
Slavery- A Document Analysis Assignment Set

Document 1- The Confession of Nat Turner

I was not addicted to stealing in my youth, nor have ever been; yet such was the confidence of the Negroes in the 
neighborhood, even at this early period of my life, in my superior judgment, that they would often carry me with 
them when they were going on any roguery, to plan for them. Growing up among them with this confidence in my 
superior judgment, anti when this, in their opinions, was perfected by Divine inspiration, from the circumstances 
already alluded to in my infancy, and which belief was ever afterwards zealously inculcated by the austerity of my life 
and manners, which became the subject of remark by white and black; having soon discovered to be great, I must 
appear so, and therefore studiously avoided mixing in society, and wrapped myself in mystery, devoting my time to 
fasting and prayer. 

About this time I was placed under an overseer, from whom I ran away, and after remaining in the woods thirty 
days, I returned, to the astonishment of the Negroes on the plantation, who thought I had made my escape to some 
other part of the country, as my father had done before. But the reason of my return was, that the Spirit appeared 
to me and said I had my wishes directed to the things of this world, and not to the kingdom of heaven, and that I 
should return to the service of my earthly master- 

"For he who knoweth his Master's will, and doeth it not, shall be beaten with many stripes, and thus have I 
chastened you." And the Negroes found fault, and murmured against me, saying that if they had my sense they 
would not serve any master in the world. And about this time I had a vision- 

and I saw white spirits and black spirits engaged in battle, and the sun was darkened-the thunder rolled in the 
heavens, and blood flowed in streams-and I heard a voice saying, "Such is your luck, such you are called to see; and 
let it come rough or smooth, you must surely bear it." 

Document 2- Overseer’s Report from Chicora Wood Plantation, South 
Carolina- 1858

July 18-24, 1858

Sunday the 18 July gave Allowance of grits & Peas & Pork 100 lbs & Punished Jacob B[illegible] 39 strips

Mounday the 19 July All Hands Working rice No 4 & 5 & 2 Chicora Sam Shelling Corn Guy & Anthony in Shop 3 
Carpenters went to Waverly to Work Clarasa Went to Work this Day

Teusday the 20 “ Part of hands in no 6 the rest in no 7 Flat Went to Waverly For Col Allston things the mill grinding 
2 Weeks Allowance Punished Jackson With 25 Strips

Wenesday the 21 the People Hoeing rice Rabit island & Myars Field 4 Boys Hoeing Bank Flat Came from Waverly 
Mosses & 2 Boys came with Wood & unloding of it Gentlemen Walked Around the rice Guy Comensed to Pull 
Down the Brick Woork

thursday the 22 All Hands Hoeing rice Chicora Myars Field And no 12 & no 13 mosses & 2 Boys Cleaning up 
Engine yard Elsy Miscaried Guy & Anthony in Engineroom 
Sam mooving tailling

Friday 23 6 Hands in 5 Acre at Landing the other Hands in by Parts of no 11 & no 14 & no 9 & no 8 Mosses & 2 
Boys Cording Wood Sam mooving tailing

Saturday 24 gave Holerday

Sick Peter [illegible] 3, Susan 1, Sucky 5, Janr 4, 
F Maria 2, Lidia 1, Amy W 2, Mary 2.



Document 3- Benjamin Drew- From the Slave Narratives of Fugitives in 
Canada, 1855

        But at this late day, the question is forced upon us, whether it is an unfortunate thing for a man to be a slave? 
This "excites a smile" at the North,--but as this book is destined to be read at the South as well as at the North, 
we will examine the question a little.

