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Introduction
BY LAWRENCE HILL

Some three decades ago, when I was a Grade 8
student in the Toronto area, I became convinced

that Canada's past was as boring as boring could
be, and that history textbooks had but one pur
pose—to put one to sleep. My history teacher was
deaf in one ear and seemed never to listen with the

other, andhe spententire lessons reading out pas
sages about the fur trade while we copied it all in
our notepads, word by word. I dropped history
after Grade 9, never took another course in it and

had to wait some twenty years to discover that his
tory actually fascinated me.

Over the years, as I developed into a writer
myself, I learned that there are manyways to bring
history to life—to make it exciting and vibrant
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and immediately important to the reader. There
are, of course, many terrific textbooks about
history, and they are well worth reading. But
drama of the first rank puts a personal stamp on
history that allows us, as readers, to feel the pain
and sorrows and victories of the characters caught
up by huge world events. More than giving us
dates and details, historical fiction—when it's well

done—helps us understand and feel what it was to
live in a certain time and place.

Although I didn't hear about it in my schools
as an elementary and junior high school student,
the 400-year historyof Blacks in Canada is full of
drama and action. It reaches back to Mattieu da

Costa, a free Black man who came with an

expedition that founded Port Royal in present-day
Nova Scotia, in 1605. It includes the Blacks—

some free, others enslaved—who came to Canada

as United Empire Loyalists at the time of the
American Revolutionary War. It encompasses the
abolitionist movement—led in part by John
Graves Simcoe, Upper Canada's first Lieutenant-
Governor, who persuaded a reluctant Cabinet
(some of whom were slave owners) to institute a

partial ban of slavery in 1791 until it was finally
abolished in 1834. And it also includes the

tin
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Underground Railroad, which forms the backdrop
of Barbara Smucker's Underground to Canada.

Thousands of Black men, women and children

escaped slavery in the United States and fled to
Canada, aided by"conductors" of theUnderground
Railroad. There were no real conductors, and there

was no true railroad. The railroad and the

conductors were simply metaphors for a complex,
highly secretive system by which sympathetic
people—White and Black—helped fugitive slaves to
escape and avoid being recaptured on their long,
dangerous run north to Canada. Although fugitives
were arriving in Canada via fixed Underground
Railroad passages by the 1820s, a major newinflux
of Blacks escaped north into Canada after 1850,
when theAmerican government passed the Fugitive
Slave Act,allowing slave owners to recapture fugitive
slaves who were hiding in the free, northern States
anddrag them back south into slavery.

One of the unique and special features of
Underground to Canada is that its protagonist is a
young girl, Julilly, who is ripped away from her
mother as a girl and sold to work as a field hand
on a cotton plantation in the deep south.
Although Julilly is assisted by Alexander Ross
(who, in real life, much as we see in the book, was
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a Canadian doctor who posed as an ornithologist
while visiting plantations to advise slaves secredy
about how to escape north to Canada), she is a
clever and courageous girl who shows great char
acter in her long escape north to St. Catharines,
Ontario.

A certain degree of human ugliness exists in
Underground to Canada. For one thing, readers
occasionally encounter the word "Nigger"—two
puny syllables whose concentration of fear and
hatred is perhaps unmatched in the English
language. "Nigger" is a distilled insult if there ever
were one.Teachers and parents who read this book
with young people have a moral obligation to
explain that"Nigger" dates back to days of slavery,
and represents an attempt to dehumanize Black
people. After all, no slave owner could claim an
iota of humanity or respect for God unless he
could convince himself that Black people weren't
really people, after all, but a sortof sub-species, to
be sold and sorted and used and abused like horses

and pigs, or worse. The "N" word is offensive to
the extreme by modern standards—as was the
institution of slavery, and as was the Holocaust.
But writers, teachers and parents do no one a
favour by pretending that such things didn't exist.
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Much better to acknowledge them, to understand
them, and to ensure that our children and grand
children are even better equipped than we are to
learn from the monstrous mistakes in our past.

At one point in Underground to Canada, a man
charged with moving slaves from one plantation to
another interrupts a conversation between them and
some strangers on theroad. "Don't youlisten to that
Quaker Abolitionist and that free nigger boy," he
cries out as he whips the men in chains. "Theygot
evil in their words and destruction in their ways."
It's an ugly but realistic representation ofslavery, and
it could serve asa good starting pointfor discussion
at home or in the classroom.

Language aside, it might be said that Barbara
Smucker pulls back from describing the fullblood
inessof the institution of slavery. Nevertheless, she
does provide a few glimpses of just how barbaric
slavery was. Julilly is rippedfrom her mother's arms
and sold to another plantation in another state;
children are forced to eat cornmeal mush from

a dirty trough, pushing and shoving on hands and
knees, "sucking and dipping in the yellow grain
until there was nothing left." An overseer named
Sims savagely whips slaves, including children and
old people—every day. However, like thousands
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upon thousands of other people whose freedom
had been stolen, Julilly survives—and, ultimately,
embarks on her Underground Railroad trip north
to St. Catharines.

Although almost all of Underground to Canada
unfolds in the United States, Barbara Smucker is

to be credited for acknowledging that life in this
country was fraught with difficulties for Black
people.

Another excellent book for people who are
interested in Black history in Canada is The
Narratives ofFugitive Slaves in Canada. It differs
from Underground to Canada, in that it offers
lengthy, first-hand accounts by Black people of
their ownexperiences in slavery and of their flight
to Canada. Those who want to know more about

the experience of slavery, as documented by
former slaves, would be well advised to read The

Classic Slave Narratives (Penguin Books Canada
Ltd., 1987), edited by Henry Louis Gates, Jr. It
includes four fascinating accounts: The Interesting
Narrative of the Life of Olaudah Equiano; The
History of Mary Prince: A West Indian Slave;
Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass; and
Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl (the story of
Harriet Jacobs).

XII
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In the meantime, Barbara Smucker has created

a sensitive and dramatic story about a young girl's
flight from slavery, and—some three decades after it
first appeared in print—Underground to Canada
still serves as a wonderful introduction to a vital and

fascinating element of Canadian history.

Lawrence Hill

Oakville

August, 1999

XIII



NOTE TO THE READER

The escape from Mississippi to Canada by two
fictitious characters, Julilly and Liza, could have
happened. It is based on first-hand experiences
found in the narratives of fugitive slaves: on a
careful study of the Underground Railroad routes;
and on the activities of two Abolitionists:

Alexander M. Ross of Canada and Levi Coffin

of Ohio.

I have avoided too much dialect. It is difficult for

many readers to understand.

Barbara Smucker

xv



ByMartin Luther KingJr.
from the Massey Lectures

Toronto, 1967

It is a deep personal privilege to address a nation
wide Canadian audience. Over andabove any kin
ship of U.S. citizens and Canadians as North
Americans, there isasingular historical relationship
between American Negroes andCanadians.

Canada is not merely a neighbour to Negroes.
Deep in our history of struggle for freedom Canada
was the North Star. The Negro slave, denied educa
tion, de-humanized, imprisoned on cruel plantations,
knew that far to the north a land existed where a

fugitive slave, ifhesurvived thehorrors of thejourney,
could find freedom. The legendary underground
railroad started in the south and ended in Canada.

The freedom road links us together. Our spirituals,
now so widelyadmired around the world, were often
codes. We sang of "heaven" thatawaited us, and the
slave masters listened in innocence, not realizing that
wewere not speaking ofthehereafter. Heaven was the
word for Canada and theNegro sang of thehope that
his escape on the underground railroad would carry
him there. Oneofourspirituals, "Follow theDrinking
Gourd," in itsdisguised lyrics contained directions for

xvi
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escape. Thegourd was thebig dipper, and theNorth
Star towhich itshandle pointed gave thecelestial map
that directed the flight to the Canadian border.

xtii



Julilly and Liza's route to freedom



CANADA

1. Henson Plantation, near
Richmond, Virginia

2. Riley Plantation, near
Vicksburg, Mississippi

3. Knoxville, Tennessee

4. Felsheim. Tennessee

5. Covington, Kentucky
6. Cincinnati, Ohio
7. Cleveland, Ohio
8. Fort Maiden, Upper Canada
9. St. Catharines





CHAPTER ONE

NIGHT MUSIC DRONED through the slave quarters of Jeb
Hensen's Virginia plantation. The words couldn't be
heardbut theywere therebeneath the riseand fall of
the melody.

Julilly hummed them as she sat in the doorway
of her cabin, waiting for Mammy Sally to come
home from cooking in the Big House kitchen. She
was asstill and as black as the night. The words of
the song beat in her head.

When Israel wasin Egypt's land
Let my people gp

Oppressed so hard, they could not stand

Let my people go.
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Old Massa Hensen dldn*t like this sang*
He said it eame when there were whisperings and
trouble ataund* There were whlspetlngs taaighti
They murmured beneath the ehlrping a?the ertek?
et& They etept ftam eat taeat as soundless as the
flittering af the flrefllest

summer heat mtesed widt hanepiikte sweemess in the
ateJul%shtveieiSheefed pullinghereaa»e taw shift
about hef knees* but ithad tang slnee gjfawn tea shaft
Itvw^V^tMaMHen^diMglwhertl&^^H^
was gaad m his slam Itwas just that she gjfew fester
thanattyameftwelve^eaf^danthepto

*She^ tall enau^t ta work beside the grewa
womenin the eattan fields** Massa Hensen said*

Mammy Sally stabled abaut this*
*My Jane Lilly is Just a girl tha& g?awn tea

ftst** she pteadedv titawn women had to ptek mate
eattan and they watksd lange* hauis*

It was bemuse Julilly was bam in June and
Mammy My liked lilies that she gat her name,
Mast talk slutted the watds tagethet and they tame
aut Julilly But they didn\fet Mammy Sally

There were na ting games tonight in the
dusty yard before the eabin daatsv The children
whimpeted^etrul and uneasy

I
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Julilly went inside the cabin where she lived
alonewith Mammy Sally. The flickering pine knot
in the corner fireplace heldblue flames. They had
no warmth. There was loneliness and emptiness
inside. When Mammy Sally came, the warmth
would spark out in thefire, andtheshadows would
bringsleep.

The litde slave cabin was tight-roofed and
plank-floored, as were all the other slave cabins at
Massa Hensen's.

"Better than any other slave cabin in all of
Virginia," Mammy Sally declared. She liked theBig
House, too, where it was cool and wideand the logs
were hewn smooth against the walls, and the plank
floors were shinedand polished.

THE WHISPERINGS that hung in the night-time air had
started thismorning when OldJohn, thecoachman,
drove Missy Hensen into town. Julilly and the other
slaves heard about it later.

Missy Hensen sat uneasy and restless in the
carriage seat. She talked to Old John of moving
North and of selling things. She talked of how her
husband, Jeb Hensen, was old and sick and had to
go to the hospital in Richmond. Shesaid they had
no kin to leave things to.
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The land's used up, Old John," she mourned,
"ft just has nomore life to raise tobacco, orcotton,
orany other crops."

Old John agreed. He knew that the Masters in
Virginia had used the land until it bled and died.
Theyhad nocrops for sale these days; so they were
beginning to raise and sell slaves instead. There was
fertile land in the deep* deep South. The Masters
there heeded slaves to work their fields.

When Missy Hensen and Old John drove into
town* there was excitement on the Court House
lawn. Missy Hensen pretended not to see. OldJohn,
who couldn't read, heard the white fblb speak of
handbills plastered on the Court House door:
"WILL PAY TOP PRICES TOMORROW FOR
PRIME FIELD HANDS," they read.

OldJohns hands trembled on thehorses' reins.
A slave trader from the deep South was coming to
their town tobuytomorrow! Jeb Hensen was mak
ing plans to move!

Old John and the other slaves at the Hensen
plantation knew about the buying of Virginia
slaves. Word of it spread like a wind-whipped
flame to one plantation and then another.
Rumours spread. Some said the buyer lined the
slaves upone byone like cows and pigs. They'd sell
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a mother to one man and all her children to

another.

"In thedeep South," fblb said, "even the little
children tote hoes bigger than themselves, to chop
the cotton. Then they get Whipped 'cause
they don't finish the work the overseer set oUt
for them."

Massa Hensen didn't whip much onhis plantation.
"Too soft-hearted," some ofthe slaveowners said.

THIS AFTERNOON when Old John came home from his
trip to town, hehobbled straight to the stable boys.

"A slave trader from the deep South is cotain'
tomorrow." His voice trembled.

The stable boys ran like hopping toads to the
children who carried water to the field hands in the
cotton rows.

"A slave trader from the deep South is cbmin\"
theywhispered*

Up and down the cotton rows the message
spread, faster than awinging bird.

Julilly heard, chopping, chopping cotton in the
blistering sun. When lunch timecame she ran to the
Big House to tell Mammy Sally. For one instant
Mammy Sally straightened her tall body and lifted
her proud head.

6
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"Oh Lord," she said, "we is needin your pro
tection now."

Then Mammy Sally drew her lips together and
was peaceful. Fears, that had flapped around
Julilly's head like blackbird wings, flew away.
Mammy Sally would take care of her. She was
Mammy's only child.

Now thenight hadcome. Julilly huddled shivering
near thecabin door. The plank floor of thecabin was
warm and dry. The whippoorwill called its evening
song and the round, orange moon spread its gentle
light. But her feet were cold. Her hands were icy.
Astrangeness spread about like anuneasy quiet before
a storm.

Then Mammy Sally came, her bare feet silent
on the soundless dust. She clasped Julilly's hand,
but the coldness and the strangeness didn't go
away. She pulledJulilly close, bending toward the
small blue flame. The light showed indigo
across her strong, lined face. It glistened in her
troubled eyes.

"June Lilly, child." She spoke softly, rocking slowly
back and forth. "You know the slave trader's in our

town. Some of the slaves is to be sold."

"Who, Mammy?" Julilly was cold again and
shivered.
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ttThere^ na way afknawin\H Mammy shaak her
head-. *Massa Hensen^ stek and gane away and Missy
Hensen says thereV na way ta keep us all together?

*Mast af us have knawn na ather hamet*
Mammy tubbed het hand aerass the eamfcrt af
the flaan "This is whete yau were bam* June
Lilly8

Julilly knew all this»haw Massa Hensen was

the day that shekel been bam fram being bitten by
a snake==all thase things ftam leng aga=«=8afe
things that tied together with planting time and
harvest time*

Then Mammy staad* She lifted het head high
and the wltite head-tag that wavered het greying halt
shawed saft and a little galden in the firelight
She straightened het shaulders* almast reaching ta
die tap afthe eabin daan Het lips drew ftrm and het
eyes piereed deep inta Julilly^ In them was the sting
that abull whip makes and the hurt af awaunded
passum,

*Wve g6t ta pray hard* June Lilly and if the
gaad Lard ean\ help us naw* we\e gat ta believe
HeVgahV tahelp us saan?

*\fes Mammy* Julilly felt pride in this tall*
handsame waman,
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"There's three things I want to say to you,
child." Mammy drew Julilly close again. "Pray to
the good Lord. Remember to be proud that you
had a strong, fine Daddy and a Mammy that
loves you."

Mammy Sally paused. She pressed her mouth
against Julilly's ear. "This is secret talk I'm tellin'
you now. Hold it quiet in your head and never let
it out your mouth. There's a place the slaves been
whisperin' around called Canada. The law don't
allow no slavery there. They say you travel north
and follow the North Star, and when you step onto
this land you are free."

Rustling footsteps outside the cabin caused
Mammy's arms to stiffen. She pushed Julilly gently
away and, lifting hervoice, spoke crossly.

"Now, June Lilly, youcrawl down on that blan
ket in the corner andgoto sleep. Before youknowit,
fouro'clock willbearoundand the morning bell will
be ringin' foranother day's work."

Talking for those who might be listening from
theoutside was always different from talking inside to
those around you. Julilly knew this and smiled. She
lay down on the hard floor beside the fireplace and
wrapped a thin blanket around her. "Canada." She
thought thename again andagain inside herhead.
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The slave trader meant same kind aftrouble* lut
there had never been trauble anthe Hensen planta*
dan* She and Mammy Sally wauldn\ be said,

Julilly yawned and hummed a quiet tune and
die unsung wards made her smile and forget the
trauble4llledday

Ktea sleep inthe feather bed*
Nigger sleep an the Beat*
When we gatta heaven
There'llbe na slave na merei



CHAPTER TWO

iGANE to the slave quarters of Master Hensen's
plantation before there was light in the heavy, black
sky. It was four o'clock and Master Hensen's old
ram horn bellowed and tooted until nobody slept.
Frying sowbelly smells from the cabin cooking fires
helped wake the children. Julilly reached for a
hoecake and a tin cup of buttermilk that Mammy
Sally poured. From the barnyard the roosters
crowed sharp and clear.

As on every other morning, Julilly smoothed
down her crinkly hair and twisted it tight in a knot
at the back of her head. But Mammy Sally, who
always wore a clean, white head-rag neady tied, this
morning put on a black one in its place. There was
no laughter in her full, strong voice as shecalled to

10
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oneslave andthenanother who passed by their door.
A worried frown stitched lines across her forehead.

"Child," shesaid to Julilly in ayearning, mournful
way, "there's trouble ahead for us nigger folk today."

Her lips pinched firm and her eyes flamed
with angry courage, but her voice stayed quiet. She
gathered Julilly's hands into thestrength of her long,
black, calloused fingers.

"Lord help us," she said. "The field hands are
gonna besold today. You are one of them, June Lilly.
You and I could be pulled apart."

Julilly couldn't understand. Mammy Sally couldn't
let thishappen.

Mammy shookJulilly into listening. "Ifweare sold
apart, June Lilly, and the Lord forbid, don't forget that
freedom land I toldyou about. You and I are strong.
We'll get there with theguidance of that star, and the
good Lord's help."

A jay-bird voice screeched suddenly outside
their door.

"You field-hand niggers. Line yourselves up
along this path and don't you loiter." The sound of
azinging whip cuttheair. "Some of youain't gonna
chop no cotton today."

Mammy Sally held Julilly close as they walked
outside and joined the field-hand line. The man
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with the jay-bird voice strode back and forth in
front of them. He was a big man with a short,
thick neck. His cheeks puffed and jiggled as he
walked. Julilly noticed that hisfingers puffed, too,
over the whip that he flicked in hishand. He had
a toothpick in his mouth that stuck between two
yellow teeth. Julilly didn't like his oily skin. His
faded brown hair was tangled and dirty, his baggy
pants were streaked with drippings and his little
eyes were green and sly.

Hestrode toward Lily Brown, ashy young mother
barely sixteen. She clutched hertwo-year-old Willie in
her arms.

The fat man paused briefly beside her. His tiny
eyes narrowed and he rubbed his oily hand down
Willie's bare back.

"This isa fat, strong nigger baby," he called to a
younger white man behind him. "Put him in the
wagon."

Willie was ripped from his mother's arms without
a comment.

Lily screamed andfell to theground.
Julilly started to run toward her, but the firm

hand of Mammy Sally grasped her shoulder.
. The fat man was stopping in front of them,

clamping the toothpick hard between his lips.

12
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Hestuck a fat finger intoher mouth and squinted at
herteeth. Satisfied, he pushed back hereyelids.

"Looking at me like Old John does his horse,"
Julilly thought and flamed with anger.

"This one will do," the big man called toward
the young manwho had justdumped Willie in the
cart. "She's strong andhealthy andstill growin'. Get
over there, girl, andgetinto thatcart." He strode off
down the line.

Julilly didn't move. She looked at Mammy, and
for the first time in her life saw fear in Mammy
Sally's eyes.

"Do like he say, child." Mammy's voice hurt
and choked. "You got to mind that man in order
to save yourlife. Don't forget that place I told you
about."

The fat man looked back and screeched,

"Get in that wagon, girl, orI'll use this whip and
teach you how to jump."

There was moaning now and crying up and
down the Une of slaves. The big slave trader didn't
care or hear. He lashed his whip in the air, pulling
children from their mothers and fathers and sending
them to the cart.

Julilly moved toward the long, wooden cart. Her
feet pulled her there somehow and she climbed

13
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inside. She looked for Mammy Sally, but Mammy
was aheady being pushed with the older slaves far
down beyondthe tool shed.

Julilly strained to find Mammy's black head-rag.
It was gone. Mammy Sally haddisappeared!

A red sun boiled up into the sky, making
patches of heat wherever it struck the uncovered
earth. Julilly sat still and numb in the unshaded
wagon. LittleWillie Brown whimpered beside her.
She wanted to comfort him, but she couldn't lift

her hand. She found it hard to swallow and

wondered if she could make a sound if she tried to

speak.
Other children began climbing into the wagon.

They were smaller than Julilly. They moved near
her—their litde bodies twitched like a wild bird she

had caught once and held for a moment before it
broke into flight.

Three men were ordered into a line behind

the cart. They stood like broken trees, their hands
dangling like willow branches in the wind. Julilly
knew each one.

There was Ben, solid andstrong andas black as
midnight. He could chop a woodpile higher than
his head when the others still hadlitde mounds up
to their knees.

14
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There was kind, gende Adam whose singing
was low as the sighdess hollow in a tree. And then
there was Lester, the mulatto with speckly skin
and angry eyes. Each one had a wife and one or
two babies. They didn't move when the fat man
with his puffed, oily fingers clamped a chain
around their legs.

Julilly watched. The chain became a silver snake.
It coiled over the ground, around the men, and up
onto the back oftheir cart It bit into a lock that held

it fast.

Another strange white man led a work-horse in
front of them. Julilly was afraid to look at him.
She felt the tug and jerk of the wagon and the
bounce ofthe manas he jumpedonto the front seat.

"Gid-eee-up," he cried, snapping the reins.
The snake-chain jingled in protest while the

men, who were not used to it, tried to swing their
boundlegs in some sort of order. The fat man,with
the toothpick still in hismouth, rode behind them
on a smooth brown horse.

They moved down the dusty road, past the
empty slave cabins and around by Master Hensen's
house. It was empty. Therewere no curtains in the
tall windows or chairs on the wide, shaded porch.
Massa and Missy Hensenweregone.

16
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Old John came through the wide front door,
hobbled and bent. He shaded hiseyes to watch the
chain gang and the wagon load of children. When
hesaw Julilly, his back straightened. Pulling a large,
white handkerchief from his pocket, hewaved it up
and down—up and down—up and down—until it
became a tinyspeck anddisappeared.

Tears randown Julilly's cheeks. She couldn't stop
them, but she made no sound. The fat man didn't

notice her.

17



CHAPTER THREE

THE WA60BIOE SLAVE CHILORffl jogged slowly down the road.
The clang of the chained men behind it took up a
rhythm. To Julilly, it was a slow, sad rhythm—sad as
thebells tolling a death from thevillage church near
Massa Hensen's.

Julilly could think only of Mammy Sally. Each
time the cart turned onto a new road, she expected
to see the tall, strong woman with the black head-
rag come to take herfrom thewagon anddirect the
slaves to turn around and go back to Massa
Hensen's. But each new road was empty.

The litdechildren around herwore skimpy clothes.
They pressed againstJulillywith their hot, dryskin and
whimpered like tiny, forgotten sheep. Julilly held
two, small hands, bothsticky withsweat anddust

18
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The sun flamed gold and blistering above
them, and the sky became hard and bright blue.
There wasn't a wisp of cloud to soften it. Julilly
saw the white man who drove their wagon wipe
his forehead with a large blue cloth. The brim of
his hat hid his face, but his neck was red with

sunburn. He cracked his whip over the plodding
horse. The fat, oily man behind them snapped his
whip over the backs of Ben andAdam and Lester
who shuffledalong with their chains.

The cart jogged past green cotton fields and
spreading tobacco plants. Slaves chopped along the
rows withtheir hoes, just as atMaster Hensen's. Julilly
wondered if they would stop in one of these fields.
Why did they go on and on? Where was this "deep
South" sheheard the slave traders mumbling about?

The sun steamed when it reached the top of the
sky and poured down rays of heat over the earth.
The children stopped whimpering. Their mouths
were too hot and dry for sound.

Julilly watched for patches of shade along the
road. But thesilent pine andwide-spreading oaktrees
grew away from thewagon's path. The children asked
for water. Julilly wanted water, too. She began to see
shimmering pools of water ahead of their cart, but
each one disappeared when the wagon drewnear it
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The man in the driver's seat sipped from a dirty
botdeandwater dripped over hischin. The children
watched greedily.

The cart began toclimb asmall hill. At theend of
it another, higher hill startedThehills came along like
stair-steps. Trees grew thicker and they sucked away
some oftheheatA swift moving stream flashed above
them, spilling water through the air. The children
clung to Julilly and their eyes spoke fear. They had
never seen sheets of falling water.

