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In writing this novel I was inspired by - among others - two giants of 
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wish to extend my gratitude to my wife, Uraiwan, who listened to numerous 

revisions over many years and for her patience, assistance, strong input and 

dedication – all of which were invaluable. My daughter, Mikaila, co-edited the 

book along with myself and had many worthy suggestions.  

The novel is dedicated to my dear brother, Paul, another good friend of 

Jack's, and to Jack, both of whose characters the book is partially based upon 

(composite characters). Paul passed in 2016 during the writing of the novel. 

Jack had passed in 1971 following a fatal car crash in which he was alone. The 

Trilogy took 17 years to complete.  

Except for the composite characters of Mike and Jeremy, the remaining 

characters are not based on any person, living or dead, and are entirely 
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“A man never rises so high as when he knows not 

whither he is going.”  

- Oliver Cromwell  
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Prologue 
 

t was during those halcyon days in the American South. Life inched along 

like the pace of the river in late summer, 1860, that is, slowly, gently, and 

unhurried. If you were moving about Charleston's busy central market 

then, you might have gotten the impression that Charlestonians were 

innocently happy. They lived day-to-day mostly unaware that soon they would 

reap the terror of the cannon fire that would rip the very air they breathed and 

blast their fine architecture and green landscapes to pieces - forever altering 

the path of American life. 

Jeremy Foster, Jack Stone, and Jeremiah Brooks, at the tender ages of 

14- 15 years as Book One begins, were about to fight the civil war in their own 

way, months before Fort Sumter in the nearby harbor surrendered, 

establishing the opening act of the War between the States. But their war was 

not against the northern invading armies – not yet - nor against the southern 

rebels. 

No. They pitted themselves against a cruel schoolmaster - a former 

‘preacher’ on a slave ship - who disliked them not so much because they were 

poor, somewhat illiterate and "uncivilized" in his oh-so-modest opinion. He 

despised them mainly because those poor, semi-literate, uncivilized "street 

beggars" and "gutter snipes" refused to accept his grand teachings about the 

"glorious plantation slavery system that made Charleston, South Carolina, the 

envy of the world and set it at the pinnacle of advanced civilization." And so, 

the conflict began. 

But before I tell you the story of Jack back in those days, dear reader, I 

should let you know that – after the war ended in 1865 - I became a teacher 

and a writer - a novelist. I had forever, it seemed, wanted to tell Jack’s story 

but couldn’t bear to recollect those days for many years. Then one day, I 

decided the time had come. More than a few of the events I necessarily had to 

invent or rather guess at what had really happened, and I even saw fit to invent 

what some of the characters in my book had thought and how they had acted 

during those times although I was not always there to see nor hear them nor, 

for that matter, to have their thoughts revealed to me. 

No, but I did the best I could at guessing at some of the actual 

happenings, and what people’s thoughts might have been, and who it was who 

caused harm to others and why. 
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Book One: The Rebel 

  



 

 

Chapter 1 The Battle is Joined 
 

rawling up alongside the red wooden façade of the schoolhouse, Jack and 

I peeked through the windows and scanned the room. There was Mike 

seated on one end of a bench, paying the strictest attention to the 

schoolmaster's lesson. 

"The sniveling little worm," Jack said, scrunching up his nose. "I knew he 

didn't have the nerve to skip," said Jack. "Next, he'll be kissing Whittemore's 

ass - the little worm." 

"What are we gonna do?" I asked. 

"What do ya mean what'a we gonna do? What are you gonna do, moron?" 

Jack said, and rapped his knuckles on the wooden door of the school house as 

hard as he could, then bolted toward the hedges across the Meetinghouse 

Road, saying, "Run son if you know what's good for ya!" 
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Chapter 2 A Disrupted Lesson 
 

 ran as fast as I could, not wishing for master to catch me skipping school 

and knocking rudely on his door like I was coming to visit which I couldn't 

do now anyway because Jack whacked the door so loud as to be heard 

unmistakably as a rude intrusion on master's lesson and so I had no choice - I 

scampered away like a cat escaping from a bulldog. 

Estimating that I had only a second or two before master spotted me 

from the schoolhouse doorway where he would soon be standing, I dove head 

first over the green hedges and rolled on my side down the little hill where I 

saw Jack lying on his back, laughing his fool head off. I started laughing too 

but I was annoyed at Jack having set me up like that and forcing me to run 

and almost getting me caught. 

"Jack Stone!" Master Jerome Whittemore's voice boomed from the little 

brick schoolhouse with the two chimneys. "I know it's you! Better get in here!" 

"Don't say nothin' and don't move!" Jack whispered loudly. 

We waited. Ten, twenty, thirty seconds. 

"Jeremy! I know who it is who put you up to it so you get in here right 

now and own up else there'll be hell to pay. I won't beat you! I won't tell your 

parents if you get in right now!" Whittemore said. 

"Jeremy don't you risk your whole education for that ne'er-do-well, that 

good-for-nothing Jack Stone! You want to graduate next year Jeremy? Don't 

you? If so, you'd better do the smart thing. Don't let that fool Mr. Stone drag 

you down with him. He's no friend of yours and his father's a drunken bum 

and you're going to end up just like him if you don't listen to me. I am the 

master of this schoolhouse and I say come here now Jeremy! Get in here now! 

Jeremy! Jeremy!  I know you're there hiding with that big coward! He's so 

cowardly he's afraid to show his face. Don't you be like that stupid boy, 

Jeremy. Do the right thing and I'll forgive you. I'll even make sure you get an A 

for all your subjects this week if you'll show me now that you deserve it. Of 

course, you'll have to work hard but an A you'll get, I assure you." 

"Say nothing!" said Jack. 

"Jack Stone. You're a stupid, lazy miscreant and you'll be stupid all your 

life just like your mama - she can't read and you won't be able to do so either." 
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I saw that Jack was angry and wanted to jump up and go and take a 

swing at master because he was gritting his teeth at the abuse master was 

saying about his mom and pop so that the whole class could easily hear it. 

"I think he saw us," I said. 

"Don't budge!" Jack said. "He's bluffin' - I saw everythin' and he didn't 

see neither of us." 

"Have it your way Jeremy," said the master. The 39-year-old self-

promoted “teacher” who never graduated from high school, slammed the door 

shut, causing a tremendous bang after he turned sharply to go back inside, his 

pony tail just long enough to slap himself in one eye causing his furious 

annoyance.  

  



 

Chapter 3 A Crashed Lesson 
 

nside the students were stealing looks out of the two long vertical 

rectangular windows facing onto Meetinghouse Street where the school was 

situated. They had their hands cupped near their heads and their noses on 

the glass trying to see if they could spot the bad boy, Jack, the rebel who liked 

to call himself, "The midnight raider." Secretly many of the boys wished they 

could be more like Jack but feared Master Whittemore’s wrath. 

The master ordered the window peepers back to their benches and 

threatened to give them failing grades if he caught them out of their seats again 

that day. 

“Those miscreants outside are not worthy of our attention!” he declared. 

The students thought otherwise. A bee began droning toward Whittemore when 

he slammed the door and landed abruptly on his head. But the master didn’t 

know it was there yet. He would, however, find out. 

“Master, there’s a …” Little Johnny Hutchison, who had been one of the 

peepers, started to say. 

“Shut Up! And get back into your seat!” the master ordered. 
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Chapter 4 The Purpose of Education 
 

en minutes before the master responded to the banging on his school 

house door, he berated Jeremiah Brooks for being an "imbecile" before 

grilling him in his math lesson - something about 500 marbles that Jack 

Stone had something to do with. 

"Mr. Brooks. Mr. Brooks! Sit up straight, Mr. Brooks, and sir don't make 

me tell you again or anyone else for that matter!" Master had warned, having 

cast an icy glance at the other students while tapping his ruler that we called 

“the knuckle breaker” on the high curved back of his red oak chair 

"You think the purpose of education is to slouch in your chair all day?" 

said the master whose thirteen students were mostly about twelve years old 

but some were ten. And some of the younger kids were getting better marks 

than the twelve-year-old pupils for the same material. This was an eternal 

aggravation to the master. 

The youngsters paid a lot of attention but some of the older children 

didn't and were, in fact, setting bad examples. At least that was what Master 

Whittemore told us almost every day. And that the reason why he continually 

had “bad kids” each year was that the older kids set bad examples. They were 

rotting the rest of the apples in the barrel, he said. So, his mission this year 

was that he was going to stamp it out and get the bad apples out of the barrel. 

Mike was a bad apple. And, of course, Jack was a bad apple. And me, I 

was in the middle. Master wasn't ready to chuck me out yet. Jeremiah Brooks 

was a bad apple too, but one that the master wanted to keep because Jeremiah 

really didn't know why he was a bad apple except that he was dumb, which the 

master told him that he was at least once a week. I think the master needed to 

have someone around who he could call dumb whenever he wanted and make 

cry if he wanted was so he could intimidate the rest of the class. At least that's 

what Jack said. 

Jeremiah tried to do the work but he just couldn't get it through his 

head. So, he wasn't a bad apple who misbehaved and snickered at the master 

behind his back, and such, although he did sometimes, he was a bad apple 

just because he was dumb. That's what Jack said anyway and I guess I had 

seen it that way too, even without Jack's assistance. 

Jack disliked having Brooksy around except when he needed someone to 

pick on and tease in front of the other boys to make himself look bigger and 
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smarter than he was. So, he made sure Brooksy was around a lot. Everyone 

knew that Brooksy just went along. And he didn't seem to mind the teasing 

much. 

Jack called him a “horse's ass” but Brooksy didn't care - at least he never 

acted like he did. Brooksy wanted to be accepted - that's what was most 

important to him.  

Sometimes, I thought, Brooksy just acted dumb because that's how 

everyone wanted him to act so he was just acting the part of the dumb kid. 

"Hey jackass, give me some cookies," Jack would say, and Brooksy would give 

Jack all he wanted because, even though he was insulted in the process, he got 

a kind of approval in a way because he felt he was needed, and if he were 

needed, Brooksy must have felt that was approval enough. Some were better 

than none, I guess. 

I told Jack on more than one occasion that he shouldn't talk to Brooksy 

that way but he said he was so dumb he couldn't be talked to any other way 

and that if it weren't pointed out to him constantly he'd never learn anything. I 

saw his point but really didn't think his way with Brooksy was helpful. 

  



 

Chapter 5 The Tortoise, the Hare, & Brooks 
“I’ll get even with that little son of a bitch” – Master Whittemore 

 

hittemore returned to the classroom. A big yellow jacket had followed 

him inside and the bee seemed as angry as Whittemore, I later 

learned from some students. 

It landed on his forehead and started walking around and then on his 

nose trying to get into a nostril. The yellow jacket must have been living with 

others near the doorway and a few of them had gotten furiously excited when 

the master slammed the door shut, causing them to swarm and then attack 

him. 

Whittemore instinctively and hysterically swatted at them. The bee on his 

nose was the first to land on the master and had calmed down some – still 

looking to get into his nostril – but when the other bees droned down on the 

master who began flailing his arms again, that same bee walked over to the tip 

of his nose and stung him right then and there, causing the master to scream 

in pain. 

