for this was not yet. DBut she must give some
intimation to those she was going to leave of her
itention, and send such a farewell as she might to
the friends and relations on the plantation. These
communications were generally made by singing.
They sang as they walked along the country roads,
and the chorus was taken up by others, and the
uninitiated knew not the hidden meaning of the
words—

Wher. dat ar ole chariol comes,
I’'m gwine to lebe you ;

I’'m boun’ for de promised land,
I'm gwine to lebe you.

These words meant something more than a jour-
ney tothe Heavenly Canaan. Harriet said, ¢ Here,
mother, go ’long; I’ll do the milkin’ to-night and
bring it in.” The old woman went to her cabin.
Harriet took down her sun-bonnet, and went on

> where some of her relatives

to the “big house,’
lived as house servants. She thought she could
trust Mary, but there were others in the kitchen,
and she could say nothing. Mary began to frolic
with her. She threw her across the kitchen, and
ran out, knowing that Mary would follow her.
But just as they turned the corner of the house, the
master to whom Harriet was now hired, came rid-

ing up on his horse. Mary darted back, and Har-
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riet thought there was no way now but to sing.
But “the Doctor,” as the master was called, was
regarded with special awe by his slaves; if they
were singing or talking together in the field, or on
the road, and * the Doctor ” appeared, all was hush-
ed till he passed. But Harriet had no time for
ceremony ; her friends must have a warning ; and
whether the Doctor thought her “dmperent” or
not, she must sing him farewell. So on she went to
meet him, singing :
I'm sorry I'm gwine to lebe you,
Farewell, oh farewell ;

But I'll meet you in the mornin”,
Farewell, oh farewell.

The Doctor passed, and she bowed as she went
on, still singing :

I'll meet you in the mornin’,
I’'m boun’ for de promised land,
On the oder side of Jordan,
Boun’ for de promised land.

She reached the gate and looked round; the
Doctor had stopped his horse, and had turned
around 1n the saddle, and was looking at her as if
there might be more in this than “met the ear.”
Harriet closed the gate, went on a little way, came
back, the Doctor still gazing at her. She lifted up
the gate as if she had not latched it properly,

waved her hand to him, and burst out again:
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I'll meet you in the mornin’,
Safe in de promised land,

On the oder side of Jordan,
Boun’ for de promised land.

And she started on her journey, *“mnot knowing
whither she went,” except that she was going to
follow the north star, till it led her to liberty.
Cautiously and by night she traveled, cunningly
feeling her way, and finding out who were friends ;
till after a long and paintul journey she found, in
answer to careful inquiries, that she had at last
crossed that magic “line” which then separated
the land of bondage from the land of freedom ; for
this was before we were commanded by law to
take part in the iniquity of slavery, and aid i
taking and sending back those poor hunted fugi-
tives who had manhood and intelligence enough
to enable them to make their way thus far towards
freedom.

“When I found I had crossed dat Zline,” she
said, “TIlooked at my hands to see if I was de
same pusson. There was such a glory ober ebery
ting ; de sun came like gold through the trees, and
ober the fields, and I felt like I was in Heaben.”

But then came the bitter drop in the cup of joy.
She said she felt like a man who was put in State

Prison for twenty-five years. All these twenty-
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five ycars he was thinking of his home, and long-
ing for the time when he would see it again. At
last the day comes—he leaves the prison gates—he
makes his way to his old home, but his old home
i1s not there. The house has been pulled down,
and a new one has been put up in its place ; his
family and friends are gone nobody knows where ;
there is no one to take him by the hand, no one to
welcome him.

“So it was with me,” she said. “I had crossed
the line. I was frree ; but there was no one to wel-
come me to the land of freedom. I was a stranger
in a strange land ; and my home, after all, was down
in Maryland; because my father, my mother, my
brothers, and sisters, and friends were there. But
I was free, and ¢hey should be free. I would
make a home in the North and bring them there,
God helping me. Oh, how I prayed then,” she
sald ; “Isaid to de Lord, ¢ I’'m gwine to hole stiddy
on to you, an’ I know youw’ll see me through.””

She came to Philadelphia, and worked in hotels,
in club houses, and afterwards at Cape May.
Whenever she had raised money enough to pay
expenses, she would make her way back; hide her-
self, and in various ways give notice to those who

were ready to strike for freedom. When her
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party was made up, they would start always on
Saturday night, because advertisements could not
be sent out on Sunday, which gave them one day
1in advance.

Then the pursuers would start - after them.
Advertisements  would be posted everywhere.
There was one reward of $12,000 oftered for the
head of the woman who was constantly appearing
and enticing away parties of slaves from their
master. She had traveled 1n the cars when these
posters were put up over her head, and she heard

them read by those about her—ifor she could not

read herself. Fearlessly she went on, trusting in
the Lord. She said, “I started with this idea in
my head, ¢ Dere’s two things I’'ve got a right to,
and dese are, Death or Liberty—one or tother I
mean to have. No one will take me back alive; I
shall fight for my liberty, and when de time has
come for me to go, de Lord will let dem kill me.”
Aud acting upon this simple creed, and firm in this
trusting faith, she went back and forth nineteen
times, according to the reckoning of her friends.
She remembers that she went eleven times from
Canada, but of the other journeys she kept no reck-
oning.

While Harriet was working as cook in one of
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the large hotels in Philadelphia, the play ot ¢ Uncle
Tom’s Cabin ” was being performed for many weeks
every night. Some of her fellow-servants wanted
her to go and see it. “No,” said Harriet, “ I haint
got no heart to go and see the sufferings of my peo-
ple played on de stage. I’ve heard ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin’ read, and I tell you Mrs Stowe’s pen hasn’t
begun to paint what slavery is as I have seen it at
the far South. I've seen de real ting, and 1 don’t
want to see it on no stage or in no teater.”

I will give here an article from a paper published
nearly a year ago, which mentions that the price
set upon the head of Harriet was much higher than
I have stated it to be. When asked about this,
Harriet said she did not know whether it was so,
but she heard them read from one paper that the

reward offered was $12,000.
“ Among American women,” says the article re-

ferred to, “ who has shown a courage and self-devo-
tion to the welfare of others, equal to Harriet
Tubman ? Hear her story of going down again
and again into the very jaws of slavery, to rescue
her suffering people, bringing them off' through
perils and dangers enough to appall the stoutest
heart, till she was known among them as ¢ Moses.’

“ Forty thousand dollars was not too great a
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reward for the Maryland slaveholders to offer for
her.

“Think of her brave spirit, as strong as Daniel’s
of old, in its fearless purpose to serve God, even
though the fiery furnace should be her portion. I
have looked into her dark face, and wondered and
admired as I listened to the thrilling deeds her lion
heart had prempted her to dare. ‘I have heard
their groans and sighs, and seen their tears, and I
would give every drop of blood in my veins to free
them,” she said.

“The other day, at Gerrit Smith’s, I saw this he-
roic woman, whom the pen of genius will yet make
famous, as one of the noblest Christian hearts ever
inspired to lift the burdens of the wronged and op-
pressed, and what do you think she said to me ? She
had been tending and caring for our Union black
(and white) soldiers in hospital during the war,
and at the end of her labors was on her way home,
coming in a car through New Jersey. A white man,
the conductor, thrust her out of the car with such
violence that she has not been able to work scarcely
any since; and as she told me of the pain she had
and still suffered, she said she did not know what
she should have done for herself, and the old father

and mother she takes care of, if Mr. Wendell
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Phillips had not sent her $60, that kept them warm
through the winter. She had a letter from W. H.
Seward to Maj.-Gen. Hunter, in which he says, ‘1
have known her long, and a nobler; higher spirit,
or truer, seldom dwells 1n the human form.””

It will be impossible to give any connected aec-
count of the different journeys taken by Harriet for
the rescue of her people, as she herself has no idea
ot the dates connected with them, or of the order
in which they were made. She thinks she was
about 25 when she made her own escape, and this
was in the last year of James K. Polk’s administra-
tion. From that time till the beginning of the war,
her years were spent in these journeyings back and
forth, with intervals between, in which she worked
only to spend the avails of her labor in providing
for the wants of her next party of fugitives. By
night she traveled, many times on foot, over moun-
tains, through forests, across rivers, mid perils by
land, perils by water, perils from enemies, ¢ perils
among false Dbrethren.” Sometimes members of
her party would become exhausted, foot-sore, and
bleeding, and declare they could not go on, they
must stay where they dropped down, and die;
others would think a voluntary return to slavery

better than being overtaken and carried back, and
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would 1nsist upon returning; then there was no
remedy but force; the revolver carried by this bold
and daring pioneer would be pointed at their
heads. ““ Dead niggers tell no tales,” said Harriet ;
“Go on or die;” and so she compelled them to
drag their weary limbs on their northward journey.

At one time she collected and sent on a gang of
thirty-nine fugitives in the care of others, as from
some cause she was prevented from accompanying
them. Sometimes, when she and her party were
concealed 1n the woods, they saw their pursuers
pass, on their horses, down the high road, tacking
up the advertisements for them on the fences and
trees.