The fat man ordered the driver to stop. His jug
needed refilling. Therewouldbe a rest

Julilly was too frightened to move. The chained
men dropped onto the ground. With the motion
ended, she felt the closeness of the driver and the

oily man on horseback. But the fat man ambled
away with his horse toward the rushing stream,
while the driver climbed from his seat and stretched

his body undera tree.
Julilly and the children watched the splashing

water. Standing near itwas atall white man chopping
wood witha flashing axe. A young black boyworked
beside him,stacking thecutlogs intoalong, neat pile.

With herown need for a drink and her parched,
dry mouth, Julilly had forgotten that the children
werethirsty too.
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"Julilly, getuswater."
"Please, Julilly, getuswater," they pleaded.
Always before when needs came, Mammy Sally

had been there to help. A great ache filled Julilly's
throatand the still fear ofstrangeness creptoverher.
The fat whitemanwas strange andcruel. The falling
water was strange and frightening. Ben, Lester, and
Adam were like strangers and they were helpless.
Only Lester, the mulatto, raised his head with the
same angry eyes. Julilly saw blood on hislegs where
the chains rubbed back and forth.

The tall man near the waterfall looked up and
saw the slave children in the cart. He dropped his
axe and began walking toward them, motioning for
the boy to follow.

There was no whip in his hand. His face was
bony, but gende. A grey hatcircled his head with a
large brim, and his long, grey coat had no collar.
He walked toward Lester.

"Why are you in chains?" he asked quiedy.
Lester pointed toward the sleeping wagon driver

under the tree and then to the fat man on his horse

far down the stream.

"They took usaway from ourwives andchildren.
They chained us so we can't escape and go back to
them. We've been sold."
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The tall man shook his head.

"You need water," he said simply. He turned to
the small black boy. "James, fill the large pail with
water andbring the drinking gourds."

Within minutesthe pail appeared on the road.
Gourds were dipped into it, and one by one
the men drank. The young boy came toward
Julilly and handed hera dripping gourd. He held
it for her while she swallowed twice, greedily.
Then she stopped, took the gourd from his
hands and carefully held it to the lips of each
small child.

Julilly wanted to thank him, but she didn't
know how.

"Are you the slave of that tall man?" she asked
instead.

"No," the boy said quickly, "I'm free. Mr. Fox
pays me for stackin hiswood."

Before Julilly could say any more, the fat
man came bouncing up the road on the back
ofhis horse. He slapped his whip against the
naked backs of the chained men and shouted in

anger,

"Don't you listen to that Quaker Abolitionist
andthat free nigger boy. They gotevil in their words
and destruction in theirways."
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The wagon driver shook himself awake and
jumped onto his seat. The wagon began to jog
and bump.The chains clanked and scraped.

Julilly looked again at the free black boy.
He stoodbythe tall man andclasped hishands tight
in front ofhim. Tears fell down his cheeks.

A litde of the fear and a litde of the ache lifted

from Julilly. She began repeating the strange words
which the fat man had used—"Quaker Abolitionist,
free nigger boy... Quaker Abolitionist, free nigger
boy. . ."—and found herself wondering if the
words might have something to do withCanada.
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QNIBaV was swallawed by die nest and then die
ne*t» The swaying* tagging wagan beeame ahame
for Julilly and die litde ehlldrenv Its setaplng> Mat
tering naise was a wall basing aut the fat man^
shauts and the slanging af the tatturing ehainsv
Sametimes It was eald when the night tame and
the wagan stapped an a tall hill with blaeh trees
and silver stars and a biting wind that never
stapped; The ehildren elung ta Julilly and she
warmed them as best she sauld in her thln>
Strang arms*

When the day same with white-hat nun that
baked the raad Into stifling dusts Julilly eaaied the
ehildren^ mauths with water rVam the drinking
gaurd that the free blaek bay had given hen
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Shealways filled it now when the wagon stopped
beside a stream and the fat man threw each of

them a cold hoecake with a sop of grease on top.
She used the gourd, too, for pouring water over
the swollen, bleeding ankles of Lester, Adam, and
Ben when the white men left them to fish along a
river bank.

Julilly seldom spoke. There was nothing to say.
But she shared the others' silent fear and anger.
Sometimes when the red-necked driver slept, and
the fat man strolled off to fish, Julilly thought of
jumping from the wagon and running into the
woods. But if she did, who would care for the

babies in the wagon? Who would pourwater over
the torn ankles of Lester, Adam, and Ben? She was

the only one strong and free enough to help them.
Shewas held, too, by Lester's sullen, glinting hatred
andliftedhead. His pride brought swish after swish
of the fat man's whip across his back. The children
cried and the whip poised high above their heads
with a threat.

"You shut yourlitde black mouths or this whip
comesdown on you," the fat man cried.

In response Julilly wouldsing, slow andsoft and
deep, and the children listened and remembered
their mammies and their cabins at Massa Hensen's.
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Julilly yearned fbr Mammy Sally and she sang the
sangs that she had heard hkmmy stag*

I am baund for the promised tandt
I am baund for the promised tend*
Oh* whe will eeme and ga with «ner
I am baund for die promised kndv

Julilly dldn\ knaw why but samehaw she drew
strengdi ftam Lester^ hlgMteld head and angry
eyes> When she wake upeald and frightened during
the night an die faugh float afthe wagan* she fob
better knawlng that Lester was tdase by He helped
her ta remember the free blaek bay and the tall*
gentle man wha paid him fbrbis wark Mast afalh
he helped her remember Canada*

One day die wagan slushed through a express
swamp* The muddy water lay as ^uiet as a ftatv
smaath mlrran Thetrees rase autaf it straight and
tall and their saft green needles strained die sun like
spreading slem Plteks and specks af sunlight
sparkled an the waten A heavenly sight* Julilly
thaughtv and held her breath with wander*

But die wet swamp mudsueked dawn the heavy
chains and pulled at the lep af Sam and Adam*
They foil splashing and gasping Inta the water*
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Lester tugged at their arms, biting his lips against
thepain inhis own bruised legs. Hepulled them out
with the bulge of his great muscles. The fat man's
whip slapped through the water and onto the wet,
muddy backs of the slaves.

A sudden shower of rain splashed through the
needled trees. The driver of the wagon hunched his
shoulders up to therim ofhis wide hatuntilit made
an umbrella over him. The fat man urgedhis horse
ahead of the wagon and huddled under a low
branched tree. There was no protection for Julilly
and the children or for the struggling men trying to
pull themselves from thesucking swamp mud.

With the same suddenness as the onset of the

rain, Julilly losther fear. She had to helpthe men in
the water. Maybe it was like Mammy Sally use to
say, "The Lord has made you strong and tall for a
good reason." She slid to theendof thewagon and
began climbing over the side when she saw Lester
standing still and staring at her. His head shook
slighdy—a warning for hernot tocome. Buthisface
shifted from anger to a quick smile andhiseyes held
hers with a look of pride and approval. Lester was
proud of her!

Julilly waded into the swamp and pulled up the
mud-covered chain. Withoutitsheavy weight themen
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could lift their legs. The horse tugged at the wagon
until it rolled out onto firm* dry ground, and Julilly
returned to the litde children.

The rain stopped and agold sun poured awarm
circle of light over all ofthem* julilly began tosing:

Jenny crack corn and I don't care,
Jenny crack corn and I don't care,
jenny crack comand 1don't care,
My massa's gone away!

The children smiled and asked het to sing it
again.



CHAPTER FIVE

ONE DAY the land became flat again andon either side
of thewagon, green fields dotted withcotton plants
appeared. Up and down the rows, lines of slaves
chopped therich, black soil withtheir long-handled
hoes.

"Looks like we've madeit to ol' Mississippi," the
fat man called out to the driver who joltedabout on
the wagon seat.

"Won't be long now." This was one of the few
sentences the driver had spokenon the long trip.

Julilly felt both relief and uneasiness. This must
be the dreaded "deep South" that Massa Hensen's
slaves had all talked about But it did mean that the

wagon would finally stop. Might it even be that
Mammy Sallywas here?
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Ata jogin theroad, thewagpn turned intoa lane
that seemed to lead straight into a field. The driver
and the fat man appeared tense and nervous. They
smoothed their hair and tidied their rumpled shirts
and stained trousers asbest theycould.

Then the wagpn stopped bumping, as the road
became smooth and hard. Instead of brambles

andshaggy bushes on either side, there were rows and
rows of tall, wrinkle-barked oak trees. Julilly's eyes
widened, forhanging from thebranches andfloating
back and forth in the summer breeze, were silent

cloud-like drapes of swaying grey moss. It was cool
andsoftandbeautiful andJulilly wanted to catch it in
her arms. But the row of trees ended in a stretch of

thick green grass. Shading it from every ray of sun
were three wide-spreading magnolia trees. Fresh,
white blossoms sprang from the heavy waxed leaves.
To Julilly they looked like the white linen napkins
from Missy Hensen's Big House hanging up to dry.
A gende fragrance filled theair.

Then, Julilly saw the Big House. She stared. It
wasnot at all like Massa Hensen's. Clean,white pil
lars rose in front of the largest house she had ever
seen. Theylooked asthough theysprouted from the
earth. And between them, in glistening white, were
rows ofsteps fanned out like a peacock's plume. Two
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white folks sat on the green lawn in wide frame
chairs. The man was tall and thin. Julilly especially
noticed that his hair was copper red and that his
sharp, trimmed beard matched it exacdy. His knees
were crossed and his high riding boots shone like
pools of muddy water. He flicked ariding whip and
laughed at a row of white geese parading over the
lawn. The woman was frail and sank back in

herchair into the fluffy billows of a pink dress.
Neither of them looked in the direction ofJulilly's
wagon. Theybarely noticed thefat man who walked
toward them until he said, "Mornin sir." The fat

man bowed slighdy andwaited.
"I see, Sims," drawled the man in the chair,

"you've bought usa sorry looltin parcel of slaves."
He glanced briefly at the chained Adam, Ben, and
Lester.

"Get them back to the nigger quarters and see
that they're ready for workin the mornin'."

"Yes sir." Simsbowed again. "Gooddayto yaall,
Miss Riley—MasterRiley."

The fat man backed away toward the slave wagon.
"So," Julilly thought to herself, "this is the Riley

plantation and he's theMassa same as Massa Hensen."
Then with a shock she realized that the fat man, Sims,

was the overseer. He was boss ofall the slaves.
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The wagon pulled backto athin road behindthe
Big House. Weeds and tangled brambles took over
between the trees. There was awide space attheend
of theroad, but no grass grew on it.The stomping
bare feet of hundreds of black folks had packed the
earth into a hard, bare floor.

It must be Sunday, Julilly decided, for all the
slaves were at home. She wondered if Sunday here
would be the same as at Massa Hensen's, a banjo
would be scrounged up and washing, cooking, and
visiting were done. Andmaybe, as atMassa Hensen's,
a banjo would be scrounged up and dancing and
singing would start.

The little children in thecart leaned eagerly over
the sides, perhaps expecting to find home and their
mammies.

But Julilly drew back into a corner. This wasn't
like Massa Hensen's slave quarters. There was no
laughter andalmost no talk. The old folks leaned idle
against the doors of two long rows of tattered huts.
The children, with legs scrawny as chicken legs, sat
scratching in the dust with sticks and feathers. They
had caved-in cheeks that sucked the smiles off their

tiny faces. At Massa Hensen's there hadbeengardens
around thehutsandahenscratching here andthere.
But here the huts were low and ugly. The doors
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sagged onbroken hinges and thewalls of logs spread
widewhere the mud chinking had fallen out

Therewas fear andaset, unspoken hatred in the
eyes of the slaves when fat, red-faced Sims strode
near them. He stopped between the cabin rows and
ran the pudginess ofhis hand over his oily-wet hair.

His jay-bird voice screeched. "Some of you lazy
niggers take these boys to the tool house and
unloose their chains. See thatthey're ready for work
in the mornin'." He kicked his heavy foot in the
direction ofAdam, Ben, and Lester.

Julilly's wagon stopped before a low building.
It was longer than the other huts.

"Take these babies, Grannie," he sneered at a

sullen old woman—dried up like a crinkly brown
leaf. She sucked at an empty pipe. A younger
woman came forward and carried them one by one
into the low house. They whimpered, and reached
afterJulilly but thewoman closed their mouthswith
herwide, blackhandand hurried them through the
sagging door.

Julilly began climbing off the wagon to follow
them.They were almost like herbabies now. Litde
Willie Brown broke loose from the wrinkled old

grannie and grabbed Julilly's skirt "Julilly," he
screamed.
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Sims scowled at the two of them with sudden

anger.

"Shut that baby's mouth, Grannie," he shouted
at the old lady.

She grabbed Willie withoneclaw-like hand and
shut his mouth with the other.

Sims' small eyes appraised Julilly.
"She's big for her age and strong. Put her with

the field niggers thatain't got families."
He stretched hiswhipin thedirection ofanother

long cabin. Julilly walked away from the children
toward an ugly, long shack and went inside. There
was light and air only from the open door and the
cracks in ihe wall. The small space of hard dirt floor
seemed packed withgirls, each oneclinging to a pile
of filthy rags. Julilly didn't look for Mammy Sally.
She didn't want to find her here.

There was an empty space beside a sullen,
hunch-backed girl. Even in the dim Ught, Julilly
could see ugly scars running down her legs and
across her cheeks.

"I'm Liza." A soft voice spoke from the deep
shadow against the wall.

Julilly satdown beside her.
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CHAPTER SIX

LIZA WAS THE ONLY ONE in thelong room of slave girls who
offered Julilly any kind of welcome. There was a
lisdessness about the others that was like sickness.

Liza reached up and touched Julilly's hand.
She pulled herdown beside her.

"You been snatched from your Mammy?"
she asked.

Julilly nodded. Then, for the first time since
leaving the Hensen plantation shebegan to cry. Fat
Sims couldn't watch her here. The others in the

cabin didn't care.

Liza sat quietly. Julilly's sobs were the onlysound
in the dark room. The hunch-backed girl drew closer
to herandwaited. It seemed along timebefore Julilly
wiped hereyes andwas still.
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"This isa no-good place," Liza muttered.
Julilly agreed. "You been here a long time?" she

asked. It was good talking to someone. In the jog
ging wagon, she mainly sang to the litde children.
Fat Sims didn't mind this, but he had scowled when

shetried talking with Lester orAdam.
Liza looked atJulilly closely before sheanswered.
"I came at cotton pickin time last summer," she

said, "sold and bought and throwed in here to live
like a pig." Her words were low and soft. Julilly had
to strain forward to hear.

Julilly wanted to ask more questions, but she
held back: she wasn't sure she wanted to know the

answers.

"You been lookin' at my bent-up back and
beat-up legs," Liza said blundy. She seemed to read
Julilly's mind.

"Old Sims likes to whip me," she went on. She
looked weary and rested her head on her drawn-up
knees. "I tried runnin away. I gotcaught. Old Sims
whipped me until I thought I was gonna die."

Julilly felt acoldness creeping over her. It squeezed
her throat and made her breathing come in jumps.

"The slaves at Massa Hensen's place feared it
here in Mississippi," sheanswered hernew friend.

Lizasuddenly relaxed.
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"You know what my Daddy said to me once.
He was a preacher where we used to live.

"Hesaid, 'Liza, thesoul isall black orwhite, 'pend
ing onthe man's life and notonhis skin.' I figures old
Sims got asoul like arotten turnip."

Both girls smiled.
A bell rang, starding thelisdess girls in thecabin

to action. They began wandering out of the door.
Julilly andLiza followed.

The bright sun was blinding after theshadows of
the cabin. Julilly squinted her eyes and thenopened
them wide.Shewondered ifshewas really seeing the
sight before her. Litde children, naked and glistening
in the sun, were running toward awooden trough in
the yard. A man poured corn meal mush into the
trough from a dirty pail. The children pushed and
shoved on hands andknees—sucking anddipping in
theyellow grain until there was nothing left.

Julilly stared with disbelief. She began looking
for little Willie and the other children who had

travelled with her in the wagon. But they weren't
there. They hadn't yet learned how to suck their
food from a trough like pigs. But Julilly knew that
they would soonor theywouldn't eat. She felt sick.
Now she understood why the slaves in Virginia
dreaded this place called "the deep South." Liza
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was right. This plantation was a no-good, rotten
place to live.

Liza yanked Julilly into the line ofolder boys and
girls. They gathered around a black washpot where
collard greens bubbled and steamed, and bits of fat
pork pushed tothe surface now and then. Each person
carried a gourd anddipped it in. Julilly shared Liza's
untilanoldwoman came along and handed herone.

There wasn't much talk. There was too much

hunger.
Julilly's gourd was empty and there was nothing

more to fill heraching stomach but a dipper full of
water.

There was no gaiety or bounce in the walk of
anyone around Massa Riley's slave yard, Julilly
noticed. At Massa Hensen's, on adayoff from work,
folks collected in litde groups to laugh and sing.
Here it was like ghosts being pushed around. The
slaves were as thin and frail as shadows.

Again Liza yanked Julilly by the arm. This time
shepulled herback to thecabin to take off herragged
tow shirtand put on a crocker sack full ofholes.

"What's this for?" protested Julilly.
"On Sunday we wash any ol' rags that we wear

for the rest of the week." Liza became sullen again.
She could have been taken for a bent old woman if
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one forgot to look at the smooth, black skin of her
face and heryoung, hurt eyes.

The girls dropped their dirty clothes intooneof
the washtubs in the slave yard andpunched them up
and down in the steaming water.

"Here's your 'battlin' stick,'" Liza said, handing
Julilly ahard solid stick. "Nowwejustputourshirts
on this bigol' block of wood and hit and batde the
dirt right out of them."

At last the miserable beaten rags were hung on
a rattan vine to dry.

THAT TO Julilly crept into the long, shabby cabin that
housed theslave girls whohad noparents. She lay down
beside Liza who shared herheap of rags. There was no
talking; everyone slept Julilly looked into the dark.
She was fearful of the morning, when Sims would be
back: Lizasaid thecottonin someofthe fields was ready
to be picked. She thought about the litde children,
about Adam, Ben, and Lester;and she wondered where

Mammy Sally was sleeping tonight
"Lord, helpus findeach otheragain," sheprayed

and went to sleep.
It seemed only a few minuteslater to Julilly when

a piercing bell clanged through the darkness. Liza
pulled her up by her arm and led her out of doors,
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where a fire was crackling below the black-leafed
trees. A lineofslaves passed before it Julilly followed.
Each one was given acorn cake and agourd of water
for breakfast. Silendy the line continued. This time
hands reached out for a pail. Looking inside hers,
Julilly sawthat it held another corncake and a cold
stripofbacon.

"Itsyour lunch," Lizawhispered; "don't eat it now."
The line went on—women, men, and children

all mixed up together. Next they all got crocker
sacks—low andbaggy—to fasten around their necks.
Julilly knew that before that day was done she'd fill
more thanone bag full ofwhitecottonbolls.

Julilly had been picking cotton for three years
now. The overseer at Massa Hensen's always said
how good she was—not breaking the branches off
the stalks when she pulled off the blossoms. She
coulduseboth hands to snatch at the bolls and put
them in the swinging sack around herneckwithout
dropping one upon the ground.

The line of slaves seemed endless to Julilly
as they strung along the field behind fat Sims.
He swayed back and forth on his horse, flipping a
cat-o'-nine-tails whip into the pink sky. Soon the
sunwould rise andburnup all the pink andcoolness
of the dawn.
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Julilly followed Liza. Shesawthat the girllimped
and that she bent forward, as though her backwas
trying to pushaway the burden ofhercrocker sack.

"Too many whippin's," a slave woman behind
Julilly said, pointingtoward Liza.

The sun still hadn't risen far when the picking
started.

Asharp cryat thefar endof thecotton row froze
Julilly's hands in mid-air. FatSims had dismounted
his horse and was flaying hiswhip over the backof
an old, white-haired man.

"He likes to beat at old folks and cripples like
me," Liza said in a lowvoice withoutlifting herhead.

Julilly saw that Liza couldn't reach the high
branches with her bent back, so she began pulling
the open bolls from the top branches—letting Liza
takeallthose at the bottom. Her newfriend gave her
a gratefulsmile.

The sun rose, white and hot, burning at
the nakedness of the ragged slaves. The face of Sims
glistened with sweat It dripped down from thewide
brim ofhis hat None ofthe slaves wore hats. There

was no shade for their heads.

Sims' anger rose with the sun. When the work
slowed, he used his whip. Julilly's fear of the man
turned todespair, and then tointense dislike. She had
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never disliked anyone as much as this fat, squint-eyed
Sims. She avoided looking at him. When he came
nearher sheworked steadily and triedto overshadow
Liza, who crouched beneath her, pulling cotton from
the lower branches.

Once Liza said after Sims had safely passed
beyond them, "Thatman thinks a slave is justlike a
work-horse. If you acts like a work-horse, you gets
along justfine. Ifyoudon't—it's the cat-o'-nine-tails
on your back."

The workwenton—picking, filling the crocker
sack—emptying it into baskets—stamping it down.
The small lunch and fifteen-minute rest seemed no

longer than the time it tookfora mosquito to bite.
The slaves still picked when twilight came, and

the red sun had slipped away to cool its fire under
the earth. The long walk back to the slave quarters
was silent, except for the shuffle of tired feet drag
ging through the dust.

Thatnight itwas as dark as asnake hole in thelong,
low cabin where Julilly and Liza lay on their heap of
rags on thehard dirtfloor. There wasn't a wisp ofwind
and the heat ofthe day stayed inside like aburning log.

Julilly ached with tiredness and hunger gnawed
wildly at her stomach. There had been only turnips
anda litde side meat served for supper. Theother slave
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girls along the floor slept heavily, but Liza was resdess.
Her hand reached outin thedark and touched Julilly.

"You isa friend," thecrippled girl whispered; "no
one else ever picked thehigh cotton that my poor ol'
back won't stretch to."

Julilly felt a strong urge to protect this beaten,
crippled giri, who had once tried to run away.
Allalone Liza had run into theswamp—waded into
thesticky water and slept with nocovering until Sims
tracked her down.

Julilly moved closer to her and began whispering
to herabout life at the Hensen plantation and the
sale to fat ol' Sims.

Eventually she repeated her mother's words
about Canada and the freedom that country held for
every slave. To her surprise Liza had heard about
Canada too,andthetwogirls talked dreamily before
drifting into sleep.
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THE HOT DAYS of cotton picking went on and on at the
Riley plantation. Since the day she had first jogged up
theelegant road withthe swaying moss hanging from
the giant oak trees, Julilly had not seen the fine big
house orMassa Riley orhis Missus. She knewonlythe
long, low sleeping cabin in the "nigger quarters," and
thecotton fields, where thebig branches shot outinall
directions with blossoming white bolls, popping out
like pure white feathers from athousand swans.

Sims' savage lashings became a part of every day.
So far, Julilly hadn't been touched. Her filled basket
of cotton at the end of every day always weighed a
hundred pounds. She saw that Liza filled hers too.
It was a fearful business to tote the baskets ofcotton

to the ginhouse for weighing and have Sims find
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themshort. The old people suffered most Twenty-
five lashes on the back with the cat-o'-nine tails was

theirpunishment if they didn't meet the measure.
Julilly sickened with each blow.
More and more she and Liza talked of Canada.

But they watched that no one listened. There were
whippings for any kind of talk of running away.
Sometimes, however, the other slave girls in their
cabin heard them and offered fearful words ofcaution.

"When I lived in Tennessee," one girl said, "my
Massa said that folks in Canada would skin a black

man's head, eat up all his children, and wear their
hair as a collar on their coats."

"I hear tell," another whispered, "it's so cold in
that countrythat the wild geese and ducks have to
leave therein thewinter. It's not a place for menand
women."

Another girl said, "Nothin but black-eyed peas
can be raised in Canada."

Julilly tried not to listen. She must keep her
mind on justone thought. Mammy Sally said this
country was a place where slaves were free andit was
a place where they would meet. It lay there waiting
beneath the big North Star.

Each night Julilly and Liza searched theshower of
stars in the black sky above the slave quarters until
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they found thebrightest one. It stood guard above the
row oflesser stars thatresembled a drinking gourd.

there was a sprinkle ofrain. Julilly and Liza
cooled their feet in a puddlebeside the tool house.

"Ifeel inmybones, Liza," Julilly almost laughed,
"that somethings happening around here today
that'sspecial. Ol' Sims ain't so mean."

The sullen pouton Liza's face shifted to a cautious
smile. It gave her a girl's look that had been locked
away in old-age misery.

"He maybehad an extrabucketful of breakfast,"
shechuckled openly.

Julilly warmed to this unexpected humour.
"You don't talk nasty like a snake's hiss," she

giggled quiedy. "Something sure is different with
this day."

The walk to the cotton field was eased by cool,
grey clouds that covered the sun, and the furrows
between the rows of cotton were soft with mud.