“I’ll get even with that little son-of -a-bitch!” he yelled, apparently 

referring to Jack instead of the bee. But the students were unsure whether the 

master meant Jack or the bee. But I pretty much knew. 

Whittemore’s finely chiseled long English nose seemed to turn beet red 

within seconds. Several students snickered but abruptly stopped when 

Whittemore slapped at the bee again, knocking it to the floor where he stomped 

on it several times. He glared at the students who were snickering and they 

turned their gaze away immediately. He knew that all his students except the 

twins, maybe, were rooting for Jack and me, and for the bees. The latter 

irritated him even more than the bee sting. And he knew Jack and me would be 

knocking at his school house door again soon. 

Outwitted by Jack Stone again, he thought - the bulbous part of his nose 

having swelled now to nearly twice its usual size - he now promised himself he 

would get revenge by doing whatever he had to do to destroy Jack’s 

“undeserved reputation” among his school mates as the cool bad boy and 

humiliate him before them – again. He needed a plan, though, and fast. 

The next assault was imminent. Some months ago, the master physically 

beat Jack in front of the class to humiliate him over something Jack denied 
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doing at first. The schoolmaster now decided Jack had not learned his lesson 

well. He must have a plan that would allow him to enjoy a much better 

success. “Brooks”, he thought. “Yes, of course.” He could turn Brooks against 

Jack and me. 

Whittemore poured some water onto his handkerchief that he always had 

in his left trousers pocket and placed it on the tip of his nose, causing Jimmy 

Swanson to laugh aloud. Whittemore cast an icy glance toward little Jimmy 

who couldn’t stop himself from snickering. 

Instead of immediately beating little Jimmy, Whittemore said loudly, "Yes 

sir, Mr. Brooks, I am going to give you a special task - I'm starting to see that 

you have the potential to be a model student in our illustrious class of 

learners." 

Many of the students were not listening but instead were looking toward 

the windows and wondering when Jack and Jeremy would strike again. 

“Don't pay any attention to what is outside the schoolhouse, boys and 

girls, and don't get distracted by those who have no respect for education. I 

want you to concentrate on your fractions," Whittemore said, tapping the 

knuckle-breaker against his wooden podium. 

"Yes, yes, Mr. Brooks,” the master repeated. “I don't know why I hadn't 

seen this possibility before. Yes sir, Mr. Brooks - and class, do take note of this 

little lesson - some flowers are big and bright and fine almost as soon as they 

are born and others, dear children, take some time. He dipped the 

handkerchief in the little white bowl of water and dabbed it on his nose again, 

causing little Jimmy Swanson to snicker again. “Mr. Brooks, here -I believe I 

am now seeing for the first time - is in the latter category. He is what is known 

as a late bloomer. And a late bloomer, Mr. Brooks," master said winking his eye 

and tipping his head in a strange manner, "can sometimes be a very bright and 

useful individual indeed. 

“Just how long have you been in the fifth grade, Mr. Brooks?" the master 

inquired. 

Several students snickered. Johnny Jenkins, along with Jimmy 

Swanson, burst out laughing after trying to muffle their laughter with both 

hands. The master approached with his sturdy, wooden, one-foot-long ruler. 

"Hold both your hands out, Mr. Jenkins," said Master who approached 

the boy. Ten-year-old Jenkins began crying profusely. 

Jenkins, held out both hands, his head looking away as though he were 

afraid to witness what was coming. "Ow! Ow!" the boy said before Whittemore 

even rapped his knuckles once. 



"Stop crying!" you little sissy, and take it like a young man!" said master. 

He whacked Jenkins on the knuckles causing the boy to scream. 

"No please, don't! I'll be good, master." 

"One more outburst out of you and it won't be the ruler - it'll be the 

board of education on the rump ten times for all to see," said Whittemore. 

He approached little Jimmy Swanson. “Hold your hands out, little funny 

man,” Mr. Whittemore said. Little Jimmy held out both hands palms down and 

Whittemore whacked them three times causing Little Jimmy to burst out 

laughing. Whittemore simply walked away to the front of the room where 

Brooksy was still standing near the teacher’s desk, his head down, and his 

hands in his pockets. You could hear a pin drop. 

"So, Mr. Brooks, to continue with our little conversation, sir, before being 

so rudely interrupted, once again, sir, how many times have you been in the 

fifth grade?" the master said. 

"Um. This is my third time," Brooksy said. 

"Well, Mr. Brooks we all know the story of the tortoise and the hare. Look 

at Jeremy and Jack, they started out as hares - lightning fast, oh yes, but 

slippery, slippery, and deceitful, I say - but it's highly questionable whether 

either of those miscreants will ever cross the finish line and I do hope someone 

here will inform them of my sentiments. As for you Mr. Brooks, you are looking 

more and more like the tortoise in Aesop's wise fable. You have been persistent 

and you have plodded on ahead, always keeping your eye on the finish line 

even while you were kept back two times in two separate years in the fifth 

grade. And if I'm not mistaken you were kept back too in the first grade. Am I 

mistaken, Mr. Brooks?" 

"No sir," Jeremiah Brooks declared with pride. 

"And so, sir, three, not two times, but three times you were held at the 

discretion of your good teachers and still you plodded ahead, never to be 

defeated nor deterred, you knew that their advice was always of the highest 

caliber, and you listened to them so that now you are in the enviable position, 

Mr. Brooks, of being one of the few students in this classroom where we sit 

right now who is almost assured of passing the fifth grade. I do believe an 

applause is in order girls and boys, ladies and gentlemen. All the students, 

even Mike, who mercilessly picked on Brooks, clapped their hands. 

  



Chapter 6 Top of the World 
 

rooksy beamed again with pride as Master Whittemore said in front of 

the class, "Mr. Brooks, kindly return to my desk so that we can have a 

talk about what is beginning to seem like a rosy future for you, sir. 

“The rest of you please copy the lines I have written on the board onto 

your slates concerning the question of why it may be necessary for South 

Carolina to take the lead and secede from the United States if necessary. The 

upper-level students need write an essay as to why secession might be 

necessary and why we and Texas and all other states must stand firm against 

the vicious, northern abolitionists. 

“Now, Mr. Brooks, I'll see you at my desk," Whittemore said. 
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Chapter 7 The Whoopin' 
 

ack had stopped attending school with any regularity. Master beat him 

once with a switch on the rump in front of the whole class, many of 

whom, could be heard to snicker each time the switch lashed Jack's 

backside. He didn't make a sound and master beat him harder on the next one. 

He wanted to make Jack cry out in pain but Jack wouldn't do it – he said later 

he would die before giving master the satisfaction. 

After about fifteen swats and not a sound from Jack who was bent over 

master's stool near his podium, the kids stopped snickering and you could tell 

they started feeling sorry for Jack. The reason for the beating was master 

thought it was Jack who threw a ripe, juicy old cherry at master's back ruining 

his starched white shirt which had a big red blotch on it as a consequence. 

Master turned sharply, saw Jack laughing, and blamed him. 

"I didn't do it," Jack said. 

"Then who did do it, you cowardly knave?" said master. 

"I'm not a'gonna tattle, Master Whittemore but I promise you, sir, it 

wasn't me," Jack said. 

"Well, I think you're lying. Either tell me right now or I will tan your hide 

with a hickory switch until you do reveal the culprit to me. Somebody's going to 

pay, believe me! And the rest of you skunks will watch," the master said. 

I sat there frozen, wanting to come to Jack's rescue but I was afraid. 

Then, I started to admit that I did it but Jack saw my intention and shook his 

head no. 

"You'll have to beat me then cuz I won't tell you," Jack said. Master was 

gonna beat someone – that was clear now. I finally said, "I did it." 

"Oh, really Jeremy – that's so unlike you," Whittemore said. 

"He didn't do it! I lied," said Jack. "I did it." 

"No sir, he did not – he's takin' the blame for me, sir. I did it!" I said. 

"Mr. Stone, if you did it as you now say you did, why did you lie? Maybe I 

should tan both of your hides," the master said. 

"Sir, I promise you I did it," I said. "If you're gonna beat anyone, it should 

be me because I'm the one. Jack had nothin' to do with it." 
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"Hey sonny," Jack said to me. "Shut up!" 

"Well, you asked for it Mr. Stone and you've been asking for it for a long 

time now – now bend over on that stool and take your whipping like a young 

man. We'll see now just how brave or cowardly you really are," the master said. 

The master swatted Jack fifteen times, then stopped. His face was red 

and his breathing rapid. He went to his desk. He took out his Bible, glared at 

the students as though blaming them for what just happened, then ordered the 

students to be silent for the rest of the afternoon and do their fractions or else 

there would be “hell to pay”. The master read in the Bible until it was time to 

go home an hour later. Jack sat at his desk with his head lowered - not looking 

at anything or anyone. We left at closing time and many students approached 

Jack to tell him they were sorry that the master beat him. 

The next day, Jack didn't come to school. He didn't come the next day 

either nor next – not for nearly a month.  

Then, one day – the day we banged on his school house door - Jack told 

me he had a plan and that master was going to pay for what he did. 

  



 

 

Chapter 8 Earlier Years 

"They call me the Midnight Raider" 

 

 t was now a month after Whittemore had beaten Jack in front of the class. 

I saw Jack walking toward me on a path next to the Cooper River. "Wow, 

Jack! Where did you get that nifty fishing pole?" I asked staring wide-eyed 

at the long, imported bamboo rod that had ten eyelets for the line to pass 

through and was thick as a large carrot at the fist end and narrow as a green 

bean at the top. Call me Jeremy. Jeremy Foster. I was his best friend, perhaps 

his only friend.  

Jack Stone, the cool, collected, braggart, exaggerator, smooth talker, 

putter-downer and sometimes bully, said he had found it lying on the river 

bank “just a'waitin for me to come along and snatch it and take it home. It was 

a'beggin' me to take it," he said.   

That wasn't exactly true. Actually, Jack had stolen it out of his grandpa's 

store near the secret slave auction building, having broken into it the previous 

night. The tag was still on the reel, one dollar. 

"They call me the midnight raider," Jack said laughing. 

In several other midnight raids, Jack had broken into his uncle's funeral 

home and appropriated gold watches, rings and other midnight hour trophies 

from whatever corpses happened to be in attendance.  

"Won't do'em no good no more no how," Jack pronounced. 
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Chapter 9 Licorice Sticks and Fishing Hooks 
 

t was April 1860, in the heart of the South, just months before the Civil 

War, wonderful years for most folks, even for some of the black folks, but 

many of them didn't cotton much to their lot in life, being slaves and all, 

and having to be sold, or separated from their families, and work the 

plantations and cotton fields picking all day. Charleston was bustling with 

activity and politics.  And not all the white folks had it easy either. Many 

worked in the same fields.  

I was 14 years-old and the whole debate about freeing the slaves or 

bringing them into the new territories west of the Mississippi – conquered more 

than a decade ago from Mexico didn't mean much to me. I mean, I just didn't 

pay much attention. Those were the good old days running around with Jack 

and Mike Hawkins, finding adventure and doing anything we wanted to do.  

