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Answer ONE of the questions:

].

Discuss Frederick Douglass’ presentation of slavery in chapters one and seven of
Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave, Written by Himself
(1845). In your essay you should also consider Douglass’ reasons for writing down the
story of his life. (Excerpts from the text are attached.)

Give an interpretation of Leslie Marmon Silko’s short story “Lullaby.” (Excerpts from
the text are attached.)

Discuss the role and function of Nick Carraway in F. Scott Fitzgerald’s novel The
Great Gatsby.
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Chapter I

I was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about twelve miles from
Easton, in Talbot county, Maryland. I have no accurate knowledge of my age,
never having seen any authentic record containing it. By far the larger part of
the slaves know as little of their ages as horses know of theirs, and it is the wish
of most masters within my knowledge to keep their slaves thus ignorant. I do
not remember to have ever met a slave who could tell of his birthday. They sel-
dom come nearer to it than planting-time, harvest-time, cherry-time, spring.
time, or fall-time. A want of information concerning my own was a source of
unhappiness to me even during childhood. The white children could tell thejr
ages. [ could not tell why I ought to be deprived of the same privilege. I was not
allowed to make any inquiries of my master concerning it. He deemed all such
inquiries on the part of a slave improper and impertinent, and evidence of a
restless spirit. The nearest estimate I can give makes me now between twenty-
seven and twenty-eight years of age. I come to this, from hearing my master
say, some time during 1835, I was about seventeen years old.

My mother was named Harriet Bailey. She was the daughter of Isaac and
Betsey Bailey, both colored, and quite dark. My mother was of a darker
complexion than either my grandmother or grandfather.

My father was a white man. He was admitted to be such by all T ever
heard speak of my parentage. The opinion was also whispered that my mas-
ter was my father; but of the correctness of this opinion, 1 know nothing;
the means of knowing was withheld from me. My mother and I were sepa-
rated when I was but an infant—before I knew her as my mother. It is a
common custom, in the part of Maryland from which I ran away, to part
children from their mothers at a very early age. Frequently, before the child
has reached its twelfth month, its mother is taken from it, and hired out on
some farm a considerable distance off, and the child is placed under the
care of an old woman, too old for field labor. For what this separation is
done, I do not know, unless it be to hinder the development of the child’s
affection toward its mother, and to blunt and destroy the natural affection
of the mother for the child. This is the inevitable result.

I never saw my mother, to know her as such, more than four or five times
in my life; and each of these times was very short in duration, and at night.
She was hired' by a Mr. Stewart, who lived about twelve miles from my
home. She made her journeys to see me in the night, travelling the whole
distance on foot, after the performance of her day’s work. She was a field
hand, and a whipping is the penalty of not being in the field at sunrise, unless
a slave has special permission from his or her master to the contrary—a
permission which they seldom get, and one that gives to him that gives it the
proud name of being a kind master. I do not recollect of ever seeing my
mother by the light of day. She was with me in the night. She would lie
down with me, and get me to sleep, but long before I waked she was gone.
Very little communication ever took place between us. Death soon ended
what little we could have while she lived, and with it her hardships and
suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my mas-
ter’s farms, near Lee’s Mill. I was not allowed to be present during her ill-
ness, at her death, or burial. She was gone long before I knew any thing

1. Slaves who were “hired out” had their wages paid to their owners.
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about it. Never having enjoyed, to-any considerable extent, her soothing
presence, her tender and watchfu] care, I received the tidings of her death
with much the same emotions J should have probably felt at the death of a
stranger. :

Called thus suddenly away, she left me without the slighgest intimation of
who my father was, The wh isper that my master was my father, may or may
not be true; and, true or false, it is of but little consequence to my purpose
whilst the fact remains, in all its glaring odiousness, that slaveholders have
ordained, .and by law established, that the children of slave women shall in
all cases follow the condition of their mothers; and this is done too obviously
to administer to thejr own lusts, and make a gratification of their wicked
desires profitable as well as pleasurable; for by this cunning arrangement,
the slaveholder, in cases not a few, sustains to his slaves the double relation
of master and father,