But Sims'good humour didn't last. He wassoon
shouting threats and warnings against a heavy rain.
Itdidn't come. Theclouds eased away as silent as big
bolls of cotton, and the sun shot out from under

theminto a blue patch of sky. The wet earth began
to steam and the black mosquitoes, dizzy with
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moisture, whined about Julilly's face. She couldn't
swat at them because herhands had to keep up the
rhythm of the picking.

Liza, bent down among the lowest branches,
swayed as though she mightbe sick.

"My back is givin' me misery," she muttered to
Julilly withoutlifting herhead.

The sun hadn't reached the top of the sky yet
and there was a rowof picking before the shortrest
and miserly bit of lunch. Julilly wondered if she
could bear the bugs and steaming sun a minute
longer. This, kind of wetheat soaked up all the air.

Suddenly there were sly looks along the cotton
rows toward the slave quarters, although the slaves
didn't stop picking. A strange white manwas walking
up the road toward Sims. Beside him was tall, thin
Massa Riley. Julilly knew him at once from his
copper-red beard. His hair of the same colour was
covered with a wide-brimmed hat

If the strange man was a plantation owner, he
didn't look or dress like one. He was dressed more

like aSunday preacher withalong-tailed jacket fully
buttoned and a white shirt, starched around the

collar. His stomach rounded out in front, but his

straight shoulders and brisk walk had Massa Riley
panting to keep up with him.
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Julilly felt no fear. If hewere buying slaves, there
could benoworse place to gothanRiley's. Buthewas
no ordinaryman, shewas certainofthis.

When Sims slacked hiswhip and strode toward
the man, the slaves slowed their picking ever so
slightly. The strange man bowed his head. It was
large and covered with thick brown hair, neady
combedstraight back from his forehead. He had a
reddish beard and a moustache, too.

Massa Riley's slow drawl hung heavy in the hot,
lisdess airandeveryword hesaid could beheard along
the cotton rows.

"This is Mr. Alexander Ross." He stretched his

words out slowly likestrands of taffy. "He's comeall
theway from Canada to studybirds in our beautiful
land of the South."

Julilly stiffened. Herwhole body seemed to shake.
The word "Canada" came like a streak of lightning,
knocking her offbalance. Liza straightened her back
and groaned with pain. She wanted to see this man
from Canada, too.

Mr. Ross bowed toward Sims. The two of them

stood almost an arm's length from Julilly.
Julilly stopped picking. She stared at

Mr. Alexander Ross, who appeared to be looking
at the slaves instead of seeking birds in the sky.

40



BARBARA SMUCKER

His eyes crinkled with good humour. Theywere like
Old John's eyes at Massa Hensen's plantation. One
minute they mourned fora manin misery—the next
minute they laughed like themerry tunes ofa fiddle.
Thesmall, cruel eyes ofol'Sims were always thesame.

Julilly had learned long ago from Mammy Sally
that it was easy to know the thoughts ofa white man
bythe look in hiseyes. A black manlearned to keep
histhoughts inside his head andpull theshades down
over hiseyes so thewhite mancouldn't see inside.

"I'm an ornithologist, Mr. Sims." The pordy
Canadian lowered a shotgun which he carried and
extended his right handto Sims. The handshake was
brief. "I want to make a thorough study of birds in
this area and I could use several of your slaves to
guideme."

Sims wasn't impressed. Hescanned thefield and
began picking at hisyellow teethwitha sharp twig.

"Guess youmight aswell choose themyourself,"
he scowled. "This is a busy time here, and I can't
spare more than twomen."

Massa Riley broke in. "Mr. Ross here hasenough
scientific names for birds to fill a 200-poundsackof
cotton." He viewed his guest with a measure of
pride. "At dinner last night, he had our guests
charmed with his talk."
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Julilly continued to stare. The manmustbefrom
Canada. His speech aswell ashisdress was different.
Hiswords came out clipped and fast. Theyjumped
along instead of running smooth together like those
of all the white men she had ever known.

"I'll let Sims here take care of all your needs."
Massa Riley bowed to Ross, waved good-bye and
walked away from the fields toward the Big House
and the cool green shade of the magnolia trees.

Sims' small eyes focused on Julilly.
"Get to work you nigger girl," he shouted. His

whip slashed down across her back. It pained like the
sudden sting ofa hundred bees. Julilly hadseen others
whipped, especially here at Massa Riley's, but she had
never had the lash come down on her. She bent over

and grabbed Liza's arm, preparing for another blow.
It didn't come. Mr. Ross grabbed Sims' upraised

arm and led him firmly down the cotton row.
Hewalked straight and fast, all the while pointing
to a far corner where a line of young men carried
baskets ofpicked cotton toward thegin.

Julilly doubled the speed of her cotton picking.
She was angry and she was afraid. Now that Sims
had picked her out as a slave who watched and
listened to white mens talk, he would not forget.
He would use hiswhip on her again.
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The sun glared with awhiteheat from the noon
day skies. Sims returned to pace up and down the
rows with his angry whip.There were cries hereand
there as he let it fall. Mr. Ross remained in the far

corner talking with the young men.
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THE COMING of Mr. Ross unsetded the slaves. Julilly felt
it like a spark, flitting up and down the rows of
cotton. There was something about the way the
heavy-chested Canadian hadgrabbed Sims' upraised
handwhen he aimed to strike her again that roused
a hope in Julilly's mind.

She couldn't talk with Liza. Sims was too close.

She began picking quickly, and when she thought it
safe, stuffed extra cotton bolls into Lizas low-slung
sack. Without moving her head, she could see
Mr. Ross talking with one slave and then another.
It was a long time before he finally walked from the
field with two of them.

The slaves he chose were Lester and Adam.

Julilly stopped picking for an instant just to watch.
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Big, fast-moving Mr. Ross from Canada hadchosen
Lester andAdam to help him look forbirds.

Julilly knew she must talk with Lester soon.
Sometimes on Sundays, she met him in the yard of
the slave quarters. He was always angry, but he
listened when she talked ofhome. Once she had told

himwhat Mammy Sally said about Canada. He had
listened hard then. Hiseyes were excited andhe had
given Julilly thatsame cautious look ofapproval that
came over his face the day she helped him from the
swamp in the rain.

"Don'tyoutalkaboutthisto no one—just to me
and to yourfriend, Liza," he hadcautioned.

Tomorrow was-Sunday. She would find Lester
and ask him about Alexander Ross.

Julilly and Liza finished picking their row. Far
ahead of them they could see the big Canadian
with Lester and Adam enter the PineyWoods and
disappear.

IT WAS DUSK when thepicking andweighing of the cot
ton was finished. Sims was nervous and uneasy as he
checked the scales. Mr. Ross was back and Lester and

Adam had been sentto carry baskets of picked cotton.
Mr. Ross held his shotgun loose. Thegrey wings ofa
dead mockingbird stuck outfrom a bag thathehung
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over his big shoulders. Even though he had been
tramping about most of the hot afternoon hunting
birds, bis thick brown hair and preacher-looking suit
were as neat and orderly as though he'd been sitting
under theshade trees of theBig House lawn.

He stood near Sims.

"Now tell me, Mr. Sims," he asked with his fast

clipped Canadian accent, "how much does each
slave pickduring the day?"

Sims mumbled an answer.

"An amazing crop." The Canadian patted his
great stomach and chest. "You know it's too cold in
Canada to raise cotton."

Sims perked up with this comment
"I heard tell," Sims grinned, his upper lipflattened

against his yellow, uneven teeth, "it's such a cold place
thatnothin but black-eyed peas can beraised there."

Julilly saw a smile flicker on thebig man's face.

JULILLY AND LIZA, with the other slaves, trudged back
along thedusty pathto theslave quarters with lighter
steps that evening. As though in some kind of cele
bration, a large black ketde swung over a crackling
flame in theyard. It bubbled with greens andsparse
strips of salt pork. There hadn't been greens to eat
since Julilly came to the Riley plantation on the first
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day. She reached inside her crocker bag for thegourd
thatshe always carried withher, ladled out a portion
for herselfand poured some for Liza intoatin plate.

"Without you, Julilly"—Liza raised her tired
head where she sat resting against the trunk of a
thick oak tree—"I'd starve to death."

THAT NHST in thelong slave cabin, all thegirls whispered
about Canada and Mr. Ross. Most of them knew

about the place. Word of it had crept along the
plantation "grapevines" intheplaces where they came
from—in Virginia and North Carolina. They shared
what they hadheard.

Liza knew the most. Usually shewas quiet and
sullen after the day's work, but tonight she felt like
talking. She hunched her crippled back against the
pile of rags to ease the constant pain.

"This countryis far away underthe North Star,"
she whispered hoarsely. "It's run by a lady named
QueenVictoria. She made a law there declarin' all
men free and equal. The people respects that law.
My daddy toldme that, and hewas a preacher."

A girl down the line named Bessie, whowas tall
andstrong likeJulilly, moved near Liza.

"How you knowwhere to find thatNorth Star,
girl?" she asked.
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Lizaanswered with certainty and precision. "You
look in the sky at night when the clouds roll back.
Right up there, plain as the toes on my feet, are
some stars thatmakes adrinking gourd." Nightafter
night Julilly andLiza had been watching it when the
stars hunglow, sparkling and glistening.

"The front endofthatdrinking gourd," Liza went
on, "points straight up to theNorth Star. You follow
that Then you get to Canada and you are free."

"Don't you talk so much, girl," Bessie's whisper
was sharp now and strained with fear. "Look what
happened toyou when you tried toget your freedom.
You got a bent back and your legs got all beat up.
I ain't lookin for no more whippin's than I already
get" She rolled onto her rags and was soon asleep.

Another girl near by crept close to Liza and
Julilly. She was a timid girl, hunched up like a litde
mousecaught in a corner.

"I'm afraid," she shivered. "I heard a man say
once that Canada is a cold country. Only the wild
geese can live there. I'm afraid to go. I'm always
afraid." She began to whimper. Julilly reached for
herhandandheldit until the girl went to sleep.

By nowtheother girls, sprawled along the floor,
were too drained and dulled by the daily work and
scant food to care or listen. Their exhausted bodies
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needed sleep. Like work-horses, they found their
stalls each night and fell exhausted into the heap of
tangled, ragged blankets.

But Liza hadn't movedfrom herhunchedposition
against thewall. She wasn't asleep. Julilly could see her
open eyes in thesoft moonlight that spread through
thecracks and open doorway of thecabin. Itwas late.
The only night sounds were the chirping of the
crickets.

Every muscle in Julilly's body ached. She
spread out flat on her back close to Liza, unable
to close her eyes. The thoughts in her head
jumped around like grasshoppers. Was Liza trying
to reach Canada and freedom when Sims tracked

her down?

Free, thoughtJulilly. Free must belike awhippoor
will that could fly here and there and setde where it
pleased ... free could mean to get paid for your work
like white folks... free was like the free black boy
who stood beside the tall Abolitionist on the road to

Mississippi and gave her water... if you were free,
youwouldn't bewhipped.

Julilly couldn't stop herthoughts.
She finally murmured to the silent, staring Liza.
"Liza." Julilly barely moved her lips. "You

thinkin of tryin to run away to Canada again?"
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She felt Liza's body twitch. Slowly thecrippled girl
slid tothefloor andputhermouth againstJulilly's ear.

"You is my friend, Julilly." She barely made a
sound. "What I is goin' to saymust not be told to
anyone."

Julilly noddedher head.
"Before thecotton isfinished bein picked, I am

gonna slip away from here some night."
"Are you afraid?" Julilly had to know.
"I am afraid, and I am not afraid." Liza's bony

fingers clasped Julilly's arm. "Like mydaddysaidto
me, 'Liza, in the eyes of the Lord, youis somebody
mighty important. Don't you ever forget that.'"

Julilly nodded again.
"I'mscrawny, Julilly, but I'm tough. I think the

Lord put that North Star up in the sky just for us
poor niggers to follow, and I intends to follow it."

Therewas a longsilence between them.
Finally Julilly said slowly, her heart beating so

fast she thought it might snap off from whatever
held it in her chest, "I amgoin with you, Liza. I'm
afraid and I'm not afraid, same asyou."
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JULILLY HAD ALWAYS looked forward to Sunday on the
Hensen plantation. It was rest time from work.
Sometimes a preacher came to an empty cabin that
the black folks called their church. There was

preaching and singing.
On Saturday nights there was dancing. Theslaves

went far back into the woods for this, to another

empty cabin. Massa Hensen didn't mind, so longas
he didn'thave to listen. Therewas plenty of ruckus
with Lester and Adam playing the fiddles and Ben
banging a setof bones. In herhair Julilly wore a red
ribbon which Mammy Sally scrounged up for her.
Shecoulddance longer than anybody there.

But things were different at Massa Riley's place.
He wouldn't allow a preacher, and Sims whipped
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anybody he found dancing. Mosdy everybody was
too tired andtoosickly to care. Sunday was washing
dayand cooking dayat Massa Riley's.

OH THIS SUNDAY. Julilly and Liza sat on the ground near
the boiling clothes ketde, beating their clothes witlf
batding sticks. They hadn't been able to talk at all
about last night's pledge. There were too many
peoplearound and therewas too much to do.

Julilly felt a new bond between them—stronger
than justbeing good friends. It was held tight bythe
promise to run away together. It was the most
solemn promise Julilly had ever made.

A lazy bee buzzed around her head. She reached
up to swat it, and saw Lester. He looked at her
steadily and made a motion that she should join
him. He shuffled past her without a word and
walked down thedusty path, turning behind a row
of cypress trees.

"Liza," Julilly whispered, "somethin's hap
pened. Lester wants to see me. Hold mystick. I'll
be right back."

"Lester looks upset." Liza had seenhim too.
Julilly walked quickly toward the cypress trees.

Lester was standing behind oneof them—impatient
and edgy. Julilly joinedhim.
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"I'll talk fast, Julilly," he said in his steady,
bitter way. "Massa Ross from Canada isn't here to
catch birds. He's here to help slaves escape to
Canada."

Julilly grabbed Lester's arm, but Lester moved
away from her.

"I don't want no one seein me talk to you.
Massa Ross is meetin' tonight with some of us in
the middle of the Piney Woods. It's gonna be
late—when most folks are asleep. Listen for three
calls of the whippoorwill, then walk to this tree.
You come and bring Liza. I'll take you to the
meetin."

Lester left her, walking fast toward the slave
quarters where the young men gathered. Julilly
returned to thewashing, taut and breathless. She whis
pered themessage tolizaatonce. Thehunched, bony
giri scarcely moved. She dropped the battling stick,
which scraped over thedust ahard, twisted branch of
oak, unyielding against theconstant whacks uponthe
dirty clothes.

"That stick seems as tough and skinny as you,
Liza." Julilly grabbed it up and began pounding
at the clothes. It was no good having the others
look at them right now. Liza was in some sort
of trance.
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When she looked up, though, the crippled girl's
eyes snapped and danced. They lit up her face until
there wasn't a scowl left.

Julilly stared. Liza must be about thirteen years
old—the same asher! She hadn't thought ofanyage
for this new friend of hers. She'd just seen a worn-
out,sullen, oldslave face onher, such asmany ofthe
other younggirls had.

"You lookhappy," Julilly said eventually, beating
hardwithherstick to make upfor Liza's not moving
at all.

"I am." Liza still didn't move. "I thought my
daddy was wrong. I thought theLord hadpassed me
by. Buthe hasn't. This time I'll have help in findin
my freedom. I'll have youand Massa Ross."

IN THE SHAOOW-fILLED MOONLIGHT that night, Liza and Julilly
layquieton theircabin floor. Theireyes were closed
and they didn't move. Honeysuckle sweetness from
the BigHouselawn drifted through the open door;
gende bird calls sounded from the cypress grove.
Theywaited and waited, wondering when the call
theywere listening forwould come.

The big girl, Bessie, near by, twisted about
and then sat up to swat a mosquito that circled
her head.
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"Oh,Lord, put Bessie to sleep," Julilly prayed.
Within minutes the biggirl did sleep.
Then they heard it—three soft calls of the

whippoorwill.
Swiftly andsilendy thegirls crept outofthedoor.

They were barefoot and the hard dirt of the slave
quarters made nosound. Lester's shadow spread over
theground near theline of trees, guiding them.

As they approached, they could see Lester put his
fingers over his lips. They didn't speak. Lester started
walking fast toward the Piney Woods and motioned
for the girls to follow.

Inside the woods, the thick, fallen pine needles
were soft to their feet There was no path. Lester
meandered dog-like around thetall trunks as though
sniffing hisway.

Theywalked deep among the trees untilthe tall,
guarding trunks enclosed them in an open space.
Mr. Ross was there with Adam and Ben.

"ThisisJulillywho I toldyouabout," Lester said
breathlessly to Mr. Ross. "And this girl is Liza. She
tried to escape once, but got caught. Massa Sims
lashed her almost to death."

Mr. Ross shook Liza's hand and then Julilly's.
Julilly hadn't expected this. It was a gesture of
friendship. It was like their hands made a bridge.
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Maybe, with this big man's help she could cross
over it into Canada.

Mr. Ross drew the group close together.
He spoke directly and forcefully. Julilly had to
strain to understand his Canadian speech.

"Lester has chosen you out of all the miserable
slaves onthis plantation," hesaid, "because hethought
you were theonly ones with thedesire and thecourage
to escape to Canada."

"That's right for me," Julilly answered gravely.
The others nodded their heads.

"Myconviction is that human slavery is such a
monstrous wrong that any measure is justified to
liberate asmany ofyou as possible."

Lester interrupted. "I think these folks should
know, Massa Ross, that you are one of those
Abolitionists who are helpin to free the slaves."

"That's right, Lester." Mr. Ross' eyes became
merry andhelaughed softly. "I've been called 'Negro
Thief,'-and in onetown inTennessee a sign was put
up which said, '$1,200 reward for theapprehension
of the Accursed Abolitionist' That was me."

His laugh eased thetension. Thecircle ofsturdy
pine trees closed about them like a sheltering arm.

Mr. Ross began speaking straightforwardly.
"This is a great risk you are taking to escape



BARBARA SMUCKER

bondage for freedom. None of it is going to be
easy. It won't even be easy when you get to
Canada."

He looked at each of them steadily and in turn
they methis eyes with lifted heads.

"It takes courage and determination and a
good deal of wit." His words were measured and
slow. "Ifyou don't think you can do it, I will
understand."

Julilly found it strange justto lookin theeyes of
a white man. How was she going to speak her mind
in front of one? She was glad for the night and the
darkness that covered all of them.

"I'm afraid, Massa Ross. But I don't want to be

whipped by Massa Sims one more time. Even a
horse shouldn't be whipped the way he whips us
slaves. MyMammy told me to join her in Canada
and I want to do this. I've got courage the sameas
she has."

"That's so, Massa Ross," Lester added. "She

helped me out of a swamp when the chain was
round my ankle."

Julilly was pleased that Lester remembered.
Sheknew Lester would never stay at Massa Riley's
place even if hewas whipped until he nearly died.
She didn't know about Adam. He was meek and
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gende. He mosdy liked to sing. But he had strong
arms and a proud head. His skin was as black as
Liza's. It faded into the night

Liza straightened her backand stood as tall as she
could. "The Lord has been speakin to me, Massa
Ross," she said simply. "He says to me 'You ain't
meant to be beaten. You is a woman same as Missy
Riley.' Bein black don't make me no animal. I gpt
eyes, and hands, and legs same asshehas."

Adam was the last to speak.
"Until I met you, Massa Ross," he murmured in

his soft, easy way, "I figured white folks had slaves
everywhere."

"Those are noble speeches, Liza andJulilly. You
are the kind of people we need." Mr. Ross stroked
back his thick, reddish hair. "The men have already
talked with me. Adam and Lester are certain that

theywant to go. Ben hasn't decided."
He drew the group closer together and began

giving them directions: they must not talk with
anyone else on the plantation about the planned
escape—they must meet at this same spot next
Saturday nightand beready to leave—Lester would
give the whippoorwill call again—Lester would be
with Mr. Ross all week getting instructions while
they hunted for birds—Liza and Julilly would let
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Lester cut theirhair anddress as boys in the woods
after they left—their dresses would be thrown in
the swamp water.

The eerie call of a hoot owl echoed through the
tense, shadowy night The slaves and Mr. Ross took
it as awarning that they should return to their sleep
ing quarters. They parted in three directions, the
girls following Lester onhis zig-zag path through the
PineyWoods.



CHAPTER TEH

ON THEIR ROW OE COTTON thenext day, Julilly andLiza kept
their heads low and didn't talk. They worked hard,
fining and refilling thebig basket at theendof their
row with soft, white cotton bolls from the gunny
sacks slung about their necks. They didn't want to
anger Sims. When they saw Lester or Adam, they
pretendednot to notice them.

There was no more Canada-talk in the long
cabin where they lived. At night when the others
slept, theytriedto sleep too.

"We need to build up our strength," Liza told
Julilly. "We need all the sleep we can get."

Julilly couldn't seem to keep her feelings tucked
inside as Liza did. Her heart jumped like a scared
rabbitEverything around seemed sharp. Thefirefly's
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flickering turned to hot bright sparks. Grasshoppers
scraped the air when they leaped. Their litde eyes
bulged. Droning cicadas cackled, and cackled, and
CACKLED.

"Keep prayin," Liza toldher.
She did.

The two girls began storing things away on a
highdark shelfof the cabin—extra hoecakes, their
winter shoes. Massa Ross promised to find the
boys' clothes. Lester would have thescissors to clip
theirhair. On the nightbefore leaving theywould
stuff their crocker sacks with the few belongings
that they ownedand hangthem overtheirbacks as
knapsacks.

The heavy dank heat of August pressed down on
the Riley plantation. Thick air hung over every
thing, filled withmagnolia fragrance and the crazed
whine of mosquitoes. Sweat trickled over the face
of the angry Sims. He whipped at the old and
the young without reason. Misery was everywhere—
everywhere but on the cool greenness and the
pillared whiteness of theBig House. The Big House,
poised, serene and stately, ignored theslave quarters.

On Saturday, there were puffs of clouds in the
sky. The flies stung and swarmed, as before a rain.
Julilly and Liza watched with fear. If a storm blew
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up, would they go? If the clouds piled high, could
theyseethe North Star?

All day long they picked in the cotton fields.
There was no sun and the air was windless. Before

weighing started in the late afternoon, Lester
appeared with Mr. Ross. The kindly gentleman
was as calm and neady dressed as on the first day
of his arrival. This time his bag for birds bulged
with specimens.

"Ah, there you are again, Mr. Sims," he called
out with a jovial smile. "I've had an excellent day.
There are unbelievably rare and beautiful birds in
thisgreat land."

Sims looked with disdain at thebag ofspecimens.
Julilly watched Lester. Witha quick look, he moved
his head slighdy up and down three times. They
would go! Even if it rained and the clouds blotted
out every star, theywould go!

Julilly lifted herhead andstood tall andstraight
Thiswas the last time shewould stand shaking and
grovelling before Massa Sims, waiting for him to
weigh her basket of stamped-down cotton. This was
thelast time Liza would bewhipped andkicked like
some worn-outdog.

The twogirls walked one behindthe other down
thepath from thecotton fields to theslave quarters.
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They were silent, but their thoughts were a cord
binding them closer andcloser together.

When night came, a twisting wind blew the
clouds away. It swirled and tussled through the tall
pines and then died in some distant field. The
slaves grumbled. Rain would have given them a
day of rest from the heat andthe fields. For Julilly,
Liza, Lester, and Adam it was a blessing straight
from the Lord. The Big Dipper appeared above
them, as faithful as the rising sun, and the North
Star sparkled.

"The North Stars been polished by the wind
and the rain," declared Julilly to Liza as they
hurried to the sleeping cabin before the other girls
arrived. They stuffed their meagre supplies into the
sturdy crocker sacks, rolled them tight andcovered
themwith the blanket-rags on the floor. Then they
laydownand put their heads on top of the pile.

"Close your eyes like you're already asleep," Liza
murmured to Julilly as the other slave girls began
to drift through theopendoor. Therewas litde talk,
for the day had been long andhard. Julilly felt for
Liza's bony, rough hand.Slowly bodies fell silentall
overthe room, and the night sounds took over.

Julilly found it hard to keep still. Her legs wanted
to twistabout Her arms felt like flinging themselves
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upwards. She clamped her teeth together to keep
from shouting: "Let's go, Liza. Let's gp!"

She squeezed her friend's hand. The return
pressure calmed her. No matter what happened, no
matter ifMassa Riley gotbloodhounds tochase them,
she would help Liza, and Liza would help her. And,
aboveall,Lizaseemedcertain that the Lordwason her

side this time. Julilly almost relaxed into sleep when
the whippoorwill song sounded faindy three times.
Thegirls lifted their heads slowly, quiedy reached for
their blankets, andsoundlessly walked from thecabin
door. Lester was standing by thecypress trees as
before. They followed himalong the roundabout path
in the woods, but this time he went faster and there

were more twists andturns. Julilly knewwhy. Ifblood
hounds began sniffing their trail, it would take them
longer to windaround the trees.