Stole that pole? No. Borrowed it. That's the way Jack liked to view the 

matter. For he fully intended to give it all back sometime. Everything he took 

from his grandpa's store - all the fishing gear including the poles, bobbers, 

hooks, sinkers, lines, the rabbit feet, the coins from the cash drawer, the sour 

balls, the fire balls, the lemon balls, the honey suckers, the orange, lemon, and 

lime pops, the salt candy, the peanut brittle, the licorice sticks, and lemonade 

jars, not to mention the hunting gear with boots and a jacket and even a 

musket. Jack fully intended to return all of it someday, he said. 

And back then before I grew to be a man, a teacher, and writer, I believed 

him. I'd never seen him return anything yet but he sounded convincing. Jack 

was always borrowing this or that from somebody who never knew it was Jack 

doing the borrowing.  And he intended to give back the canoe he borrowed from 

the old Indian across the river down from the old Smyth plantation. He said 

he'd give that back too if only he could find it. He claimed he awoke one day in 

the riverbank grass and the darn thing that he left tied to a stick in the mud 

was gone just like that; he said that perhaps “the old Indian sensed where it 

was’ and took it while Jack was asleep. He claimed that Indians have “special 

powers of sense and can find anything that was lost or taken from them even if 

it was across a river.” He probably didn't need it anyway, Jack concluded.  

Although Jack didn't have much schooling – skipping out as much as he could 

get away with - he knew a lot about Indians who was doing what on the river. 
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Chapter 10 Tree House Disappearance 
 

ne day last week, Jack fully dismantled Mike's tree house down the 

path from Mike’s house – actually, it was Jack and me who did the 

dismantling after Jack convinced me that my presence and assistance 

were imperative. We rebuilt it across the river in a secret place and put up a 

stockade around the tree to keep the Indians from attacking us if they had a 

mind to. 

Although no-one in our parts had been attacked by Indians that I knew, 

they were sure attacking the settlers out west. At least that's what Jack said. 

He said, "they'd charge on their horses a’hollerin' and a’screamin' and 

a’shootin' their arrows and a’throwin' their Tomahawks” and just when you 

least expected it you were dead. 

Jack didn't read the newspapers because he couldn't read well but he 

talked to people on the river and he knew everyone on the river and so he 

claimed got all the news "a-fresh" before the newspapers even had a hint of 

what was going on.  

"So, what's the sense in reading newspapers?" said Jack. "You can't 

believe everything you read anyway." He had a point.  

Anyway, Jack and I used to go to the tree house taking care that no-one 

followed. Because if anyone got wind of the fact that Mike's tree house had 

been resettled across the river and that Jack and I did the re-settling, we'd 

have to leave town or forever live under the shame of knowing that everyone 

knew who did it. Jack probably wouldn't care but I would. 

  

O 



 

Chapter 11 Mike 
 

o, Jack had this secret power over me. Whenever Mike was around, Jack 

would make obscure references to the snitching and smile at me when 

Mike wasn't looking. 

He would see stupid things like, "Hey puke-face (he called Mike this and 

many other contemptuous names), we're going across the river today to our 

secret fort! Wanna come?"  

And Mike would say, "Hey pig-face, I wouldn't go to the slop pen with 

you! And who cares about your secret fort? What's so secret about it anyway 

and who cares?" 

"Well you'd care if you were there but you'll never know because we're 

not going to reveal its location to a mealy-mouthed little pipsqueak like 

yourself," said Jack. 

"Yeah, you're just big talk. You really don't have a fort across the river. 

You don't even have a boat. You're just doing what you do best-bragging. 

Maybe if you went to school now and then you wouldn't sound so stupid," Mike 

said. 

"Yeah, well if you saw our fort you'd cry like a baby," said Jack. "But 

cryin' come pretty natural to a sissy like yourself anyway," said Jack. 

"Why would I cry like a baby? You're such a bull-talker. Nobody believes 

anything you say because you're such a gifted liar, just like your ole man.” 

"Sticks and stones can break ma bones but you, you silly little twit, the 

only thing strong about you is your breath. Now run along, kiddie, before I 

teach you a lesson about respecting your elders," said Jack. 

"What you 15 and me 14, big deal!" said Mike. 

"Run along, sonny boy, before I have to squash you like a bug. Hey, why 

don't you go play dolls in your stupid little tree house?" said Jack. 

"I don't have a tree house anymore. Some loser stole it!" Mike said. 

"Oh really?. Hear that, Jeremy? Some loser took it away. Well, if you were 

smart enough to hide it in a good place and smart enough to know how to keep 

a secret rather than telling the whole world, it'd still be there. Maybe you might 

learn someday in that silly little schoolhouse where to build a secret tree 

house,” Jack said with a taunting smile on his face. 
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"It was you, wasn't it? I thought so," said Mike. 

"What would I want with your piece-of-shit of a tree house? But if I was 

looking to find it, I'd think it was a'taken by someone with a strong sense of 

adventure, someone with some real smarts who'd know how to make good use 

of a tree house and put it in a place where it'd be real hard to find. And I 

wouldn't go a'blabbin' about to everyone in town that I got a tree house. And I 

sure would never take anyone there who I didn't trust completely. I mean that 

just shows ignorance and stupidness to take someone to your secret hideout 

you think's a friend when he ain't no such thing and could care less about you. 

Nobody but a dimwit would do that! That's why I'd have taken it to the other 

side, and then I'd watch the fool who built it in such a stupid place in the first 

place and then couldn't find it for nothin' so I could laugh at him. That way I'd 

be able to see just how dumb he really was!" said Jack. 

 Mike had been proud of his tree house. He invited many of the boys in 

our neighborhood out to see it. But he had this nasty habit of pushing kids off 

and calling it an accident. One time, Tommy Banks broke his ankle after Mike 

pushed him off. It was ten feet off the ground. But Mike said it was an 

accident. He pushed me off once and that was the last time I ever went there 

with him. I refused to give him my rock candy. If he had asked for it I'd have 

given him some but he wanted it all and he was demanding, not asking. The 

other boys he pushed off didn't go back either. Sometimes Mike threw rocks up 

at them after conning them into going up the rope ladder first. When they'd 

raise their head above the three-foot stick siding, Mike would wing a rock at 

them as hard as he could. So, they would stay there trapped with their heads 

down for sometimes an hour or until they agreed to give Mike some candy or 

firecrackers or some of that fools' gold that he liked so much. He'd force them 

to leave their shoes until they paid up, which invariably was the same day. 

It was no surprise to anyone that Jack and Mike weren't friends but were 

such sworn enemies. Yet they had so much in common. Jack liked to throw 

rocks at kids too. One time he threw a rock at me hitting me square in the 

forehead while I was forty feet above the ground having swung out on a hemp 

rope that hung from a birch tree on a ridge in the woods. I nearly fainted and 

fell but managed to hold on. Jack claimed he really didn't mean to hit me but 

he had thrown rocks at me before on the swing, usually when I wasn't looking. 

That's when I started to distance myself from him and hang around more with 

Mike. You couldn't really trust Jack as he did things so much on the spur of 

the moment that he usually didn't know what he was going to do next. But he 

had his good points. You just had to look real hard. And one time another boy 

broke both his arms falling from the same swing and I wondered if Jack had 

been with him. 



Needless to say, Jack and Mike hated each other. They called one 

another names to their faces or behind their backs, it never made any 

difference. 

  



Chapter 12 A Dirty Trick 
 

hen Mike took Jimmy Swanson out on the path to see his tree house 

a few days after we relocated it Jack said it was the funniest thing 

he'd ever seen. But that wasn't spur-of-the-moment stuff, that was 

pure malicious planning. 

That was the other side of Jack. He liked to bait people, trap them and 

watch them squirm before finally letting them loose. He always let them loose 

so they'd know they were beaten. That's what he really wanted. He loved to 

beat others. He had to win no matter what. Everything seemed to have been 

about games and competition. He was the most competitive person I'd ever 

come across - bar none. Not even Mike could hold a candle to Jack when it 

came to competition, although he tried hard. 

On that day, we followed them through the green woods, keeping off one 

side of the path sneaking along behind Mike and Jimmy, sometimes crawling 

and listening. We did the planning at our fort at what was Mike's tree house. 

Jack was true to his style - he wasn't going to tell anyone where the fort was. 

He talked about it to kids in mysterious ways as though it was way out on the 

frontier with wild Indians but that's as far as it went. Jack had asked Jimmy to 

ask Mike that day to show him his tree house. That was part of the trap. Mike 

wanted Jimmy's bag of licorice so he thought it was a good idea to take him 

there. So, we followed, silently listening to Mike telling Jimmy what a "neat tree 

house" it was but that he could never tell anyone its location. Yet, everyone 

knew where it was. Jack said we had to be as quiet as Indians because we 

couldn't reveal our presence no matter what. So that's what we did. 

When we crawled the last twenty feet and settled behind a big yellow 

pine, we saw Mike's baffled expression. Jack started rolling on the ground, red-

faced, tears coming from his eyes, trying as hard as he could to suppress 

laughter. We watched in fascination. Mike was looking up into the tree, then 

down and around, then up again and around again, and saying to Jimmy, "I 

know this is the place. What the bejesus? Who was it? Where did it go? My 

treehouse!" 

"Who was what?" said Jimmy, totally confused.  

Jack held his hand tightly over his bulging red cheeks. Tears were rolling 

from the corners of his dark eyes he was overcome so much with amusement. 

It was the happiest I'd ever seen him although I suspected he wasn't really 

happy because it was a mean thing to do and I think he knew it. But it was 

kind of fun in a secretive way and Mike deserved what he was getting anyway. 
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At school, Jack and Mike would try to get one another in trouble. It 

became an ongoing contest and nothing the schoolmaster did could stop it. For 

example, Jack would whip a raspberry at master's back when he turned to the 

blackboard, staining his white shirt, then blame it on Mike. Mike would try to 

copy Jack's illegible-enough handwriting and write a note to master with no 

signature telling him he was an idiot who couldn't teach because he didn't 

know the first thing about children. 

They hated one another throughout our school years even though they 

sometimes tolerated one another’s company, usually when I was with one or 

the other. They grudgingly played together sometimes but usually were sworn 

enemies, never giving the other any respect. It was as though they had hated 

one another so long they didn't know how else to act when the other was 

around. And neither wanted the other to see any sign of weakness by giving 

any concession to a friendship between them. That lasted until the end when 

Jack made the greatest concession to a supposed enemy I'd ever witnessed.  

It was at Gettysburg a few years later when Jack, seeing a Yankee 

leveling out his musket to shoot Mike in the back, jumped between them and 

took the bullet.  Mike was spared because some instinct in Jack refused to let 

Mike be shot in the back. In a way, it was Jack's final victory over Mike 

because now Mike could never repay the deed and would always be in Jack's 

debt. 