T'know of such cases; and i is worthy of remark that such slaves invari-
ably suffer greater hardships, and have more to contend with, than others,
They are, in the first place, a constant offence to their mistress. She is ever
disposed to find Fault with them; they can seldom do any thing to please
her; she is never better pleased than when she sees them under the lash,

quently compelled to sel] this class of his slaves, out of deference to the
feelings of his white wife; and, cruel as the deed may strike any one to be,
for a man to sell his own children to human flesh-mongers, it is often the
dictate of humanity for him to do so; for, unless he does this, he must not
only whip them himself, but must stand by and see one white son tie up.his
brother, of but fev shades darker complexion than himself, and ply the gory
lash to his naked back; and if he lisp one word of disapproval, it is set down
to his parental partiality, and only makes a bad matter worse, both for him-
self and the slave whom he would protect and defend.

try from Africa; and if their increase will do no other good, it will do away
the force of the argument, that God cursed Ham, and therefore American
Slavery jg right. If the lineal descendants of Ham are alone to be scriptur-
ally enslaved, it is certain that slavery at the south must soon become
”“Sf-‘riptural; for thousands are ushered into the world, annually, who, like
Myself, owe their existence to white fathers, and those fathers most fre-
Wently their own masters,

ave had two masters. My first master’s name was Anthony. I do not

23
demgzn}?_PmS]avery writers interpreted Genesis 9.20-27, in which Noah curses his son Ham and con-
"M to bondage to his brothers, as a biblical justification of slavery,
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Kious cruelty so commonly enacted upon the plantation, He is a despegafe
aeholder, who will shock the humanity of his non-slaveholding nejg
with\the cries of his lacerated slave, Few are willing to incur
attachiqg to the reputation of being a cryel master; and aboyé
they wotd not be known as not giving a slave enough to4at. Every city
slaveholderNs anxious to have it known of him, that he feeds his slaves well;
® them to say, that most of them do give tHeir slaves enough to
eat. There are, however, some painful exceptions to gfis rule. Directly oppo-
site to us, on Philpot Street, lived M. Thomas Mamilton, He owned two
slaves. Their names % ere Henrietta and Mary, Henrietta was about twenty-
two years of age, Mary\yas about fourteen; afid of all the mangled and ema-
ciated creatures I ever lonked upon, thes€ two were the most s0. His heart
must be harder than stone, Bhat could J6ok upon these unmoved. The head,
neck, and shoulders of Mary % erally cut to pieces. I haye frequently
felt her head, and found it neari vered with festering sores, caused by the
lash of her cruel mistress, | do
but I have been an eye-witnes
in Mr. Hamilton’s house pearly every
large chair in the middje of the room, wit
side, and scarce an hodr Passed during the da
of one of these slafes. The girls seldom pass
“Move faster, yo'l

cowskin over ¢
then say, “Tuke that, you blac}, gip! "———continuing, “If yo
I'll move y6ul” Added to the cruel lashings to which these 3 Yes were sub-
1, they were kept nearly half-starved. They seldom kne
ull meal. I have seen Mary

. Mrs. Hamilton used to sit in a
heavy cowskin always by her
ut was marked by the blood
her without her saying,