Massa Ross stoodas lasttime, splendidly dressed
and neady combed and brushed. He didn't seem
fearful, even though Liza had told Julilly that he
could behanged for helping themescape. His filled-
out chest and big stomach seemed to give him
strength.

Adamwas there, sitting on the ground, waiting
and tense—fox-like—ready to spring. But therewas
no signof Ben.
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Massa Ross asked them to stand close around

him. His voice was lower and softer than before.

He clasped each of their hands and said,
"The difficulties and dangers of this route and

the inevitable pursuit for weeks by human foes and
possibly bloodhounds require the exercise of rare
qualities of mind and body. Each one of you has
these. You have foresight and great courage."

Julilly liked the sweep of his fine words, even
thoughshecouldn't understand all of them.

Quickly, however, he changed his style. He
looked about thecircle of trees and listened for many
minutes to thestrange night sounds. When hespoke
next onlythe four of themcould possibly hear.

"You will start at midnight," he said. "Then
everyone will be asleep. I have given Lester a
watch so that he will know when the time comes.

Make it to the swamp just ahead and wade
through the low water in your bare feet This will
kill the scent of tracks. Bloodhounds lose their

scent in water."

He paused again for a briefmoment to listen.
"Tonight you will follow the great Mississippi

River north. It will guide your feet and the North
Star above will guide youreyes."
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He began talking more quickly. The moon was
nearing the height of its climb across the sky.

"By all means, stay together. Lester will be your
guide. Trust him. I have given him many directions.
You will travel bynightand sleep by day. When you
cross the border into Tennessee, I will be there.

Pretend you don't know me and don't be astonished
at my face, for my beard will be shaved."

He stopped talking and handed each of them
two dollar bills, a knife and some cold meat and

bread. ToJulilly and Liza hegave a pair of pants and
a shirt.

"Change these after you cross the swamp," he said.
"Let your old clothes float on the water. The slave
hunters might think you have drowned. Lester has
scissors to clipyour hair short."

He shook hands with each of them, clasping
them tightly.

"Now I must go back to the Big House.
Tomorrow I leave for another mission in Columbus,

Mississippi. Bless you."

He walked swiftly away from them through the
shadow-filled forest.

"Massa Ross isa good man." Julilly spoke for all
of them.
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When they could no longer hear his footsteps,
Julilly, Liza and Adam turned to Lester.

"Put everything he gave you in yourcrocker sack
and fasten it to your back," he said. There was no
expression on Lester's face, but Julilly saw fear and
excitement in his eyes.

He looked at the watch, round and smooth in

hishand. It was time to go.
"No one is huntin' for us tonight," Lester said.

"Wegot to cover a lot of ground."
Julilly glanced at Liza. Her headwas down, and

her backwas bent, which meant that it was already
hurting her.

"I'm gonna walk by Liza," Julilly stated firmly.
"We've agreed to helpeach other."

"You take the rear, then, Adam." Lester seemed

to agree and theystartedoff.
Theground was dryandsoft fora stretch and then

thewetness came. Thelank swamp grass whipped their
legs and their feet sank deep into the oozing mud
beneath. Julilly grabbed adrooping willow branch with
one hand to keep her steady, with the other hand she
held Lizas arm, guiding thebent girl along beside her.

Julilly was grateful for thesoftmoonlight. It illu
mined dead branches jutting from the water and
water-knees protruding from the tall swamp cypress.
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Twice she felt the shell of a turde slip under
her feet

"I hope those old alligators and water-moccasins
aresleepin' tonight like they aredead," Julilly whis
peredto Liza.

"Don't putyour mind on things such as that," Liza
whispered back. "And don't forget, no bloodhound
cansmell ourscent through this ol' swamp water."

Atlasttheground became more solid. Then it was
dryagain. Now was the time for Julilly and Iiza to
change into their boys' clothes and throw the worn
tow shirts on top of theswamp water. Lester quickly
dipped their hair with scissors from his knapsack.

There was no time at all to giggle over their
changed appearance. Lester was impatient to go on.
Already they could hear the flow of the great
Mississippi River. None of them hadseen it before—
but Massa Ross had told them how it would sound

and how it would be muddy and fast-flowing and
how they would walk north along its banks away
from the runningcurrent

When they came to the shores of the river,
theystopped. It was an awesome sight. As faras they
couldsee, mud blackwater rolled pastthem—broken
now and then with eddies and splashes that caught
silver fromthe moonlight
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Adam bent down and eased his hand into the

water.

"It's warm and gende-like," he smiled. "It holds
no harm for us, and I smell catfish in the wind that

blows right out of it"
"That's good to know, Adam." Lester paced

nervously along theshore, looking upstream. "We'll
remember about those fish later. Tonight we have
bread and cold meat for our meal." He started

walking ahead through the dry canebrakes and
tangled shrubs, expecting theothers to follow.

Julilly watched Liza hunched against the trunk
of a sheltering willow. Her face showed pain.

"We're goin' to rest a bit, Lester," Julilly stated.
"And Liza and I are goin tohave apiece ofourbread
and a drink of that catfish-smellin' water."

Lester waited ahead ofthem on a dry log. Adam
cooled his feet in the rushing river. Liza closed her
eyes gratefully, accepting the piece of bread and
gourd ofwater thatJulilly offered her.

It was a short rest

"We're ready now." Julilly stood and reached for
Liza's hand, pulling her slowly to her feet

"I'm leading us back a ways from the river,"
Lester called. "The trees are thicker and the brush is

thinner."
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They walked on as before, Lester in the lead,
Julilly and Liza between them, and Adam behind,
humming softly and making a rhythm for their
steps. There was no stopping now. The running
waters of the Mississippi filled their ears, and the
North Star gleamed above them.

Not untilthenight began melting into the black
earth and a streak of pink rimmed the eastern sky
did Lester stop. The giant trunksoftwo fallen pines
blocked their path. Underneath the solid logs was a
rippling brook of clean water, andbeside it ahollow
place almost hidden by the rotting limbs.

"This iswhere we eatandwhere we sleep," Lester
yawned, finally exhausted. The others agreed. They
ate slowly, putting aside a portion for the nextday's
mealJulilly passed hergourd from oneto the other.
The water theydipped upwithit was cold andsweet
and there was plenty.

"Adam and I will take turns staying awake on
guard until sunhigh." Lester's eyes followed the
widening pinkstrip along thesky. "Then, Julilly, you
and Liza will watch until sundown."

"Thank the Lord thatwe've hadone safe night"
Liza bowed her head briefly. "I ask you, God, keep
special watch onus tomorrow when Massa Sims finds
outweare gone, and starts out lookin for us."
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The others were silent

Julilly and Liza crawled into.the hollow place
beneath the logs and slept. Theywere too exhausted
to saya word.

At sunhigh, when Lester shook Julilly's shoulder,
she satupfrightened andconfused. Hadshe overslept?
Was Massa Sims ringing themorning bell on theplan
tation? Whywere her feet sosore and bruised?

Then she saw Lester's drawn, tired face and she

knew where she was. It was her turn to watch and soon

it would be Lizas. Adam lay face down on the soft
grass beneath a sheltering willow near thefallen logs.

"If you hear any noise at all, you wake me,
julilly." Lester rubbed his long fingers over his eyes
to smooth out the tired lines.

"You can trust me, Lester," she answered.

"And when the sun goes down, we'll eat Adam
caught some catfish—just like he said. He cleaned
and skinned them." Lester smiled.

"Someone will see if we start a fire to cook

them."Julilly wasalarmed.
"Massa Ross told me how to do it," Lester

answered calmly. "He said, builda fire in a clear place
far away. Then watch. If nobody comes, just lay
whatever you catchon the hot coals. When they die
down, the fish is ready to eat."
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Julilly smiled too. She settled herselfonascattering
of dry pine needles, behind a tangle of brambles and
dead limbs and waited. Liza looked bent and shrivelled

lying asleep near by.Twice she moaned, butdidn't wake.
"I'm strong enough to watch for both of us,"

Julilly decided. "She better rest her aching back."
A mockingbird sailed through the sky, then

perched above her and sang its own clear song.
A gende deer walked serenely to theriver's edge and
dipped its head for a long drink.

It was peaceful to sit so quiet But it didn't last
The deer jerked itshead upright It listened and then
ran back among thetrees. The mockingbird chirped
amixed-up song of many birds, then sped away.

Julilly sat tense. Softly at first and then louder
came the cry of baying dogs. Bloodhounds!
Somehow their scent had been found and they or
other slaves like them were being followed. Lester
heard too. He shookAdam.Julilly called Liza.

"Pack everything in your bags." Lester spoke
quickly. "Roll up your pants, and we'll walk north,
straight through the middle ofthisstream. It will kill
our scent."



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE DAYS AND NIGHTS strung together for Julilly, Liza,
Lester, andAdamlikea looped rope withoutanend.
When theyheard dogs barking orsaw menon horse
back, they waded through the watersoaked land of
theswamps. When thesunshone they fell exhausted
in somedank shelter or beneath dry canebrakes and
thorn-covered thickets. Their clothes were torn

and dirty, their feet were scarred and blistered with
insect bites and they were always hungry. One day
they found only pecans andhickory nuts to eat.

When it was safe and there was time, Adam and

Julilly hunted for swamp rabbits and fished for
catfish. Liza kindled small fires with flint and spunk
that Massa Ross had given her. Lester charted their
course. He studiedthe stars on clear nightsandwhen
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it rained and there were clouds, he felt for moss that

grewon the north side of the forest trees.
"How we gonna know when we've reached

Tennessee?" Julilly asked onenight as they talked of
Massa Ross and how much they needed him.

"I can read." Lester spoke bluntly.
"No slave I ever heard ofwas allowed to read. You

isjusttellin a lie, Lester." Liza gave him adark lookand
lapsed into one of her sullen moods. "One time my
daddy bought himselfaspellin bookwith some money
hesaved from sellin' apples. You know what happened
when the Massa found him lookin at that book?"

Julilly didn't want to ask. Sheknewthe answer.
Liza went on. "Massa grabbed that book and

threw it in an open fire. Thenhe said, 'No nigger of
mineisgoin' togetuppity andtryto read.' He tiedmy
daddy's hands to a tree andstripped him to thewaist.
Then he got hiswhip andgivehim fifty lashes. I had
to watch. His blood ran all over the ground. I loved
my daddy."

"It's no lie. I canread." Lester stood upandturned
away from the threedoubtful faces. "On the Hensen
Plantation, one of the house slaves could read and

Massa Hensen knew. He taught me to read and the
Massa knew that too. He just made us promise never
to tell anybody—not even Missy Hensen."
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They sat for a moment on a dry log near the
muddy banks of the Mississippi. They ate cold fish
which had been cooked before sundown.

"Soon we'll cross into Tennessee," Lester said.

"I'll see a sign beside the river when we get there,
Massa Ross said. Then wewait until night—maybe
two nights. Massa Ross will come with a cart on
the nearest road. We listen for three calls of the

whippoorwill andthenwe meethim."
"He might not come." Adam spoke gendy.

Usually hewas silentWhen he did speak, the others
listened carefully.

"Why you say that,Adam?" Julilly asked.
"Adam's right." Lester answered quickly. "He

might not come. If something happens to him, he
promised to send anotherman."

"How we gonna trust a man we've never seen
before?" Liza was bentover, resting herhead on her
knees. She was tootired to look up.

"There's a password," Adamsaid again verysoftly.
"We say to thismanwho gives the bird call, 'Friends
witha friend.' He answers the same thing and then
we trust him."

"Friends witha friend." Julilly repeated the pass
word to herselfover and over again. A mean, hateful
manwould never makeup suchwords, shedecided.
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She would trust whoever said it

"I don't trust no white man," Liza muttered to
herself.

The stars were bright that night and there were
only the night sounds oflapping water, croaking frogs,
and thehollow, chilling hootof an owl. Theywalked
near the river.

Julilly locked Liza's arm through hers. She could
bear her friend's weight as well as her own. The long
night walks were making her legs stronger. But Liza
grew thinner and weaker. Lester, especially, was
uneasy with her.

"Lester won't slow down for nobody." Julilly knew
this inher heart. "Lester will fight and protect usfrom
slavecatchers, but he won't slow down."

Julilly listened to the plodding steps of gende
Adam behind her. "Adam and I will carry her if she
gets more sickly," Julilly reassured herself and
walked steadily forward along the path that Lester
made for them.

It was still dark when the four of them came at

last to asign printed onalarge highboard beside the
river. Lester read aloud—TENNESSEE.

They stopped beside it The open road settled
far enough into the canebrakes, so that anyone
passing by would neverguess they werethere. Two
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men on horseback galloped by, one on either side
of the road. The moonlight outlined their figures.
One of them was fat andcarried awhip; the other
one had a gun.

The four slaves sat immobile as stunned rabbits

until the sound of hoof-beats disappeared. Adam
was the first to speak.

"That fat man sure did look like Sims."

"He could be Sims," Lester agreed. "The wayhe
beat hishorse andwaved hiswhipmade mewonder."

"We'd best stay right where we are for a long
time," Liza cautioned.

Julilly heard another noise. It was the clatter of
wagon wheels. It might be Massa Ross. If the fat
man was Sims and he turned around and rode back,

he would recognize him! The four of them shared
the same thought without speaking it They moved
farther back into the canebrakes.

The wagon came closer. When it reached the
Tennessee sign, it stopped.There wassilence. Then,
three soft calls of the whippoorwill filled the air.
It was their signal; but they had to be certain with
the possibility ofSims so near.

Julilly knew at oncewhat shehad to do.
"Listen," she whispered to the others, "if it's

somebody trickin us from the Riley plantation,
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they'd right away knowLester and Adam andmaybe
Liza with her bent-up back. They wouldn't know
me. I'm just a big, tall nigger boy the way I'm
dressed now. I'll go first"

Lester hesitated, thennodded hisapproval.
Julilly took a deep breath like she was going

to jump into the Mississippi River, and walked
into the open.

She stood at the edge of the road and spoke
hoarsely.

"Who is you?" Hervoice quivered. She couldn't
risk revealing the password.

"Friends with a friend," the man on the wagon
answered. It wasn't Massa Ross, but this man knew

theright password. Liza, Lester, and Adamcame from
the shadows. The man relaxed the reins and leaned

over the side to see them better. He was brisk and

small. It was hard to see his head because a wide-

brimmed hat covered most of it. His lips smiled
kindly above awhite looped-over collar.

"You are the friends of Mr. Ross," he said simply.
"The good manhas been put in prison in Columbus,
Mississippi, and we pray no harmwill come to him.
I've been sentin hisplace."

"Oh, Lord, helphim," Liza prayed aloud.
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"Massa," Lester interrupted, "two slave-hunters
just passed by this way goin north. We think they
arefrom our place—the Riley plantation."

"Then we must hide you at onceand talk later."
The litde man jumped to the ground. He threw
back a large canvas that covered the wagon.
Underneath was a thick layer of fresh straw.

"You must crawl under the straw toward the

centre." He spoke swiftly like someone familiar with
his task. "Then I will cover you with the canvas. If
wearestopped, remain silent. I will do the talking."
The kindly smile remained on his lips.

Julilly and Liza crawled in first and lay close
together. Lester and Adam followed. It became
pitch black when the litdedriver pulled the canvas
over them.

"I can't see your face," Liza whispered.
Julilly didn't answer. She was grateful thatLiza was

there. She wondered about the small man who drove

the wagon. Was he one of the Quaker Abolitionists?
Would theslave holders catch him too andput him
in jailwith Massa Ross?

"Don't talk at all," Lester cautioned all of them.

Thewagon jogged along theroad. Thestraw was
softand sweet smelling, but Julilly's stomach ached
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with hunger. There hadbeen no time that night to
hunt for food. Even if the litde man had bread for

them, they couldn't stop now to eatit
The rocking wagon and the soft hay tempted

Julilly to sleep, but hunger kept her awake, even
though her tired legs and arms felt like they were
sleeping separate from the rest of her.

The clopping sound of menon horseback anda
sudden joltofthewagon unsetded the four fugitives.
Lester whispered,

"Don't move even if the canvas is pulled back.
If they find us, jump over the side of the wagon
andrun for the woods. They won'tshootwith their
guns, theywantus alive!"

Julilly and Liza locked theirarms together.
A loud, harsh voice called out.

"You Quaker Abolitionist, pullyourwagon over
by the side of the road. We're huntin' this road for
runaway slaves from the Riley plantation. We figure
this is the waythey'd be comin toward the North."

The voice didn't belong to Sims. Julilly said a
grateful prayer for this. But it was someone sent by
Sims andhe was looking for the four ofthem.

"The devil with you Quakers and your wide-
brimmed hats. Nigger lovers, that's what youare, the
whole parcel of you." The gruffvoice came closer.
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There was the scuffling sound of two horses.
Julilly knew it was the two men they had seen
moments before.

"What do you want of me?" the small driver of
the wagon asked clearly in a strong voice.

"We want to know if you've seen four slaves—
two menand two girls—along this road tonight?"

"No." The Quaker didn't hesitate. "I haven't
seen two men and two girls anyplace along
this road."

It's a lie he's tellin', Julilly thought, and then
checked herself. He wasn't lying, he had seen two
men and two boys running out of the woods.
That's what he thought he had in his wagon.
Mr. Ross was a smart man to have them dress in

boys' clothes.
"I don't trust oneword youstealin Abolitionists

say." The man on the horse began talking louder.
"Didyou know thatthenew Fugitive Slave Act, just
passed by Congress, lets the slave owners retake
human property in anystate—north or south."

"I am well aware of this cruel and unjust act,"
the wagon driver replied quiedy.

"Unjust, you say." Now the slave catcher was
shouting. "People like you can be put in jail and
fined $1,000 for justgivin a fugitive a meal."
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Julilly shuddered. How could they ever escape?
They could even behunted nowin the free states of
the North.

"We better see what this farmer has in his

wagon." The other horseman finally spoke. "Get
down and turn back the canvas on thatwagon!"

Julilly heard their driver jump from his seat to
the ground.

"You canseethat it'shay I carry to my cousin in
the next town." The Quaker continued to speak
softly as he slowly pulled back the canvas from a
corner of the wagon.

Julilly gripped Liza's arm. She didn't move, butshe
didopen her eyes. Praise theLord, it was still dark!

"It is hay." The second horseman spoke quickly.
"We'd better be ridin back to the river before

daylight breaks. Those niggers hide themselves in
the daylight"

They rode away without another word.
The litde driver pulled the canvas back over the

wagon. He leaned over it.
"When daylight breaks," he said to the four

slaves wholay tense andshaken under thehay, "we'll
stop in a deserted barn along the wayandhave our
breakfast"
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DAYLIGHT PEELED AWAY the shelter of darkness.

"This cart is a movin trap," Liza finally said to
Julilly. Thecart jogged faster, throwing them forward
and backward with each bump in the road.

Now that the day had come, noises surrounded
them—horses' hoofs, clattering carts, talking
people. This nearness to danger pressed against the
slaves. It was suffocating, like thedryness of thehay
and the dryness in their throats.

"I needs a longdrink of water," Adam muttered
from the far end of the wagon.

"You just forget water," Lester hissed crossly.
"Hear those dogs barkin. The slave catchers have
them sniffin alongour tracks. If weweren't above
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the ground, joggin' along in this oldwagon, they'd
be bitin at our heels right now."

Julilly listened. Far away there were high-
pitched animal howls just as Lester said. Hunting
dogs let loose on aman's scent couldn't bestopped
any more than a bumble bee swarming over the
sweetness of a blooming magnolia tree. Julilly
knew this.

Suddenly the cart slowed its speed. It swerved
abrupdy onto a rougher lane which they could tell
was narrow because tree branches scraped against
the wagon's sides. The wheels splashed through
shallow water, and then thewagon stopped.

There was need for speed because thelitdedriver
jumped from his seat and ripped the canvas from
the can.

"You mustall come outof thehayatonce," hesaid,
"and hide inside thebam here." His voice was urgent

Julilly stood up, brushing the hay from herhair
and face. The freshness of the air and the brilliance

ofthe sun were sudden joys shecould not conceal.
"Liza, oh look!" she cried.

A swift moving stream sparkled beneath them.
An old barn snuggled near by in a tangle of vines
and gnarled tree limbs. It seemed to be waiting for
them with an open door.
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"My ol'body justwon't untangle." Liza sattwisted
in the hay.

Julilly bent down and lifted her friend from the
wagon. It was no effort at all. Shecould carryLiza!
Lester wouldn't have toworry about anybody slowing
themdown again.

"I seem to be growin strong as a horse," Julilly
laughed.

"I'm shrunk up poorly as a dried cricket," Liza
scowled.

They joined Lester and Adam beside the stream
and the four of themdrankgreedily.

The litde Quaker paced nervously beside them.
"You must come inside the barn." His voice

remained gende but firm. "I must be on my way
soon. If we are tracked down here there is no way I
can protect you."

They followed him inside the barn. It was sweet
smelling and dry. Someone had covered the floor
with new-mown hay. They had made it ready
for them. There was a bundle offood near the door.

The litde driver drew all of them close to him

beside an open window. He placed a round glass
object on the flat window-sill. Ablack needle quivered
inside it He showed them how the needle always
pointed north—the sameas the North Star.
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"Iamleaving this compass with you," heexplained
andhechipped it slighdy with his knife a litde east of
north. "You must not go straight north, it is too
dangerous. Follow the needle east until you come to
theCumberland Mountains nearthecityofKnoxville.
In the mountains there are caves for shelter and Indian

paths to guide you."
The fugitives listened carefully. Julilly repeated

the strange names over andover in her mind.
The litde man pushed his wide-brimmed hat

back from the shadows ofhis face. For the first time

Julilly noticed hisbushy grey eyebrows and deep-set
kindly eyes. He talked about mountain ranges they
would cross and cities they would come to. He
believed they were going to get to Canada. All four
of them needed this faith in their venture. They
drew closer to him, more hopeful than they had
been since leaving Massa Ross. The kindly man
looked into the faces ofeach of them, as they stood
quietand expectant around him.

"I justwish I could take youright to the border
of Canada." There was unexpected fervour in his
voice. "Slavery is a horribleevil."

He pulled a round, sturdy watch from his
pocket—then checked theposition ofthesunin the
sky. He became nervous again andspoke quickly.
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"The mountains will take you into Kentucky to
thecityof Lexington," hesaid. "Here youcan follow
the railroad tracks by night They lead straight north
to thecity of Cincinnati in Ohio to thehome of Levi
Coffin. Don't forget his name. He is the 'president' of
theUnderground Railway."

The Underground Railway? Julilly was puzzled.
Had these Abolitionists builtaroad under the ground
that led all the way to Canada? She would have to
remember to ask Massa Levi Coffin about this.

"Godbless each ofyou," the litdeQuaker called
ashe ran to hiswagon.

The four slaves watched him leave. He had given
them hope and a safe place to stay. His can of hay
bumped up and down on thesmall, deserted road.

THE EOUR OE THEM felt almost gay as Lester opened the
bundle of food. Bread, cheese, and dried venison

lay before them. A ray of sun from the broken
window spread overit with golden warmth. Lester
gave each of them a portion and tied the remain
der inside the bundle again. They walked about
the barn swinging their arms and legs. For one day
and one night this barn was their home. It had
walls and a roof. And a blessed flow of fresh water

ran before their door.

97



BARBARA SMUCKER

"A gift, straight from the Lord," Liza declared.
"No hound dogisgonna sniffourscent overthis

rushin water," Adam laughed.
Adam found an old pail. He turned it overand

began beating a small rhythm with a stick. Julilly
caught the swing of a song in it and began to
dance. Liza didn't smile, but she clapped her
hands, swaying back and forth with the rhythm.
Lester, sitting in a corner, was thoughtful but not
displeased.

"Before the sun sets we should catch some fish,"

Adam said, laying down hispail and walking to the
door. Lester joined him.

"We'll go across the stream, where the trees are
thick," he said. "Nobodycan see us there."

"It would be safer ifyoudidn't cross the stream,"
Julilly called out to them.But theydidn't heat They
were already splashing through thewater.

Julilly watched the gold sheet of sun stretch
across the barn wall. The fresh hay felt soft against
her feet She thought ofwashing herclothes in the
flowing stream andlaying them in the sheet ofsun
to dry.

"If you've gpt to wear rags"—Julilly could hear
Mammy Sallys voice singing these words wayback
at Massa Hensen's place—"keep them dean."
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There was quiet when the men left. Julilly and
Liza pushed the hay into a corner.