At least this is the way I chose to see that dreadful event. I thought about 

the earlier mischievous days when they constantly taunted one another, ever 

since the first day of school, and I realized that those seemingly harmless 

pranks of childhood had connected the three of us deeply and they could never 

be repeated. And when Mike - who still held a deep resentment of Jack during 

the battle - saw his childhood enemy sprawled and bloodied on the ground 

before his eyes, having jumped into the path of the bullet in an instinctual 

move to protect him, he bawled like a little boy. 

The three of us had seen many others shot by Yankees and sometimes 

even by our own by accident. This was different. We were like family. We had 

naturally protected one another through campaigns like Bull Run. We were like 

the same blood because we came from the same little corner of the earth where 

we shared our childhood joys and pains. The pranks, in retrospect, appeared 

not malicious - which in fact they were, partly - but golden times when young 

boys act tough and try to make their mark in the world. They talked bigger 

than they were and they acted more ignorant than they should have acted but 

those were still golden times. 

 



Chapter 13 The Plan 
 

hen Jack told me just before going to cause a ruckus at the school 

that Monday morning in April 1860 - long before we went off to that 

godforsaken war like heroes before we even arrived - that he had 

found a brand-new fishing pole, I knew Jack was up to some scheme again and 

that he wasn't telling even half the truth. 

"Let's go fishin'," said Jack. "I'll get us a boat and we'll have a whale of a 

time." 

"Can't," I said. "Promised momma I wouldn't skip no more school."  

"Com'on," said Jack. "You gonna' do everthin' your ole momma tells you 

to do. You sound like a little boy. What would you rather do? Go out to the fort 

and lay siege and take over it or listen to ole Master Whittemore blab away 

about fractions and rectangles and things that have no more to do with us 

than a pencil does with a catfish?" 

"I can't," I said, knowing I'd eventually lose.  

"Just tell your mommy, little boy, that you studied all about fractions 

today and you know the whole book by heart. She can't read so she won't know 

the difference!" Jack said. 

“My dad can sure read - he went to the seventh grade - and he'll tan my 

hide with a hickory branch if he found out I skipped more school," I said. 

"Your papa ain't gonna find out nothin' about it no way cuz your momma 

ain't gonna tell him and he don't pay no attention unless you momma says 

something about it and she won't know nothin'," said Jack convincingly. 

"I don't know Jack. It ain't right lyin' to my momma." 

"You big baby! Com'on. You can't have your momma always telling ya 

what to do or you'll never do nothin' fun in your whole life. Be a man and grow 

up. Geez, com'on boy. Stop botherin' me like that when you know you're gonna 

do it anyway." 

"You always get me into situations," I finally relented. "How're you gonna 

learn to read and write if you don't go to the schoolhouse and get an 

education?" I replied, knowing my argument was as useless with Jack as 

throwing a tomato to stop a train.  

"Hey! I don't need that crap. Is it gonna help me catch a catfish? Gonna 

help me paddle the river? No. And I ain't got no use for it, sonny boy. And 

you're a darn fool if ya think you is gonna get anything outa it neither. Besides 
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I got all the schooling I need. I taught myself everthin' I need to learn. And I'm 

certainly not gonna sit there and be badgered by that fool schoolmaster 

Whittemore. Why you can't even leave your seat for a second but that old goat 

drones down on ya like a bunch of mad bees. So, let's not blubber about this 

anymore. The morning's young. The fish are a'waitin' a'for my line and the fort 

is just a'settin' out there in that ole harbor a’waitin' for us to conquer it." 

"All right," I said, "let's do it. It certainly sounds like more fun than 

listening to master jabbering about fractions and adjectives. Boy, I was falling 

asleep last Friday afternoon listening to that old codger. Every time my eyes 

would fold over that ole snapper would whack my knuckles with that ruler of 

his. Three times. My knuckles were killing me. But I just couldn't stay awake. 

There's something about his voice that puts me to sleep. His voice jabbering 

away with words like one-half and one-eighth and one this and one that and 

this part and that part and then I didn't know what in tarnation he was sayin.'" 

"Of course, ya didn't and that damn fool didn't neither," said Jack. "He 

acts like he's the smartest thing in creation, but, yet, ain't no-one but me in 

that school room who knowed him to be the darn fool that he is. Fractions ain't 

gonna help ya do nothin' in life and no-one but him wants to learn that crap 

and the only way he gets them kids to do anythin' he wants is to threaten to 

beat ‘em. That's what education is to him, beaten' up the kids so as they'll not 

resist his stupid lessons or fall asleep. So that's why I don't go much anymore - 

cuz Whittemore's a damn fool who don't know how to treat a kid properly."  

"You'll be interested then to know that Mike took a whoopin' from the 

master," I finally said. I didn't mention it earlier because I thought Jack would 

just gloat over it and talk about Mike being a big baby and all and ask me if 

master made him cry.  

"From Whittemore?" Jack said. "What'd he do?" 

"Nothin'," I said. "He didn't do nothin' - just slept and snored and the 

class started snickerin' the way they do and not payin' attention to the master's 

lesson enough as a result and so I think Master Whittemore felt Mike was 

fakin' and competin' for attention. But he wasn't - he was dead asleep." 

"So, his knuckles took a bangin'?" said Jack. 

"No. Master took him to the front of the class and took his cane to him. 

Three times. Whacked him on the rump after makin'em bend over a chair so 

everyone could see his face when he cried."  

"Did he bawl before the class? Oh no! Pukeface cried before the whole 

class! What a worm! I wish I'd been there now. School's good for some things, I 

guess. Damn, I wish I were there! I would'a laughed so hard and would'a said 

out loud that Pukeface was the biggest baby in the whole of Charleston and 



that Whittemore would'a had to chase me out the school with his cane. But I 

wouldn't let that fool catch me and beat my backside the way the worm did. 

What a sissy! What a loser! Did he just cry a little or did he bawl like a two-

year-old?" Jack said with a sneer. 

He cried hard and everyone held their breath afraid they'd be next if they 

breathed so they didn't," I said. "They just sat there, eyes wide open and feeling 

a'sorry for Mike cuz Master hit'em good'n hard. But first, master had gone up 

to Mike's desk and leaned his head down real close to Mike's ear and then 

yelled, "Mr. Hawkins are you with us!" Mike nearly fell outta his seat cuz 

master was right above him red in the face the way he gets when he's goin' to 

cane some poor boy. That's when the whole class roared with laughter and 

master's face reddened up more and he tripped over the chair behind him, 

a'fallin' over Jethro and the class laughed again even harder and master 

screamed at them to shut their faces up and watch the beaten' that was comin' 

or they'd get it next and they all went completely silent like at a funeral or 

something. He then beat Mike with the cane, and Mike did cry, although I 

think he tried not to. He was more like whimpering after each whack. 

Mike cried and told master he'd never come back again, I said, but 

Master said, “stop your bellyaching you little worm and get in your seat and 

don't sleep again if you know what’s good for you.”  

“So, after caning poor Mike,” I told Jack, “nobody said a word the rest of 

the afternoon. Master made everyone sit silent for the rest of the day and 

warned the kids that, if he heard a cough or a snicker, they would regret it. 

And he sat at his desk reading the Bible to himself, and nobody dared to move 

or do anything'. So, my guess is, Mike won't show up today." 

"Hey! That gives me an idea," said Jack. "We can't let that fool get away 

with humiliatin' Mike that way just cuz he was a'sleepin' during that fool's 

boring lesson. Let's drop by the school house and see if he's there. We don't go 

in. Just have a look in the windows to see what's what. Come to think of it, we 

should teach master a lesson that he'll never forget. How 'bout that for 

education?" said Jack. "Canin' him in front of the class. Next, it'll be you or me. 

We gotta do somthin' that'll make him think again before he goes off beaten one 

of us."  

"On no!" said I. "Count me out of this one. You go - not me! Let's go 

fishin' like you wanted to in the first place. And by the way, didn't master cane 

you last year when he learned you put that smelly dead fish in his lunch box?" 

"Yeah! As matter of fact, he did and I still think it was Mike who tattled -

the little creep!" Jack said. 



"Well, if you think that then, why you wanna go stick up for him to the 

master for what master did to him? It makes no sense," I said. 

"Cuz Mike may be a little sissy-ass tattletale twit and talk behind us 

when our backs are turned like a silly girl, but he still gets the master's goat 

and he hates the dumb fool almost as much as I do so, in a sense, he's on the 

same side in this war. So, we have to come to his aid just like goin' to help a 

fellow soldier. It'd be the worst dishonor to let a fellow soldier fall into the 

hands of the enemy when he's down and needs you and to let him down and 

betray him when he needed you most. Even if you hate the soldier, he's still 

one of you and not one of them. So, even if you hate his guts, you have to be 

his friend when the enemy is attacking. Don't ever let on to Mike about it cuz 

he is a sissy but Whittemore's a mad fool and he's the real enemy. Mike's just a 

sissy and he's not even worthy of being my enemy. And besides, Mike's still a 

thorn in that ole goat's behind and that's good enough for me to say Mike 

deserves a little consideration though he is a puny little gnat. If we can show 

that ole goat he can't just smack some kid around anytime he damn well feels 

like it, that if he knowed there'll be consequences and other things like that 

that he's so fond of tellin' the kids about, then he'll think twice before he goes 

for that cane again cuz he'll know the next time he'll get his own consequences. 

If that old geezer wasn't so godawful dull no kid would sleep during his boring 

lessons. So, here's my idea. I'm goin' to need ya. Mike's goin' to need the both 

of us," Jack said. 

"Oh no!" I repeated. "Not this time."  

"You haven't even heard the plan. Listen to me at least. Then you can 

decide. I promise you won't get in any trouble because this plan is goin' to 

shine and, if you do get caught, then I'll give you my fishin' pole that I found 

along the road. I promise it'd be yours to keep forever and you know I keep all 

my promises," said Jack.  

"I thought you found it on the riverbank just a'beggin' you to take it?" I 

asked.  

"Yeah, I did. It was so close to the road that it might as well been the 

road as the riverbank cuz it flooded overnight where I found it," Jack said. 

"Oh," I said, not quite believing. "You promise I can have it if anything 

goes wrong?"  

"Cross my heart," Jack said. "You can have it if Whittemore finds you 

had anything to do with it."  

"Anything to do with what?" I asked.  

"Our plan! Our plan!" Jack said. "It's cookin' even as we speak kiddie so 

let's get a'movin'."  



"But I need to know exactly what it is," I protested. 

“Hey, when you play with the big boys, you need to give them a little 

space,” said Jack. “I got the plan. So just watch it unfold, kiddie. You ain't 

a'gonna believe it sonny boy when you hear it. When it's done sonny, you can 

applaud for a few hours. So, kiddie here's the main part of it! 

Look, we sneak up to the schoolhouse window and see if Mike's there so 

we're certain master hasn't taken him prisoner and is a'keepin’ 'em somewhere 

against his will. We don't show our faces to nobody cuz they'll tattle if we do 

and blow the whole plan. Then we knock at the door hard enough to make the 

master drop his lesson to see who it is. Then we run into the woods and wait 

‘til we seen him come out and then shut the door. We wait a few minutes. Then 

run over and knock harder and run back and watch the fool open it again. 