“ And den how we laughed,” said she. < We
was de fools, and dey was de wise men; but we
wasn’t fools enough to go down de high road in de
broad daylight.” At one time she left her party in
the woods, and went by a lonz and roundabout
way to one of the “stations of the Underground
Railway,” as she called them. Here she procured
food for her famished party, often paying out of her
hardly-gained earnings, five dollars a day for food
for them. But she dared not go back to them till
night, for fear of being watched, and thus reveal-

ing their hiding-place. After nightfall, the sound
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of a hymn sung at a distance comes upon the ears
of the concealed and famished fugitives in the
woods, and they know that their deliverer is at
hand. They listen eagerly for the words she sings,
for by them they are to be warned of danger, or
informed of safety. Nearer and nearer comes the
unseen singer, and the words are wafted to their

ears :

Hail, oh hail ye happy spirits,
Death no more shall make you fear,

No grief nor sorrow, pain nor anger (anguish)
Shall no more distress you there,

Around him are ten thousan’ angels,
Always ready to ’bey comman’.

Dey are always hobring round you,
Till you reach the hebbenly lan’.

Jesus, Jesus will go wid you ;
He will lead you to his throne ;
He who died has gone before you,
Trod de wine-press all alone.

He whose thunders shake creation ;
He who bids the planets roll ;

He who rides upon the temple, (tempest)
An’ his scepter sways de whole.

Dark and thorny is de desert,

Through de pilgrim makes his ways,
Yet beyon’ dis vale of sorrow,

Lies de fiel’s of endless days.

I give these words exactly as Harriet sang them
to me to a sweet and simple Methodist air. ¢ De
first time I go by singing dis hymn, dey don’t come

out to me,” she said, “till I listen if' de coast 1s
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clar; den when I go back and sing it again, dey
come out. Butif I sing:

Moses go down in Egypt,
Till ole Pharo’ let me go;
Hadn’t been for Adam’s fall,
Shouldn’t hab to died at all,

den dey don’t come out, for dere’s danger in de
way.”
And so by night travel, by hiding, by signals,

by threatening, she brought the people safely to

S
the land of liberty. But after the passage of the
Fugitive Slave law, she said, “ I wouldn’t trust Un-
cle Sam wid my people no longer; I brought ’em
all clar oftf to Canada.”

Of the very many interesting stories told me by
Harriet, I cannot refrain from telling to my read-
ers that of JJoe, who accompanied her upon her sev-
enth or eighth journey from Maryland to Canada.

Joe was a noble specimen of a negro, and was
hired out by his master to aman for whom he work-
ed taithfully for six years, saving him the expense of
an overseer, and taking all trouble oft his hands. At
length this man found him so absolutely necessary
to him, that he determined to buy him at any cost.
His master held him proportionably high. How-
ever, by paying a thousand dollars down for him,

and promising to pay another thousand in a cer-
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tain time, Joe passed Into the hands of his new
master.

As may beimagined, Joe was somewhat surprised
when the first order issued from his master’s lips,
was, “ Now, Joe, strip and take a whipping!”
Joe’s experience of whippings, as he had seen them
inflicted upon others, was not such as to cause him
particularly to desire to go through the same ope-
ration on his own account; and he, naturally
enough, demurred, and at first thought of resisting.
But he called to mind a scene which he had wit-
nessed a few days before, in the field, the particu-
lars of which are too horrible and too harassing
to the feelings to be given to my readers, and he
thought it best to submit; but first he tried remon-
strance.

“ Mas’r,” said he, “habn’t I always been faith-
ful to you? Habn’t I worked through sun an’
rain, early in de mornin’; and late at night ; habn’t
I saved you an oberseer by doin’ his work; hab
you anyting to complain of agin me ?”

“No, Joe; “I’ve no complaint to make of you;
you're a good nigger, and you’ve always worked
well ; but the first lesson my niggers have to learn
1s that I am master, and that they are not to resist

or refuse to obey anything I tell ’em to do. So
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the first thing they’ve got to do, 1s to be whipped ;
if they resist, they get it all the harder; and so
Pll go on, till I kill ’em, but they’ve got to give up
at last, and learn that I’'m master.”

Joe thought it best to submit. He stripped oft
his upper clothing, and took his whipping without
a word; but as he drew his clothes up over his
torn and bleeding back, he said, “ Dis is de last !
That night he took a boat and went a long dis-
tance to the cabin of Harriet’s father, and said,

> It was

“ Next time Moses comes, let me know.’
only a week or two after that, that the mysterious
woman whom no one could lay their finger on ap-
peared, and men, women, and children began to
disappear from the plantations. One fine morning
Joe was missing, and his brother William, from
another plantation ; Peter and Eliza, too, were gone;
and these made part of Harriet’s next party, who
began their pilgrimage from Maryland to Canada,
or as they expressed it, from *“ Egypt to de land of
Canaan.”

Their adventures were enough to fill a volume;
they were pursued ; they were hidden in “potato
holes,” while their pursuers passed within a few
feet of them ; they were passed along by friends in

various disguises ; they scattered and separated, to
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be led by guides by a roundabout way, to a meet-
ing-place again. They were taken in by Sam
Green, the man who was afterwards sent to State
Prison for ten years for having a copy of *“ Uncle
Tom’s Cabin” in his house; and so, hunted and
hiding and wandering, they came at last to the
long bridge at the entrance of the city of Wil-
mington, Delaware. The rewards posted up
everywhere had been at first five hundred dollars for
Joe, if taken within the limits of the United States ;
then a thousand, and then fifteen hundred dollars,
“an’ all expenses clar an’ clean, for his body in
Easton Jail.” Eight hundred for William, and four
hundred for Peter, and twelve thousand for the
woman who enticed them away. The long Wil-
mington Bridge was guarded by police officers,
and the advertisements were everywhere. The
party were scattered, and taken to the houses
of different colored {friends, and word was sent
secretly to Thomas Garrett, of Wilmington, of
their condition, and the necessity of their being
taken across the bridge. Thomas Garrett is a Qua-
ker, and a man of a wonderfully large and generous
heart, through whose hands, Harriet tells me, two
thousand self-emancipated slaves passed on their

way to freedom. He was always ready, heart and
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hand and means, in aiding these poor fugitives,
and rendered most efficient help to Harriet on
many of her journeys back and forth. A letter
received a few days since by the writer, from
this noble-hearted philanthropist, will be given
presently.

As soon as Thomas Garrett heard of the condi-
tion of these poor people, his plan was formed.
He engaged two wagons, filled them with brick-
layers, whom of course he paid well for their share
in the enterprise, and sent them across the bridge.
“They went as it on a frolic, singing and shouting.
The guards saw them pass, and of course expected
them to re-cross the bridge.  After nightfall (and
tortunately it was a dark night) the same wagons
went back, but with an addition to their party.
The fugitives were on the bottom of the wagons,
the bricklayers on the seats, still singing and
shouting ; and so they passed by the guards, who
were entirely unsuspicious of the nature of the
load the wagons contained, or of the amount of
property thus escaping their hands. And so they
made their way to New York. -When they entered
the anti-slavery oftice there, Joe was recognized at
once by the description in the advertisement.

“Well,” said Mr. Oliver Johnson, “I am glad to
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see the man whose head 1s worth fifteen hundred

)

dollars.” At this Joe’s heart sank. If the adver-
tisement had got to New York, that place which i
had taken them so many days and nights to reach,
he thought he was in danger still. “ And how far
is it now to Canada ? >’ he asked. When told how
many miles, for they were to come through New
York State, and cross the Suspension Bridee, he was
ready to give up.  “From dat time Joc was silent,”
said Harriet; “he sang no more, he talked no
more ; he sat wid his head on his hand, and nobody
could muse him or make him take any interest in
anyting.” They passed along in safety, and at
length found themselves in the cars, appreach-
ing Suspension Bridge. The rest were very
joyous and happy, but Joe sat silent and sad.
Their fellow-passencers all seemed interested in
and for them, and listened with tears, as Harriet
and all their party lifted up their voices and

sang :

I’'m on my way to Canada,
That cold and dreary land ;
The sad effects of slavery,
I can’t no longer stand.
I’ve served my master all my days,
Widout a dime’s reward ;
And now I'm forced to run away,
To flee the lash abroad.
Farewell, ole master, don’t think hard of me,
1’11 travel on to Canada. where all the slaves are free,
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The hounds are baying on my track,
Ole master comes behind.
Resolved that he will bring me back,
Before I cross de line ;
I’'m now embarked for yonder shore,
There a man’s a man by law ;
The iron horse will bear me o’er,
To shake de lion’s paw.
Oh, righteous Father, wilt thou not pity me,
And aid me on to Canada where all the slaves are free.

Oh, I heard Queen Victoria say,
That if we would forsake

Our native land of slavery,
And come across the lake ;

That she was standin’ on de shora,
Wid arms extended wide,

To give us all a peaceful home
Beyond de rolling tide.

Farewell, ole master, etc.

The cars began to cross the bridge. Harriet
was very anxious to have her companions see the
Falls.  William, Peter, and Eliza came eagerly to
look at the wonderful sight; but Joe sat still, with
his head upon his hand.