"We've got a bed," they laughed together.
They found a board and propped it on some

logs to make a table. They put the bundle of food
carefully beneath it.

"We've gotusa house fit fora fine Missy." They
sangthe words together.

The rushing stream swallowed the man noises of
theroad. Only theclear song ofa mockingbird could
be heard above its rippling. Even the wind, playing
through theleaves, was quietThere was no crackle of
branches to tell where Lester and Adam had gone.

It didn't seem real when the yelping noise of
hound dogs entered the safety of the sun-drenched
barn, shooting through the air like an arrow. Julilly
cried out against it She andLiza grabbed thebundle
of food and the compass from the window ledge.
They crawled into a far corner ofthebarn andbegan
scratching at the hay to pull it around them.

The yelping came to the edge of the stream.
There were scuffs and pounding of horses' hoofs.
The mockingbird flew away, leaving the slty for
a moment empty of its song. But the emptiness
filled with thecries andshouts of menand ofwhips
cracking into the playful leaves.
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Julilly sobbed. Liza's sore back tightened. A cloud
erased the sheet ofsun.

The hound dogs splashed into the water. They
mixed lapping water with nervous yelping. Their
swinging noses sniffed the scentofAdamand Lester
and they bounded, screeching up the river into the
grove oftrees. Theycrashed through thebushes. The
horses stamped behind them, and the men shouted
from their saddles, their whips ripping theair.

Low cries of pain and terror rose from up the
stream. Julilly and Liza stoodhelpless in the door
way of the barn, wringing their hands. The cries
were from Lester andAdam. The dogsounds now
were growls and snapping.

"They've been caught," Liza moaned, rocking
crazily backand forth.

Julilly felt dark, as if night hadfallen and closed
around them and they were trapped withno escape.
The dogs began to whine. They had found their
prey. Buttheshouting, men-sounds didn't stop. Nor
did the moaning, pleading slave-sounds. And,
winding through them all,- binding them horribly
together, were the clanking sounds of chains.

Julilly wept Tall, proud Lester in chains again;
kind, simple Adam groaning beneath a cracking
whip...
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"Grab the food and the compass, Julilly, and get
yourbundle." Liza's voice was harsh andrasping. "The
sounds aregettin closer. They iscornin to thisbarn."

Julilly jumped up and gathered their meagre
supplies. Together theywatched the quivering arrow
on the compass point to the east. Theyknocked the
table apart, kicked the straw about the floor, then
ran up the stream in the opposite direction to kill
their scent. They left it finally to enter a grove of
trees across the main road. They headed east into
denser undergrowth, then stopped.

"There's no more pretendin on this trip, Liza."
Julilly hunchedbeneath a shrub. Her face was grim.
The lineof her mouthwas rigid. "It'll take a loadof
hard work, plain luck, and lots of prayin' to get us
both to Canada."

Liza faced theNorth.Her fists tightened. "Lester's
that determined for freedom, he'll break those chains

and dragAdam right along behind him."
They huddled together, listening to the disap

pearing yelps of the hound dogs.
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IT WASH UNTIL thenight closed over themthatJulilly and
Liza felt safe to begin their journey east toward the
mountains. "The Appalachians," the Quaker-man
had called them. They ate a scant portion of their
food. It had to last for at least one more day. They
found a handful of berries on a bush beside their

hideout and the sweet juice quenched their thirst
It was theonebright happening in agrim dayof fear
and despair over thecapture of Lester andAdam.

A large moon lit the sky, exposing all the open
paths and roads. The girls stayed among thetrees and
bushes, remembering the cruel riders of the night
before. Because of the moonlight, it was possible
to see the compass, and theychecked it oftento be
certain their course was true.
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Their feet hurt, their legs and arms were
scratched, but they pushed themselves on through
the tangled paths and jagged rocks almost beyond
endurance. Near dawn, they stopped by a shallow
stream to drink and wash, allowing themselves only
a litde ofthe driedvenison andstale bread. They ate
slowly and silently, saving their words as though
savouring the one thing left that they could use
freely and abundandy.

"Wegot to find agood place to hide for theday,"
Julilly said dully. She stood upslowly and pulled Liza
up with her hand. They walked on. An overgrown
path ledthrough therocks andtrees.

"Every step's goin up," Liza breathed heavily. "We
must have reached the mountains." She climbed, bent

and haggard, on her hands and knees.
The morning mist that spread around them

parted and dispersed. Far below they could see a few
small farms. The animals and people moved about
like tiny ants.

"These are the mountains for sure." Julilly
leaned exhausted against atree, but atleast shecould
standupright. Sheworried aboutLiza.

"From now on we travel north," she said. They
both leaned over the compass and found the litde
anow pointingstraight ahead of them.
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A large rock jutted across the path andabove it
was a hole in the mountain's side.

"Round as the doorway of a snake," Liza
exclaimed.

"Must be one of those caves the man told us

about" Julilly started climbing toward it and Liza
joined her. Theylooked inside. The floor was dry and
sandy, thewalls around and above solid stone. They
walked deeper inside and darkness closed over them
like the canvas on the Quaker-man's cart Julilly
stretched outher arms and she couldn't see her fingers.

"We'll sleep near the front of this hole," Julilly
announced. They turned toward the opening. "You
sleep first, Liza." Julilly leaned wearily against one
of the rocks.

Small, wiry Liza dropped exhausted into a curl
around the food bundle. She had spent all the
strength herill-used bodycould muster. Julilly bent
overher litde crippled friend. Now that Lester was
gone, she would haveto be the one to decidewhich
waytheyshould go. Liza could do no more thanjust
keep heraching body moving. She'd have to worry
about food, too. There didn't seem to beanything to
eaton these craggy mountains.

The pinkspread ofsunrise came. It coveredJulilly
andturned herragged shin to gold. All was peaceful,
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could see onlytheoutlines ofMr. Ross' face in theseat
opposite herandLiza. Liza clutched the seat with both
hands, struggling painfully tostraighten her back.

"Freedom ain't easy, Massa Ross." Liza sounded
again like thesullen, angry girl of the long-ago slave
cabin on theRiley plantation. "Even yougot put in
jail, and your face don't look sowell."

Mr. Ross was weary. He leaned his head back
against the carriage seat.

"They hadto release mewhenthe slave whose dis
appearance caused my trial returned. Hecame into the
courtroom justwhen I was aboutto be condemned."

Mr. Ross spoke again, but quieter this time:
"Injustice is the weapon of evil men. But there

are always brave andnoble souls who proceed on the
course of right and are impervious to the conse
quences. I feel rewarded for all my efforts, just to
free the two of you."

Julilly was pleased with the ring of his words.
Whatever Massa Ross was saying, it helpedher lift
her head and straighten her back and think of
Mammy Sally, who never bent low to anyone.

Julilly thought back to the hot day in the cotton
fields, when Massa Ross marched down the rows

and chose Lester and then Adam to be his guides.
Lester and Adam! Why hadn't she and Liza asked
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He rubbedhissmoothchinand hiseyes crinkled
with laughter.

"Julilly and Liza." His voice was muffled but still
lofty as though he might be preaching a sermon.
"Praise God that you have overcome innumerable
hardships andarenow on thevery brinkoffreedom."

"A drink, Massa Ross." Julilly could barely
manage the words. Her mouth had the dryness of
dust on the Mississippi road to the cotton fields.

"My dear children." Thelarge man heaved himself
down to a bag at hisfeet He pulled out a botde and
unscrewed a cap. Water gurgled intoa cup.

"Liza first" Julilly said.
Mr. Ross heldLiza upright and lifted the cup to

her lips.
"Drinkslowly, child," hesaid. "Whenyourbody

has been drained of moisture, it cannot stand the

shock of unlimited amounts."

Soonthe cup came toJulilly. The moisture cooled
her lips. Sheheld the liquidin her mouth. It trickled
down her throat andsheswallowed twice, greedily.

"There will be more when you board the
Mayflower." Mr. Ross bent down and returned
the botde to the leather bag.

Now that her mind was released from the dreadful

thirst, Julilly realized thatthecarriage was moving. She
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In the middle of the car a Ught appeared. The
door of their car slowly opened and a wild whip of
cold fresh air blew in around them.

"I am seeking two parcels of dry goods shipped
to me from Cincinnati," a familiar voice called out.

"I will take care of their transfer aboard the schooner

Mayflower personally."
Julilly remembered. The voice belonged to

Massa Ross from Canada! He must have escaped
from jail. He had come, as he promised, to take
them into the land of freedom.

"Ah, here theyare!" he cried. He leaned overthe
girls without speaking and quickly tied the sacks
over their heads. Then he picked up a girl in each
strongarm and strodefrom the car. Within minutes
he lifted them into a carriage with heavy drawn
curtains. He untied thesacks at onceand pulled the
girls free from them.

Liza fell onto the floor. She was too twisted

and bent to sit on the seat. Julilly stooped to lift
her and came face to face with Massa Ross. But

was it Massa Ross? He had no beard; his hair was

dark red but shorter; his chest and stomach were

puffed out round and full as before, but the
clothes that covered them were plain. The ruffled
shin was gone.
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clicking over the long, silver track. Julilly pictured
it in her mind. It would look like the track they
had walked along in the state of Kentucky. The
sound and speed of the wheels began humming
inside Julilly's head. She felt dizzy. Liza groaned
each time the big empty freight car ratded and
jerked.

Julilly grew thirsty. Her mouthwas dryand her
tongue felt thick. She began to think about the
rain outside and how she wanted it to pound
through the car and wash down over her. She
leaned against Liza.

"Julilly," Liza mumbled, "I think my own bones
has come loose, and is rattlin around in this sack."

Julilly had no answer. The train ratded on and
on. It was going on for ever, she began to think,and
with all this speed it might fly right off the tracks.
Julilly forgot about adestination andthat sometime
the trainwould haveto stop.

She dozed off to sleep for a time, and was
surprised whentheir freight car banged into the car
ahead ofthem andthe rhythmofthe wheels became
slower andslower and then stopped.

"Liza!" Julilly cried out in alarm, feeling her
friend's body slumped against her legs.

"I'mnotdead," Liza groaned. "I just can't situp."
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A swirling sound of people and train noises,
together with the drip of steady rain, surrounded
Julilly. She felt thearms ofthedriver tighten about her.

A voice cried out above the confusion:

"Search all thosecars for runaway slaves."
Julilly's heart pounded. She was glad for thesack

and glad for the protecting arms around her.
"Two packages of dry goods go in this car," she

heard another voice call.

She was lifted into the car and carried far back

into what must have been a dark corner. She was

placed next to the sack thatwas Liza.
"Don't move and don't talk until the train starts,"

the driver said softly. "You're going to Cleveland.
A friend of the Underground Railway will meet you
there. It's best you stay in the sacks until you reach
your destination. But I'll loosen the top so you can
stickyourheads out for the trip."

He pulled the cloth down from the girls' heads,
but it was so dark they could barely seeeach other.
The carbegan to move and the manleftquickly.

There wasa screech and the bangingof a door.
Wheels creaked and rolled beneath them. The car

jerkedand the girls fell against each other.A bell
clanged. The train was frightening with its strange
urgency. The wheels turned fast and then faster,



UNDERGROUND TO CANADA

The carriage began jogging again. When
it stopped, the blurred figure of a man opened the
carriage door. Hewas stocky withlarge, strong arms.

"You must each crawl inside one of these sacks,"

he said gendy, tossing two gunny sacks into the
carriage andthen closing the door.

But he continued speaking. "You can breathe
through thesacks and stretch around abitwhen weput
you inthefreight car. Hang limp when wecany you."

The girls stepped inside the.sacks and began
pulling them over their bodies and then over their
heads. Outside theycould hear the hissing steam of
the train engine and the bang and shove of heavy
freight cars.

"I don't like bein tiedup in a sack, Julilly." Liza
scowled and there was a look of tenor in her eyes.
Butshe pulled theharsh cloth over herhead and sat
waiting in the carriage seat. Julilly did the same.

The driver opened the door and crawled inside.
He tiedeach sack tighdy at the top.Then he picked
up Liza and handed her tohis waiting helper outside.

"Make yourself as small as possible," he told
Julilly, "and Twill carry you over my shoulder."

Julilly knew if she stretched out she would be
twice as long as Liza. She huddled together as best
she could.
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Julilly and Liza sat close together—looking like
strangers to each other even in the closeted light
Julilly hadnever felt thewarmth ofnew clothes. They
hugged against her. Itwas pleasant andshesmiled. She
and Liza didn't look like slaves now. Would anyone
know them, even ifthe door were flung wide open and
mean oldSims stood scowling right before them?

Rain pattered against the carriage top. The
wheels sloshed through puddles, but the rain was
welcome. It was a curtain ofprotection.

"Ifeels safe andstrong again, Julilly." Liza hummed
thewords. "And I feels like a fine, cleaned-up lady."

Julilly squeezed her hand. The carriage jolted
steadily through thestreets andthegirls jolted with it
sidebyside.

It was a shon trip, for the driver could be heard
calling to his horse, andthecarriage began to skid as
he pulledin the reins.

They heard what must betheir driver talking to
another man.

"A friend with friends," he said.

"And what doyou want sentbyfreight?" another
man asked.

"Two packages of dry goods," was the answer.
"Drive to the end of the train station and we'll load

them into the lastfreight car."
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IN THEIR NEW SWEATERS with knitted caps that matched,
Julilly andLiza were put inside ablack, horse-drawn
carriage which hadbeen waiting on thestreet before
thelarge Coffin home. Black curtains hung about its
windows as though a death were being hidden
someplace inside.

Aunt Katie clasped both girls in her arms. Levi
Coffin searched their faces. His blue eyes glowed,
warm and steady as the light from a pine-knot
ember.

"God bless you both," he said, and closed the
carriage door.

The girls were alone inside. Perhaps the other
slaves had gone ahead or were waiting in another
hiding place.
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looking for two girk. I'll give you each a heavy
sweater. You'll need them for the coming winter."

Julilly held the new clothes in her hands. The
sweaters were knitted with warm yarn. They were
the colour of the blue wisteria that hung lush and
fragrant over Massa Riley's summer house in
Mississippi. The yarn felt springy andwas not worn
smooth. Shecould hardly believe thatwhen shewas
clean shewas going to wear thisbeautiful sweater.

Lizagrinned. "In such fine feathers, Lester and
Adam will think we is QueenViaoria herselfwhen
we stepon the landofCanada."

Liza gave Julilly a radiant smile. Julilly stared at
her. Where was the old Liza? Where was bent,
sullen, angry Liza now?
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Julilly and Liza stood quietly together in the
centre of the neat, homey room. They felt like two
leaves blown in from therough winds ofthe field and
forests. Theywere frightened and bewildered. Would
the Lord keep protecting them from the slave
hunters that followed themeverywhere? Howwould
they ever manage without all these brave people who
kepthelping them? Where was Levi Coffin sending
them? Would theUnderground Railway this timebe
a real train? Would theyever getto Canada?

"Wekeep movin'." Julilly broke thesilence among
them. "We keep bein' lifted up and put on board.
Massa Ross started it wayback there in Mississippi"

"Bless you, my children." Aunt Katie's eyes were
mistywith tears. "I wish youcould stay longer with
me but there isn't time-

She took them to a small room with basins ofhot

water, bars of soap, and thick white towels. She
instructed them to wash and to put all their dirty
clothes into a basket

"The sewing circle ofourQuaker Meeting makes
large supplies ofclothes for all ofyouwhostop atthe
Coffin 'depot'"

Aunt Katie laughed. New clothes for Julilly and
Liza were taken from acloset"I thinkwe'll keep you
dressed as boys since the everlasting slave hunters are
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Aunt Katie's rocker ceased squeaking. Julilly and
Liza barely breathed. They were waiting forthelarge
front doorto open and close.

When it did, and before Aunt Katie could turn the

coverlets back from the bed, Levi Coffin entered the

bedroom again. He was breathless and his calmness
was noticeably shaken.

"Thesheriffhas gone, Catherine, but I feel certain
hewill be back soon with more men for a thorough
search ofour house. I think it best that we dress all the

slaves warmly andput them onthenoon freight train
for Cleveland."

"You are right, Levi." Aunt Katie's voice was no
longer sweet, but hearty and practical once more.
Her husband hastened down the hallway to warn
the other slaves.

"You may come outnow, girk." Aunt Katie whisked
the coverlets to the bottom of the bed. "The boys'
clothes are a good disguise, butthey didn't fool me."

The girk scrambled from the bed, tangling their
feet in thesoft, clean-smelling blankets.

"I know you have had a good scare," she said,
"and so have I." She walked to the near-by window
and pulled the curtains apart.

"This dark grey day k onourside. Levi isright; we
mustgetyoubothintoCanada asquickly aspossible."
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and aiding the oppressed. And the good book
mentionsno distinction ofcolour in the doingof
these deeds."

Julilly could hear each word. She listened carefully.
Mister Coffin was saying that the Bible didn't care
about thecolour of people. If they needed clothes and
food, yougave it to them.

There was a long period of silence and then a
knock at the bedroom door. The kindly voice of
Levi Coffinwas formal as he pushed the door open
and said, "Sheriff, this is where my wife reads and
sews in the early morning hours... Catherine,
Sheriff Donnelly seems determined to search our
house."

Julilly held her breath. She felt that if shemoved
even a finger the sheriff might see. What if Liza
coughed? Herskin felt damp andcold.

"Good morning, Sheriff. It's too bad you must
be out in such stormy weather. Perhaps I should
come to the kitchen and warm you some coffee."
Aunt Katie spokesweedy.

The sheriff sounded embarrassed. He stuttered.

"It wa-wasn't my intention to dis-dis-disturb a lady
in her bedroom."

The two men left the room, closing the door
behind them. Their voices became a mumble.
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Julilly and Liza scrambled into the bed.
"You both liequiedy while I make up the bed,"

Aunt Katie saidcalmly. "I'll smooththe counterpane
and put on the pillows." She paused. "You would
never guess two people were tucked away inside."

Thegirk could hear thecreaking ofa rocking chair.
"I will pray for thee." Aunt Katie's voice was firm

andsteady. "And don't you worry. Levi has nofear of
the searchers. We seldom lose a slave to them."

The slave catcherwith a voice likeSheriffStarkey
could be heard from the dining room.

"Four valuable slaves have escaped from the
Riley plantation in Mississippi." The searcher's voice
was angry now. "The owner wants them back and
he's offered a good price. I've been following them
and mytrail comes right to this house." He paused.
"Whydoes a respectable man like youget mixed up
in dus devilish business, Coffin? I've got a legal
warrant to search these premises."

The low, deep voice of Levi Coffin answered
calmly and almost gendy.

"My good man," he said, "I neverconceal my
opinions and I try not to give offence. But this
you must know: at all times I obey the com
mands of the Bible and the dictates of humanity
in feeding the hungry and clothing the naked
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As soon as the meal was finished, Aunt Katie and

the girl from the kitchen whisked every dish from
the table, and pushed all the chairs and benches
backagainst the wall.

"This k done in case the slave hunters come.

There k no need for them to become suspicious over
a pile of dirty dishes." Aunt Katie smiled, then
motionedfor Julilly andLiza to follow her. The other
slaves were sent with thekitchen girl.

Levi Coffin and the carriage driver could be
heard entering the front.door. But they weren't
alone. A rough-voiced man was entering with them.

Julilly's heart jumped. Hesounded like thesheriff
fromJeband Ella Brown's house.

"I know you are a respected store keeper in
Cincinnati, Mr. Coffin,andawell-known Quaker"—
the rough voice started softly but began getting
louder—"but you are ako known as the most
notorious nigger thief in the wholestate ofOhio."

There was no answer from Mr. Coffin.

Aunt Katie grabbed Liza andJulilly by the hands
and led them into the nearest bedroom. She threw

backall the bedding.
"Now I want you two to He close together

between the straw tick andthe feather tick. I'll puff
them up to give you room to breathe."
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"Well, bring the two packages from Mississippi
into the diningroom."

A strong woman with a kindly face and dark-
rimmed glasses met them. Her long grey dress and
round white cap seemed to fit with the long coat
and short knee breeches ofher husband.

"Poor dears." She putherarm around bothgirk.
"You are coldand badly dressed."

From a stool near by she grabbed some shawls
and covered each of them. She led them to chairs

around a longdining-room table.
Julilly and Liza were startled. Four other black

faces looked upatthem, frightened faces withthelook
of rabbits caught in traps. Their hands were scratched,
their hair matted; their clothes were muddy rags.

In a moment ofquickanguish, Julilly knew that
she and Liza looked like them.They did not smile
or say where they came from. There was just a
grateful silence ofacceptance.

"Aunt Katie," a young voice called from the
kitchen. "\bu can come now for the food."

Julilly and Liza ate quickly. There was warm por
ridge inabowl and hotcoffee inawhite china cup for
each ofthem.Julilly slid bothhands around thesmooth
warm vessel It thawed the aching cold from all her
fingers and made them seem less rough and bruised.
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The door openedat once.
Standing there to greet themwas the tallest man

Julilly and Liza had ever seen. Hisface was gaunt, as
if he had sucked hk cheeks inside his mouth.

Hk blue eyes lifted thembothupstraightTherewas
noway not to look at them. Theysought first Julilly's
face and then Liza's, seeming to smile and weep and
welcome them all at once. And above the blue eyes
wasa wide-brimmed Quaker hat.

The tallman swept themall inside.
"You have brought us some valuable-looking

passengers thk time," hesaid to theshivering driver
of the cart, who was covered with a cloak that hid

almost every part of him.
"Now you may switch off, put your locomotive

in mystable andletit blow offsteam." The tall man
laughed a little as he gave the directions. "We will
water and feed it."

"Thankyou, Friend Coffin," thedriver said and
walked out of the door.

Levi Coffin, Julilly realized, the"president" of the
Underground Railway.

Tall Mr. Coffin called toward another room.

"I think we've got drygoods from Mississippi."
Hk blue eyes twinkled now with more laughter.

A hearty woman's voice answered.
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JULILLY AND LIZA were asleep when the can with the
hidden drawer drew up to a large corner home on
Broadway Street in Cincinnati. A chill drizzle
swept over the lawn and across the long porch
of the house, which circled a row of tall windows

and a wide front door. It wasn't very light outside,
but it was morning, and the leaves on the two
spreading oak trees near the can were shining
green.

A sudden opening of the drawer brought chill
and rain over the sleeping girk.They woke at once
and crawled stifflyonto the street Julilly held onto
Liza, who found it hard to walk. The driver guided
them to the door. He knocked three times and called

softly, "A friend with friends."
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"Well now I feek like I k really on a railway
underground," Liza said quiedy. There wasn't a sliver
of Ught in anydirection.

"We aren't supposed to see," Julilly chuckled.
"Don't you remember, Liza, wek just twopackages
ofdrygoods." They needed to belight-hearted for a
moment—to relax all the tight muscles that had
held them frozen toJeband EllaBrown's roofand to
allow Liza to recover from her sudden faintness.

The snug litde drawer began jostling back and
forth with the trotting ofa horse andJulilly wanted
to sing. Instead she thought the song inside her
head—the way she haddone long ago in thecabin at
Massa Hensen's farm.

When krael was in Egypt's land
Let my people go
Oppressed so hard, theycould not stand.
Let my people go ...

A low voice spoke softly through the boards
above them.

"If all goes well, we'll reach the home of Levi
Coffin in Cincinnati bymorning. Ifwearestopped,
don't make a sound."
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calk of the hoot owl trilled through the air. Jeb
answered with a similar call, then turned the boat

slightly upstream, responding to the "river signal."
For Julilly and Liza, the river held mystery and

terror. They couldn't swim. There had never been
timeora place to learn. Theyhad never floated over
a river in a boatbefore. Julilly felt the lapping water
hit her hand. Sprays of water spun across her face.

Finally, thedimblack outline ofashore appeared.
A silent figure waved from thebank. Jeb threw him a
rope and theboat was pulled silendy ashore.

The man tugging attherope was white. The girk
noticed this at once. There was no greeting between
the two men, just nods of recognition. But Jeb did
grasp Julilly's hand and then Liza's. He didn't need to
speak. Hie grasp was strongwith warmth and courage.

"These helpin' hands k the rails and theengines of
theUnderground Railroad," Julilly thought toherself.
"All the way from Mississippi to Canada they k
pullin andworkin andmakin ahelpin chain. There
k some good people all across the land."

The girk were led quickly to a horse-drawn cart
A large drawer pulled out beneath it and they were
tucked inside. The drawer closed. There wasn't room

to move around, but there werewarm, fresh-smelling
blanketsto lie upon.
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She moved quickly, gathering up the rope, then
slipping through the secret door and untying Pal
who was whimpering in a dark corner.

"You follow Pal and me to the river," Ella whis

pered to thegirk. "Jeb's gonna row youacross."
At theriver's edge, Jeb was waiting in asmall row-

boat It bobbed up and down on theink-black water.
Julilly searched for the opposite shore, but there was
no end to the blackness. How would Jeb know where
togo? Where would hesteer thk small bouncing skiff?