Then we wait another few minutes because by now that crafty ole fool will be 

a'thinkin' it's me and you so he'll be a'waitin' by the door for us to try to spring 

on us when we knock, but this time we don't knock, we throw a small stone 

making sure we stay behind the bushes and not be seen a'throwin' it. First, I 

throw one stone, then you throw yours one second after mine so it sounds like 

a knock. And then the kids'll start snickerin' cuz they know now or have a 

pretty good idea that the midnight raider is pulling off a fast one in the 

daytime. They'll know who’s a-doin' the knockin' and master will be a'peein' his 

pants he'll be so mad. Then, we wait an hour and knock again. That's when 

you cover me and I go pin a note on the door that says: 

"Beware Master Whittemore. You will be paid a visit soon when you least 

expects it for the punishment you did to Mike last Friday. Signed. The Midnight 

Raiders.” 

“Then we wait another hour,” Jack continued. “This time it's your turn. 

You pin a note and knock on the door and run like the dickens. Your note 

says: 

"Hope you had time to consider. Repent. Get on your knees before the 

class and apologize to that poor lad or face your consequences.” 

“And make sure ya sign it as "The Midnight Raiders," Jack said. 

"You must be outta your head. He'll know it's us," I protested. 

"Course he will. We want him to think that. But he still can't be certain 

and we just deny anythin' he says to accuse us cuz he such a dumb ole fool 

anyway that he'll never figure it out. He be scratching his head for weeks." Jack 

said. 

"But he'll talk to momma or poppa and then know for sure that we 

skipped school so we could carry out the plan," I said. 



"But that's the genuine beauty of the plan, sonny. It's as purty as a little 

old pearl in an oyster. And if I do say so myself, it's pure genius and the 

product of natural intelligence uncorrupted by schoolin' and learnin' things 

nobody with sense ain't got no use for. Because they'll think we been in bed all 

day cuz we're goin' home now and say we're sick and crawl into bed for an hour 

and then sneak out. We do the whole plan in less than an hour and a half and 

rush home back to bed and then get up and walk around the house like we 

been there all day and of course, we feel better and now nobody knows nothin' 

'bout nothin' but us. Then we got our alibi. When that ole fool talks to ‘em they 

won't know nothin' ‘bout nothin' and neither will that ole geezer."  

"Wow! You are smooth, Jack. Where did you get such a mind?" I said. 

"Hey lad, when the goin' gets tough, the big fellow will be there to lead 

the way! Let's move now, sonny boy." 

"Okay," said I. "Remember what you said ‘bout the fishing pole if 

anything goes wrong," I said. 

"Boy! Just trust me!" 

  



Chapter 14 Brook’s Mission 
 

Master was anticipating another visit by Jack and Jeremy and another 

rude disruption of his educational activities. He was angry about his nose and 

blamed the bee attacks on Jack and me. He instructed the students to read 

from the Bible in two groups, one that consisted of the three girls - Sarah 

Thomas, Jill Williams, and little Linda Hopkins who was the youngest but best 

student in the class. Master Whittemore assigned little Sara to read “The Story 

of Job” in the Old Testament to her little group. Whittemore assigned the six 

boys in the second group to read The Story of the Prodigal Son in the New 

Testament. The students were to choose a spokesman from their group to 

summarize what they read aloud before the class later in the day. 

But Whittemore sat red-faced at his desk and his nose had ballooned. He 

was still stewing. His blood pressure must have soared. He couldn’t 

concentrate on his lesson and now he couldn’t focus on writing his book. 

Suddenly, he told the students to stop reading – each group had a reader 

because there were only two books in the school – the Old Testament and the 

New Testament. Whittemore was working hard to get the students a third book 

but he hadn’t finished it yet. It was to be entitled, “The Vicious Abolitionists.” 

He was writing page 92 in his book when he abruptly snapped the charcoal 

pencil he was using, further annoying himself because it was his last charcoal 

and the town provided no provisions. 

Master Whittemore couldn’t concentrate on his book because he was at 

the same time scheming against Jack. And then it occurred to him to send 

Brooksy on a mission to spy outside on Jack and Jeremy and to catch them 

red-handed when they pounded again on the schoolhouse door. 

“Stop! Stop! I cannot bear how badly you are reading today,” Whittemore 

lied. “You sound like a couple of hyenas. Stop, please! Stop” he ordered. The 

students were not at all surprised by another of master’s little tirades – they 

were used to them and believed that being harsh with students must have been 

the correct method. ‘Spare the rod and spoil the child” – a line from the famous 

Samuel Butler poem of the 17th Century, a quotation that often was on 

Whittemore’s lips. (In his poem, Butler coined the phrase "Spare the rod and 

spoil the child," probably a modification of a Biblical injunction about child-

rearing given in Book of Proverbs: "He that spareth his rod hateth his son: but 

he that loveth him chasteneth him betimes" (Proverbs 13:24) 

“Students, I have an idea that I think you might like. It involves Mr. 

Brooks and my intention to use my masterful teaching skills to elevate his 



status from a low-performing student to that of being nearly a scholar. So, in 

that vein, I have decided to treat the good Mr. Jeremiah Brooks as a proper 

student instead of a dumbbell and I expect everyone here to do the same to see, 

dear students, if our little social experiment bears any extraordinary fruit. 

“What do you think, class, can we do this together?” said the master. 

“Yes, Mr. Whittemore,” the students said in a bored, sing-song fashion. 

"Mr. Brooks walked back into the classroom at that point after using the 

privy. 

Master Whittemore said, "Mr. Brooks, you've done your work so well 

today that I'm going to give you a special task -one that I wouldn't entrust to 

just any student and one that, if successfully accomplished, will earn you an A 

for the week in Civics studies. Who knows, with the kind of cooperation and 

devotion to duty we – the students and I – are starting to see in you, you are 

very likely to pass the fifth grade with flying colors." 

As the class sat there anticipating Jack's next move in his new battle 

with Master Whittemore - most of them looking over at Brooksy to see if he'd 

cry or say something pathetic as master began interrogating him about his 

learning - the little ones were so afraid to move that they sat with their backs 

perfectly straight and their heads unnaturally high and their necks stretched 

out trying to show master they were doing as well as they could to comply with 

his orders. 

Master then said he wanted to know more about the 500 marbles Brooks 

mentioned earlier as having to do with his understanding the difference 

between one-quarter and one-half.  

‘You do understand the difference, sir, do you not?” Master asked. 

Jeremiah Brooks wondered whether he should say yes or no and, not 

understanding half of what master was getting at, made a garbled guess that 

the affirmative would be the correct answer. 

"Yes," Brooks added. 

"Good!" said master. "Then tell me, Mr. Brooks, what is the difference?" 

"The difference, master?" Brooks said. 

"The difference," the master said. "You are aware of the difference are you 

not?" 

"Sir, the difference, sir, is one-quarter." 

"Really? And how did you come to such a knowledgeable conclusion, 

sir?" Master said, dabbing his nose with the wet handkerchief. 



"Sir, Jimmy Swanson gave me two quarters for 500 of my marbles the 

other day and he said it was half of a dollar." 

"And how much did you pay for those marbles, Mr. Brooks?" 

"Why I get 'em for two pennies each," Brooksy said. 

"And how long did it take to collect 500 marbles, mister?" 

"Sir, it took me not a long time at all. Jack Stone gave them to me, except 

I bought some myself," said Brooks. 

"Wait! Jack Stone gave you marbles?” the master said. “Seriously, he 

gave them to you? And what did you give Jack Stone in return, Mister Brooks?" 

said the master. 

"Sir, I can't tell you that cuz I'd be breakin' a promise to Jack not to say 

nothin'," said Brooks. 

"Really!" said Master. "You need to tell me, Mister Brooks, you do want to 

pass the fifth grade this time, right? Remember what happened last year when 

you lied about something Mr. Stone did and suggested it was someone else?" 

"Sir? No sir. I mean, yes sir, I remember but I didn't lie. I just didn't tell 

you when you asked if Jack had thrown the cherry at your back while you was 

writing on the board," Brooks said. 

"Do you want to pass this year, Mr. Stone?" the master said, getting red 

in the face and frustrated. 

"Sir, I'm not Mr. Stone. I'm Mr. Brooks." Many students who were 

listening to the not-so-quiet conversation snickered. 

"Shut your faces!" the master said. Master was trying hard to control 

himself but was losing it. It was simply too hard for him to treat Brooksy as a 

proper student. And now he suddenly saw a chance to smear Jack’s 

reputation. And he couldn’t pass up such a opportunity. 

"And you, Mr. Brooks, I'm getting a little tired of your antics. You owe me 

a detailed explanation of how you got your answer and now, Mr. Brooks, I want 

to know, what did you give to Mister Stone in return for what you say was 

nearly 500 marbles?" 

"Sir," Brooksy said in a barely audible voice, "I gave him my daddy’s 

canoe." 

"Oh, now I see!" said the master gleefully rubbing his hands together. 

"So, it appears, class, that Mister Stone has made a rather slippery transaction 

and has once again shown his true colors, having essentially stolen that poor 

boy's father's expensive canoe for which he traded this poor fool a handful of 

cheap marbles! 



"And this is how you learn mathematics by believing what Jimmy 

Swanson told you, the same Jimmy Swanson who hasn't gotten above a D in 

any of his subjects including the venerable subject of mathematics all year 

long?" Master asked as Jimmy turned red in the face while the entire class 

shifted their gaze to him as if on cue. 

"Well sir, I also studied my mathematics sheet before school today and 

last night so I'd knowed the answers when you asked me so I knowed it both 

ways, sir," Brooks said. 

"Really? Mr. Brooks. You studied your mathematics? Really? I’m not 

imagining what I think I just heard, am I Mr. Brooks?” the master said. 

“Oh, no sir. You heard me correct. I studied last night for a long time – 

twenty minutes, maybe, although my mum said I had to eat supper but I 

rushed and was done in ten minutes to make sure I did your very interesting 

homework assignment, sir. I studied very hard,” said Brooks as the class 

snickered. 

“Very good, Mr. Brooks,” said Master Whittemore, rolling his eyes. “You 

are quite impressive. Really, I don’t know why I never saw it before but I am 

truly beginning to see that you aren't as stupid as I thought you were. Yes, 

maybe you'll amount to something yet." 

Brooks blushed beat red in the face at that comment from the master, 

who had never said anything good about him in the past. Having master say he 

might amount to something was to Jeremiah the highest praise he could ever 

expect. He felt a rush of pride and he beamed a great smile while the class 

snickered. 

"Thank you. Oh, thank you, sir," Jeremiah finally blurted out in an 

uncharacteristic public comment ushered in by a surge of self-confidence, the 

like of which no-one had ever seen before on the face of Jeremiah Brooks. 

"Don't thank me Mr. Brooks, ‘twas you who did the homework and it 

paid off handsomely. Your classmates have taken note of your erudition and 

you have won favor in their eyes and even in my eyes. Not a bad 

demonstration, Mr. Brooks, not a bad one at all. Applying yourself to your work 

is the noblest of all activity in God's creation, except for the activities of prayer 

and churchgoing," Master Whittemore pronounced. 