“Joe, con e look at deFalls! Joe, you fool you,
come see de Falls ! its your last chance.” But Joe
sat still and never raised his head. At length Har-
riet knew by the rise in the center of the bridge,
and the descent on the other side, that they had
crossed “the line.” She sprang across to Joe’s
seat, shook him with all her might, and shouted,

=

“Joe, you've shook de lion’s paw ! Joe did not

know what she meant. “Joe, you're firee!” shout-
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ed Harriet. Then Joe’s head went up, he raised
his hands on high, and his face, streaming with
tears, to heaven, and broke out in loud and thrill-

mg tones:

¢ Glory to God and Jesus too,
One more soul is safe !
Oh, go and carry de news,
One more soul got safe.”

“Joe, come and look at de Falls!” called Har-
riet.
* Glory to God and Jesus too,
One more soul got safe.”

was all the answer. The cars stopped on the other
side. Joe’s feet were the first to touch British soil,
after those of the conductor.

Loud roared tle waters of Niagara, but louder
still ascended the anthem of praise from the over-
flowing heart ot’ the freeman. And can we doubt
that the strain was taken up by angel voices, and
that through the arches of Heaven echoed and re-

echoed the strain:

Glory to God in the Highest,
Glory to God and Jesus too,
One more soul is safe.

“The ladies and gentlemen gathered round him,”
said Harriet, < till T couldn’t see Joe for the crowd,

only I heard ¢ Glory to God and Jesus too! > louder

b/

than ever.” William went after him, and pulled
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him, saying, “Joe, stop your noise! you act like
a fool!” Then Peter ran in and jerked him mos’
off his feet,—* Joe, stop your hollerin’! Folks ’ll
think you’re crazy!” DBut Joe gave. no heed.
The ladies were crying, and the tears like rain ran
down Joe’s sable cheeks. A lady reached over
her fine cambric handkerchief’ to him. Joe wiped
his face, and then he spoke.

“Oh! if I’d felt like dis down South, it would
hab taken nine men to take me; only one more
journey for me now, and dat is to Hebben!?”
“Well, you ole tool you,” said Harriet, with whom
there seems but one step from the sublime to the
ridiculous, “ you might a’ looked at de Falls fust,
and den gone to Hebben afterwards.” She has
seen Joe several times since, a happy and industri-
ous freeman in Canada.

When asked, as she often is, how 1t was possible
that she was not afraid to go back, with that tre-
mendous price upon her head, Harriet always an-
swers, “ Why, don’t I tell you, Missus, t’wan’t 1.e,
‘twas de Lord! 1 always tole him, ‘I trust to you.
I don’t know where to go or what to do, but I ex-
pect you to lead me,” an’ he always did.” At one
time she was going down, watched for everywhere,

after there had been a meeting of slaveholders in
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the court-house of one of the large cities of Mary-
land, and an added reward had been put upon her
head, with various threats of the different cruel de-
vices by which she should be tortured and put to
death ; friends cathered round her, imploring her
not to ¢o on directly in the face of danger and
death, and this was Harriet’s answer to them :

“ Now look yer! John saw the city, didn’t he?

Yes, John saw the city. Well, what did he

see? He saw twelve gates—three of dose gates
was on de north—three of ’em was on de east—
and three of ’em was on de west—but dere was
three of ’em on de Sowuth too; an’ I reckon if dey
kill me down dere, I’ll ¢it into one of dem gates,
don’t you ?”

Whether Harriet’s ideas of the geographical
bearings of the gates of the Celestial City, as seen
in the Apocalyptic vision, were correct or not, we
cannot doubt that she was right in the deduction her
faith drew from them ; and that somewhere, whether
north, south, east, or west, to our dim vision,
there is a gate to be opened for Harriet, where the
welcome will be given, “ Come in thou blessed of
my Father.”

Many of the stories told me by Harriet, in an-

swer to questions, have been corroborated by let-
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ters, some of which will appear in this book. Of
others, I have not been able to procure confirma-
tion, owing to ignorance of the address of those
conversant with the facts. I find among her pa-
pers, many of which are defaced by being carried
about with her for years, portions ot letters ad-
dressed to myselt] by persons at the South, and
speaking of the valuable assistance Harriet was
rendering our soldiers in the hospital, and our
armies in the field. At this time her manner of
life, as related by herself, was this:

“ Well, Missus, I'd go to de hospital, T would,
early eb’ry mornin’. I’d get a big chunk of ice, I
would, and put it in a basin, and fill it with water;
den I’d take a sponge and begin. Fust man I’d
come to, I’d thrash away de flies, an’ dey’d rise,
dey would, like bees roun’ a hive. Den I’d begin
to bathe der wounds, an’ by de time I’d bathed off
three or four, de fire and heat would have melted
de ice and made de water warm, an’ 1t would be as
red as clar blood. Den I'd go an’ git more ice, I
would, an’ by de time I got to de nex’ ones, de
flies would be roun’ de fust ones black an’ thick as
eber.” In this way she worked, day after day,
till late at night; then she went home to her

little cabin, and made about fifty ples, a great
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quantity of ginger-bread, and two casks of root
beer. These she would hire some contraband to
sell for her through the camps, and thus she would
provide her support for another day; for this
woman never received pay or pension, and never
drew for hervself but twenty days’ rations during
the four years of her labors. At one time she was
called away from Hilton Head, by one of our offi-
cers, to come to Fernandina, where the men were
“ dying off like sheep,” from dysentery. Harriet
had acquired quite a reputation for her skill in
curing this disease, by a medicine which she pre-
pared from roots which grew near the waters
which gave the disease. Here she found thou-
sands of sick soldiers and contrabands, and imme-
diately gave up her time and attention to them.
At another time, we find her nursing those who
were down by hundreds with small-pox and ma-
lignant fevers. She had never had these diseases,
but she seems to have no more fear of death in
one form than another. ¢ De Lord would take
keer of her till her time came, an’ den she was
ready to go.”

When our armies and gun-boats first appeared
in any part of the South, many of the poor negroes

were as much afraid of “ de Yankee Buckra ” as of
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their own masters. It was almost impossible to win
their confidence, or to get information from them.
But to Harriet they would tell anything ; and so it
became quite important that she should accompany
expeditions going up the rivers, or into unexplored
parts of the country, te control and get information
from those whom they took with them as guides.
Gen. Hunter asked her at one time if she would
oo with several gun-boats up the Combahee River,
the object of the expedition being to take up the
torpedoes placed by the rebels in the river, to de-
stroy railroads and bridges, and to cut off’ supplies
from the rebel troops. She said she would go if
Col. Montgomery was to be appointed commander
of the expedition. Col. Montgomery was one of
John Brown’s men, and was well known to Harriet.
Accordingly, Col. Montgomery was appointed to
the command, and Harriet, with several men un-
der her, the principal of whom was J. Plowden,
whose pass I have, accompanied the expedition.
Harriet describes in the most graphic manner the
appearance of the plantations as they passed up
the river; the frightened negroes leaving their work
and taking to the woods, at sight of the gun-boats
then coming to peer out like startled deer, and

scudding away like the wind at the sound of the



40 SOME SCENES IN THE

steam-whistle. “ Well,” said one old negro, * Mas’r
said de Yankees had horns and tails, but I nebber
beliebed it till now.” DBut the word was passed
along by the mysterious telegraphic communication
existing among these simple people, that these were
“ Lincoln’s gun-boats come to set them free.” In
vain, then, the drivers used their whips, in their ef-
forts to hurry the poor creatures back to their quar-
ters; they all turned and ran for the gun-boats.
They came down every road, across every field,
just as they had left their work and their cabins;
women with children clinging around their necks,
hanging to their dresses, running behind, all mak-
ing at full speed for * Lincoln’s gun-boats.” Kight
hundred poor wretches at one time crowded the
banks, with their hands extended towards their de-
liverers, and they were all taken off upon the gun-
boats, and carried down to Beaufort.

“I nebber see such a sight,” said Harriet; we
laughed, an’ laughed, an’ langhed. IHere you’d see
a woman wid a pail on her head, rice a smokin’ in
-1t jus as she’d taken it from de fire, young one hang-
in’ on behind, one han’ roun’ her forehead to hold
on, ’tother han’ diggin’ into de rice-pot, eatin’ wid
all its might ; hold of her dress two or three more;;

down her back a bag wid a pig in it. One woman
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brought two pigs, a white one, an’ a black one;
we took ’em all on board; named de white pig
Beauregard, an” de black pig Jeft' Davis.  Some-
times de women would come wid twins hangin’
roun’ der necks; ’pears like I nebber see so many
twins in my life; bagson der shoulders, baskets on
der heads, and young ones tagein’ behin’, all loaded ;
pigs squealin’, chickens screamin’; young ones squal-
lin”.”  And so they came pouring down to the gun-
boats. When they stood on the shore, and the small
boats put out to take them off] they all wanted to
oet in at once.  Afterthe boats were crowded, they
would hold on to them so that they could not leave
the shore. The oarsmen would beat them on their
hands, but they would not let go; they were atraid
the gun-boats would go oftf and leave them, and all
wanted to make sure of one of these arks of ret-
uge. At length Col. Montgomery shouted from
the upper deck, above the clamor of appealing
tones, “ Moses, you’ll have to give ’em a song.”