them a blow with the
blood. She would

N%in the exercise of irresponsible power, to make her equal to the task of
ffeating me as though I were a brute,
1Y Mistress was; as | have said, a kind and tender-hearted woman; and in
1e Sil'nplicity of her soul she commenced, when [ first went to live with her,
0 treat me g she supposed one humar being ought to treat another, In
:ﬂt&r?'ng upon the duties of a slaveholder, she did not seem to perceive that |
Ustained ¢o her the relation of a mere chattel, and that for her to treat me as
in “Man being was not only wrong, but dangerously so, Slavery proved as
. JUrioys to her as it did to me. When I went there, she was a pious, warm,
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had not a tear. She had bread for the hungry, clothes for the naked, and com.
fort for every mourner that came within her reach. Slavery soon proved its
ability to divest her of these heavenly qualities. Under its influence, the tey,.
der heart became stone, and the lamblike disposition gave way to one of tiger-
like fierceness. The first step in her downward course was in her ceasing tq
instruct me. She now commenced to practise her husband’s precepts. She
finally became even more violent in her opposition than her husband himself
She was not satisfied with simply doing as well as he had commanded; she
seemed anxious to do better. Nothing seemed to make her more angry thar,
to see me with a newspaper. She seemed to think that here lay the danger, |
have had her rush at me with a face made all up of fury, and snatch from me
a newspaper, in a manner that fully revealed her apprehension. She was ap
- apt woman; and a little experience soon demonstrated, to her satisfaction,
that education and slavery were incompatible with each other.

From this time I was most narrowly watched. If I was in a separate room
any considerable length of time, I was sure to be suspected of having a book,
and was at once called to give an account of myself. All this, however, was too
late. The first step had been taken. Mistress, in teaching me the alphabet, had
given me the inch, and no precaution could prevent me from taking the ell,

The plan which I adopted, and the one by which I was most successful,
was that of making friends of all the little white boys whom I met in the
street. As many of these as I could, I converted into teachers. With their
kindly aid, obtained at different times and in different places, I finally.suc-
ceeded in learning to read.- When I was sent of errands, I always took my
book with me, and by going one part of my errand quickly, I found time to
get a lesson before my return. 1 used also to carry bread with me, enough of
which was always in the house, and to which I was always welcome; for I
was much better off in this regard than many of the poor white children in
our neighborhood. This bread I used to bestow upon the hungry: little
urchins, who, in return, would give me that more valuable bread of knowl-
edge. I am strongly tempted to give the names of two or three of those little
boys, as a testimonial of the gratitude and affection I bear them; but pru-
dence forbids;—not that it would injure me, but it might embarrass them;
for it is almost an unpardonable offence to teach slaves to read in this
Christian country. It is enough to say of the dear little fellows, that they
lived on Philpot Street, very near Durgin and Bailey's shipyard. I used to
talk this matter of slavery over with them. I would sometimes say to them, I
wished I could be as free as they would be when they got to be men. “You
will be free as soon as you are twenty-one, but I am a slave for life! Have not
I as good a right to be free as you have?” These words used to trouble them;
they would express for me the liveliest sympathy, and console me with the
hope that something would occur by which I might be free.

I ' was now about twelve years old, and the thought of being a slave for life
began to bear heavily upon my heart. Just about this time, I got hold of 2
book entitled “The Columbian Orator.”® Every opportunity I got, I used to
read this book. Among much of other interesting matter, I found in it a dia-
logue between a master and his slave. The slave was represented as having
run away from his master three times. The dialogue represented the conver:

8. A popular anthology of pieces for recitation (1797) compiled by the Massachusetts teacher and
writer Caleb Bingham (1757-1817).
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Lullaby

The sun had gone down but the snow in the wind gave off its own light. 1
came in thick tufts like new wool—washed before the weaver spins it. Ayah
reached out for it like her own babies had, and she smiled when she remers-
bered how she had laughed at them. She was an old woman now, and her
life had become memories. She sat down with her back against the wide
cottonwood tree, feeling the rough bark on her back bones; she faced east
and listened to the wind and snow sing a high-pitched Yeibecheil song. Out
of the wind she felt warmer, and she could watch the wide fluffy snow fill in
her tracks, steadily, until the direction she had come from was gone. By the
light of the snow she could see the dark outline of the big arroyo? a few feet
away. She was sitting on the edge of Cebolleta Creek, where in the spring-
time the thin cows would graze on grass already chewed flat to the ground.
In the wide deep creek bed where only a trickle of water flowed in the sum-
mer, the skinny cows would wander, looking for new grass along winding
paths splashed with manure. ' .