"I hope that the others here have applied themselves with at least equal 

effort and determination. For the root of all evil, Mr. Brooks, is in idleness and 

laziness and in failing to apply thyself in accordance with God's plan which is 

the noble activities of work and prayer. Don't forget that sir," the master said. 

"No sir, I won't,” said Brooks. “You really have taught me a wonderful 

lesson today, master - one I'll never forget. Sir, if you don't mind me a'sayin', I 



think you're the greatest teacher in all of Charleston and probably in the whole 

state of South Carolina, and maybe even the whole country." 

"Why thank you, Mr. Brooks," said master, "and don't think that I 

haven't paid notice to the intelligent nature of your logic - it astounds me to 

have discovered it only at this moment, I must say, but discover it I did. 

“Now class, those of you who are working on fractions I want you to copy 

on your slates for homework the problems you see on the board. I will check to 

see who has done their duty and who has not," Whittemore said. 

“Mr. Brooks, I’ll see you at my desk as I have a project for you to work 

on. 

Jeremiah Brooks, who only this morning believed himself to be the 

dumbest kid in the class, now felt to be at the pinnacle of educational success. 

And he looked at Jimmy with camaraderie, pride, and gratitude for having sold 

him a heap of marbles - which incidentally could be bought for one cent each 

and, in so doing, gave Jeremiah the valuable arithmetic lesson that catapulted 

him to venerable esteem not only in the eyes of his classmates, but most of all, 

in the eyes of Master Whittemore - surely the best teacher on the planet for 

who else could have achieved so much in only one day. 



  

 

Chapter 15 Master Sends a Spy 
 

es sir, yes sir!" said Brooks who sheepishly listened to the master’s 

plan but who couldn’t fathom why Whittemore  was suddenly 

treating him so differently, with such respect like he was a proper 

student or something, just because he got one answer right, and he even half-

guessed at that because he was never quite certain no matter who told him 

what, or what he read in a book if an answer was this way or that way. 

Master had always treated him with disdain and utter contempt as 

though he was a stupid dunce, incapable of learning anything, and in fact, just 

the other day master had said as much in front of the whole class. And even 

this morning Brooks believed that he was incapable of learning. So, he 

reasoned, the master had seen he was wrong about him all along and that he 

wasn't a dunce and was capable of learning. And now that he had gotten so 

much approval he never wanted it to end so he promised himself to try to 

please master always. That was surely the high road to success. 

"Mr. Brooks, I think that you are making very important progress in your 

educational development and I do believe that you have made a turn today at a 

crucial juncture. But it's important that you do not reverse this progress. I will 

be sending a letter of approval home to your mother, and your father if he's not 

too drunk to read it. He can read, can't he?" 

"Yes, but my mom can't. He does all the reading, enough for both of 

them,’ Brooks said. 

"Fine then, I'll address it to your father with instructions to let your 

mother know of your outstanding performance today. This has been long 

overdue, Mr. Brooks." 

"Thank you, sir," Brooks said, "I am trying so hard." 

"Well Mr. Brooks as part of your civics lesson today, I want you to do 

something for me that will more clearly and irrevocably demonstrate your 

social and civic character and convince me once and for all that I'm not erring -

uh, making a mistake - in singling you out for meritorious distinction. You get 

my drift?" said Whittemore. 

"Um, yes sir. I do. I do. You want me to prove that I'm what you think I 

am, that I'm not a clown, or fool, or a dunce or a dummy, is that right master?" 

Brooks said. 

"Y 



"You are a perceptive boy. Don't know why I never noticed before. Well, 

Mr. Brooks, time is of the essence. Consider yourself like a soldier in the 

gallant army of Master Whittemore and that we're about to make an assault on 

an intractable enemy who has scorned the pearls of knowledge that I have so 

diligently and honorably-God knows-cast upon the gentle waters that are the 

minds of my best students whose ranks of which you sir, are now about to join. 

"Know that you are being sent on a vital mission of the utmost 

importance and secrecy. The battle is now joined, Mr. Brooks. The enemy is 

waiting outside this schoolhouse. He is out there and it is your duty, Mr. 

Brooks, to bring him to justice. Your mission is to go to the privy and tell no-

one about this mission, then to lower yourself outside of the window-I hope you 

can still fit through it like you did last year mister when one Jack Stone tricked 

you into escaping from the same window so that you could retrieve his lunch. 

Can you still fit through Mister Brooks?" 

Not knowing what to say because he gained ten pounds at least since 

last year, and not wanting to disappoint, Brooks said, "Yes, certainly I can sir, 

certainly." 

"Fine," Mr. Brooks. "Then sir, you are to go to the south corner of the 

building, wait there and observe in the utmost secrecy-no-one is to see you and 

look for the enemy who at present remains unseen. Any questions?" 

"Enemy sir?" said Brooks. 

"Stone. Mr. Jack Stone you, you … dear lad." 

"Even though we haven't yet seen him, we do know who is out there, Mr. 

Brooks. Oh, we know alright. But we need good hard evidence. That's where 

you come in Mr. Brooks. That's where your newfound intelligence will come 

into play, your acute powers of perception and observation. You'll be my eyes, 

sir. While I am in here performing the duties of my illustrious calling, you'll be 

my eyes on the outside. And when he thinks he's got safe ground to walk on, 

yes, when he thinks he's outsmarted me at last, he will walk right into my trap, 

my little Venus flies trap. And he will stick he will Mr. Brooks. He and his 

cohort Jeremy Foster will stick in that trap. But first I'll let them get 

unalterably stuck by letting them lie about their activities today. They'll deny 

rapping on my door and skipping school when I accuse them both in front of 

the whole class the next time they appear together-Monday I suspect as they'll 

want to flaunt their supposed victory-and when those liars and good-for-

nothings finally think they've won sure and good, that's when I'll spring the 

trap in front of my dedicated students, including present company Mr. Brooks, 

and produce you as my star witness, you Mr. Brooks who will tell the whole 

truth and nothing but the truth so help you God. You will say you saw both 

boys, Jeremy and Jack, knock the second time on my schoolhouse door. Your 



testimony, Mr. Brooks, will be incontrovertible and beyond question just like 

when you had so admirably acquitted yourself today during my fractions 

lesson. Yes, the class knows of your sheer honesty in intellectual and other 

matters, Mr. Brooks, and so your word will be as good as gold, nay, better. 

"So Mr. Brooks, without further commentary, go to the privy, squirrel 

your way out the window and leap to the ground, then go to the south corner of 

the building where you are to wait on your stomach with your head down but 

with your eyes looking, ever looking, across the roadway for the faces of Jack 

Stone and his fellow miscreant, Jeremy Foster, once a highly-trusted studious 

boy, a shining light like yourself who, alas, fell into the vilest den of darkest 

iniquities when he partook of the apple of evil offered by one Mr. Jack Stone." 

Remember, south corner. Keep out of sight. Stay there watching until I 

come out to get your report. Any questions?" 

"The south corner sir?" 

"Oh, of course. I should have taken obvious pains to clarify. When you 

get out the darn window and you're facing away from the darn building, go to 

the darn corner on your darn right. You do know your left from your right don't 

you Mr. Brooks?" 

"Oh yes sir," said Brooks. 

"Of course, you do. Foolish of me for asking. That's my boy, Mr. Brooks. 

That's my boy. Now go. Remember, when you are looking directly away from 

the building, it's the corner on your right. And don't let anyone see you." 

"No sir." 

  



 

Chapter 16 Battle of Wits 
 

e were keeping low across the cobblestone street waiting for our next 

opportunity when a carriage stopped right in front of us and obscured 

our view and then the horse did his business right then and there 

and together with the hot noon sun and the wind wafting the foul odor our 

way, we decided to move up a bit. So, we crawled on our hands and knees 

along the hedge away from the odor. Then Jack spotted Brooks lying on his 

belly at the corner of the schoolhouse. 

“That numbskull,” said Jack. “Look at him. Do you see him? Trying to 

spy on us - the damn fool. You seen him?” 

“Yeah, but is he really spying on us? Maybe he’s hunting for worms or 

maybe he’s sick,” I said. 

“No, moron! Just one look at that cross-eyed son of a goat’s ass and I 

know that master sent him to spy on us and turn us in if ever he sees us. Don’t 

pop your head up yet, idiot.” 

“What are we gonna do?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” said Jack. Let me chew on it a few minutes. 

Brooks wasn’t very subtle at all, sitting up one moment and popping his 

head around the corner, then lying on his belly again with his rump in the air. 

We were looking through the spaces in the shrubbery. This was exactly 

what Jack liked the most-a challenge that he could figure out how to overcome, 

especially when it came from an enemy he hated. True to form he came up with 

another ingenious twist in his plan. At least I thought so until I learned that it 

was me taking the risks. 

“Hey! I’ve got it,” said Jack. “Brooks hates me but he wants to be your 

friend so that’s how we get him on our side instead of master’s. But it has to be 

done quick or we’ll have to ditch the whole plan. Master thinks he’s so smart 

getting Brooksy to spy on us but he’s got to be dumber than Brooksy if he 

thinks Brooksy wasn’t a'goin' to give himself away like he did. I mean he sent 

out a complete moron to do battle with experienced pirates like ourselves. Well 

kiddies, now we’ll just have to defeat his little pathetic attempt to get the goods 

on us. What a moron! No wonder he can’t do anything but teach in that stupid, 

little, poor-excuse for a school. No-one would want him anywhere else! Here, 

he’s like a big frog in a little pond. But now he’s met his match, more than met 

his match. 
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“So, you go around the building and come up behind Brooksy,” Jack 

said. 

“Why me?” I protested. “He’ll tattle and that’ll be it for me. I’ll flunk the 

whole year and have to repeat the fifth grade. And master’ll see to it that I get a 

whooping on top of it all.” 

“No, you won’t,” said Jack, “because you’re gonna convince Brooksy to be 

on our side and convince him that master will never know it so long as he does 

exactly what he’s told.” 

“What do I tell him then?” I said. 

“Say what any pirate worthy of his name would say. Tell him we’ll bring 

him to our fort across the river and initiate him into the Midnight Raiders.” 

“But you said we would never let anyone else into the fort but us,” I 

protested. 

“Look idiot! Jack said. “A good pirate must go where the wind blows and 

right now that wind is a’blowin in the direction of letting Brooksy in because it 

is to our advantage and the Midnight Raiders must defeat Master Whittemore 

in this war,” Jack said. “We can’t afford to lose this one. Everything has to go 

according to plan and I’m the captain. You’re like the helmsman. You steer the 

ship but I give the orders around here. Without someone in command, no plan 

can ever work out. To beat Master Whittemore we’ve got to be one step ahead of 

him all of the time. We slip up once and he’s got us. And you can’t back out 

now cuz you’ve given your word as a pirate in the band of the Midnight 

Raiders. And as for it being just you and me, that’s over now. We have to have 

a spy who is in with us. Brooksy will do whatever you ask him to do and in the 

end, he will be loyal to us because he will do anything to be a Midnight Raider. 

Tell him that tomorrow we’ll perform the blood sacrifice and initiate him. Tell 

him he can’t tell a living soul nor a dead one about the plan.” 