Jeb heldthe boat steady against the shore as the
girk climbed in. Julilly steadied Liza and gave her
the nearest seat. No one talked. There was just the
sniffing sound of Pal and splash of moving water.

Jeb slipped onto the seat where the oars were
anchored. Heleaned towardJulilly andLiza andspoke
softly. "Lean down, hold onto the sides and don't
make no sound."

Ella shoved the boat into the water and waved

good-bye.
"Ella and Jeb Brown are my friends forever,"

Julilly thought.
Jeb's oars dipped noiselessly intotheblack water.

Hegave mighty pulkwithhk strong arms. The boat
must not flow with the current. It must cut across it

Julilly and Liza strained to help him. Three tremolo
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Julilly bentdown and shook her frantically.
"You can't just fade away from me now." Julilly

became desperate. "I need you, Liza. I can canyyou."
Frail, bent Liza lifted her head. Her fiery black eyes

seemed separate from the fragile bodyaround them.
"I'm comin', Julilly," she said fiercely. "I'm just

restin' and I need adrink of Ella's hot soup."
Ella brought the warm broth immediately and

heldit to Liza's lips. It seemed to revive her, andshe
slowlystood on her feet

"You need a good rest, child." Ella's voice filled
with concern. "But it won't do to keep you longer.
Thatsheriff iscomin' back again tonight. I feel it in
my bones."

Julilly shivered.
Ella went on, "Jeb figures to get you across the

Ohio River tonight Lkten now, he's callin' to see if
he gets an answer from the other side."

The girls lktened. The eerie tremolo-call of the
hoot owl drifted through the open window in the
roof. There was a pause and then it came again and
a^in. They waited. Three answering calk followed
faint but clear, sounding like a faraway echo.

Ella was excited. "That hoot-owl call k the 'river

signal.' It's lucky somebody's there tonight on the
other side."
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Julilly hoped she wouldn't get dizzy or sick. She
closed her eyes tighdy, trying to shut out all the
threats and poundings.

At last the front door banged openandthe hard
steps of two mencould beheard clomping over the
porch boards.

"We didn't catch youthk time,Jeb," the Sheriff
called fromthe backofhk horse, "but we've got our
eyeon you.You hideanyof those runaway niggers
andwe'll put youandElla both in jail and fine you
a thousand dollars."

There wereno words fromJeb or Ella. The door
closed and the clatter ofhorses' hoofs faded into the

soft, black night.
Julilly and Liza climbed slowly down the rope

ladder and back into the dark secret room.

Ella was already there. She drew the girk close
to her.

"That sheriff," she murmured, "k a mean man.

He's gone now, but he'll beback."
"Liza and I got to leave now," Julilly said. She

stood tall beside the other two. "We can hide better in

the fields."

Liza started to speak, then suddenly fell lifeless to.
the floor. She lay twisted and limplike awilted plant
whose stem had lost all means ofsustenance.
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"Sit down, Sheriff." The girk could hear Jeb's
voice, low and unhurried. "Do you want Ella to fix
you somethin hot to drink?"

There was no answer. Just ashuffling andscraping
noise as if furniture was being pushed and shoved
around.

"If they're in here, we're gonna find them."
The Sheriffwas still shouting. "People say you got
somethin to do with that Underground Railway,
Jeb. You just drop those nigger slaves into the
ground and nobody ever sees them again."

There was still no answer from Jeb or Ella. Pal
continued to whine softly.

The scuffling noises continued. Julilly wondered if
theymight be pulling up the floor boards to find the
"Underground Train." What could she and Liza do
against two strong men if they climbed onto the roof?

Liza seemed to read her mind.

"If they climbs onto this roof, we'll jump," she
said. "We'll run to the riverand hunt for Jeb's boat."

Julilly agreed.
At last it was quieter in the house below. The

talk was low and the girk couldn't hear the words.
Now and then there were hammer sounds as if one

of the slave catchers might be trying to pound
through a door.
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steady het The roofwas almost flatTheywould have
notrouble pressing against it norwould they have any
trouble hearing every sound inside thehouse.

People were arriving onhorseback and Pal began
barking wildly.

A voice boomed out of the darkness.

"Jeb Brown, you tie up that dog in there or I'll
blow hk head off..." Thk k Sheriff Starkey anda
friend. We got awarrant andwe aimto comein."

The girk shivered. They clung together and
moved farther away from the window. Pal stopped
barking and began to whine. The front door
squeaked open.

"You free nigger slave stealers in there, light some
candles or a lantern. You want us to break our necks

in thk black hole?" It was the booming voice of
SheriffStarkey.

Eventually the candles were lit. Liza andJulilly
couldn't see.

The voice boomed on.

"My friend here," he shouted, "has come all
the way from Vicksburg, Mississippi, huntin four
niggers who ran away from the Riley plantation.
They're worth five hundreddollars apiece. That's a
goodly amount, and we're aimin to catch them
alive."
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"Julilly—Liza." She shook them gendy.
The girls sat up, alarmed and dizzy with trying

to remember where they were. Ella calmed them
with a steadyhand on both of theirs.

"Pal smells people comin," she whispered. "It
could be slave hunters."

Julilly felt cold fear creeping over her, making
her body stiffand almost immobile.

"Lord, helpusagain," shebreathed.
"They ain't gonna catch us now when we've

reached theOhioRiver." Liza's whisper was fierce and
determined. "We'll hide, or run, or even swim across

that river, Julilly." Liza's lookwas oneof bitterhatred.
"Lkten to me." Ella Brown's voice remained

calm and steady. She walked to the centre of the
darkroom and jerked at something swaying against
the wall. A rope ladder fell down, leading up to the
window in the roof.

"Roll up yourmats andpushthemin the corner,"
she continued, giving her instructions in the same
calm voice. "Take everything thatbelongs to youand
climbup this ladder. Pullit up afteryou.Then close
the window and lay flat on the roof. Nobody's been
caughtup thereyet."Sheleft the room.

The girk did exacdy as they were told. Liza
climbed up first because she needed Julilly behind to
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IN THE SPARE BUT STURDY cabin ofJebandElla Brown, beside
the wide dark waters of the Ohio River, four people
slept But the dog, Pal, stirred resdessly. Hk black nose,
pressed against the door, sniffed a people scent which
was growing stronger. Herose and paced nervously to
thebedofbis master where he tugged atJeb's sleeve.

Jebwoke instandy. He'dtrained himself for this,
and he'd trained Pal.

"Ella," he said softly, nudging hk wife whoslept
beside him, "there's trouble comin'."

.Ella rose at once. She made no sound, nor did she
light her candle. The room was dark for the shades
were stilldrawn, but shemadeherwayquickly to the
secret doorand tiptoed to themats where Julilly and
Lizaslept
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Julilly satonhermat andcried. She hadthought
and dreamed of Lester and Adam dragging their
heavy chains back to Mississippi. Now Jebsaid they
might befree right now in Canada. Inside her there
was a welled-up fountain of joy. The tears came
from its overflowing.

"But what's thk Underground Railway?" Liza
finally asked.

"You don't know 'bout the railway?" Jeb laughed.
"The slave catchers gave us the name. They said
runaway slaves just seem to disappear underground
and that there mustbea railway down there."

"WeAbolitionists use therailway allthetime," Ella
laughed softly. "Coloured and white folks work
together on it. Ourhomes, where we hide you slaves,
are the 'railway stations.' The roads youall follow are
the 'tracks.' You runaway slaves are the 'freight'The
women are 'drygoods' andthemen are 'hardware.'"

So that's whyJeb had announced them as pack
ages of drygoods when theycame to hiscabin door.
Julilly chuckled to herself.

"Weaimto sendyoufrom here to the president'
oftheUnderground Railway, Levi Coffin," said Ella.
"He's a Quaker and he fives across the river in
Cincinnati."
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"Amen," Liza added at the end of it with deep
emotion.

Itwas sofine being here withcoloured folks to talk
with. Silendy, Julilly thanked the Lord for thk. Now,
she and Liza could tell their names without being
afraid; theycould talk about theRiley plantation, and
Mammy Sally, and Liza's preacher father. The white
folks who'd helped themalong theway were good and
kind, but it wasn't the same. Jeband Ella Brownwere
like having their ownfamily sitting around.

Julilly and Liza filled their plates andJeb toldhk
story—how Lester and Adam had jumped from the
slave catcher's wagon during the night they were
captured, intoaswamp, even though theywere hand
cuffed together. For awhole night theystayed in the
water to throw off their scent from the huntingdogs.
They rubbed their chain against a jagged rock until it
broke andtheywere free from each other. They drank
swamp water and ate water cress. "Lester knewnames
of folks along the Underground Railway which he'd
pledged to Massa Ross tokeep secret—even from the
two ofyou."

"Those boys were poorly and mightysick." Ella
interrupted. "I nursed them for a Week in thk very
room. When theycould walk, theyleft. They toldus
to watch for the two ofyou."
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There was no way thegirk could rest now. They
stood in front of Jeb demanding to know about
Lester and Adam at once.

"Well, they came one night more than a week
ago," Jeb said quiedy. "Chains were hangin from
their wrists. They'd rubbed through the skin and
both were bleeding."

Julilly closed her eyes wondering if she really
wanted to know the rest of the story.

"Lester hadasprained arm. The bigman, Adam,
hada swollen foot—so sore he could hardly lift it."

"How'd they know to come here?" Julilly was
awestruck that all of them should come to thk lone

cabin on the Ohio River.

"They came 'cause we're a station of the
Underground Railway," Jeb answered simply. "Isn't
that why you two came too?"

Ella interrupted byswinging through thesecret
door. Her arms held a tray with steaming food.
She placed the lighted candle in the centre of the
long table and around it spread a feast of fresh
venison, warm corn bread, wild honey, milk, and
buner.

They bowed their heads andJeb prayed. It was a
good prayer, full ofhopeandpromke for the end of
slavery.
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Jeb hurried about pulling down shades over all
the windows. Ella walked behind a cupboard of
dishes, motioning for thegirk to follow. She pushed
against the wall and it opened likea door! Ella and
the girk slipped through, followed by Jeb, and the
wall closed behind them.

"You stay out there, Pal," Jeb said to hk dog,
"and thk timeyoubark as muchas youwantifyou
hear any noises."

The room behind the wall was small but cozy.
There were mats on the floor and along spread-out
table with benches around it.The onlywindow was
above them, cut into the roof.

"Looks like you were expectin' us." Julilly now
felt thatshecould speak out loud.

Liza slumped to the floor—too tired and hungry
to walkanother step.

"Poor child." Ella leaned over her. She looked

closely atherface, thenlaughed. "I thought youtwo
was girk. We've been lookin' for you since your
friends Lester and Adam were here."

"Lester and Adam!"

"Now you two just rest on those mats," big,
kindly Jeb said, settling himself on one of the
benches. "I'll explain about everything, while Ella
fixes us somesupper."
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"You believe everybody," shechided. "That man
could be tellin lies."

Julilly didn't lkten, but dragged Liza with her
toward the cabin. When they reached the door,
Julilly rapped softly.

A dog growled inside. Then came a man's voice.
"Who's there?"

"A friend with friends." Julilly used the faithful
password.

A door creaked open exposing a big, straight
man with crinkly grey hair and coal-black skin.
Beside himgrowled a large brown dog.

"You Jeb Brown?" Julilly asked.
"You k speakin to theright man," hesaid, urging

them inside.

"Quiet, Pal." He patted the dog's head and
then called, "Ella, wegot freight—two packages of
dry goods."

A sprightly litde brown-skinned woman stood
there. Her eyes twinkled above the candle whichshe
now carried in her hand. Her white hair was piled
about like fresh-picked cotton.

Julilly looked quickly around the room. The
cabin was orderly and clean. It could have been a
cabin in Fekheim.
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yousee a litde house with one candle lighted in the
window. That's all I got to say."

The man whkded for his dog and together
they crunched into the bush and off into the
crackling leaves of a cornfield until there was no
sound from them.

Julilly was the first to speak.
"Thatman's got nomore courage than amouse,"

she said. "Let's climb down from here now and find

the real Jeb Brown."

They slid down the tree with Julilly keeping a
firm grasp on Liza's arm.

It was easy to walk north through the grove of
trees and then down a row through a cornfield
where the leaves twisted with the wind like hun

dreds ofwaving arms.
At the end of the field they heard the steady

splash ofmovingwater.
"The Ohio River, Liza," Julilly whispered.

"We've reached the Ohio River!"

They walked toward the sound, but stopped
abrupdy when theysaw the flickering light ofa sin
gle candle from thewindow of asmall log cabin.

"That's the cabin ofJeb Brown," Julilly said and
started toward it Liza pulled herback.
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Then they heard a sharp whkde. The dog
stopped barking and began to whine. Footsteps
crunched near by.

"What you chased into that tree, Pal?" a low-
pitched voice asked eagerly. "Somethin' for us
to eat?"

Liza andJulilly lookeddown. It wasablackman!
"Joy and praise the Lord!" Julilly cried, loud

enough for the man to hear.
"You hush, Julilly"—Liza grabbed her arm—

"you trust people too soon."
But it wastoo late to be quiet now.
"YouJeb Brown?" Julilly called down to him.
The girk were silent The man hadn't answered.
Finally he said, "No, I ain't Jeb Brown and

I don't aim to get mixed upwithhim. It's adanger
ous business he's in."

The girk climbed higher into the tree.
"Don't you be afraid ofme," he called to them.
There was a long silence. Julilly and Liza were

still tense and afraid.

"Now listen to me," the man said in a low voice.

"You come down outof that tree when my dog and
meleave. You walk straight ahead through those trees
to the north until youhear the running water of the
Ohio River. Then you lookalong the river banktill
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earth started to shake. Therewas hardly time for the
girk to see thetrain before it passed—screeching far
ahead ofthem.

Julilly felt itsspeed andthought howfast it could
take them north—faster than a bird could fly or a
horse run.

THETBAI^ WHETHER GUIDE onasecond night.Thk timethe
NorthStar shone steadily above them,but Julilly and
Liza were frightened and illatease. It was light as day.
Anyone could see themstriding thong the uncovered
tracks. They crept down into a grove of trees, feeling
hungry and tired: there had been nothing toeat since
they finished the old man's bread. A field of corn
waved in the night wind, its ears hung heavy
with grain.

"We'll start us a fire and roast some of those

ears," Julilly decided.
Theywere starting togather drysticks, when adog

came bounding and barking out of the field toward
them. They ran for thenearest tree. Julilly lifted Liza
up into thelowest branch and then swung herselfup
beside hen The dog circled and barked around the
trunk. The girk were tense and their hearts pounded
so fast it was hard to breathe. Could thk be a sniffing
oldslave catcher's dog, theywondered.
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and hissing its steam. The litde compass always
pointed northtoward thesound. It wouldn't behard
to find the tracks when night came.

They nibbled on the old man's bread and tried
some ears of uncooked corn, but there was no water

and the food was hardand dry. Late in the afternoon
some mencame walking through thefields. Liza and
Julilly layflat on the ground. The men passed them
by, walked toward the road, and disappeared.

"They gave meagood fright" Liza's hands shook
asshe liftedherself from the ground.

"I'd say wek havin more goodluckthan badon
this day," Julilly answered gratefully.

Night came early, for clouds collected overhead
and changed the sky into a slate-grey fid. The girk
crept carefully toward the road and discovered that
thesilver tracks ran right along theside of it.Tonight
it was good thatthemoon was covered; for there was
nothing to hide behind on theopentracks.

The girls walked on the ties facing the north
wind.The tracks cut through fields and forests and
it seemed almost that they were silver ropes pulling
them on and on and on to Canada.

Once during the darkest part of night, a train
roared and chugged and hissed behind them. They
stumbled off the tracks into an empty barn as the
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Julilly was startled when she heard "Canada."
How didtheoldman know? Butshe didn't question
him. She held hk hand instead and thanked him

from her heart.

The old man's back was more bent than Liza's,

she noticed. His shabby clothes barely covered it
But he hadstrong arms and steady feet andhe had
a pleased look on hk face since giving Julilly the
bread. He started toward hk cart, when a man on

horseback swerved around the corner of the road

and stopped beside him.
Julilly ran quickly to the shelter ofthe cornfield.
The manon horseback pulled in the reins of his

horse and glared downat the old man.
"Whatyoumean, Joe," he cried out, "restin by

the road soearly in themorning? Getalong there."
He twirled awhip in the air.

The old man leaned down and picked up the
handles of biscan and plodded on down the road.

Julilly and Lizaheld each otherand sobbed.
"He's a slave too," Julilly cried. "He'll behungry

today. He gave us all hk food."
She heldthe bread gendy in both herhands.

THE GIRLS HID EAB AWAY from theroad during thelong, hot
day. Twice a train passed near by, clanging its bell
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"Canyoutell mewhattown I'mcomin' to next?"
she asked.

The oldmanjumped a litde. Julilly startled him.
It seemed as if he had trudged this road a thousand
times and never had a black girl bound out right in
front of him before. He stopped hk cartand looked
at her carefully.

"Lexington, Kentucky," he answered kindly.
Then he whispered, "You a slave? You runnin
away?

Julilly didn't have to answer. The old man knew.
He looked cautiously down the road behind him as
though expecting someone. Then he pulled his cart
to the side ofthe road and lowered the handles to the

ground. He reached inside hk loose jacket and drew
out a half loafof bread.

"Thk is for you, child," he saidsoftly. Hk wke
oldeyes lighted on herbriefly, thenfocused faraway
with tired patience.

"If I was a young man, I'd go 'long," he said. He
peeredagaindown the road. "Hide in those bushes,
boy. When night comes follow the railroad tracks to
Covington. There's a free coloured man named
Jeb Brown Uves there. He'll getyou 'cross the Ohio
River in hk litde boat You've got to cross the
Ohio to get to Canada."

126



UNDERGROUND TO CANADA

The sun rose. It was humid and hot The damp
clothes steamed, andthenblewstiffanddry. Gratefully
the girk dressed and ate a small amount of the food
packed for them bythegood women of Felsheim.

"We'd best walk in the daylight," Julilly said.
"There's no paths leftand nosigns of people."

"Tryin to step over all these sticks and stones
when nighttime comes is more than my two legs
canmanage," Liza agreed.

They decided to stay near thecovering trees atall
times andtakecover atonce ifanystiroflifewas heard
around them. They trudged along whatever traik they
could find. Sometimes furry litde animak jumped
across their path, but thewild beasts that howled in
thenight seemed to take cover for theday. The girk
climbed on and on,onlystopping for drinks from the
flooded mountain streams. Their guide was theneedle
of thecompass which never leftJulilly's hand.

The land was getting flatter and flatter, and the
protecting mountain peaks were behind them.That
night theyrested uneasily in acornfield near a road.

In the very early morning, Julilly saw an old
coloured man hobbling along the road, pulling a
cart behind him. She crawled quickly from their
hideout andwalked up to him. She had no fear of
thk ancient white-haired, black-faced man.
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two of them to squeeze inside. They shoved their
bundles ahead of them.

"It'sdry in here." Liza rubbedher handsoverthe
ground.

But their newly-patched clothes dripped with
water, and they chilled each time the wind blew
through their makeshift hovel There was nothing to
do but take their clothes off, wring the water from
them as best they could, and hang them over
branches that were stilldry. Theycovered themselves
with pine needles and bunches of dried leaves and
dugdeeper withsticks into the dryearth.

They lay down close to each other for warmth.
Somehow they slept and when they woke the wind
had stopped blowing. Mountain birds chirped their
early morning songs and a faindy pink sun spread
shyly across the slty. The girk peered through their
shelter of branches. Fallen limbs and scattered leaves

criss-crossed over the ground.
"Looks likesomebody stirred the wholeplaceup

with a big wooden spoon." Julilly pushed her head
clear of the branch above her.

"Nobody is gonna come lookin for runaway
slaves in this mess." Liza shook the still damp
clothes and hung them carefully over a limb in the
warming air.
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Before long, a strange, nervous wind began to
blow. It skittered about—twirling up thestones along
the path—then jumping into the trees and making
ugly, swaying brushes of thegiant pines.

A cloud smashed across the moon and erased their

path. Itwas dark now, as dark as the deep end ofacave.
Theair began to chill Julilly and liza stopped climb
ing and held onto the trunk of the nearest tree. The
wind lashed around themlike a slave owner's whip.

Someplace near bythere was a long, cracking noise
and thena thud.Whenthe flashes of lightning came,
Julilly and liza could see a giant tree, torn from the
earth with its raw, useless roots exposed to thestorm.
Thunder pounded in the sky, and then rain swept
down like moving, walk of water. Another flash of
lightning. Thk time thegirk saw a flat place close at
hand, shielded byan overhanging rock.

"Get all the tree limbs you can find, Liza, and
pile them under that rock," Julilly screamed above
the wind.

The pile grew high. They dragged heavy limbs
that could not .blow away.

"Nowwe'll dig a place under this rock," Julilly
screamed again.

They scraped and grovelled. Their hands bled;
but a small shelter did take shape, bigenough for the
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THERE WASN7 MUCH DANGER from slave catchers on the high
mountain paths at night. But even without them,
this wild place was tenifying and strange for Julilly
and Liza. High-pitched animal cries that they had
never heard before echoed in and out of the tall

black mountain peaks. Their path sometimes
became "slim as the string bindin a cottonbale," as
Liza exclaimed.

The girk heldonto one another and onceJulilly
had to grab a swaying tree limb to keep from
slipping down the mountain's side. Liza fell against
her, hanging to her wakt. Theyclimbed up again on
their hands and knees.

"Ifthat North Star wasn't upthere steady, beckonin
to us," Julilly shuddered, "I couldn't goon."
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"God bless you," thewomancalled from the row
of clean cabins in thegreen valley.

Julilly and Liza didn't know howto express their
gratitude to this kind lady. They couldn't even talk
about it to each other. Human kindness from the

villagers of Felsheim had negated a litde of the
human cruelty that had made them slaves. It was
hard to know how to accept these offerings from
white folks.
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Oh, whowill come and gowithme.
I am bound for the promised land

The women and children from the row ofcabins

came to the door and Iktened. They smiled. One of
them shook her head and wept.

Two of thewomen came into theroom,chattering
German. More food was placed on the table and the
girk ate. Itwasn't until the woman who spoke English
walked through the door carrying their washed and
mended pants and shirts that Julilly and Liza knew
their vkit had ended.

The woman handed them the clothes and two

bundles of food.

"You change clothes now and then go." She said
thewords slowly andwithdifficulty. "Slave hunters in
thevalley. Go high to themountains—then north."

The girls scrambled into their clothes. They
hooked the bundles offood over their arms.

"You Abolitionists?" Julilly asked, stumbling
through the long word with great difficulty.

"No, Mennonites," the woman said. "Thk place
we built away from people. It k Fekheim, Tennessee."

"It must be like a church," Liza explained to
Julilly as theystarted toward a thickly wooded area
on the mountainside. "My daddy is a Baptist"
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"It's just that I've never been clean all over
before," shetriedto explain.

The woman who spoke a litde English smiled.
She took Julilly's handandthen Liza's handand led
them to the mats.

"Sleep," she said and walked away.
The gold sunlight, filtering through the open

door, faded and faded and faded, until it was the

half-light time before dark. The girls moved their
mats close together and slept at once.

It was a long sleep for Julilly and Liza. Several
times theyjumped when early morning noises woke
them. But they stretched their feet over the clean
mats. They felt thesafety of the farm cabin andslept
some more.

"My tired bones are layin' here side by side feelin
good andhappy," Liza smiled.

"I'm gonna sing," announced Julilly. At first it
was a hum:

I am bound for the promised land

I amboundfor the promised land

Then thesong burst into full-throated singing in
a voice so like Mammy Sally's thatJulilly wondered
if it were hers.
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They stepped outside the tub and dried themselves
soft and smooth. Different women entered the

kitchen. Twoof themcarried the tub outsideto empty
thewaten Another slipped long, clean shirts over the
gjrk. Another putfood onthe table—glasses ofmilk,
thick bread, rich butter, slices of venkon. Liza and
Julilly sat on thebenches andate.

The women chattedin lowvoices—always in the
strange German.

Then the first woman came in—the one who

had taken their clothes. She shook a scolding
fingerat them.

"Eat slow," she said. "Some now-—some after

sleep."
She spread clean mats on thefloor. They hadthe

sweet smell of grass, from the meadows where the
cows ate. There were no buzzing flies—no sick
whine from mosquitoes—no need to hide in this
clean, scrubbed cabin.

"My skin feel so clean, I think it must be
shinin." Julilly yawned.