Then Harriet lifted up her voice and sang :

** Of all the whole creation in the east or in the west,
The glorious Yankee nation is the greatest and the best.
Come along! Come along! don't be alarmed,
Uncle Sam is rich enough to give you all a farmn.’

4

At the end of every verse, the negroes in their

enthusiasm would throw up their hands and shout
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“ Glory,” and the row-boats would take that op-
portunity to push oft; and so at last they were all
brought on board. The masters fled ; houses and
barns and railroad bridges were burned, t-acks
torn up, torpedoes destroyed, and the expedition
was 1n all respects successtul.

This fearless woman was often sent into the rebel
lines as a spy, and brought back valuable informa-
tion as to the position of armies and batteries;
she has been in battle when the shot was falling
like hail, and the bodies of dead and wounded men
were drvopping around her like leaves in autumn;
but the thought of fear never seems to have had
place for a moment in her mind. Shehad her duty
to perform, and she expected to be taken care of
till it was done.

Would that instead of taking them in this poor
way at second-hand, my readers could hear this
woman’s graphic accounts of scenes she herself
witnessed, could listen to her imitations of negro
preachers in their own very peculiar dialect, her
singing of camp-meeting hymns, her account of
“ experience meetings,”” her imitations of the dances,
and the funeral ceremonies of these simple people.
“Why, der language down dar in de far South is

jus’ as different from ours in Maryland, as you can
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think,” said she. “Dey laughed when dey heard me
talk, an’ I could not understand dem, no how.”
She described a midnight funeral which she at-
tended'; for the slaves, never having been allowed
to bury their dead in the day time, continued the
custom of night funerals from habit.

The corpse was laid upon the ground, and the
people all sat round, the group being lighted up
by pine torches.

The old negro preacher began by giving out a
hymn, which was sung by all. “An’ oh! I wish
you could hear ’em sing, Missus,” said Harriet.
“ Der voices 1s so sweet, and dey can sing eberyting
we sing, an’ den dey can sing a great many hymns
dat we can’t nebber catch at ail.”

The old preacher began his sermon by pointing
to the dead man, who lay in a rude box on the
oround before him.

“Shum ? Ded-a-de-dah ! Shwum, David? Ded-
a-de-dah! Now I want you all to flec’ for moment.
Who ob all dis congregation is gwine next to lie
ded-a-de-dah ?  Yecu can’t go nowheres, my frien’s
and bredren, but Deff ’ll fin’ you. You can’t dig
no hole so deep an’ bury yourselt' dar, but God
A’mighty’s far-seein’ eye ’ll fine you, an’ Deff 1l

come arter you. You can’t go into that big fort
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(pointing to Hilton Head), an’ shut yourself up dar;
dat fort dat Sesh Buckner said de debil couldn’t
take, but Deft’ll fin’ youdar. All your frien’s may
forget you, but Defl ’II nebber forget you.A Now,
my bredren, prepare to lie ded-a-de-dah !”

This was the burden of a very long sermon, after
which the whole congregation went round in a sort
of solemn dance, called the ¢ spiritual shuflle,”
shaking hands with each other, and calling each

other by name as they sang:

(=,

My sis’'r Mary ’s boun’ to go;
My sis’r Nanny ’s boun’ to go ;
My brudder Tony s boun’ to go;
My brudder July ’s boun’ to go.
This to the same tune, till everv hand had heen
shaken by every one of the company.  When they
-ame to Harriet, who was a stranger, they sang:

Eberybody s boun’ to go !

The body was then placed mm a Government wagon,
and by the light of the pine torches, the strange,
dark procession moved along, singing a rude fune-
ral hymn, till they reached the place of burial.
Harriet’s account of her interview with an old
negro she met at IHilton IHead, is amusing and
interesting. - He said, “I’d been yere seventy-

three years, workin’ for my master widout even a
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dime wages. I'd worked rain-wet sundry. T’d
worked wid my mouf full of dust, but would not
stop to get a drink of water. I’d been whipped,
an’ starved, an’ I was always prayin’, *Oh! Lord,
come an’ delibber us!’ All dat time de birds had
been flyin’, an’ de rabens had been cryin’, and de
fish had been sunnin’ in de waters. One day I
look up, an’ I see a big cloud ; it didn’t come up
like as de clouds come out far yonder, but it
‘peared to be right ober head. Der was tunders
out of dat, an’ der was lightnin’s. Den I looked
down on de water, an’ I see, ’peared to me a big
house in de water, an’ out of de big house came
great big eggs; and de good eggs went on trou’ de
air, an’ fell into de fort; an’ de bad eggs burst
before dey got dar. Den de Sesh Buckra begin
to run, an de ueber stop running till de git to de
swamp, an’ de stick dar an” de die dar. Den I
heard ’twas the Yankee ship® firin’ out de big
eggs, an dey had come to set us free. Den I praise
de Lord. He come an’ put he little finger in de
work, an’ dey Sesh Buckraall go; and de birds stop
flyin’; and de rabens stop cryin’, an’ when I go to
catch a fish to eat wid my rice, de ’s no fish dar.

De Lord A’mighty d come and frightened ’em all

* The Wabash.
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out of de waters. Oh! Praise de Lord! 1 °d
prayed seventy-three years, an’ now he ’s come an’
we’s all free.”

The last time Harriet was returning from the
war, with her pass as hospital nurse; she bought a
half-fare ticket, as she was told she must do; and
missing the other train, she got into an emigrant
train on the Amboy Railroad. When the con-
ductor looked at her ticket, he said, “ Come, hus-
tle out of here! We don’t carry niggers for half-
fare.” THarriet explained to him that she was in
the employ of Government, and was entitled to
transportation as the soldiers were. But the con-
ductor took her forcibly by the arm, and said,
“ Il make you tired of trying to stay here.” She
resisted, and being very strong, she could probably
have got the better of the conductor, had he not
called three men to his assistance. The car was
filled with emigrants, and no one seemed to take
her part. The only words she heard, accompa-
nied with fearful oaths, were, * Pit:h the nagur
out!” They nearly wrenched her arm off, and
at length threw her, with all their strength, into a
baggage-car.  She supposed her arm was broken,

o
() )

and 1n Intense suﬁ'cring she came on to New York.

As she left the car, a delicate-looking young man
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came up to her, and, handing her a card, said,
“You ought to sue that conductor, and if you
want a witness, call on me.” Harriet remained all
winter under the care of a physician in New York;
he advised her to sue the Railroad company, and
said that he would willingly testify as to her inju-
ries. But the card the young man had given her
was only a visiting card, and she did not know
where to find him, and so she let the matter go.

The writer here finds it necessary to apologize
for the very desultory and hasty manner in which
this little book is written. Being herselt pressed
for time, in the expectation of soon leaving the
country, she is obliged to pen down the material to
be used in the short and interrupted interviews she
can obtain with Harriet, and also to use such let-
ters and accounts as may be sent her, as they come,
without being able to work them in, in the order of
time. A very material assistance is to be rendered
her by the kind offer of an account of Harriet’s
services during the war, written by Mr. Charles P.
Wood, of Auburn, and kindly copied by one of
Harriet’s most faithful and most efficient friends,
Mrs. S. M. Hopkins, of that place.

It was a wise plan of our sagacious heroine to

leave her old parents till ‘the last to be brought
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away. They were pensioned off as too old to work,
had a cabin; and a horse and cow, and were quite
comfortable. It Harriet had taken them away be-
fore the young people, these last would have been
cold into Southern slavery, to keep them out of her
way. DBut at length Harriet heard that the old
man had been betrayed by a slave whom he had
assisted, but who had turned back, and when ques-
tioned by his wife, told her the story ot his intended
escape, and of the aid he had received from ¢ Old
Ben.” This woman, hoping to curry favor with
her master, revealed the whole to him, and “ Old
Ben” was arrested.  He was to be tried the next
week, when Harriet appeared upon the scene, and,
as she says, “saved dem de expense ob de trial, and
removed her father to a higher court, by taking
him oft' to Canada. 'The manner of their escape is
detailed in the following letter from Thomas Gar-
rett, the Wilmington Quaker :
WiLminaToxN, 6th Mo., 1868S.

My Friexp: Thy favor of the 12th reached me
vesterday, requesting such reminiscences as I could
give respecting the remarkable labors of Harriet
Tubman, in aiding her colored friends from bondage.
I may begin by saying, living as I have in a slave

State, and the laws being very severe where any
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proof could be made of any one aiding slaves on
their way to freedom, I have not felt at liberty to
keep any written word of Harriet’s or my own ia-
bors, except in numbering those whom I have aided.
For that reason I cannot furnish so interesting an
account of Harriet’s labors as T otherwise could, and
now would be glad to doj for in truth I never met
with any person, of any color, who had more confi-
dence in the voice of God, as spoken direct to her
soul. She has frequently told me that she talked
with God, and he talked with her every day of her
lite, and she has declared to me that she felt no
more fear of being arrested by her former master,
or any other person, when in his immediate neigh-
borhood, than she did in the State of New York,
or Canada, for she said she never ventured only
where God sent her, and her taith in a Supreme
Power truly was great.