“Yeah well, what is the plan, what exactly do we tell him? I said.” 

Jack laughed. “That’s the good part. First, you find out from Brooksy 

what Whittemore’s plan is then run back and report it to me. We have to know 

what that ole fox is up to. Now go.” 

“That’s it. What else?” I said. 

“That’s it for now,” said Jack. “You see, this plan that has up to now 

been so brilliantly successful has got to proceed with care, step by step, 

especially after you learn the enemy is trying to outflank us and that’s what 

master is about right now. He’s using Brooksy to identify us when we go to 

knock again. That’s why we need to turn Brooksy to our side and master will 



think he’s still with him. Still, we need to know exactly what master’s next 

move is. There’s not much time. So, go on now!” 

  



 

Chapter 17 Followers and Leaders 
 

 did what I told Jack I’d do. I usually did what Jack wanted in the end, 

however much protesting I did. But I must admit Jack sure knew how to 

attract adventure. You just could not be ever sure what would happen next 

when Jack was around. He could take any ordinary day and any ordinary boy 

or group of boys and get them into some great adventure that he cooked up. It 

just always seemed that ordinariness wasn’t suited to Jack. Things always 

happened around him. And he needed to be at the center. 
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Chapter 18 “Welcome to Our Side” 
 

nd so, I found myself sneaking up behind Brooksy who was sitting 

against the wall, not even acting like a proper lookout, and picking his 

nose. 

“Stop that boy!” I shouted, and Brooksy nearly jumped through his skin. 

“Where…where did you come from...you scared me. I thought you was 

sick or something,” Brooksy said. 

“Well you thought wrong,” I said. “I see you’re out spying on us for the 

master.” 

“No, I wasn’t,” he replied. “Not really. I mean, I wasn’t gonna tell him 

nothing anyhow.” 

“Right! Just that you saw Jack and me when we would knock on the 

door again…yeah…you’re gonna tattle, aren’t ya?” I said. 

“No, I wasn’t! Master told me to come out here to look for you two and 

identify you when he comes out to get his report, that’s all. I was gonna say I 

saw nothing. I wouldn’t tattle on you and Jack – not ever!” Brooks said. 

“Even when he asks you who knocked on the door a second time?” I said. 

“I just was gonna say I saw nothing.” 

“What did he promise you for tattling?” 

“He said I’d probably pass the fifth grade and would be in big trouble if I 

didn’t do like he asked. I need to pass the fifth grade this time. I’ve been two 

times not passing. I gotta pass,” Brooks said. 

“You’ll pass and you’ll do as we say, not what Whittemore says, or else 

you’re gonna get a visit from the Midnight Raiders just when you least expect 

it.” I drew my index finger across my throat. “Look, whose side do you want to 

be on? Whittemore’s and get the black mark on your bedroom window from the 

Midnight Raiders? Or do you want to join our side, join the Midnight Raiders 

and become a fierce, loyal pirate and see our fort across the river?” 

“Me? A Midnight Raider?” Brooksy said. 

“Yes. We want you to join our ranks and become a fierce and loyal pirate 

like us. But you can never, never tell anyone about our activities or you’ll 
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receive the black mark one night on your bedroom window pane and you know 

what that means, don’t you?” I again trailed my index finger across my throat. 

“We’ll have the blood ceremony Saturday,” I told him, “and after that, you 

are sworn to total secrecy and can never reveal anything about the Midnight 

Raiders to no-one and especially not to Master Whittemore. He is the enemy 

and the penalty for collaborating with the enemy is walking the plank.” 

“Plank?” said Brooks. “What plank? What’s a plank?” 

“Believe me, you don’t want to know,” I said importantly. 

Brooksy looked scared enough now so I popped the question. 

“Well, who’s it gonna be, boy? Whittemore or us?” 

“I want to be a Midnight Raider more than anything in the world. Count 

me in with you. I’m with you forever and I’ll never turn you into master even if 

he canes me to death. I’ll never reveal the secrets of the Midnight Raiders. 

But…what do I do about master?” 

“You just hold tight and I’ll be right back with more specific orders from 

the Captain. Welcome to our side!” 

I ran across the road and reported to Jack. 

“So, I was dead right,” he said. “Go back and tell Brooksy to crawl back 

inside right away and tell master he’s got a bad stomach ache from eating 

grass that he thinks a dog peed on. Master‘ll have to believe that because he‘ll 

know that Brooksy‘s way too dumb to ever have that kind of imagination.” 

“I don’t know Jack. Why don’t we just tell him to tell master he saw who 

knocked on the door and it wasn’t us and it wasn’t anyone he’d ever seen 

before? He can just say he thought it was two runaway negroes.” 

“Nah, too complicated. Master will interrogate him and find out he was 

a’lyin. Then he’ll be on to us. Besides we want him to think it was us and not 

someone else. We just don’t want him to know for certain. Believe me, son, I 

know what I’m a'doin'. So, run along sonny boy and give the order just like I 

said it.” 

“Good,” I said, and I scrambled back. “The order has come. You have to 

follow orders from now on exactly as they’re given from the captain. If he says 

to do something you just do it and ask no questions. If he says don’t do 

something, don’t do it. It’s that simple. Following orders is easy. So, no more 

acting like you’re a damn fool dummy and a nobody. You’re a Midnight Raider, 

unofficially, and tomorrow it’ll be official, so be sure to act like one. Remember, 

from now on you’re a Midnight Raider so don’t ever tell anyone that you are 

one, don’t even talk about the Midnight Raiders to anyone-not even your 



closest friend. Now go back inside and tell master right away that you just got a 

bad stomach ache cuz you think you ate some grass that a dog a peed on. 

Don’t tell him anything else. Make it quick cuz we are going to attack in five 

minutes. That way you’ll be inside again when we come knocking at master’s 

door again. We’ll meet tonight at Jack’s barn.” 

I watched him climb back into the privy. “Good luck, and welcome to our 

den,” I said. 

  



 

 Chapter 19 “One, Two, Three, Charge!” 

 

e waited and watched like lions about to spring. Jack picked out of a 

little burlap bag he was carrying a large smooth white stone as round 

as an apple and twice as a big. The time was getting nearer and Jack 

pulled out two handkerchiefs and gave one to me. 

“Tie this one around your head,” he said. 

His fingers caressed the white stone like it was one of his favorite things 

in the whole world. Then I remembered it was the same stone that was missing 

from master’s rock collection he kept in the classroom - the one that Mike got 

blamed for cuz Jimmy Swanson said Jack told him he saw it in Mike’s tree 

house. 

“Okay, we gotta do this together,” said Jack. “We run to the door and I’ll 

bang on it three times - three times is the Midnight Raiders’ signal for danger 

and possible doom but the very first thing we do is you stick the note using the 

tack on the door. Stick it in real good. Whittemore has to get that note. Look. I 

wrote a new one because our plans changed.” 

I looked and it surprisingly was printed real neat. It said: 

 

“Dere Masta Witmor 

You betta get on your nees right now before the hol class and say yor sory 

to Mike or yul git the black mark on your windo pane.” 

 

“Remember, stick it on real good and I’ll take care of the bangin' Then we 

run like the dickens around the corner around the other side and go in 

different directions home and go right to bed,” Jack said. “But crawl under the 

windows of the school cuz, believe me, when I bang on that door, every kid in 

that place is goin to have their eyes glued to the windows and doors and we 

can’t be seen. So, crawl and crawl fast like you was in the army and the enemy 

is at your heels. Got it?” 

“Yeah, no sweat,” I said. “Let’s do it.” 

“Okay then. On three. - One. Two. Three! Charge!” Jack said, and we 

hightailed it across the road, me with my note and tack and Jack with his big 

white rock just gleaming in the sunlight that was streaming through the 
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magnolias. We catapulted underneath the first window and crawled fast as 

black racer snakes to the door and then I pinned the note but it was the wrong 

side so Jack said, “Pin it the other way around!” Then the wind blew it away 

but I grabbed it in the air and turned back and pinned it to the door good and 

tight. It looked pretty official sitting there waiting for the master to read it. 

“Read it and weep!” Jack said. 

Jack whacked the door with the rock - bang, bang, bang so hard I 

thought he was going to break the door in. We then dove under the next 

window just like soldiers and even faster for my money and two seconds later 

we had cleared it. 

Running, we started to head back to our homes when Jack changed his 

mind. 

“No, wait!” he said. “We gotta see the expression on his face. Quick! 

Follow me!" Having no time to consider, I just obeyed and we ended up diving 

over the hedges across the street again hoping no-one saw us. 

  



 

  

Chapter 20 Master Spews Venom 
 

e waited. And waited. Nothing happened for a full two minutes. We 

were breathing hard. Our hearts were pounding. Then the door 

opened and master stood there in the doorway – looking. We were 

peeking through the bushes. He was mad. He screamed at the top of his voice 

louder than we ever heard him yell. 

“You snipes are going to pay! You’re going to pay for this you little 

criminals! You’re going to get it now! You just wait!” 

Jack was rolling on the ground behind the hedge silently laughing so 

hard that tears trickled from of his eyes just like the time when we watched 

Mike looking stupidly for his missing tree house. Then, master looked at the 

door which was badly dented, the red paint being scraped right off, and he 

pulled the note off. He read it and then, baring his teeth, looked in our 

direction across the street right where we were hiding. 

“You just wait you damn criminals!” the master hollered. “You’re going to 

jail for destroying city property.! You here that Stone? You’re going to jail just 

like your old man did! And you’ll end up a drunken bum just like him! I’m 

going to get you! You just wait!” 

Master slammed the door shut. 

“Wow was he mad!” I said. 

“Let’s get outta here,” said Jack, “He can’t take a joke!” 

We backed out into the woods and went way around and both of us went 

home and climbed into bed.  
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Chapter 21 The Visitor 
 

t four o’clock that day a knock on the door came that I’d been fearing all 

afternoon. I waited on my belly at the top of the stairs, having earlier 

decided to stay in my room all afternoon like I was sick. I listened, my 

ears straining to hear any of the conversation. 

“Good afternoon Mrs. Foster. Sorry to intrude but there was an incident 

today involving some malicious damage to the school and there is some 

evidence that, unfortunately, Jeremy may have been involved.” 

“But no Mr. Whittemore, he couldn’t have been involved because he was 

home all day up in his room sick, I checked on him several times and he never 

left his room, sir. He’s been coughing and has a fever.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Mr. Whittemore. “I apologize. It’s just that I had 

information from one of my students, and he seemed to be pretty certain 

Jeremy was involved Do you mind if I just have a word with him?” 

“Well, I know he’s sleeping because I just came down from his bedroom 

and his father will be home soon and … well … if his father found out he was 

suspected even of something like that he’d beat him just in case. His father’s a 

severe man and so I have to hide a lot from him,” mom said. 

“I understand Mrs. Foster. I’ll only be one minute. I’d so much it rather 

be me than the constable. It’s a criminal matter and I’d like to spare the boy 

any unnecessary questions,” the master said. 