Liza smoothed the white shirt over her knees,

andslowly rubbed herhands together, turning them
back and forth to view their cleanness. Two large
tearsrolleddownher cheeks onto her lap.Shewiped
them awayroughly.
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"You wash in tub." The English words came
slowly for her. "You give old clothes to me." She
handed them a square of soap and two white
towels.

She waited. The girls peeled off their ragged,
mud-soaked garments. They dipped their hands
carefully into thewater. The woman laughed.

"You get in there all the way and scrub. Hair
too." She picked up their clothes with a stick and
left the room.

Liza andJulilly looked at one another.
"You is the dirtiest girl I ever seen." Liza leaned

toward Julilly. "You scrub meand I'll scrub you."
Julilly saw the scars from whippings criss-cross

over Liza's back. She quickly looked away and
climbed slowly over the side of the tub. "I never put
myself into no washtub before, but it feels mighty
pleasant." She sank slowly into thewater.

"I feek like a skinned catfish." Liza grinned and
splashed down beside her friend.

The girls scrubbed their faces, their hair, their
legs. Soapsuds hidthewater. First it was white, then
grey, then brown.

"Turnin into the ol' Mississippi River," Julilly
giggled.
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boxed-in gardens behind them and bright flowers
growing around the edges. Women in long skirts
moved about busy with their work; their light,
pale hairpulled back tightly into tidybuns. Little
children, covered with skirts and pants, skipped
and sang and played with one another. They
stopped only for seconds to stare at Julilly and
Liza. It was a common sight, it seemed, for run
away slaves to follow a farmer into their village.
There was no fuss at all.

One woman came forward, almost as ifshe were

expecting them. She spoke to the farmer with
strange words.

"We speak German," hesaid to thegirk.
"German?" they repeated after him. The word

had no meaning at allfor Liza andJulilly, but they
followed her. They walked into one of the bright
new cabins. Turned inside out, it wouldn't matter,
Julilly decided: all sides were scrubbed and
polished.

In the kitchen, the biggest kettle the girls had
ever seen sat on the floor steaming with warm,
clean water.

Thewoman smiled. "Girk?" she said, andpointed
to their ragged pants and shirts. The boys' clothes
hadn't fooled her.
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or see a tall, white-faced farmer standing direcdy
behind them.

There was no time to hide or run when he

walked around and faced them.

Lizagrabbed Julilly's arm.
"Lord, save us," she cried.

Julilly stared atthe farmer. Terror and fascination
mixed inside her head.

Thk man was no Sims or Riley kind of farmer.
Hehada fresh, home-made look. There was nothing
mean about hk blue eyes and the straight, pale
eyebrows on top of them.

He smiled.

"Slaves?" he asked.

The girk didn'tmove.
The farmer grabbed the collar of the belled cow

and began walking down the mountain path.
He waved for Liza andJulilly to follow.

It seemed the right thing to do. He hadn't
touched them and he wasn't making them go. But
they walked a safe distance behind him.

They turned around a grove of tall pine trees
and came to another stretch of flat land. On this

place, however, there were rows of small neat
cabins. But not slave cabins. They weren't worn
and shabby. They were new and shining with
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was a setof fears that senta tingling prickle right to
the endsofher fingers.

"I knowweVe got to do it Liza"—Julilly spoke
without looking at the sullen face of her friend—
"but it means talkin' to white folks again, beggin
them for somethin' to eat They won't take our
money. I'm scared."

"We can do it, Julilly. You got strength and you
gptcourage. I've been askin'.the Lord to give ushelp."

Strength and courage. Julilly thought about these
words. That's what Mammy Sally had. It meant
looking right at danger without bowing down your
head. Like Lester did when the chains cut hk ankles.

It was hard, thinking of Lester. It brought fear and
more pain. Hehad chains around himnow and was
bleeding on hk ankles.

The girk sat close together. Theywhispered their
plans. They would follow the cows to the farm
house. If the farmers wouldn't give them something
to eat they would have to take food—maybe corn
from the fields. If the farmers caught one of them,
theother onewould creep intothehouse atnightfall
and set her free.

The sweet-smelling grass rustled around them, for
thecow withthebell swung her head back and forth
near the rock where thegirk satThe girkdidn't hear
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"We've got to tryagain, Julilly, and this time it's
my turn." Liza began crawling painfully from the
cave. Julilly lifted herup by herarm andhunted for
the path that had led them into the clearing. They
both knew that food must be found soon or they
would be too weak even to look for it.

They plodded slowly in the opposite direction
andthk timetheycame to a flat plateau withwaving
grass. Some cows nibbled, their bodies swaying to
and fro. A clear-sounding bell rang from theneckof
one of them.

The cows were heavy with milk, but neither
Julilly nor Liza hadever milkeda cow or been near
one. Julilly did remember Massa Hensen's herd
coming home at dusk and following the leader,
whose bell tinkled around her neck.

"We'llwaithereabit andwhen they starttoward
home, we'll follow them." Julilly sat on a smooth
rock behind a thicket of low protecting brush. Liza
joined her.

"It seems if a cow can fill itself with grass, we
coulddo it too," Julilly mused, watching the friendly
animak rip and munchgreat mouthfukofgreen.

"We ain't cows." Liza frowned.

Julilly laughed. It burst forth unexpectedly, likea
Ud popping off a boiling pot. BubbUng inside her
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"You get off my land, you nigger slave." The
words whined through theclearing and intothestill,
silent woods.

"You've been running away and you've been
stealing money." She whined evenly without a
quiverof fear.

Julilly crumpled the money inside herfist
"Now get off my land, and get off fast"—the

woman still didn't move her lips—"or I'U use this
gun, and I've got a right good aim."

Julilly turnedaround andran. Shestumbledinto
the tangle of bushes looking frantically for Liza.
A bonyarm grabbed her leg. It was Liza.

"Come back here," Liza whispered, "there's
a cave."

Thk time Liza ledJulilly. The cave was small but
sheltered bydead trunks of fallen trees. Theyhuddled
beside each other, shaking and frightened.

"That woman looked mean as a one-eyed crow,
aimin that gun at you," said Liza finaUy.

Julilly laughed a Utde and jammed the money
deep into her bundle. It was sucha relief to be safe
and to be with Liza.

"Well you sure k better company than an old
cold gun."Julilly triedto smile.

But there was no returning humour from Liza.
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thought how she must look. The short haircut was
growing andherhair was brisdy andunkempt.

"You stayhere, Liza, in case wegot to run."
Liza said nothing, but rubbed her thin, scarred

legs and nodded.
Julilly walked forward. She kept her eyes on the

cabin door, knowing thatshe mustn't stop until she got
there. As she walked closer she could smell cooking
food andherneed for it grew sodesperate thatsheran
to the doorand knocked loudly.

For a moment there was no answer and then the

door swung open widely and a gaunt white farm
woman stood tall and defiant in front ofher. She held

a gunandpointed it straight at JuliUy. There was no
fear on her stern, weathered face. She was as sturdy
and strong asher cabin, and herdress was thick and
wooUen and had no holes.

The nearness of the cooking wiped aU caution
fromJuliUy's mind. She heldout her money, trying
to lookaroundthe gun and see inside the cabin.

"I got money," JuliUy said. "I want to buysome
food."

The woman stood still. Her Ups barely moved,
but the voice that came through them was a loud,
clear whine. Her words could have been bullets from

the pointedgun.
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rocky climbs up and down steep Indian traik.
They meant plants, and animals, and trees, and
rushing water that was new to the slave girk from
the flat lands of thecotton-growing South.

JuliUy looked ather friend and then atthevaUey
farms below.

"I guess we know, Liza, what we got to do. We
got to travel on and when dusk comes, we got to
walk down to one of those houses, use some of the

money Massa Ross gave us, and buy some food."
Julilly felt for thecrumpled dollar bilk in thebottom
ofher bundle.

"That's whatwe gotto do," Liza nodded.
They sat silendy for a long time but there was

nothing else to say. They picked up their meagre
bundles and thecompass and began climbing slowly
down the side of the mountain.

The path they took led to a smaU clearing,
surrounded bythickbush anda few taU pines. In the
centre of it stood a square log cabin. It was sturdy
and warm and lived-in because smoke spiralled
softly from its chimney.

"This k where I got togo, Liza." JuliUy tookadeep
breath and clutched one ofthe dollar bilk in her hand.

She quickly smoothed down herhair. It was the first
time since the journey began that she had even
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"I've been sleepin too, Liza." Julilly felt guilty
and troubled. She had vowed that she would take

every precaution while watching and hiding from
slave catchers.

But there were no accusations from Liza. She

reached for the food bundle, and turned it carefully
inside out. A few crumbs and a smaU piece of bread
no bigger than a bird's egg was allshefound inside.
She broke the bread and divided the dry crumbs.
JuliUy hunted for a spring and fiUed hergourd with
water. Theynibbled thebread anddrankgreat gulps
of water, but were stiU hungry. Theywould have to
find more food. They couldn't climb aU night over
the mountains without eating. JuliUy walked about
theouterrim of the cave looking for berries or even
roots that they could chew. There was nothing.

"We can't walk, Liza, 'less we get some strength
from eatin," Julilly said.

"We can't just sit here, JuliUy, and waste away."
Liza's voice was hard anddetermined. She was looking
down into the vaUey where scattered farmhouses sent
up spirals of smoke luce cobweb douds—smoke from
cooking food.

Ahead of them stretched the peaks of the
Appalachian mountains marking thedirection north
that they must take. The mountains meantdays of
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as far as she could see. She breathed deeply of the
morning fragrance and forgot that she was hungry.
The sun roUed itself bit by bit onto the earth and
spread outits warmth. It touched JuliUy, brushing the
cold earth from her feet and drying thedampness of
her ragged shirt She felt herselfmelting intoawarm
pool of Ught, soft and protecting. JuliUy dosed her
eyes andwent to sleep.

The two girls slept through the noonday sun.
They slept whUe a deer crossed before the doorway
of their cave. Its delicate nose sniffedthe grass near
by. Its timid eyes caressed them, andmoved on.

In the early afternoon a soft grey mockingbird
flew from theskyontothewhite-barked branch of an
aspen. It preened among theshimmering, sunflecked
leaves, before bursting intoalouddear song.

Liza andJuliUy stined. The dear song brought a
memory ofMississippi.

"It's mornin' and cotton pickin timeandI've slept
too long..." Julilly jumped to her feet, hitting her
head on the rock ledge above her. Liza lifted herself
upslowly. There was pain in every bone she moved.

"Looks like I should have been on watch by
now," Liza sighed, reUeved that JuliUy was stiU
beside herand that only a mockingbird had found
their hide-out.
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about them right away. Massa Ross would know
where they were.

"Massa Ross," JuliUy blurted out in a jumble of
fear andhope, "did Lester andAdam getto Canada?"

Mr. Ross leanedforward slowly.
"They reached Canada, all right," hesaid. "They

both knew freedom."

He paused. "Lester has a job in the town of
St Catharines. He wants both of you to come
there... Adam died."

There was a shocked moment of sUence.

Kind, gende Adam. JuliUy felt the dryness again
in her throat but this time there was throbbing
pain. Liza bent forward, straining hercrippled back.
Her eyes fiUed with tears, which ran fredy over her
scarred black cheeks.

"How did he die, Massa Ross?" she asked.

Mr. Ross' shoulders slumped. "It was the
chains." Hk voice was husky. "Theywere too tight
and cut through the flesh. When wefiled them off,
there was blood pokoning. Adam Uved in Canada
onlyoneday. Weburied him undera taU pine tree."

There was nothing more to say. The evU chains.
Julilly felt herselfwanting toprythem apart forever—
to strainevery musde in her bodyto puU every chain
loose from thelegs, andarms, andnecks ofevery slave.
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The carriage stopped and JuliUy wiped the tears
from her face with the sleeve of her newly-knitted
sweater. Before she heard about Adam, JuliUy was
goingto askMassa Ross if he had seena tall, black-
skinned woman with aproud walk who wentbythe
nameofMammySally. Now shewas afraid to know.

The carriage jolted. The door opened and the
girk with Mr. Ross stepped intoa dusky, lead-grey
street. It was evening. To be safe, they pulled their
new hats far down over the blackness of their faces.

They tucked their hands under the warmth of the
wisteria-blue sweaters.

Before them was a vast, grey stretch of water.
It didn't have the sound of the rolling Mississippi.
The water heaved andpushed toward the shore and
thensplashed in onelong row of waves. Great hulks
of boats, anchored along its sides, rocked with the
rhythm of the moving water. On one of the largest,
the sails were beingpulled aloft.

"That one k the Mayflower—the Abolition
Boat," Mr. Ross said. "It wiU take you across Lake
Erie to Canada under itswaving saik."

"Then you aren't comin' with us?" JuliUy faced
him soberly.

Mr. Ross heaved hk great shoulders and
breathed longand full into the vastness ofhk chest.
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"I must return again to the South and free more of
your people," he said. He picked up the skimpy
bundles from the carriage floor andwalked toward
the boat.

"Keep your caps pulled down and don't rake
your heads to look atanyone," Mr. Ross turned and
whispered to the girls. "With those new clothes a
passer-by would think you were my children. It's
fortunate the dayk grey anddoudy."

It was only a few steps to the.boat and at once
Mr. Ross began shaking the hand of amanhe caUed
"the Captain." Mr. Ross didn't raise Jhis voice with
hk usual flourish but spokequiedy.

"A friend with friends," he said at first. The

magic password of the Underground Railroad.
JuliUy felt warm andexdted each time sheheard it.

"These are my cfuldren," Mr. Ross continued.
"Take them safely to Fort Maiden."

The captain was a joUy manwithahatcocked to
one side ofbis head.

"Aye, that I wiU." He hung onto each wordwith
peak oflaughter. "Come withme,lads, toyour bunks
bdow."

Mr. Ross patted each girl gendyon the shoulder
and bade them good-bye. He disappeared into the
grey evening dusk. JuliUy andLiza wanted to caU out
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to thankthk big, kindman. Butbothofthem knew
the need for silence. Itwould bedangerous, too, for
themand for Mr. Ross if theylifted their heads and
showed their black faces.

The girk walked aboard the Mayflower with the
Captain. Julilly felt the boat must be breathing and
that she was walking over its body. It went up and
down with each rise and fall of the waves beneath it.

They foUowed the Captain down a narrow flight of
stairs andthenwalked along acorridor withtinydoors
on either side. At one of them they stopped. The
Captain opened the door to a litde room. It was
hardly big enough for the three of them to stand
inside.Twobeds seemed tohangontheside ofthewall
and a small round window looked out on the water.

"I know ye are lassies," the Captain laughed
again, "but for thk tripyewiU be laddies to me and
me mates."

He showed the girk how to lock theirdoor and
warned them to open it onlywhen they heard three
knocks and then the words "a friend with friends."

He would bringthem food andwater at once. Then
they were to crawl into their beds andsleep with aU
theirdothing on.

"If aU goes well"—theCaptain smiled broadly
beneath his thick black moustache—"we will
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reach the banks of Canada in the early morning
light." The r's in hisspeech trilled together likethe
song of a bird, Julilly thought. She wouldhave no
trouble recognizing hk voice behind a door that
was dosed.

The Captain bentdown and walked out of the
litde door. The girk locked it behind them.
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THffiE WAS BAREY TIME for JuliUy and Liza to look about
the cabin, when three raps were heard on the door,
andthe Captains voice whispered,

"A friend with friends. Open the door, lassies,
there's trouble aboard."

JuliUy turned thelock. The Captains face puffed
with anger.

Tve had word there's a slave hunter and sheriff

comingaboard, with awarrant to search the schooner
before wesetsaU." He peered dosdy atthegirk.

"I've anotion that ye're thelassies they're making
all the stir about"

He picked up their bundles andhurried them out
ofthe doonThey ran downthe narrow corridor and
up thewinding stairs. It was nearly dark on theopen
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deck. Firefly-looking lanterns bobbed here and there.
The wind was fuUofthe smeUoffish, and it was cold.

The girk ran with the Captain across the deckto
the far side of the schooner where a litde life-boat,

covered with canvas, hung against the side. The
Captain pulled back the canvas and helped JuliUy
and Liza inside.

"Ye'U find blankets, water, and a bite of food in

there. Take care and pray that the Good Lord wiU
protect ye." He pulled down the canvas and left
them alone.

The girkshivered. Theyfelt aboutfortheblankets
and crawled under them, partly for warmth and
partly forprotection.

"We're gonna jump into the water," JuliUy said
solemnly, "if that sheriffcomes%near thk Utde boat
and takes the canvas off the top."

Liza clutched Julillys shoulder.
"We're never goin back to bein slaves again."
It was a pledge between them. Theywere nearthe

endof theirjourney. Massa Ross hadsaidthatCanada
and freedom were on the other side of Lake Erie.

There was no more walking through the woods, or
climbing mountains, or hiding in wetswamp water.

"After aU our trials, Liza," JuliUy said slowly,
"anythin is better than goin back to slavery."
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There was asmaU opening between thecanvas and
thetopof their Utde boat, and thegirk found that by
looking through it theycould see ontothe deck.

People walked aboard with baskets andbundles in
their arms. SaUors puUed at ropes and lifted rolk of
heavy white doth. Near the plank where the people
came on board, theCaptain stood scowling—hk cap
stiU puUed down over one eye and hk moustache
looking stiffand forbidding.

The girk kept their eyes on him.Two large men
shoved their way up theplank and approached him.
They could be the sheriff and the slave hunter.
JuliUy and Liza didn't know. They had never seen
them before. The menspoke to theCaptain, waving
their arms inhk face and pacing impatiendy upand
down beside him.They seemed like horses pawing
the ground, wanting some kind of action. But the
words they spoke were lost to Liza andJuliUy in the
wind andthe splashing noise oflapping water.

The Captain shookhk head. He threwhk arms
into the air as though in despair. He walked toward
the thin stairway. The bigmen foUowed.

"They are going to search the cabins, Liza!"
JuliUy gasped, realizing justhow ludty their escape
had been. "We're gonna getto Canada, ifwe've got
to hangonto the bottom ofthk boatand get puUed
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across Lake Erie." JulUly was angry now. What right
had these men to keep chasing them right up to the
border, as if they were two runaway dogs? She and
Liza were not going to be slaves no more.

It was night now. The grey fringes of daylight
hadslipped from thesky. Dark clouds foamed and
raced above the Mayflower. Then they parted and
a half-moon dazzled the schooner with yeUow
Ught. The North Star shone above with radiant
steadiness. A bell clanged and the boat swayed
impatiently as though eager to break away from
the shore.

The Captain and the two large men popped out
of the stairway. Theyheaved and puffed and ran to
the entrance plank. They shook their fists in the
Captain's face, but he shoved them onto the plank
and waved good-bye.

TheMayflower turned. It swung around into the
wind. The saik high above began cutting through
the water.

"I fed that I'm flyin through the slty just like
those saik." Liza hugged JuliUy as theyboth pushed a
wider opening in thecanvas sothey could see more of
the outside.

The joy that JuliUy feltwas so intense that there
was pain around her heart
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"Liza," JuliUy said finaUy, "Mammy SaUy is
watchin' that same North Star. I've got to keep
myself from hopin too much, but I'm hopin' that
it's led her to freedom, too."

liza began feeling about for the bundle of food
andthe flask of water. The girkate anddrank aU of
it They drew the blankets dose around them and
watched the biUowing saikcatch the rushing wind.

Without wanting to, they slept in the hoUow
shelter of thesmaU life-boatWhen theCaptain found
them later, peaceful and warm, he left them to rock
through thenight and berefreshed for themorning.

ACRISP. BRIGHT MORNMS came quickly with thin, white
frost powdering the deck. The air was strong with
fresh fish smelk. They mixedwith the land smelk
of pine and pungent walnut bark and fertile earth
stiU warm from summer. The waves on Lake Erie

lapsed into gende ripples. Saik were puUed in and
the Mayflower drifted ashore.

Julilly andLiza wokewiththe sudden stillness of
the schooner's landing. They grasped each other's
hand for comfort, at once remembering the
Mayflower, Lake Erie, and their nearness to Canada.

They pushed up the canvas on their Utde boat
andthebright sunshowered over them. The Captain
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ran toward them shouting with hk trilling r's and
upturned sentences.

"Ahoy." He waved for the girk to joinhim. "AU
passengers ashore."

He grabbed the girk by theirarms and ushered
them down the plank to the shoreline. He pointed
to rows of taU, silent trees andthe long, bleak shore.

"See those trees," he shouted. "They grow oh
free soil."

JuliUy and Liza ran down the plank andjumped
to the ground.

"Canada?" theycried together.
The Captain nodded.
Liza dropped toher knees. She spread outherarms

andkissed the ground. "Bless the Lord, I'm free!" she
cried.

JuliUy stood as taU and straight as she could.
She pulled the cap from her head and held her
head high. There was no longer any need to hide
her black skin. She wasJulilly, a free person. She
was not a slave.

"Thank you,Lord," she said aloud. She fiUed her
lungs as full as shecouldwith the airofthk new free
land. Noone ekewas near them except theCaptain,
who was wiping tears from hk eyes and blowing hk
nose. But he seemed nervous and jumpy and kept
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watching each passenger who walked from the
schooner.

"Ye are safe now," hesaid warmly to thegirk,"and
it does meheart good to have brought yehere." Then
he lowered bis voice. "But ye must remember that
I mustgoback to Ohiothk very day. I can't begetting
myself arrested for hdping slaves escape to freedom,
and I can't be revealing that I'm a 'conductor on the
Underground Railway, even though my part of the
train goes on topof thewater." He laughed suddenly.

JuliUy looked at theCaptain withnewadmiration.
In hergreat joyto bestanding on thesoil ofCanada,
she had forgotten how thk man was risking hk job
and maybe hk life to bring them across Lake Erie
on theMayflower.

"Liza and I vrill never forget howyouand aU the
people of the Underground RaUway helped us,
Captain," JuliUy said. She wanted to give him
something, but her bundlewas limp and empty.

Liza seemed not to hear them. She was stiU

kneeling on the ground praying.
"Fmgiving yea Utde money from Mr. Ross," said

theCaptain, awkwardly shoving some paper bills into
Julilly's hand. "Fardownthe shore there isa coloured
manwitha cartwaiting to takeyeand yourfriend to
the townofSt.Catharines. Mr. Ross arranged it Your
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cousin Lester has ajob in that town and he'U take care
ofye for abit"

JuliUy looked quickly down the long stretch of
rocks andsand that ran beside the lapping bluewater
ofthe great Lake Erie, and, sure enough, there was a
man withacart waiting beside oneof the roads.
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THE CAPTAIN TURNED SWIFTLY and ran back to hk schooner.

Small dusters of people gathered here and
there along thequietshore. ButJulilly felt no need
to be greeted by anyone. She began to hum softly
as the words rang in her head,

Swing low, sweet chariot

Comingfor to carry me home...

JuliUy walked toward Liza and shookhergendy
on the shoulder.

"You can't just sithere prayin' for therest of your
life, Liza," JuliUy laughed with a full, strong voice.
"We've aways to go yetand there's a man right up
there waitin to take us there."
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Liza seemed dazed. But shestood without help
from JuliUy and the two of them walked sUendy
round the shoreline toward the coloured man,

whose wagon was hitched to an aged brown horse.
As they neared him, heseemed to recognize them

ashk passengers, andstood waving them toward him.
Liza drew back. "We'd best hide in those bushes,

JuliUy, untilit'sdark. What's he mean, lettin everyone
see him wavin at us."

"Liza." JuliUy shook her friend again. "Wearein
Canada, and we are free, and free means not havin'

to hide no more."

Liza stopped in shocked amazement as though
thk newideastruckher like a bolt of lightning.

"You k right JuliUy," Liza said and her back
seemed to straighten a litdewithalmost no expression
ofpain onherface. "We can walk right up to thatcart
and dimb on boardandliftup our heads, just likethe
white people always do."

The kindly brown-skinned driver climbed down
and hdd out both bishands. He was taU and strong
andhishairbushed out from hk head like a grey and
black speckled frame.

"I'm EzraWikon," he said, smiling as though
the sun had Ughted his face with a spark. "Massa
Ross sent word you were comin and Lester said
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I was to bringyou right to him in St. Catharines."
He reached for Julilly's hand and then Liza's and
held them tight

The girls were speechless, untU Liza's sullen eyes
suddenly sparkled.

"Iwas sort of expectin thatQueen Victoria herself
mightbe marchin up anddown thk shore when we
arrived," she said, "but I think,Ezra Wilson, thatyou
look justas good."

Ezra Wilson chuckled, but continued to hold

their hands.

"I knowhowyoufed," henodded quiedy. "I came
here last year, justlikeyou, at the timeoftheharvest."

"We'd best not talk now." The taU, strong man
turned from them and began to busy himself
with the fresh straw and blankets in the back of the

cart. "It's a two-day tripto St Catharines. We'U have
plenty of time to say agood many things by then."