I have now been confined to my room with in-
disposition more than four weeks, and cannot sit to
write much ; but I feel so much interested in Har-
riet that I will try to give some of the most remark-
able incidents that now present themselves to my
mind. The date of the commencement of her la-
bors, I cannot certainly give; but I think it must
have been about 18453 from that time till 1860, I
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think she must have brought from the neighborhood
where she had been held as a slave, from 60 to 80
persons, from Maryland, some 80 miles from here.
No slave who placed himselt under her care, was
ever arrested that I have heard ot’; she mostly had
her regular stopping places on her route; but in
one instance, when she had two stout men with her,
some 30 miles below here, she said that God told
her to stop, which she did ; and then asked him
what she must do. He told her to leave the road,
and turn to the left ; she obeyed, and soon came to
a small stream of tide water; there was no boat,
no bridge ; she again inquired of her Guide what
she was to do. She was told to go through. It
was cold, in the month of March ; but having con-
fidence in her Guide, she went in; the water came
up to her arm-pits; the men refused to follow till
they saw her safe on the opposite shore. They then
followed, and it T mistake not, she had soon to wade
a second stream; soon after which she came toa
cabin of colored people, who took them all in, put
them to bed, and dried their clothes, ready to pro-
ceed next night on their journey. Harriet had run
out of money, and gave them some of her under-
clothing to pay for their kindness. 'When she called

on me two days after, she was so hoarse she could
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hardly speak, and was also suffering with violent
toothache. Thestrange part of the story we found
to be, that the master of these two men had put up
the previous day, at the railroad station near where
she left, an advertisement for them, offering a large
reward for their apprehension; but they made a
safe exit. She at one time brovght as many as
seven or eight, several of whom were women and
children. She was well known here in Chester
County and Philadelphia, and respected by all true
abolitionists. 1 had been in the habit of furnish-
mg her and those that accompanied her, as she re-
turned from her acts of mercy, with new shoes;
and on one occasion when I had not seen her for
three months, she came into my store. 1 said,
“ Harriet, I am glad to see thee! I suppose thee

wants a pair of new shoes.”

Her reply was “I
want more than that.” 1, in jest, said, “I have al-
ways been liberal with thee, and wish to be; but 1
am not rich, and cannot afford to give much.” Her
reply was : “ God tells me you have money for me.”
I asked her “if God never deceived her?” She
said, “No!” “ Well! how much does thee want ?”’
After studying a moment, she said: “ About twenty-
threc dollars.” 1 then gave her twenty-four dol-

lars and some odd cents, the net proceeds of five
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pounds sterling, received through Eliza Wigham,
of Scotland, for her. I had given some accounts
of Harriet’s labor to the Anti-Slavery Society of
Edinburgh, of which Eliza Wigham was Secretary.
On the reading of my letter, a gentleman present
said he would send Harriet four pounds it he knew
of any way to get it to her. Eliza Wigham oftered
to forward it to me for her, and that was the first
money ever received by me for her. Some twelve
months after, she called on me again, and said that
God told her I had some money for her, but not so
much as before. I had, a few days previous, re-
ceived the net proceeds of one pound ten shil-
lings from Europe for her. To say the least, there
was something remarkable in these facts, whether
clairvoyance, or the divine impression on her mind
from the source of all power, I cannot tell; but
certain it was she had a guide within herselt other
than the written word, for she never had any edu-
cation. She brought away her aged parents in a
singular manner. They started with an old horse,
fitted out in primitive style with a straw collar, a
pair of old chaise wheels, with a board on the axle
to sit on, another board swung with ropes, fastened
to the axle, to rest their feet on. She got her par-

ents, who were both slaves belonging to different
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masters, on this rude vehicle to the railroad, put
them in the cars, turned Jehu herself, and drove to
town in a style tiat no human bceing ever did be-
fore or since ; but she was happy at having arrived
safe. Next day, I furnished her with money to
take them all to Canada. 1 afterwards sold their
horse, and sent them the balance of the proceeds.
I Dbelieve that Harriet succeeded iu freeing all her
relatives but one sister and her three children.
Ete., ete. Thy friend,
THoS. GARRETT.

Friend Garrett probably refers here to those who
passed through his hands. Harriet was obliged to
come by many different routes on her different
journeys, and though she never counted those
whom she brought away with her, it would seem,
by the computation of others, that there must have
been somewhere near three hundred brought by

her to the Northern States and Canada.

Extracts from a letter written by Mr. Sanborn,
Secretary of the Massachusetts Board of State
Charities.

My Dear Mapame: Mr. Phillips has sent me

vour note, asking for reminiscences of Harriet Tub-
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man, and testimonials to her extraordinary story,
which all her New England friends will, I am
sure, be olad to furnish.

I never had reason to doubt the truth of what
Harriet said in regard to her own career, for I
tound her singularly truthful. Her imagination is
warm and rich, and there 1s a whole region of' the
marvelous in her nature, which has manifested
itself at times remarkably.  Her dreams and visions,
misgivings and forewarnings, ought not to be
omitted in any life of her, particularly those re-
lating to John Brown.

She was in his confidence in 1858-9, and he had
a great regard for her, which he often expressed to
me. She aided him in his plans, and expected to
do so still further, when his career was closed by
that wonderful campaign in Virginia. The first
time she came to my house, in Concord, after that
tragedy, she was shown into a room in the evening,
where Brackett’s bust of John Brown was stand-
ing. The sight of" it, which was new to her, threw
her into a sort of ecstacy of sorrow and admiration,
and she went on In her rhapsodical way to pro-
nounce his apotheosis.

She has often been in Concord, where she resided

at the houses of Emerson, Alcott, the Whitneys,
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the Brooks family, Mrs. Horace Mann, and other
well known persons. They all admired and re-
spected her, and nobody doubted the reality of her
adventures. She was too real a person to be sus-
pected. In 1862, T think it was, she went from
Boston to Port Royal, under the adviee and encour-
agement of Mr. Garrison, Governor Andrew, Dr.
Howe, and other leading people. Ier career in
South Carolina is well known to some of our offi-
cers, and I think to Colonel Higginson, now of
Newport, R. L, and Colonel James Montgomery,
of Kansas, to both of whom she was useful as a
spy and guide, if I mistake not. I regard her as,
on the whole, the most extraordinary person of her
race I have ever met. She is a negro of pure or
almost pure blood, can neither read nor write, and
has the characteristics of her race and condition.
But she has done what can scarcely be credited on
the best authority, and she has accomplished her
purposes with a coolness, foresight, patience, and
wisdom, which in a white man would have raised

him to the highest pitch of reputation.
I am, dear Madame, very truly your servant,

F. B, SANBORN,

Of the “dreams and visions ”’ mentioned in this
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letter, the writer might have given many wonder-
ful instances; but it was thought best not to
insert anything which, with any, might bring dis-
credit upon the story. When these turns of som-
nolency come upon Harriet, she imagines that her
“spirit 7 leaves her body, and visits other scenes
and places, not only in this world, but in the world
of spirits. And her ideas of these scenes show, to
say the least of it a vividness of imagination seldom
equaled in the soarings of the most cultivated minds.

Not long since, the writer, on going into Harriet’s
room 1n the moruing, sat down by her and began
toread that wonderful and glorious description of
the heavenly Jerusalem in the two last chapters of
Revelations. When the reading was finished, Har-
riet burst into a rhapsody which perfectly amazed
her hearer—telling of what she had seen in one of
these visions, sights which no one could doubt had
been real to her, and which no human imagination
could have concelved, it woald seem, unless in dream
or vision. There was a wild poetry in these deserip-
tions which seemed to border almost on inspiration,
but by many they might be characterized as the
ravings of insanity. All that can be said is, how-
ever, if' this woman is insane, there has been a won-

derful “ method in her madness.”
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At one time, Harriet was much troubled in
spirit about her three brothers, feeling sure that
some great evil was impending over their heads,
She wrote a letter, by the hand of a friend, to a
man named Jacob Jackson, who lived near there.
Jacob was a free negro, who could both read and
write, and who was under suspicion at that time,
as it was thought he had something to do with the
disavpearance of so many slaves. It was neces-
sary, therefore, to be very cautious in writing to
him. Jacob had an adopted son, William Henry
Jackson, also free, who had come South; and so

Harriet determined to sig

n her letter with his
name, knowing that Jacob would be clever enough
to understand, by her peculiar phraseology, what
meaning she intended to convey to him. She,
‘therefore, after speaking of indifferent matters,
said, “Read my letter to the old folks, and give
my love to them, and tell my brothers to be
always watching unto prayer, and when the good
old ship of Zion comes along, to be ready to step
aboard.”