Ayah pulled the old Army blanket over her head like a shawl. Jimmie’s
blanket—the one he had sent to her. That was a long time ago and the green
wool was faded, and it was unraveling on the edges. She did not want to think
about Jimmie. So she thought about the weaving and the way her mother had
done it. On the wall wooden loom set into the sand under a tamarack tree for
shade. She could see it clearly. She had been only a little girl when her
granidma gave her the wooden combs to pull the twigs and burrs from the
raw, freshly washed wool. And while she combed the wool, her grandma sat
beside her, spinning a silvery strand of yarn around the smooth cedar spin-
dle. Her mother worked at the loom with yarns dyed bright yellow and red
and gold. She watched them dye the yarn in boiling black pots full of bee-
weed petals, juniper berries, and sage. The blankets her mother made were
soft and woven so tight that rain rolled off them like birds' feathers. Ayah
remembered sleeping warm on cold windy nights, wrapped in her mother’s
blankets on the hogan's® sandy floor.

The snow drifted now, with the northwest wind hurling it in gusts. It
drifted up around her black overshoes—old ones with little metal buckles.
She smiled at the snow which was trying to cover her little by little. She
could remember when they had no black rubber overshoes; only the high
buckskin leggings that they wrapped over their elkhide moccasins. If the
snow was-dry or frozen, a person could walk all day and not get wet; and in
the evenings the beams of the ceiling would hang with lengths of pale
buckskin leggings, drying out slowly.

1. Navajo dance. 3. Navajo dwelling usually made of logs and mud.
2. Gully carved by water.
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She felt peaceful remembering. She didn't feel cold any more. Jimmie’s
blanket seemed warmer than it had ever been. And she could remember the
morning he was born. She could remember whispering to her mother, who
was sleeping on the other side of the hogan, to tell her it was time now. She
did not want to wake the others. The second time she called to her, her
mother stood up and pulled on her shoes; she knew. They walked to the old
stone hogan together, Ayah walking a step behind her mother. She waited
alone, learning the rhythms of the pains while her mother went to call the
old woman to help them. The morning was already warm even before dawn
and Ayah smelled the bee flowers blooming and the young willow growing
at the springs. She could remember that so clearly, but his birth merged
into the births of the other children and to her it became all the same birth.
They named him for the summer morning and in English they called him
Jimmie. ) :

It wasn't like Jimmie died. He just never came back, and one day a dark
blue sedan with white writing on its doors pulled up in front of the boxcar
shack where the rancher let the Indians live. A man in a khaki uniform
trimmed in gold gave them a yellow piece of paper and told them that Jim-
mie was dead. He said the Army would try to get the body back and then it
would be shipped to them; but it wasn't likely because the helicopter had
burned after it crashed. All of ‘this was told to Chato because he could
understand English. She stood inside the doorway holding the baby while
Chato listened. Chato spoke English like a2 white man and he spoke Spanish
too. He was taller than the white man and he stood straighter too. Chato .
didn’t explain why; he just told the military man they could keep the body
if they found it. The white man looked bewildered; he nodded his head and
he left. Then Chato looked at her and shook his head, and then he told her,
“Jimmie isn’t coming home anymore,” and when he spoke, he used the
words to speak of the dead. She didn't cry then, but she hurt inside with
anger. And she mourned him as the years passed, when a horse fell with
Chato and broke his leg, and the white rancher told them he wouldn't pay
Chato until he could work again. She mourned Jimmie because he would
have worked for his father then; he would have saddled the big bay horse
and ridden the fence lines each day, with wire cutters and heavy gloves,
fixing the breaks in the barbed wire and putting the stray cattle back
inside again. ;