The girls climbed into the can and setded
themselves on the straw. It was too warm for the

blankets now. The morning sun had a soothing
warmth. There was a burnished glow about it, like
the ripened skin of a red apple.

Ezra Wilson sat above them and flicked the reins

for thehorse to go. The canbegan to jog upasteep
road, lined on either side by tall, green pines.
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The two days oftravdalong the countryroads of
Upper Canada with kindlyEzra Wilsonwere a time
of peace and quiet joy for JuliUy and Liza.

At first they covered themselves with the blankets
when other people came their way. Butnoonestopped
them,andno oneshouted, andwhentheycame to the
smaU towns and were hungry, they walked into the
stores and bought food with the money Massa Ross
had given them. At night, when the sun disappeared,
theyfelt thehard cold ofthk newnorth country. Then
theblankets warmed themandtheywere never afraid.

On the second morning the leaves on the trees
beside their jogging cart were yeUow-gold. Ezra
WUson stopped and spread a blanket beneath them
and they ate their lunch.

"It's like heaven here," Lizamurmuredsoftly.
Ezra Wilson stood up abrupdy.
"No, it kn't heaven," he said curdy, "andI'vegot

to teU you how it k." He looked at the girk a long
time and then continued. "We coloured folks in

St Catharines work hard, very hard. But we've got
food to eat and most of us have a warm, dry place
to Uve."

JuliUy looked at him with apprehension. What
else did he have to teU them to let them know that

Canada wasn't just a place with yeUow-gold leaves?
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Ezra continued to stand. Hk face was stern but

he didn't rake hk voice.

"We've found jobs," he said, "but none ofus can
read, and aU the white folks can."

"Read?" JuliUy asked, never having thought in all
herlifethat she mightever learn to read.

"It seems, Liza andJuliUy, thatthewhitefolks don't
want us in their schook." Ezra's face grew sad. There's
a St Paul's Ward School in St Catharines for the

colouredand a St Paul's Ward School for the whites;

and thewhite school's got more books and more paper
and more desks, and agood strong building."

"But can we go to school and learn to read?"
JuliUy's eyes grew round with wonder.

"Would they let somebody like me come?" Liza
lifted herselfpainfuUy to lookup into the face of taU
Ezra WUson.

"/w learnin'." Ezra smiled down at her and

rubbed hk grey-flecked hair. "Now I guess I'U just
endaU thk warnin talk by sayin that I made up my
mind thatsalt andpotatoes in Canada are better than
pound-cake and chickens in a state of worry and
suspense in the UnitedStates. Now, let's eatlunch."

WhUe he talked, JuliUy remembered what Massa
Ross had told them along time agp in Mississippi—
that escaping into Canada would be hard and that
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Uving in Canada would be hard, too. But it didn't
seem to hurt to remember thk. She and Liza could

work, and salt and potatoes weren't bad for eating
when noslave owner was around to threaten orwhip.

One night Ezra Wikon talked about St
Catharines ... how Lester worked there asa porter in
the WeUand House Hotd where a special pipe
brought magic mineral water toall theguests. Hetold
how former slaves hdpedto buUd thehotd, and how
manyof themworked there now.

"It's a grand place." Ezra spread his long arms
wide and high. "A bigporch runsalong the frontof
it, and all the fine people sit there rockin' away in
their chairs."

JuliUy andLiza were exdtedandyetworried about
arriving in the town. They talked continuaUy to one
another in thejogging wagon. Howwould it beto Uve
in a town and not be a slave? How would Lester look?

If onlyAdamhad Uved to wdcomethem, too.
JuliUy yearned to askEzraWikon if he had ever

seen or heard of a handsome black woman called

Mammy Sally. Butshe didn't dare. As longasno one
had heard of her, there was always, hope that she
would come to Canada. But if they did know, and
something bad had happened to her,Julilly wanted
to put off the knowing of it as longasshe could.
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On themorning ofthethird day, Ezra told them
that thetown they were coming towas St.Catharines.
At first it looked like the other villages they had
travelled through. There were large andsmaU houses,
mosdy buUt of brick. Trees and shrubs and flowers
grew everywhere. Buton thestreets ofSt. Catharines
were many black folks just like them. When they
came to the part of the town where the shops were
theysawmanymore.

"They aren't dressed fancy," Liza said to JuliUy,
"but they aren't wearin rags."

At the end of thestreet theysaw a large two-storey
building with a wide porch running across the front
of it—theWeUand House Hotd. Ezra puUed in the
reins to slow the horse. In front of the hotd stood a

light-skinned coloured manwith freckles. He wore a
tight suit that buttoned up the front with shining
goldbuttons.

"It's Lester," JuliUy shouted. She jumped from
the wagonand ran towardhim.

Lester grabbed both her hands in hk and looked
at her fondly. JulUly searched hk face. Lester was
weU and content, but the anger was stiU in his eyes
and the pridewas still in his high-held head. Julilly
was glad. The beatings and chains hadn't crushed
him down like a snake.
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Together theysaw Liza trying to crawl overthe
back of the wagon. Lester ran toward her and
picked her up in hisarms. The threeof themstood
together fora moment in a tighthappy cirde.TaU,
kind Ezra WUson joined them. Then Lester placed
Liza gently on the dirt road beneath them. As he
did so, he glanced toward a door at the far end of
the Hotel.

"You'U want to see her right away in the kitchen,
JuliUy," Lester said.

"Her? Kitchen?" JuliUy was puzzled. Was it
someone wanting to give hera jobin the kitchen?

"It's a surprise I planned for you, JuliUy," Lester
said. "I made Ezra promke notto teU." Angry, hostile
Lester became surprisingly sheepish.

Awoman opened thefar back door. JuliUy stared.
She was taU and dark skinned with a white kerchief

about her head. But her hair was grey. Her face was
wrinkled. She was old. Then the woman came toward

them—limping, but with long, fuU strides.
"Mammy SaUy," JuliUy cried and ran into her

mother's outstretched arms.

"ChUd, chUd." Mammy SaUy sangthewords over
and overagain.

FinaUy shehdd JulUly at arm's length. Her eyes
were radiant
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"June LUly, you have grown." She looked again
with grave concern. "You have become awoman."

JuliUy didn't hear. Being with Mammy SaUy
again was like shifting a hundred-pound sack
of cotton from her back and just taldng on a
two-pound load instead. But it also fined herheart
with such a joy she wanted to shout and sing.
Instead, JuliUy puta strong arm around hermother
to support her.

"Howdidyouknow, Mammy, howdidyouknow
to come out that door and meet me?" she asked.

"Land, child, didn't Massa Ross teU you I was
here, or did Lester keep it a secret from him too?"
Mammy SaUy laughed and tears streamed down her
cheeks.

JuliUy remembered Liza. She led her mother to
thehunched, thingirl whostood quiedy ontheroad.

"Liza came with me," JuliUy said simply to
Mammy SaUy. "We are likesisters."

Mammy SaUy touched Liza gendyon the head.
"You gonna five with us, Liza. I'm buyin' us aUtde
house." She stood proud and tall before all of them.
"We'U walk there now."

They aU started walking down the wide dirt
road—Liza, JuliUy, and Mammy SaUy in the lead
with Lester and Ezra behind them.
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"We are free and we are together." Mammy
SaUy almost sang the words. Then shepaused and
looked long and joyfully at the strangely dressed
girk beside her.

Shestarted walking again and said,
"Freedom kn'teasy. We black folks can't read and

wecan't write and thewhite people in St.Catharines
don't want us in their schook... We are poor, but
we are buildin us a church and buUdin us a school.

We are poor, but we getpaid for thejobs we do.We
are poor, but some of us are buildin houses on the
landweown. We arepoor, but noneof us isslaves."

Mammy SaUy's words became asong. There was a
rhythm and a rising cadence to each new Une. They
aU began marching toward agrove oftatt, green pines.

JuliUy glanced at her mother's face. It had deep
wrinkles. The hair that shone beneath her kerchief

was powdery white with specks of grey. There were
scars on Mammy's neck. She'd been lashed with a
whip. She Umped when she walked. Butherhead was
high andhervoice rang with courage anddeep joy.

JuliUy put a strong armaround hermother to sup
porthet She pulled Liza along with herother hand.

Mammy SaUy needed her. Liza and Lester needed
her. She was growing up.There was a lotforherto do
in thk greatnewlandof freedom.
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MR. ALEXANDER ROSS

Alexander MUton Ross, a naturalist and physician,
was born on December 13, 1832, at BeUeviUe,

Upper Canada, and died in Detroit, Michigan, on
October 27,1897.

In undertaking thk mission to help the slaves to
freedom I didnotdisguise from myselfthedangers

I would mostcertainly have to encounter, andthe
certainty that a speedy and perhaps cruel death
would be my lot in case my plans and purposes

were discovered1

Alexander M. Ross

An outspoken abolitionist... was Alexander
MUton Ross.... In 1855, when he was 23, he
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decided upon an active career of running fugitives
from the deepSouth to Canada. Ross madeat least
five trips to the southern states, posing as a bird
watcher; and in five years hewas instrumental to the
escape of 31 or more blacks... John Greenleaf
Whittierdedicated oneof hk poems to Ross.2

Therediedin the dty of Detroit,on October27,
1897, a man whose services in the abolition

movement andduring theCivU War were ofsoself-
sacrificing and daring a character they gained for
him the tributes not onlyof theaboUtion leaders but
of Lincoln himself. Alexander MUton Ross, M.D.,

Canadian by birth... had a career that deserves to
be betterknown... WendeU PhiUips dedared, "No
higher herokm, courage or tenacity of purpose was
ever displayed than by you in your chivalric efforts
to help the slaves to freedom."3

He was a distinguished ornithologist, cited by
European governments andlearned sodeties fororig
inal and painstaking work on birds of North
America.... His Canadian accent made him

supposedly a neutral in internal affairs of the U.S.
and letters of introduction established him as a natu

ralist of international standing ... Wandering
through fields andwoods in theSouth, hehada rare
opportunity to talk to slaves, to provide themwitha
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Utde money, and information on howto travd and
where to stop.4

1.Memoirs ofa Reformer by Alexander
M. Ross. p. 41

2. The Blacks in Canada by Robin
W. Winks, p. 260

3. "A Daring Canadian Abolitionist" by Fred
Landon, librarian at London, Ontario,

article in the Michigan History Magazine,
1921, p. 364

4. Make Free—The Story ofthe Underground
Railroad byWiUiam Breyfogle, p. 190
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Levi Coffin, a businessman, Quaker leader and
AboUtionkt, was born in 1798 in New Garden,

N. Carolina,and died in Cincinnati, Ohio, in 1877.

I am opposed to thewhole system ofslavery, and
conscientiously believe it to be a sin against God
and a crime against man to channelize a human
being and reduce God's image to the level of
a brute, to be bought and sold in the market as
carde or swine.1

Levi Coffin

Levi Coffin, byhk devotion to thecause of the fugi
tive from boyhood to old age, gained the tide of
President of the Underground Railroad, but he was
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notat thehead ofa formal organization. In truth the
workwas everywhere spontaneous. Unfaltering con
fidence among members of neighbouring stations
served better than a code of rules ... decision and

sagacity of the individual was required rather than
the less rapid efforts of an organization.2

He and hk wife aided more than 3,000 slaves in

flight3
For33 years, heandhk wife, Catherine, received

intotheirhome in Newport, Ind.,andCincinnati, O.,
morethan 100slaves every year.4

1. From a letter quoted in The Underground
Railroad—From Slavery to Freedom by
WUbur Siebert, p. 592

2. Ibid., p. 69
3. Ibid, p. 87
4. Ibid., p. Ill
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ABOUT THE BOOK

June LiUy, known to everyone as JuliUy, k a
twdve-year-old slave girl Uving with her mother
on a plantation in Virginia during the 1850s.
At the beginning of the story, the owner of the
plantation, Massa (Master) Hensen, must seU
someofhisslaves to rake money, andeveryone k
worried about who wUl have to go. When the
slave trader arrives, JuliUy is separated from her
mother and, along with many other younger
children, k forced onto the rickety old wagon
bound for the plantation of Massa Riley, in
Mississippi. The slave trader also takes three
strongmaleslaves—Ben, Lester, andAdam—and
chains them to thewagon, forcing them to keep
up as the chains cut into the skin around then-
ankles. During the long trip to the Deep South,
JtiliUy rides in the wagon with the smaU children,
andeven though she k scared andveryupset, she
does her best to keep their spirits up and look
after them in the nighttime cold, the scorching
sun, and constant hunger. When the long trip
and harsh conditions become too much for

Adam, Ben, and Lester, JuliUy finds the courage
to climb out of the wagon and hdp them too,
whichearns herLester's respect.



When shearrives at thenewplantation, JuliUy
realizes that she and her mother had been

relatively fortunate back in Virginia. The slaves
on theRUey plantation are treated likeanimals—
they are whipped regularly by the crud overseer,
Sims, are fed onlyenough to enable themtowork
aU day, and sleep on dirt floors in poorly
constructed shacks.

JuliUy k heartbroken and discouraged, but she
k quickly befriended by another young slave
named Liza whogives herstrength andhope. Liza
was savagely beaten when she tried to escape from
theplantation, and suffers from constant pain and
a bad back, but herspirit k stiU defiant, and the
two girk dkcuss the possibility of escaping to
Canada, where theyhave heard there k no slavery.
JuliUy hopes that hermother too—wherever she k
now—might escape toCanada, and she dreams of
being reunited with herthere.

One day, amannamed Alexander Ross (areal-
life character) arrives on the plantation. He k an
ornithologist (someone who studies birds), and
Massa RUey lends him a couple of slaves to
accompany him as he searches for various bird
spedes. JuliUy and Liza are fascinated by the man
because he k from Canada, the land they dream

0



about They later find out from Lester that Ross k
in fact travelling through the South in order to
free slaves. Lester invites JuliUy and Liza toameet
ingin thewoods inthemiddle of thenight todk-
cuss the escape plan.

A week later, Lester leads JuliUy, Liza, and
Adam as they escape from the plantation. They
foUow the directions given by Alexander Ross to
the various "stations" of the Underground
Railroad. Travelling at night and sleeping during
theday, they manage to avoid theauthorities who
are looking for them. Their travek eventuaUy take
them to an uninhabited barn in the wilderness.

When Lester and Adam go out fishing, they are
captured and put back in chains. JuliUy and Liza
are lefttocarry onalone, foUowing theNorth Stat

The twogirk have adifficult journey through
thewildAppalachian Mountains, are refused food
by a gun-toting woman, and live in ever-present
fear of being tracked down by slave catchers
andtheir bloodhounds. They are hdped on their
journey by a kindlygroup of Mennonite women
and by an elderly slave who gives them hk food
ration. They eventuaUy arrive at the home ofJeb
Brown and hk wife, Elk, where they receive a
warm wdcome. They have to leave early, though,



when the Sheriff arrives, looking for runaway 203
slaves. The girls hide on the roof, and when the
Sheriff has left, Jeb rows them across the Ohio
River. They are now out of the South and in the
"free" North—but if they are captured they can
still be returned to their plantation.

Theyare taken to the home of Levi Coffin in
Cincinnati (another real-life character), who is

known as the President of the Underground
Railroad, but again they have to leave quickly
when the authorities arrive to search the house.

The girls are loaded into a freight car in cloth
sacks and sent to Cleveland, where they are met

by Alexander Ross. He puts them aboard a boat
called the Mayflower but cannot accompany
them to Canada, as he is heading back to the
South to free more slaves. There is one last scare

for the girls when a slave hunter comes to search
the ship, but they hide in a lifeboat and are not
discovered. They remain there for the trip across
Lake Erie.

In Canada,Julilly and Liza are met by a black
man, Ezra, who takes them in his cart to

St. Catharines, where they are reunited with
Lester, who managed to escape after his capture
by theslave hunters. Sadly, Adam dieda dayafter



arriving in Canada, from blood pokoning as a
result of the chains biting intohisskin.

When Julilly sees hermother, MammySally,
coming out of the hotel where she now works,
JulUly's happiness is complete. She and her
mother, together with Liza, Lester, and Ezra,
head down the road to Mammy Sallys houseto
begin their new lives of freedom.

ABOUT BARBARA SMUCKER
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Smucker herself was a Mennonite and her hus

band, Donovan Smucker, was a Mennonite

minister. Underground to Canada, her most
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is the story of a Mennonite family escaping
from Russia at the time of the Russian

Revolution. Her other titles include Amish

Adventure (1983), White Mist (1985), Jacob's
Little Giant (1987), Incredible Jumbo (1990),
and Garth and the Mermaid (1992).

She and her husband retired to his hometown

of Bluffton, Ohio, in 1994. Barbara Smucker

died there in 2003, at the Mennonite Memorial

Home, aged 87.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS

1. On page 22, on their way to the Riley
plantation, the overseer Sims warns Julilly,
Lester, and the others not to listen to the

Quaker man and the black boy who give
them water. He says, "They got evil in
their words and destruction in their ways."
Do you think Sims believes what he says?
If not, why does he describe the
Abolitionist and the free black boy this



way? If he reaUy does believe they are evU
and destructive, can you explain why he
might think that?

2. Music plays an important part in this story.
In fact, the very first sentence in the book
k aboutmusic. It inspires the slaves, com
forts them, and acts as coded information.

Have you ever felt reaUy strongly abouta
particular piece of music? Why was it so
important to you? Can you think of situa
tions where music is used to make people
feel a certain way? Now that we have music
everywhere we go—in our iPods, on the
radio, in our cars, in stores—do you think
it can have the same impact it would have
hadat the time of this story?

3. Nowadays we have laws that prevent most
of the serious injustices portrayed in thk
story: long hoursofwork with insufficient
breaks, physical abuse in the workplace,
childlabour. Do you think we've done
enough to protect workers from exploita
tion? If not, what more could be done?

And whatshould we in wealthy countries do
about exploitation in countries that do not
have ourlaws protecting workers?



4. When Julilly and Liza talk about Canada 207
at the Riley plantation (page 46), they
discover that the other girls have some
strange ideas about it: in Canada, they eat
black people; the only thing that can be
grown there is black-eyed peas. Can you
think of some things you've heard about
other countries or regions that turned out
not to be true? How do you think such
ideas start, and how and why do they
spread?

5. Throughout Underground to Canada, even
in the midst of the most terrible scenes of

cruelty and poverty, there are descriptions
of natural beauty—such as the branches of
the cotton trees at the Riley plantation that
"shot out in all directions with blossoming
white bolls, popping out like pure white
feathers from a thousand swans" (page 45).
Do you think a description like this is
appropriate when the story concerns such
horrendous cruelty and ugliness? Why
might the author have chosen to include
such details?

6. Lester is frequently described as being
angry, and during the journey from



Virginia to the RUey plantation we are
told that JulUly "drew strength from
Lester's high-held head and angry eyes"
(page 26). Do you think anger is the best
reaction to injustice? Are JuliUy and Liza
angry? What about Alexander Ross? And
the majority of the slaves at the Riley plan
tation—how do they react to their condi
tion? Is there a corrector appropriate
response in a situation like the one these
people find themselves in?

7. On page 58, JuliUy thinks about what it
means to be free: "Free must be like a

whippoorwUl that could fly here andthere
and settle where it pleased... free could
mean to get paid for your worklikewhite
folks... free was like the free black boy
who... gave her water... if youwere free,
you wouldn'tbe whipped." What do you
think of her definition? Does freedom

meansomething different in different
circumstances? Is a character like Sims,

the overseer, free? And when the escaped
slaves get to Canada, are theyentirely free?
Is everyone either free or not free, or are
there degrees of freedom? When JuliUy



and Liza get to Canada, both EzraWikon
and Mammy SaUy warn them that
"Freedom isn'teasy" (page 187). What do
you think they mean?

8. What do Liza andJuUUy mean when they say
they are "afraid and notafraid" (page 59) to
try to escape from the RUey plantation?
Do they mean thesame thing? What role, if
any, does Liza's deep religious faith play in
herwiUingness to rkk being caught and
severely beaten again? Could religious faith
equaUy produce an entirely different reaction?

9. Duringtheirescape from the RUey
plantation, JuliUy hdps Liza in many smaU
(and notso smaU) ways—holding herupright
when they are struggling through theswamp,
taking over Liza's watch in orderto let her
sleep. Does Liza provide JuliUy with anything
in return, or would JulUly be betteroffon
herown? Whydoes JulUly hdp Liza so
much, often at risk to herself? When Liza

faints at Jeb Browns cabin, what does JulUly
mean when shesays to Liza, "I need you"
(page 142)?

10.Thepassword used by escaping slaves and
those who hdp them on theUnderground



Railroad is "Friends with a friend." Why is
this an appropriate password on the
Underground Railroad? How does the idea
of friendship show itself throughout the
story? Do you think people have to know
each other for a long time to be true friends,
or can strangers be friends?

11.Julilly is repeatedly impressed by the
enthusiasm and commitment of the

Abolitionists, who offer their time freely, and
at the risk of great personal loss and even
imprisonment, to help slaves to freedom. As
the farmer who hides the four runaways in

his wagon says: "I just wish I could take you
right to the border of Canada ... Slavery isa
horrible evil" (page 96). Are there issues in
the world today that couldinspire this same
kind of commitment? Do you think people
today are more or less involved in trying to
correct injustices? What do you think is dif
ferent in our society today in terms of how
we approach such issues?

12.Shortly before they reach Jeb Brown's
cabin, a dog drives Julilly and Liza to take
refuge in a tree. A black man comes along
and gives them directions to Brown's cabin



but makes it clear he doesn't want to be

any more involved. JuliUy says, "That
man's got no more courage than a mouse"
(page 131).Do you think it is a signof
weakness to refuse to take action that

would put yourselfat risk? Think about
thedifferent people in this book and the
varying degrees of risk they take. Is there
a "correct" approach to dealing with
injustice in society? Is the most activist
approach—that ofAlexander Ross, for
example—necessarily the best one,
especially if it leads to imprisonment?

ADDITIONAL RESOURCES

Fradin, Dennis BrindeU, BoundJbr the North
Star: True Stories ofFugitive Slaves
Twdve true stories of slaves whoescaped viathe
Underground Railroad, withhelp from Levi
Cofiin in a couple of instances. Indudes photos
and illustrations.

Greenwood, Barbara, The Last Safe House: A
Story ofthe Underground Railroad



A novel about the relationship between a black
girl who is escaping slavery and the white girl
whose houseshe stays in. Also includes factual
details about the history of the Underground
Railroad.

Lester, Julius, To bea Slave
A classic book for young people about the
history of slavery, based on first-hand accounts.

Levine, Ellen, Henrys Freedom Box: A True Story
from the Underground Railroad
An illustrated story, based on a real event, about
a slave who travelled the underground railroad
in a crate.

Prince, Bryan, / Came as a Stranger: The
Underground Railroad
An illustrated history of the Underground
Railroad that provides important information
about what happened to escaped slaves after
they arrived in Canada.

Shadd, Adrienne, Afua Cooper and Karolyn
Smardz Frost, The Underground Railroad: Next
Stop, Toronto!
An illustrated book focusing on what happened
to runaway slaves after they arrived in Canada,
with emphasis on thosewho settled in Toronto.



Websites

http://www.nationalgeographic.com/
railroad/

A website from National Geographic with an
interactive game involving an escape to
Canadavia the Underground Railroad.

http.7/questarc.nasa.gov/ltc/spedal/rnlk/
gourd2.html
A web page explaining the meaning behind the
song"FoUow the Drinking Gourd" as it led
slaves to freedom. "FoUow theDrinking Gourd"
is mentioned in the epigraph byMartinLuther
King Jr. that appears at the beginning of
Underground to Canada.

http://blackhistorycanada.ca/
A good siteexploring aU aspects of the hktoryof
black people in Canada.

http://www.pc.gc.ca/canada/proj/cfc-ugrr/
index_e.asp
A major site byParks Canada, emphasizing the
Underground RaUroad's presence and impact in
Canada, with details on rdated National

Hktoric Sites.
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http://www.freedomtrail.ca/home.html
A highly iUustrated site with loads of information
on the places where ex-slaves settled in Ontario,
inducting St. Catharines.

http://www.waynet.org/levicoffin/
A site with interesting photos of Levi Coffin's
house in Fountain City, Indiana. Although this
is not the house portrayed in Underground to
Canada, which was in Cincinnati (where the

Coffins moved in 1847), thk sitegives a good
ideaof howthe Coffins hid escaping slaves.

http://www.nps.gov/history/nr/travd/
underground/ugrrhome.htm
A terrific site from the United States National

Parks Service with details of historic sites in the

U.S.A. that areassodated with the Underground
Railroad.

http://www.biographi.ca/EN/ShowBio.asp?
Biold=40530

A Library andArchives Canada biography of
Alexander Ross.
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