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Place of birthâ€”Description of countryâ€”Its inhabitantsâ€”Genealogical treesâ€”Method of counting time in
slave districtsâ€”Date of birthâ€”Names of grandparentsâ€”Their cabinâ€”Home with themâ€”Slave practice
of separating mothers from their childrenâ€”Recollections of his motherâ€”Who was his father? IN Talbot
County, Eastern Shore, State of Maryland, near Easton, the County town, there is a small district of country,
thinly populated, and remarkable for nothing that I know of more than for the worn-out, sandy, desert-like
appearance of its soil, the general dilapidation of its farms and fences, the indigent and spiritless character of
its inhabitants, and the prevalence of ague and fever. It was in this dull, flat, and unthrifty district or
neighbourhood, bordered by the Choptank river, among the laziest and muddiest of streams, surrounded by a
white population of the lowest order, indolent and drunken to a proverb, and among slaves who, in point of
ignorance and indolence, were fully in accord with their surroundings, that I, without any fault of my own,
was born, and spent the first years of my childhood. The reader must not expect me to say much of my family.
Genealogical trees did not flourish among slaves. A person of some consequence in civilized society,
sometimes designated as father, was literally unknown to slave law and slave practice. I never met with a slave
in that part of the country who could tell me with Edition: Few at that time knew anything of the months of the
year, or of the days of the month. They measured the ages of their children by spring-time, winter-time,
harvest-time, planting-time, and the like. Masters allowed no questions to be put to them by slaves concerning
their ages. Such questions were regarded by the masters as evidence of an impudent curiosity. From certain
events, however, the dates of which I have since learned, I suppose myself to have been born in February, My
first experience of life, as I now remember it, and I remember it but hazily, began in the family of my
grandmother and grandfather, Betsey and Isaac Bailey. They were considered old settlers in the
neighbourhood, and from certain circumstances I infer that my grandmother, especially, was held in high
esteem, far higher than was the lot of most coloured persons in that region. She was a good nurse, and a capital
hand at making nets used for catching shad and herring, and was, withal, somewhat famous as a fisherwoman.
I have known her to be in the water waist deep, for hours, seine-hauling. This reputation was full of advantage
to her and her grandchildren, for a good crop, after her planting for the neighbours, brought her a share of the
harvest. Whether because she was too old for field service, or because she had so faithfully discharged the
duties of her station in early life, I know not, but she enjoyed the privilege of living in a cabin separate from
the slave quarters, having only the charge of the young children and the burden of her own support imposed
upon her. She esteemed it great good fortune to live there, and took much comfort in having the children. The
practice of separating mothers from their children and hiring them out at distances too great to admit of their
meeting, save at long intervals, was a marked feature of the cruelty and barbarity of the slave system, which
always and everywhere sought to reduce man to a level with Edition: It had no interest in recognizing or
preserving any of the ties that bind families together or to their homes. These little glimpses of my mother,
obtained under such circumstances and against such odds, meagre as they were, are ineffaceably stamped upon
my memory. She was tall and finely proportioned, of dark glossy complexion, with regular features and
amongst the slaves was remarkably sedate and dignified. Of my father I know nothing. Slavery had no
recognition of fathers, as none of families. That the mother was a slave was enough for its deadly purpose. By
its law the child followed the condition of its mother. The father might be a freeman and the child a slave. The
father might be a white man, glorying in the purity of his Anglo-Saxon blood, and his child ranked with the
blackest slaves. Father he might be, and not be husband, and could sell his own child without incurring
reproach, if in its veins coursed one drop of African blood. I knew many other things before I knew that. Her
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little cabin had to me the attractions of a palace. Its fence railed floorâ€”which was equally floor and
bedsteadâ€”up stairs, and its clay floor down stairs, its dirt, and straw chimney and windowless sides, and that
most curious piece of workmanship, the ladder stairway, and the hole so strangely dug in front of the
fire-place, beneath which grandmamma placed her sweet potatoes, to keep them from frost in winter, were full
of interest to my childish observation. The squirrels, as they skipped the fences, climbed the trees or gathered
their nuts, were an unceasing delight to me. There, too, right at the side of the hut, stood the old well, with its
stately and skyward-pointing beam, so aptly placed between the limbs of what had once been a tree, and so
nicely balanced, that I could move it up and down with only one hand, and could get a drink myself without
calling for help. Nor were these all the attractions of the place. At a little distance stood Mr. I can never tell the
many things thought and felt, as I sat on the bank and watched that mill, and the turning of its ponderous
wheel. The mill-pond, too, had its charms; and with my pin-hook and thread line I could get amusing nibbles
if I could catch no fish. It was not long, however, before I began to learn the sad fact that this house of my
childhood belonged not to my dear Edition: I learned that this old master, whose name seemed ever to be
mentioned with fear and shuddering, only allowed the little children to live with grandmother for a limited
time, and that as soon as they were big enough they were promptly taken away to live with the said old master.