The letter was signed * William Henry Jackson.”
Jacob was not allowed to have his letters till the
self-elected inspectors had had the reading of

them, and studied into their secret meaning.
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They, therefore, got together, wiped their glasses,
and got them on, and proceeded to a careful peru-
sal of this mysterious document. What it meant,
they could not imagine ; William Henry Jackson
had no parents or brothers, and the letter was in-
comprehensible.  White genius having exhausted
itself, black genius was called in, and Jacob’s
letter was at last handed to him. Jacob saw at
once what it meant, but tossed it down, saying,
“ Dat letter can’s be meant for me, no how. I
can’t make head nor tail of it,” and walked oft and
took immediate measures to let Harriet’s brothers
know secretly that she was coming, and they must
be ready to start at a moment’s notice for the North.
When Harriet arrived there, it was the day before
Christmas, and she found her three brothers, who
had attempted to escape, were advertised to be
sold on Christmas day to the highest bidder, to go
down to the cotton and rice fields with the chain-
cang. Christmas came on Sunday, and therefore
they were not to be sold till Monday. Harriet
arrived on Saturday, and gave them secret notice
to be ready to start Saturday night, immediately
after dark, the first stopping-place to be their
father’s cabin, forty miles away. When they

assembled, their brother John was missing ; but
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when Harriet was ready, the word was “For-
ward!” and she “nebber waited for no one.”
Poor John was almost ready to start, when his
wife was taken ill, and in an hour or two, another
little inheritor of the blessings of slavery had come
into the world. John must go off for a ¢ Granny,”
and then he would not leave his wife in her pres-
ent circumstances. DBut after the birth of the
child, he began to think he must start; the North
and Liberty, or the South and lite-long Slavery—
these were the alternatives, and this was his last
chance. He tried again and again to steal out of
the door, but a watchful eye was on him, and he
was always arrested by the question, “ Where you
gwine, John?” At length he told her he was
going to try to see it he couldn’t get hired out on
Christmas to another man. His wife did not
think that he was to be sold. He went out of the
door, and stood by the corner of the house, near
her bed, listening. At length, he heard her sob-
bing and crying, and not being able to endure 1t,
he went back, “Oh! John,” said his wife, ¢ you’s
owine to lebe me; but, wherebber you go, remem-

> John went out and started

ber me an’ de chillen.’
at full speed for his father’s cabin, forty miles

away. At davbreak, he overtook the others in
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the ¢ fodder house,”

near the cabin of their pa-
rents, Ilarriet had not seen her mother there for
six years, but they did not dare to let the old
woman know of" their being in her neighborhood,

or of their intentions, for she would have raised
such an uproar in her efforts to detain them with
her, that the whole plantation would have been
alarmed. The poor old woman had been expect-
g the boys all day, to spend Christmas with her
as usual. She had been hard at work, had killed
a pig, and put it to all the various uses to which
sinner’s flesh 18 doomed, and had made all the
preparations her circumstances admitted of, to
give them a sumptuous entertainment, and there
she sat watching. In the night, when Harriet and
two of her brothers and two other men, who had
escaped with them, arrived at the “fodder house,”
they were exhausted and famished. They sent
the two strange men up to the house to try and
speak to ¢“Old Ben,” their father, but not to let
their mother know of their being in the neighbor-
hood. The men succeeded in rousing old Ben,
who came out, and as soon as he heard their story,
he gathered together a quantity of provisions, and
came down to the fodder house, and slipped them

mside the door., taking care not to see his children,
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Up among the ears of corn they lay, and one of
them he had not seen for six years. It rained
very hard all that Sunday, and there they lay all
day, for they could not start till night. At about
daybreak, John joined them. There were wide
chinks in the boards of the fodder house, and
through them they-could see their tather’s cabin ;
and all day long, every few minutes, they would see
the old woman come out, and, shading her eyes
with her hand, take a long look down the road to
see it her children were coming, and then they
could almost hear her sigch as she turned into the
house, disappointed.

Two or three times the old man came down, and
pushed food inside the door, and after nightfall he
came to accompany them part of the way upon
their journey. When he reached the fodder house,
he tied his handkerchief tight over his eyes, and
two of his sons taking him by each arm, he
accompanied them some miles upon their jour-
ney. They then bade him farewell, and left
him standing blind-fold in the middle of the
road. When he could no longer hear their foot-
steps, he took off the handkerchief, and turned
back.

But before leaving, they had gone up to the cabin

<
bl
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to take a silent farewell of the poor old mother.
Through the little window of the cabin, they saw
the old woman sitting by her fire with a pipe
in her mouth, her head on her hand, rocking back
and forth as she did when she was in tiouble, and
wondering what new evil had come to her children.
With streaming eyes, they watched her for ten or
fiftteen minutes; but time was precious, and they
must reach their next station before daybreak, and
so they turned sadly away.

When the holidays were over, and the men came
for the three brothers to sell them, they could not
be found. The first place to search was of course
the plantation where all their relatives and friends
lived. They went to the “big house,” and asked
the “Doctor” if he had seen anything of them.
The Doctor said, “ No, they mostly came up there
to see the other niggers when they came for Christ-
mas, but they hadn’t been round at all. “ Have
you been down to Old Ben’s ?” the Doctor asked.
“Yes.” ' What'does Old “Rit say 7 Oldilans
says not one of ’em came this Christmas. She was
looking for ’em most all day, and most broke her
heart about it.” * What does Old Ben say?”
“Old Ben says that he hasn’t seen one of his chil-

dren this Christmas.” “ Well, if Old Ben says that,
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they haven’t been round. ” And so the man-hunters
went oft disappointed.

One of the other brothers, William Henry, had
long been attached to a girl named Catherine,
who lived with another master; but her master
would not let her marry him. When William
Henry made up his mind to start with Harriet, he
determined to bring Catherine with him. And so
he went to a tailor’s, and bought a new suit of
men’s clothes, and threw them over the garden
fence of Catherine’s master. The garden ran down
to a run, and Catherine had been notified where to
find the clothes. When the time had come to get
ready, Catherine went to the foot of the garden
and dressed her:elf in the suit of men’s clothes.
She was soon missed, and all the girls in the house
were sct to looking for Catherine. Presently they
saw coming up through the garden, as if' from the
river, a well-dressed little darkey, and they all
stopped looking for Catherine to stare at him. He
walked directly by them round the house, and
went out of the gate, without the slightest sus-
picion being excited as to who he was. In a fort-
night from that time, the whole party were safe in
Canada.

William Henry died in Canada, but Catherine
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has been seen and talked with by the writer, at the

house of the old people.

Of the many letters, testimonials, and passes,
placed in the hands of the writer by Harriet, the
following are selected for insertion in this book,

and are quite suflicient to verify her statements.

A Letter from Gen. Saxton to a Lady of Auburn.
ATLANTA, GA., March 21, 1868.
My Dear Mapame: I have just received your
letter informing me that Hon. Wm. H. Seward,
Secretary of State, would present a petition to
Congress for a pension to Harriet Tabman, for
services rendered in the Union Army duaring the
late war. I can bear witness to the value of her
services in South Carolina and Florida. She was
employed in the hospitals and as a spy. She made
many a rald inside the enemy’s lines, displaying
remarkable courage, zeal, and fidelity. She was
employed by General Hunter, and I think by
Generals Stevens and Sherman, and is as deserving
of a pension from the Government for her services
as any other of its faithful servants.
I am very truly yours,

Rurus Saxrow, Bvt. Brig.-Gen. U. S. A,
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Letter from Hon. Wm. H. Seward.
WasHINGTON, July 25, 1868.
MAaJs.-GeEN. HUNTER—

My Dzar Sir: Harriet Tubman, a colored
woman, has been nursing our soldiers during nearly
all the war. She believes she has a claim for faith-
ful services to the command in South Carolina with
which you are connected, and she thinks that you
would be disposed to see her claim jnstly settled.

I have known her long, and a nobler, higher spirit,
or a truer, seldom dwells in the human form. I
commend her, therefore, to your kind and best
attentions. Faithfully your friend,

WirtLiam H. SEWARD.

Letter from Col. James BMontgomery.

St. HELENA ISLAND, S. C., July 6, 1863.
HEADQUARTERS COLORED BRIGADE.
Bric.-Gex. Graan, Commanding Department of
the South—

GENERAL: I wish to commend to your atten-
tion, Mrs. Harriet Tubman, a most remarkable
woman, and invaluable as a scout. I have been
acquainted with her charvacter and actions for

several years.
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Walter D. Plowden is a man of tried courage,
and can be made highly useful.
I am, General, your most ob’t servant,

James MoxrtcoMERY, Col. Com. Brigade.

Letter from Mrs. Gen. A. Baird.
PETERBORO, Nov. 24, 1864.

The bearer of this, Harriet Tubman, a most ex-
cellent woman, who has rendered faithful and good
services to our Union army, not only in the hos-
pital, but in various capacities, having been em-
ployed under Government at Hilton Head, and in
Florida; and I commend her to the protection of
all officers in whose department she may happen
to be.

She has been known and esteemed for years by
the family of my uncle, Hon. Gerrit Smith, as a
person of great rectitude and capabilities.

Mgs. GeEN. A. Bairp.

Letter from Hon. Gerrit Smith.
PeTERBORO, N. Y., Nov. 4, 1867.

I have known Mrs., Harriet Tubman for many

vears, Seldom, if ever, have I met with a person
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more philanthropic, more self-=denying, and ot more
bravery. Nor must I omit to say that she com-
bines with her sublime spirit, remarkable discern-
ment and judgment.