She mourned him after the white doctors came to take Danny and Ella
away. She was at the shack alone that day they came. It was back in the days
before they hired Navajo women to go with them as interpreters. She recog-
nized one of the doctors. She had seen him at the children’s clinic at Cafi-
oncito about 2 month ago. They were wearing khaki uniforms and they
waved papers at her and a black ball-point pen, trying to make her under-
stand their English words. She was frightened by the way they looked at the
children, like the lizard watches the fly. Danny was swinging on the tire
swing on the elm tree behind the rancher’s house, and Ella was toddling
around the front door, dragging the broomstick horse Chato made for her.
Ayah could see they wanted her to sign the papers, and Chato had taught
her to sign her name. It was something she was proud of. She only wanted
them to go, and to take their eyes away from her children.

She took the pen from the man without looking at his face and she
signed the papers in three different places he pointed to, She stared at the
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when for so many years he rode big quarter horses and worked with cat-
tle. But she wasn't sorry for him; he should have known all along what
would happen.

There had not been enough rain for their garden in five years; and that
was when Chato finally hitched a ride into the town and brought back
brown boxes of rice and sugar and big tin cans of welfare peaches. After
that, at the first of the month they went to Gebolleta to ask the postmaster
for the check; and then Chato would go to the bar and cash it. They did this
as they planted the garden every May, not because anything would survive
the summer dust, but because it was time to do this. The journey passed

the days that smelled silent and dry like the caves above the canyon with
yellow painted buffaloes on their wa]].

He was walking along the pavement when she found him. He did not stop
or turn around when he heard her behind him. She walked beside him and
she noticed how slowly he moved now, He smelled strongly of woodsmoke
and urine. Lately he had been JfOl‘getting. Sometimes he called her by his
sister’s name and she had been gone for a long time. Once she had found
him wandering on the road to the white man’s ranch, and she asked him
why he was going that way; he laughed at her and said, “You know they
can't run that ranch without me,” and he walked on determined, limping on
the leg that had been crushed many years before. Now he looked at her
curiously, as if for thie first time, but he kept shuffling along, moving slowly
along the side of the highway. His gray hair had grown long and spread out
on the shoulders of the long overcoat. He wore the old felt hat pulled down
over his ears. His boots were worn o at the toes and he had stuffed pieces
of an old red shirt in the holes. The rags made his feet look like little ani-
mals up to their ears in snow. She laughed at his feet; the snow muffled the
sound of her laugh. He stopped and looked at her again. The wind had quit
blowing and the snow was falling straight down; the southeast sky was
beginning to clear and Ayah could seg 5 star.

“Let’s rest awhile,” she said to him, They walked away from the road and
up the slope to the giant boulders that had tumbled down from the red san-
drock mesa throughout the centuries of rainstorms and earth tremors. In a
place where the boulders shut out the wind, they sat down with their backs
against the rock. She offered half of the blanket to him and they sat wrapped
together.

The storm passed swiftly. The clouds moved east. They were massive
and full, crowding together acrogs he sky. She watched them with the
feeling of horses—steely blue-gray hoyges startled across the sky. The pow-
erful haunches pushed into the distances and the tail hairs streamed white
mist behind them. The sky cleareq, Ayah saw that there was nothing
between her and the stars. The light wag crystalline. There was no shim-
mer, no distortion through earth haze. She breathed the clarity of the
night sky; she smelled the purity of the half moon and the stars. He was
lying on his side with his knees pulleq up near his belly for warmth. His
eyes were closed now, and in the light from the stars and the moon, he
looked young again.

She could see it descend out of the night sky: an icy stillness from the
edge of the thin moon. She recognized the freezing. It came gradually,
sinking snowflake by snowflake unti] the crust was heavy and deep. It had
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The earth is your mother,
she holds you.

The sky is your father,
he protects you.

Sleep,

sleep.

Rainbow is your sister,
she loves you.

The winds are your brothers,
they sing to you.

Sleep,

sleep.

We are together always

We are together ahways
nere never was a time

when this

was #ot so.

1981
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