These were distressing revelations indeed. My grandmother was all the world to me, and the thought of being
separated from her was a most unwelcome suggestion to my affections and hopes. This mysterious old master
was really a man of some consequence. He owned several farms in Tuckahoe, was the chief clerk and butler
on the home plantation of Colonel Lloyd, had overseers as well as slaves on his own farms, and gave
directions to the overseers on the farms owned by Colonel Lloyd. About this plantation and this old master I
was most eager to know everything which could be known; and, unhappily for me, all the information I could
get concerning him increased my dread of being separated from my grandmother and grandfather. I wished it
was possible I could remain small all my life, knowing that the sooner I grew large the shorter would be my
time to remain with them, Everything about the cabin became doubly dear, and I was sure there could be no
other spot equal to it on earth. But the time came when I must go and my grandmother, knowing my fears, in
pity for them, kindly kept me ignorant of the dreaded moment up to the morning, a beautiful summer morning,
when we were to start, and indeed, during the whole journey, which, child, as I was, I remember as well as if it
were yesterday, she kept the unwelcome truth hidden from me. The distance from Tuckahoe Edition: The
journey would have proved too severe for me, but that my dear old grandmotherâ€”blessings on her memory!
Advanced in years as she was, as was evident from the more than one gray hair which peeped from between
the ample and graceful folds of her newly and smoothly ironed bandana turban, grandmother was yet a woman
of power and spirit. She was remarkably straight in figure, elastic and muscular in movement. I seemed hardly
to be a burden to her. Yet while I walked I was not independent of her. She often found me holding her skirts
lest something should come out of the woods and eat me up. Several old logs and stumps imposed upon me,
and got themselves taken for enormous animals. I could plainly see their legs, eyes, ears, and teeth, till I got
close enough to see that the eyes were knots washed with rain, and the legs were broken limbs, and the ears
and teeth only such because of the point from which they were seen. As the day advanced the heat increased,
and it was not until the afternoon that we reached the much dreaded end of the journey. Here I found myself in
the midst of a group of children of all sizes and of many colours, black, brown, copper coloured, and nearly
white. I had not seen so many children before. As a new comer I was an object of special interest. After
laughing and yelling around me and playing all sorts of wild tricks they asked me to go out and play with
them. This I refused to do. Grandmamma looked sad, and I could not help feeling that our being there boded
no good to me. She was soon to lose another object of affection, as she had lost many before. Affectionately
patting me on the head she told me to be a good boy and go out to play with the children. I had never seen
them before, and though I had sometimes heard of them and felt a curious interest in them, I really did not
understand what they were to me or I to them. I really wanted to play with them, but they were strangers to
me, and I was full of fear that my grandmother might leave for home without taking me with her. Entreated to
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do so, however, and that, too, by my dear grandmother, I went to the back part of the house to play with them
and the other children. Play, however, I did not, but stood with my back against the wall witnessing the
playing of the others. Yet, fearing the worst, I ran into the kitchen to see for myself, and lo! I need not tell all
that happened now. My brother gave me peaches and pears to quiet me, but I promptly threw them on the
ground. I had never been deceived before, and something of resentment at this, mingled with my grief at
parting with my grandmother. It was now late in the afternoon. The day had been an exciting and wearisome
one, and, I know not how, but I suppose I sobbed myself to sleep, and its balm was never more welcome to
any wounded soul than to mine. The reader may be surprised that I relate so minutely an incident apparently
so trivial and which must have occurred when I was less than seven years old, but as I wish to give a faithful
history of my experience in slavery, I cannot withold a circumstance which at the time affected me so deeply,
and which I still remember so vividly. Besides, this was my first introduction to the realities of the slave
system. ONCE established on the home plantation of Col. Lloydâ€”I was with the children there, left to the
tender mercies of Aunt Katy, a slave woman who was to my master, what he was to Col. Disposing of us in
classes or sizes, he left to Aunt Katy all the minor details concerning our management. She was a woman who
never allowed herself to act greatly within the limits of delegated power, no matter how broad that authority
might be. She had a strong hold upon old master, for she was a first-rate cook, and very industrious. She was
therefore greatly favoured by himâ€”and as one mark of his favour she was the only mother who was
permitted to retain her children around her, and even to these, her own children, she was often fiendish in her
brutality. Cruel, however, as she sometimes was to her own children, she was not destitute of maternal feeling,
and in her instinct to satisfy their demands for food, she was often guilty of starving me and the other children.