During the late war, Mrs. Tubman was eminently
faithful and useful to the cause of our country.
She is poor and has poor parents. Such a servant
of the country should be well paid by the country.
I hope that the Government will look into her

case, (XERRIT SMITH.

Testimonial from Gerrit Smith.
PETERBORO, Nov. 22, 1864.

The bearer, Harriet Tubman, needs not any rec-
ommendation. Nearly all the nation over, she has
been heard of for her wisdom, integrity, patriotism,
and bravery. The cause of freedom owes her much.
The country owes her much.

I have known Harriet for many years, and I

hold her in my high esteem. GERRIT SMITH.

Certificate from Henry K. Durrant, Acting Asst.
Surgeon, U. S. A.
I certify that I have been acquainted with Har-

riet Tubman for nearly two years; and my position
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as Medical Officer in charge of *contrabands” in
this town and in hospital, has given me frequent
and ample opportunities to observe her general de-
portment; particularly her kindness and attention
to the sick and suffering of her own race. 1 take
much pleasure in testifying to the esteem in which
she 1s generally held.
Hexry K. DUurRrRANT,
Acting Assistant Surgeon, U. S. A.
In charge “ Contraband ” Hospital.
Dated at Beaufort, S. C., the 3d day of May,

1864.

I concur fully in the above.
R. Saxrow, Brig.-Gen. Vol.

The following are a few of the passes used by
Harriet throughout the war. Many others are so

defaced that 1t 1s im]‘)ossi‘.;‘.e to decipher them.

HEADQUARTERS DEPARTMENT OF THE SOUTH,
HiLtoN HEAD, PorT RoyAL, S. C., Feb. 19, 1863.
Pass the bearer, Harriet Tubman, to Beaufort and
back to this place, and wherever she wishes to go;
and give her free passage at all times, on all Gov-

ernment transports. Harriet was sent to me from
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Boston by Gov. Andrew of Mass., and 1s a valua-
ble woman. She has permission, as a servant of
the Government, to purchase such provisions from
the Commissary as she may need.

D. Hu~tER, Maj.-Gen. Com.

General Gillman, who succeeded General Hunter
in command of the Department of the South, ap-
pends his signature to the same pass.

HEADQUARTERS OF THE DEPARTMENT OF THE SOUTH,

July 1, 1863.
Continued 1n force.

I. A. GiLLyman, Brig.-Gen. Com.

BeEAUFORT, Aug. 28, 1862.

Will Capt. Warfield please let ¢ Moses” have a
little Bourbon whiskey for medicinal purposes.

Hexry K. DURRANT, Act. Ass. Surgeon.
WAR DePARTMENT, WaAsHINGTON, D. C.,
March 20, 1865.

Pass Mrs. Harriet Tubman (colored) to Hilton
Head and Charleston, S. C.; with free transporta-
tion on a Government transport.

By order of the Sec. of War.

Louis H., Asst. Adj.-Gen., U. 8. A.

To Bvt. Brig.-Gen. Van Vliet, U. S. Q. M., N. Y.

Not transferable.
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WAR DePARTMENT, WASHINGTON, D. C,,
July 22, 1865.
Permit Harriet Tubman to pl'ocecd to Fortress
Monroe. Va.. on a Government transport. Trans-
b) ) l
portation will be furnished free of cost.
By order of' the Secretary of War.

L. H., Asst. Adj.-Gen.
Not transferable.

Appointment as Nurse.

Sir:—I have the honor to inform you that the
Medical Director Department of Virginia has been
instructed to appoint Harriet Tubman nurse or
matron at the Colored Hospital, Fort Monroe, Va.

Very respecttully, your obdt. servant,
V. K. BarxEs, Surgeon-General.
Hon. WM. H. SEWARD,
Secretary of State, Washington, D. C.

Names of Harriet's Assistants, Scouts, or Pilots.

Scouts who are residents of Beaufort, and well
acquainted with the main land : Peter Barns, Mott
Blake, Sandy Selters, Solomon Gregory, Isaac Hay-

ward, Gabriel Cohen, George Chrisholm.
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Pilots who know the channels of the rivers in
this vicinity, and who acted as such for Col. Mont-
gomery up the Combahee River: Charles Simmons,
Samuel Hayward.

App’d, R. Saxrox, Brig.-Gen.

At this point the following good and kind letter
from Rev. Henry Fowler is received :

AUBURN, June 23, 1868.

My Dear Friexp:—I wish to say to you how
gratified I am that you are writing the biography
of Harriet Tubman. T feel that her life forms part
of the history of the country, and that it ought not
to depend upon tradition to keep it in remembrance.
Had not the pressure of' professional claims pre-
vented, I should have aspired to be her historian
myself; but my disappointment in this regard is
more than met by the satisfaction experienced in
hearing that you are the chosen Miriam of this Af-
rican ¢ Moses ; ” the name by which she was known
among her emancipated followers from the land of
bondage. Blessed be God! a ¢ Greater than
Moses” has at last broken every bond.

As ever, with warm regard, your friend,

Hexry FowLER.
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The following account of the subject of this
memoir 13 cut from the Boston Commonwealth of
1863, kindly sent the writer by Mr. Sanborn:

“It was said long ago that the true romance of
America was not in the fortunes of the Indian,
where Cooper soucht it, nor in the New England
character, where Judd found it, nor in the social
contrasts of Virginia planters, as Thackeray im-
agined, but in the story of the fugitive slaves.
The observation is as true now as it was before
war, with swift, gigantic hand, sketched the vast
shadows, and dashed in the high lights in which
romance loves to lurk and flash forth. DBut the
stage 1s enlarged on which these dramas are
played, the whole world now sit as spectators, and
the desperation or the magnauimity of a poor
black woman has power to shake the nation that
so long was deaf to her cries. We write of one
of' these heroines, of whom our slave annals are
full,—a woman whose career is as extraordinary
as the most famous of her sex can show.

“ Araminta Ross, now known by her married
name of Tubman, with her sounding Christian
name changed to Harriet, is the grand-daughter
of a slave imported from Africa, and has not a

drop of white blood in her veins. IHer parents-
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were Benjamin Ross and Harriet Greene, both
slaves, but married and faithful to each other.
They still live in old age and poverty, but free, on
a little property at Auburn, N. Y., which their
daughter purchased for them from Mr. Seward,
the Secretary of State. She was born, as near as
she can remember, in 1820 or in 1821, in Dorchester
County, on the Eastern shore of Maryland, and
not tar from the town of Cambridge. She had ten
brothers and sisters; of whom three are now living,
all at the North, and all rescued from slavery by
Harriet, before the War. She went back just as
the South was preparing to secede, to bring away
a fourth, but before she could reach her, she
was dead. Three years before, she had brought
away her old father and mother, at great risk to
herself.

“ When Harriet was six years old, she was taken
from her mother and carried ten miles to live with
James Cook, whose wife was a weaver, to learn
the trade of weaving. While still a mere child,
Cook set her to watching his musk-rat traps, which
compelled her to wade through the water. It
happened that she was once sent when she was ill
with the measles, and, taking cold from wading in

the water in this condition, she grew very sick,
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and her mother persuaded her master to take her
away from Cook’s until she could get well.

“ Another attempt was made to teach her weav-
ing, but she would not learn, for she hated her
mistress, and did not want to live at home, as she
would have done as a weayer, for it was the cus-
tom then to weave the cloth for the family, or a
part of it, in the house.

“Soon after she entered her teens she was hired
out as a field hand, and it was while thus em-
ployed that she received a wound which nearly
proved fatal, from the effects of which she still
suffers. In the fall of the year, the slaves there
work in the evening, cleaning up wheat, husking
corn, ete. On this occasion, one of the slaves of a
farmer named DBarrett, left his work, and went to
the village store in the evening. The overseer
followed him, and so did Harriet. When the slave
was found, the overseer swore he should be
whipped, and called on Harriet, among others, to
help tie him. She refused, and as the man ran
away, she placed herself in the door to stop pur-
suit. The overseer caught up a two-pound weight
from the counter and threw it at the fugitive, but
1t fell short and struck Harriet a stunning blow on

the head. It was long before she recovered from
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this, and it has left her subject to a sort of stupor
or lethargy at times; coming upon her in the
midst of conversation, or whatever she may be
doing, and throwing her into a deep slumber, from
which she will presently rouse herself, and go on
with her conversation or work.

“ After this she lived for five or six years with
John Stewart, where at first she worked in the
house, but afterwards ¢hired her time,’ and Dr.
Thompson, son of her master’s guardian, ¢stood
for her,” that is, was her surety for the payment
of what she owed. She employed the time thus
hired in the rudest labors,—drove oxen, carted,
plowed, and did all the work of a man,—some-
times earning money enough In a year, beyond
what she paid her master, ‘to buy a pair of
steers,” worth forty dollars. 'The amount exacted
of a woman for her time was fifty or sixty dollars,
—of a man, one hundred to one hundred and fifty
dollars. Frequently Harriet worked for her
father, who was a timber inspector, and superin-
tended the cutting and hauling of" great quantities
of timber for the Baltimore ship-yards. Stewart,
his teml;orary master, was a builder, and for the
work of Ross used to receive as much as five

dollars a day sometimes, he being a superior work-
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man. While engaged with her father, she would
cut ivood, haul logs, ete. Her usual ¢stint’ was
half a cord of wood in a day.