        If slavery causes an "absence of mobs," let slavery have all due credit on that score. Give it joy that it 
prevented the destruction of Cassius M. Clay's press, the murder of Lovejoy, the expulsion of Judge Hoar, the 
lynching of Amos Dresser, and the thousand and one acts of violence and outrage which have caused some 
unreflecting men to deny that the South is tenanted by a civilized people: more recently that it prevented a mob of 
armed Missourians from interfering in the Kansas election, and spared the office of the Parkville Luminary. We 
presume that the absence of mobs of colored persons must have been intended.  A strong police must watch the 
motions of the oppressed--prevent them from meeting together unless some of the oppressors are present--keep 
them in their quarters at night, etc. This system of police usually answers its atrocious purpose very well. It wields 
the lash against offenders, and instils into the oppressed the fear requisite to suppress any overt act toward gaining 
their rights as human beings. Incidentally, it hinders the commission of crimes, prevents mobs [of colored persons], 
and keeps the streets quiet, and is so far beneficent in its action. Yet it cannot be denied that the cause of liberty in 
the world has been much indebted to mobs.

        "Oppression driveth a wise man mad." The oppressed, then, must not be made wise. If they do not know that 
a laborer can be a free man, the thought of freedom for themselves will not, perhaps, enter their heads. If they can 
be raised, so ignorant as to believe that slavery is the proper and natural condition of their being,--that they cannot 
take care of themselves, they will probably, be contented with their lot. The more infantile their minds are suffered 
to remain, the less will they comprehend the absolute wretchedness of their estate; the less opportunity will they 
have to learn of lands where all are free,--the less capable will they be of putting forth exertion to resist oppression 
or to escape from it. The intention of the slave-holders in this respect, seems to be approximately realized. Unaware 
of the delights of mental cultivation, of the proper growth and expansion of the human soul, many of the oppressed 
class will appear in good humor and often in a "broad laugh." The manhood of this portion of the sufferers has not, 
indeed, been "crushed out of them:"--it has never been developed. They are little children in every thing but bodily 
maturity. "The slaves in Savannah," says Patrick Snead, a fugitive slave from that city, "are poor, ignorant creatures,--
they don't know their condition."

Document 4- An Advertisement for a Runaway Slave, 1845



Document 5-Solomon Northrup— Twelve Years a Slave- 1853

As the day began to open, Tibeats came out of the house to where I was, hard at work. He seemed to be that 
morning even more morose and disagreeable than usual. He was my master, entitled by law to my flesh and blood, 
and to exercise over me such tyrannical control as his mean nature prompted; but there was no law that could 
prevent my looking upon him with intense contempt. I despised both his disposition and his intellect. I had just 
come round to the keg for a further supply of nails, as he reached the weaving-house.

        "I thought I told you to commence putting on weather-boards this morning," he remarked.

        "Yes, master, and I am about it," I replied.

        "Where?" he demanded.

        "On the other side," was my answer.

               He walked round to the other side, examined my work for a while, muttering to himself in a fault-finding 
tone.

        "Didn't I tell you last night to get a keg of nails of Chapin?" he broke forth again.

        "Yes, master, and so I did; and overseer said he would get another size for you, if you wanted them, when he 
came back from the field."

        Tibeats walked to the keg, looked a moment at the contents, then kicked it violently. Coming towards me in a 
great passion, he exclaimed,

        "G-d d--n you! I thought you knowed something."

        I made answer: "I tried to do as you told me, master. I didn't mean anything wrong. Overseer said—" But he 
interrupted me with such a flood of curses that I was unable to finish the sentence. At length he ran towards the 
house, and going to the piazza, took down one of the overseer's whips. The whip had a short wooden stock, 
braided over with leather, and was loaded at the butt. The lash was three feet long, or thereabouts, and made of 
raw-hide strands.

        At first I was somewhat frightened, and my impulse was to run. There was no one about except Rachel, the 
cook, and Chapin's wife, and neither of them were to be seen. The rest were in the field. I knew he intended to 
whip me, and it was the first time any one had attempted it since my arrival at Avoyelles. I felt, moreover, that I had 
been faithful—that I was guilty of no wrong whatever, and deserved commendation rather than punishment. My 
fear changed to anger, and before he reached me I had made up my mind fully not to be whipped, let the result be 
life or death.

Essential Question

What do the documents tell us about the life of a slave? 