Want of food was my chief trouble during my first summer here. Captain Anthony, instead of allowing a given
quantity of food to each slave, committed the allowance for all to Aunt Katy, to be divided by her, after
cooking, amongst us. I have often been so pinched with hunger, as to Edition: Many times have I followed
with eager step, the waiting-girl when she shook the table-cloth, to get the crumbs and small bones flung out
for the dogs and cats. It was a great thing to have the privilege of dipping a piece of bread into the water in
which meat had been boiledâ€”and the skin taken from the rusty bacon was a positive luxury. I had offended
Aunt Katy. I do not remember in what way, for my offences were numerous in that quarter, greatly depending
upon her moods as to their heinousness; and she had adopted her usual mode of punishing me: For the first
hour or two after dinner time, I succeeded pretty well in keeping up my spirits; but as the day wore away, I
found it quite impossible to do so any longer. Sundown came, but no bread; and in its stead came the threat
from Aunt Katy, with a scowl well suited to its terrible import, that she would starve the life out of me.
Brandishing her knife, she chopped off the heavy slices of bread for the other children, and put the loaf away,
muttering all the while her savage designs upon myself. Against this disappointment, for I was expecting that
her heart would relent at last, I made an extra effort to maintain my dignity; but when I saw the other children
around me with satisfied faces, I could stand it no longer. I went out behind the kitchen wall and cried like a
fine fellow. When wearied with this, I returned to the kitchen, sat by the fire and brooded over my hard lot. I
was too hungry to sleep.
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Life and Times of Frederick Douglass, Written by Himself. His Early Life as a Slave, His Escape from Bondage, and His
Complete History to the Present Time, Including.

See also Frederick Douglass Criticism. The Narrative is the most famous of the more than one hundred
American slave narratives written prior to the Civil War. Biographical Information Douglass, whose mother
was a black slave and whose father was an unidentified white man, possibly his master, was born around in
Tuckahoe, Maryland, as Frederick Augustus Washington Bailey. He was separated from his mother in infancy
and raised by his maternal grandmother on the estate of his master, Captain Aaron Anthony. In Douglass was
again transferred, this time to the Baltimore household of Hugh Auld, whose wife began teaching Douglass to
read until Auld insisted that she stop. Douglass became convinced that literacy provided an important key to
achieving his freedom and secretly began learning to read on his own. In , Douglass escaped to New York
where he became a prominent figure in the abolitionist movement. Concerned that he could be returned to
captivity under the fugitive slave laws, Douglass traveled to England and Ireland, where he was well received
by local social reformers. He returned to America in and bought his freedom from his former master.