“ Harriet was married somewhere about 1844,
to a free colored man named John Tubman, but
she had no children. For the last two years of
slavery she lived with Dr. Thompson, before men-
tioned, her own master not being yet of age, and
Dr. T.’s father being his guardian, as well as the
owner of her own father. In 1849 the young man
died, and the slaves were to be sold, though pre-
viously set free by an old will. Harriet resolved
not to be sold, and so, with no knowledge of the
North—having only heard of Pennsylvania and
New Jersey—she walked away one night alone.
She found a friend in a white lady, who knew her
story and helped her on her way. After many ad-
ventures, she reached Philadelphia, where she found
work and earned a small stock of money. With
this money in her purse, she traveled back to Mary-
land for her husband, but she found him married
to another woman, and no longer caring to live with
her. This, however, was not until two years after
her escape, for she does not seem to havé reached
her old home in her first two expeditions. In

December, 1850, she had visited Baltimore and
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brought away her sister and two children, who had
come up from Cambridge in a boat, under charge
of her sister’s husband, a free black. A few months
after she had brought away her brother and two
other men, but it was not till the fall of 1851 that
she found her husband and learned of his infidelity.
She did not give way to rage or grief, but collected
a party of fugitives and brought them safely to
Philadelphia. In December of the same year, she
returned, and led out a party of eleven, among them
her brother and his wife. With these she journey-
ed to Canada, and there spent the winter, for this
was after the enforcement of Mason’s Fugitive
Slave Bill in Philadelphia and Boston, and there
was no safety except ‘under the paw of the British
Lion,” as she quaintly said. But the first winter
was terribly severe for these poor runaways. They
earned their bread by chopping wood in the snows
of a Canadian forest ; they were frost-bitten, hun-
ory, and naked. Harriet was their good angel.
She kept house for her brother, and the poor
creatures boarded with her. She worked for them,
begged for them, prayed for them, with the strange
tamiliarity of communion with God which seems
natural to these people, and carried them by the

help of God through the hard winter.
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“Inthe spring she returned to the States, and
as usual earned money by working in hotels and
families as a cook. From Cape May, in the fall of
1852, she went back once more to Maryland, and
brought away nine more fugitives.

“ Up to this time she had expended chiefly her
own money in these expeditions—money which she
had earned by hard work in the drudgery of the
kitchen. Never did any one more exactly fulfill the
sense of George Herbert—

*“ A servant with this clause
Makes drudgery divine.”

“ But it was not possible for such virtues long to
remain hidden from the keen eyes of the Abolition-
ists. She became known to Thomas Garrett, the
large-hearted Quaker of Wilmington, who has aided
the escape of three thousand fugitives; she found
warm friends in Philadelphia and New York, and
wherever she went. These gave her money, which
she never spent for her own use, but laid up for the
help of her people, and especially for her journeys
back to the ¢‘land of Egypt, as she called her old
home. By reason of her frequent visits there, al-
ways carrying away some of the oppressed, she
2

got among her people the name of  Moses, which

it seems she still retains.
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“Between 1852 and 1857, she made but two of
these journeys, in consequence partly of the in-
creased vigilance of the slaveholders, who had suf-
fered so much by the loss of their property. A
oreat reward was offered for her capture, and she
several times was on the point of being taken, but
always escaped by her quick wit, or by ¢ warnings’
from Heaven—for it is time to notice one singular
trait in her character. She is the most shrewd and
practical person in the world, yet she is a firm be-
liever in omens, dreams, and warnings. She de-
clares that betore her escape from slavery, she used
to dream of flying over fields and towns, and
rivers and mountains, looking down upon them
‘like a bird,” and reaching at last a great fence, or
sometimes a river, over which she would try to fly,
‘but it ’peared like I wouldn’t hab de strength, and
jes as I was sinkin’ down, dare would be ladies all
drest in white ober dere, and dey would put out
dere arms and pull me ’cross.’”  There is nothing
strange in this, perhaps, but she declares that when
she came North she remembered these very places
as those she had seen in her dreams, and many of
the ladies who befriended her were those she had
been helped by in her visions.

“Then she says she always knows when there is
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danger near her,—she does not know how, exactly,
but ¢’pears like my heart go flutter, flutter, and den
dey may say “ Peace, Peace,” as much as dey likes,
1 know its gwine to be war ! She is very firm on
this point, and ascribes to this her great impunity,
in spite of the lethargy before mentioned, which
would seem likely to throw her into the hands of
her enemies. She says she inherited this power,
that her father could always predict the weather,
and that he foretold the Mexican war.

“Tn 1867 she made her most venturesome journey,
for she brought with her to the North her old pa-
rents, who were no longer able to walk such dis-
tances as she must go by night. Consequently she
must hire a wagon for them, and it required all
her ingenuity to get them through Maryland and
Delaware safe.  She accomplished it, however, and
by the aid of her friends she brought them safe to
Canada, wherc they spent the winter. Her account
of their sufferings there—of her mother’s complain-
ing and her own philosophy about it—is a lesson of
trust in Providence better than many sermons.
But she decided to bring them to a more comforta-
ble place, and so she negotiated with Mr. Seward—
then in the Senate—for a little patch of ground

with a house on it, at Auburn, near his own home.
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To the credit of the Secretary of State it should be
said, that he sold her the property on very favora-
ble terms, and gave her some time for payment,
To this house she removed her parents, and set
herself to work to pay for her purchase. It
was on this errand that she first visited Boston
—we believe in the winter of 1858-9. She brought
a few letters from her friends in New York, but she
could herself neither read nor write, and she was
obliged to trust to her wits that they were deliv-
ered to the right persons. One of them, as it hap-
pened, was to the present writer, who received it
by another hand, and called to see her at her board-
ing-house. It was curious to see the caution with
which she received her visitor until she felt assured
that there was no mniistake. One of her means of
security was to carry with her the daguerreotypes
of her friends, and show them to each new person.
If they recognized the likeness, then it was all
right.

“Pains were taken to secure her the attention to
which her great services to humanity entitled her,
and she left New England with a handsome sum of
money towards the payment of her debt to M.
Seward. Before she left, however, she had several

interviews with Captain Brown, then in Boston.
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He 1s supposed to have communicated his plans to
her, and to have been aided by her in obtaining re-
cruits and money among her people. At any rate,
he always spoke of her with the greatest respect,
and declared that ¢ General Tubman,” as he styled
her, was a better officer than most whom he had
seen, and could command an army as successfully
as she had led her small parties of fugitives.

“ Her own veneration for Captain Brown has
always been profound, and since his murder, has
taken the form of a religion. She had often risked
her own life for her people, and she thought nothing
of that; but that a white man, and a man so no-
ble and strong, should so take upon himself the
burden of a despised race, she could not understand,
and she took refuge from her perplexity in the
mysteries of her fervid religion.

“ Again, she laid great stress on a dream which
she had just before she met Captain Brown in Can-
eda. She thought she was in ¢ a wilderness sort of
place, all full of rocks and bushes,” when she saw
a serpent raise its head among the rocks, and as it
did so, it became the head of an old man with a
long white beard, gazing at her ¢ wishfui like, jes
as ef he war gwine to speak to me,” and then two

other heads rose up beside him, yvounger than he,—
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and as she stood looking at them, and wondering
what they could want with her, a great crowd of
men rushed in and struck down the younger heads,
and then the head of the old man, still looking at
her so ¢ wishful.” This dream she had again and
again, and could not Interpret it; but when she
met Captain Brown, shortly after, behold, he was
the very image of the head she had seen. But
still she could mnot make out what her dream
signified, till the news came to her of the tragedy
of Harper’s Ferry, and then she knew the two
other heads were his two sons. She was in New
York at that time, and on the day of the affair at
Harper’s Ferry, she felt her usual warning that
something was wrong—she could not tell what.
Finally she told her hostess that it must be Captain
Brown who was in trouble, and that they should
soon hear bad news from him. The next day’s
newspaper brought tidings of what had happened.

“Her last visit to Maryland was made after this,
in December, 1860 ; and In spite of the agitated
condition of the country, and the greater watchful-
ness of the slaveholders, she brought away seven
fugitives, one of them an infant, which must be
drugged with opium to keep it from crying on the

way. and so revealing the hiding place of the party.
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She brought these safely to New York, but there a
new difliculty met her. It was the mad winter of
compromises, when State after State, and politician
after politician, went down on their knees to beg
the South not to secede. The hunting of fugitive
slaves began again. Mr. Seward went over to
the side of compromise. He knew the history
of this poor woman; he had given his enemies
a hold on him, by dealing with her; it was
thought he would not scruple to betray her. The
suspicion was an unworthy one, for though the
Secretary could betray a cause, he could not surely
have put her enemies on the track of a woman who
was thus in his power, after such a c<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>