Throughout the s and s he continued his work as a writer and speaker for the abolitionist movement, and in he
served as an advisor to President Abraham Lincoln on the use of black soldiers in the war effort. After the
Civil War, Douglass became involved in diplomatic work, including an assignment as consul-general to the
Republic of Haiti. He died in at his home in Washington, D. Plot and Major Characters Narrative of the Life
of Frederick Douglass is a detailed, firsthand account of slave life and the process of self-discovery by which
Douglass recognized the evils of slavery as an institution. Douglass began his story with his birth and
immediately ran into a problem specific to the life of a slave. Although he knew where he was born, he had no
exact knowledge of the date, a fact that set him apart from the white children of the plantation who knew their
ages and could celebrate their birthdays. He first concluded that keeping slaves ignorant and illiterate was an
important element in their subjugation, and resolved to teach himself to read. Second, by observing Mrs. The
acquisition of the one precipitated the desire for the other, which was, for Douglass, a two-edged sword. He
had occasional regrets about the knowledge that literacy afforded him because without the ability to change
his status as slave, he was more miserable than ever. Douglass not only displayed his facility with the
dominant literary modes of his time, but he also incorporated folkloric elements from both black and white
cultures into his text. The Narrative exposed the hypocrisy of individual Christians whose treatment of slaves
was cruel and inhumane, and of organized Christianity as a whole which, with few exceptions, supported the
institution of slavery and even claimed that it was sanctioned by God. Douglass, claims Wohlpart, operated
within the discourse of white Christianity at the same time that he subverted it.
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Life and Times of Frederick Douglass, Written By Himself fills in the details of Douglass's life left out of his first two
autobiographies. He describes how he escaped from slavery and rose to his.

Chapters 1â€”4[ edit ] Douglass begins by explaining that he does not know the date of his birth he later chose
February 14, , and that his mother died when he was 7 years old. He has very few memories of her children
were commonly separated from their mothers , only of the rare night time visit. He thinks his father is a white
man, possibly his owner. At a very early age he sees his Aunt Hester being whipped. Douglass details the
cruel interaction that occurs between slaves and slave holders, as well as how slaves are supposed to behave in
the presence of their masters, and even when Douglass says that fear is what kept many slaves where they
were, when they tell the truth they are punished by their owners. Chapters 5â€”7[ edit ] Frontispiece of
Douglass from the first edition At this point in the Narrative, Douglass is moved to Baltimore , Maryland. This
move is rather important for him because he believes that if he had not been moved, he would have remained a
slave his entire life. He even starts to have hope for a better life in the future. He also discusses his new
mistress, Mrs. Sophia Auld, who begins as a very kind woman but eventually turns cruel. Douglass learns the
alphabet and how to spell small words from this woman, but her husband, Mr. Auld, disapproves, and states
that if slaves could read, they would not be fit to be slaves, being unmanageable and sad. Upon hearing why
Mr. Auld disapproves of slaves being taught how to read, Douglass realizes the importance of reading and the
possibilities that this skill could help him. He takes it upon himself to learn how to read and learn all he can,
but at times, this new found skill torments him. Douglass then gains an understanding of the word abolition
and develops the idea to run away to the North. He also learns how to write and how to read well. The slaves
are valued along with the livestock , causing Douglass to develop a new hatred of slavery. He feels lucky
when he is sent back to Baltimore to live with the family of Master Hugh. He is then moved through a few
more situations before he is sent to St. His regret at not having attempted to run away is evident, but on his
voyage he makes a mental note that he traveled in the North-Easterly direction and considers this information
to be of extreme importance. For some time, he lives with Master Thomas Auld who is particularly cruel, even
after attending a Methodist camp. He is pleased when he eventually is lent to Mr. Covey for a year, simply
because he would be fed. Covey is known as a "negro-breaker", who breaks the will of slaves. Chapters
10â€”11[ edit ] While under the control of Mr. He is harshly whipped almost on a weekly basis, apparently
due to his awkwardness. He is worked and beaten to exhaustion, which finally causes him to collapse one day
while working in the fields. Because of this, he is brutally beaten once more by Covey. Douglass eventually
complains to Thomas Auld, who subsequently sends him back to Covey. A few days later, Covey attempts to
tie up Douglass, but he fights back. After a two-hour long physical battle, Douglass ultimately conquers
Covey. After this fight, he is never beaten again. Douglass is not punished by the law, which is believed to be
due to the fact that Covey cherishes his reputation as a "negro-breaker", which would be jeopardized if others
knew what happened. Douglass comments on the abuse suffered under Covey, a religious man, and the
relative peace under the more favorable, but more secular, Freeman. Douglass and a small group of slaves
make a plan to escape, but before doing so, they are caught and Douglass is put in jail. Following his release 2
years later, he is sent to Baltimore once more, but this time to learn a trade. He becomes an apprentice in a
shipyard under Mr. Gardener where he is disliked by several white apprentices due to his slave status and race;
at one point he gets into a fight with them and they nearly gouge out his left eye. Woefully beaten, Douglass
goes to Master Hugh, who is kind regarding this situation and refuses to let Douglass return to the shipyard.
Master Hugh tries to find a lawyer but all refuse, saying they can only do something for a white person.
Sophia Auld, who had turned cruel under the influence of slavery, feels pity for Douglass and tends to the
wound at his left eye until he is healed. At this point, Douglass is employed to be a caller and receives wages,
but is forced to give every cent to Master Auld in due time. Douglass eventually finds his own job and plans
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the date in which he will escape to the North. He succeeds in reaching New Bedford , but does not give details
of how he does so in order to protect those who helped him and to allow the possibility for other slaves escape
by similar means. He attends an anti-slavery convention and eventually becomes a well-known orator and
abolitionist. Publication history[ edit ] Douglass, photographed between and The Narrative of the Life of
Frederick Douglass was published on May 1, , and within four months of this publication, five thousand
copies were sold. By , almost 30, copies were sold. One of the more significant reasons Douglass published
his Narrative was to offset the demeaning manner in which white people viewed him. When he spoke in
public, his white abolitionist associates established limits to what he could say on the platform. More
specifically, they did not want him to analyze the current slavery issues or to shape the future for black people.
However, once Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass was published, he was given the liberty to begin
more ambitious work on the issue rather than giving the same speeches repetitively. Because of the work in
his Narrative, Douglass gained significant credibility from those who previously did not believe the story of
his past. While in Ireland the Dublin edition of the book was published by the abolitionist printer Richard D.
Webb to great acclaim and Douglass would write extensively in later editions very positively about his
experience in Ireland. His newfound liberty on the platform eventually led him to start a black newspaper
against the advice of his "fellow" abolitionists. One of his biggest critics, A. Thompson, was a neighbor of
Thomas Auld, who was the master of Douglass for some time. As seen in "Letter from a Slave Holder" by A.
Thompson, found in the Norton Critical Edition of Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An American
Slave, he claimed that the slave he knew was "an unlearned, and rather an ordinary negro". Thompson was
confident that Douglass "was not capable of writing the Narrative". He also disputed the Narrative when
Douglass described the various cruel white slave holders that he either knew or knew of. Prior to the
publication of Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, the public could not fathom how it was possible for
a former slave to appear to be so educated. Upon listening to his oratory, many were skeptical of the stories he
told. She claimed, "we have never read [a narrative] more simple, true, coherent, and warm with genuine
feeling".

Chapter 4 : The Life and Times of Frederick Douglass (Audiobook) by Frederick Douglass | calendrierdelas
Frederick Douglass' autobiography is compelling. He was born into slavery, liberated himself, became a powerful
abolitionist speaker, and counseled American presidents.

Chapter 5 : Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave - Wikipedia
The edition of Life and Times of Fredrick Douglass is the last of the four autobiographies that Douglass published in his
lifetime. It was preceded by Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An American Slave (), My Bondage and My
Freedom (), and the first edition of Life and Times of Fredrick Douglass ().

Chapter 6 : Staff View: Life and times of Frederick Douglass
"The Life and Times of Frederick Douglass: Written by Himself" by Frederick Douglass is an outstanding autobiography
of the former slave and abolitionist. Frederick Douglass is a larger-than-life figure and one of the most important leaders
of the 19th Century United States.

Chapter 7 : Life and Times of Frederick Douglass, Written by Himself Summary - calendrierdelascience.com
Life and times of Frederick Douglass, written by himself: his early life as a slave, his escape from bondage, and his
complete history to the present time, including his connection with the anti-slavery movement, his labors in Great Britain
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as well as in his own country, etc.

Chapter 8 : The Life and Times of Frederick Douglass: From - Online Library of Liberty
EMBED (for calendrierdelascience.com hosted blogs and calendrierdelascience.com item tags).

Chapter 9 : Douglass' Narrative
Douglass's Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, An American Slave, Written by Himself can be seen as a
response to both of these types of opposition. The Narrative pointedly states that Douglass is its sole author, and it
contains two prefaces from Garrison and another abolitionist, Wendell Phillips, to attest to this fact.
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