“A criminal matter you say. Oh heavens. Well okay then, a minute 

shouldn’t hurt none,” my mother said. “I’ll take you straight up.” 
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Chapter 22 Interrogation 
 

 charged toward my bedroom and leapt into my bed, shoes and all, and 

pulled the covers up to my neck and waited breathlessly for what was 

coming. Whittemore was suspicious despite what mom had told him and he 

was going to try to get it out of me, that was clear. 

He was smart enough never to fully trust what a mother said about her 

son or daughter knowing that either they’d lie for them or else they were so 

tricked themselves they really didn’t know much about their kids’ activities, 

good or bad. Whittemore knew kids and was always looking to catch them red-

handed in a lie. He was good at it. Did Brooks really told him anything or was 

he just saying that on the hunch that I was listening somewhere like I was 

where he couldn’t see me? 

I believe he was bluffing because I think Jack was right. Brooksy would 

do anything to become a Midnight Raider and, besides, we gave him a perfect 

story to make up. Still, the master might not be making it up. I heard them 

climbing the stairs and I slapped myself across my cheeks to make the blood 

come to the surface to make it look like I was sick. That neat trick fools my 

mom all the time but Whittemore might not be fooled. The door creaked and I 

closed my eyes. 

“See he is still a’sleepin’, poor boy,” said mom. “Jeremy dear boy, Jeremy. 

Master Whittemore is here and would like a word with you son…something 

about some incident at the school today. I told him you knew nothing about it 

because of you being sick and all.” 

Whittemore approached. “Thank you, ma’am, I’ll be only a minute. If I 

could just have a word in private,” he said closing the door on mom. 

“Oh!” said Whittemore. “You do look like a poor ole sick boy,” the master 

said. “And your face is flushed. You do have a fever,” he added, placing his 

hand on my forehead. “Well, maybe not” 

Then, he tried to pull the covers off, saying, “Son, you’re too warm! You 

shouldn’t have blankets covering you on such a hot day.” 

“No, I want ‘em,” I said, yanking them to my neck. I have chills!” I yelled. 

Mom came to the door, asking, “Is everything all right Mr. Whittemore?” 

“Oh yes, Everything’s fine ma’am. I’ll be done shortly.” 
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He looked stunned like he didn’t know what to do next or like he just ran 

into a tree or something. His eyebrows went up and then down as if he were 

trying to figure out the mystery. His long-pointed nose seemed to be sniffing me 

out for lies. I didn’t wait for his next question. I took control while I still had a 

chance. 

“Sir, thank you for checking up on me. I did want to go to school today 

but I just felt so bad. I hope it won’t count against me. I’ll try to do extra 

homework tonight.” 

I waited to see what effect that would have on that crafty old fox. I 

couldn’t lie half as good as Jack but I was sure learning well with Jack’s 

masterful lead to follow. Jack indeed was masterful at lying. I never met 

anyone who could lie as good as Jack. Mom had placed a pitcher of drinking 

water on the dresser next to a vase with some daisies to help make me feel 

better. But I wasn’t going to feel better until Whittemore left. My mouth was so 

dry from lying it felt like I had eaten a pile of sand. 

“May I have some water?” I asked him. “I have a powerful thirst, sir,” I 

said. 

“Oh, yes, yes of course,” said master. He picked up the pitcher and 

poured water into a glass and gave it to me - still looking confused, and 

scratching his head. I dreaded what he would say next. 

The master stared at me as though not knowing what else to say sort of 

awkward-like or maybe he was just waiting for me to confess. I wasn’t sure. So, 

I headed him off again. 

“What happened at the school today sir? Did someone get hurt? I hope 

not. Sometimes the kids play too rough,” I said awkwardly. 

“Oh no! Don’t worry! But I came here because Mr. Brooks said something 

to me after he told me today that he was sick,” Master said, then he paused 

and waited to see what I might say next, it seemed. 

His deep beady eyes measured my response looking for some sign of 

guilt, I felt. He seemed obsessed with getting the goods on Jack – desperate 

even - as though his teaching career depended on doing just that. It seemed 

like he was trying to draw the truth out of me through his eyes which seemed 

to spit fire. But I continued to play dumb. Yes, I had learned much from Jack. 

“Yes sir, Mr. Foster, what Mr. Brooks said caused me to think that you 

had been directly involved in the incident. But that couldn’t be, right? Because 

here you were home in your bed all day, right? Sick?” 

“Of course, I was sir! I’m sorry I couldn’t make it. I wanted to,” I lied. 



“Jeremy, Mr. Brooks said you were his best friend now and that I 

couldn’t expect him to tattle on you,” the master said. 

“What? Is he dreaming?” I asked. “We’re not really friends at all.” 

“So, I had gathered,” Whittemore said. “So, I had gathered, Mr. Foster, 

from my own observations. But I still wonder what caused him to say it - to say 

that you were now his best friend and that Jack was a good friend too. Why do 

you think he said that at that particular time?” 

“I haven’t the foggiest notion sir. Really, I don’t. I’m just as surprised as 

you. And I bet if you talk to Jack he won’t know either,” I said. 

“Well, Jeremy it turns out that I did have some words today with Mr. 

Stone and I was very surprised to hear what he said about you and about the 

incident,” the master said mysteriously. 

Oh, so this is what he has been leading up to, I thought. 

“Sir, what are you saying?” I finally said after bearing the several-second-

long Whittemore stare. 

“He implicated you, he did,” the master asserted. “Not that he really 

knew blamed you outright but I believe he did it without realizing it. And then I 

confronted him with the truth and he was unable to stand up to it in any 

positive way. His guilt shone directly through his words and through his 

silence when I asked if Jeremy was with you when you banged on my 

schoolhouse door. Mr. Stone said you were the one I should talk to about that. 

It seemed as if he just wanted to shift all the blame upon you, poor boy. And so 

that’s why I am here Jeremy, so that you can also confess your role in today’s 

affair.” 

I was shocked that Jack would do such a thing. The master was so tricky 

with his words. Jack might have caved in under the pressure and master might 

have told him something similar to what he was telling me – that I had put the 

blame on Jack. About ten seconds elapsed before I said anything and master 

must have concluded by then that I was definitely guilty. 

“But sir,” I fumbled - still wondering what Jack had said - but then I 

recalled that Jack said don’t let the master try to trick me because he would 

tell any lie about Jack to make me talk but Jack assured me he’d never give 

master an inch. 

“But sir, I told you,” I said as firmly as I could muster. “I was here all 

day. Ask my mom as she was with me much of the time. Sir, I’m sorry you 

don’t believe, no I’m deeply disappointed you’d think me to be a liar. But really, 

sir, I had nothing to do with any affair today at the school. Nothing, sir. Please 

don’t think badly of me. It pains me, Mr. Whittemore sir.” 



I looked into those cool gray-blue eyes and I could tell, he still believed 

nothing I said. “I don’t know what in tarnation Mr. Brooks is talking about.” 

“Right,” said master. “Nor do I at this particular moment. But by heaven, 

I’m going to find out. Well, I’ve got to go. I hope you feel better, Mr. Foster.” 

“Thank you, master,” I said. 

As he turned the big brass door knob on his way out, he looked directly 

at me - his large bushy eyebrows suddenly furrowed again, one up, one down – 

and said, “Doesn’t Mr. Brooks dislike Mr. Stone because Mr. Stone torments 

him mercilessly?” 

“Um, I dunno. Possibly,” I said lamely. “I don’t really know.” 

“Oh, come on Mr. Foster, certainly you do know. Are you being secretive 

with me?” 

“No sir, I simply thought Brooksy doesn’t really hate Jack because he 

really wants to be friends with him,” I said, feeling that I gave him the perfect 

answer. 

“Interesting,” said master. “Because Mr. Brooks said something very 

similar - that he and Mr. Stone were going to be very good friends - that all 

three of you were going to be very good friends. Now isn’t that curious that 

such an unimaginative fellow like Mr. Brooks would say something like that?” 

“It’s interesting alright,” I said. “Especially when there ain’t no good 

reason for Brooksy saying it.” 

“Oh, but maybe there is a good reason Jeremy.” The master said. “Maybe 

promises were made. And Mr. Brooks is so easily manipulated by those in 

society and by his fellow classmates, and perhaps by Mr. Stone. And maybe 

Mr. Stone and others have unscrupulously manipulated this unfortunate child, 

Mr. Foster, placing their own selfish interests ahead of the welfare of this 

rather poor unfortunate and stupid child. At any rate, the constable is going to 

be talking to Mr. Brooks. If he’s been manipulated, the constable will find out. 

He is a very skilled interrogator of twenty years’ experience knowing personally 

hundreds, maybe thousands of criminals from all over the Charleston area and 

beyond. He’ll get to the truth of the matter. And then Jeremy, we’ll have 

another talk. It’d be so much better for you to tell me the truth now.” 

“But Master Whittemore, I’ve been completely honest with you,” I said, 

acting sad and disappointed. “Really, I have, sir.” Seeing as I already had lied a 

lot, I figured I might as well go all the way and end this interrogation.” 

“Okay then, Jeremy. In the meantime, if you hear of or know anything, 

you can earn yourself an A for the year in all of your subjects if you come 

forward with evidence against Jack Stone. But you can never tell anyone about 



this conversation. I’ll simply deny it. After all, you are one of my better students 

and might deserve A’s anyway if we stretched things here and there. Think 

seriously about that, Jeremy. Goodbye, sir.” 

“Goodbye, Master Whittemore. 

“And Jeremy?” Whittemore said. 

“Sir?” 

“Don’t be unwise in this matter. Do the right thing. Think about your 

future-maybe you could be a doctor or a lawyer. Don’t go down the path of 

perfidy with Jack Stone because that’s exactly where he’s leading you. Son, cut 

him loose and come clean.” 

With that, master left. I was sweating. And now, I really was sick. 

  



  

Chapter 23 Victory Celebration 
 

ater, we all got together in Jack’s barn just as planned. 

“Did you tell him anything?” Jack said nervously as soon as we met. 

Brooksy was already there and so it was clear to me before I even 

talked to Brooksy that master didn’t get what he wanted from Brooksy 

even if he did get some. 

“No. I just denied everything that crafty old badger was trying to make 

me admit,” I told Jack when he asked me how it went with Whittemore. “I 

didn’t think I could endure it much longer, my mouth was so dry from lying I 

felt there was sand in it and it’s a good thing that I told master I was sick as a 

dog. But he has strong suspicions that we’re all lying and said the constable 

was going to get the truth out of us.” 

“Huh!” said Jack victoriously. “We beat him and beat him good and he 

knows it.” 

Jack had given Brooksy a tongue-lashing for saying more than he was 

supposed to say. Jack had told him that he was just not smart enough to try to 

color the story anything beyond what he was ordered to say. Still, our position 

was solid. We held the high ground in the battle,” said Jack who added that 

Whittemore was lying at the bottom of the hill so to speak, bruised and 

bleeding with his face in the mud. That’s how Jack saw the victory. 

“We’ve got to celebrate this one,” said Jack. “I’ve got an idea, you’re going 

to just love this one.” 

“Jack forget it. Leave it for a while,” I said. 

“No way, fool! This is the last part of the plan and we gotta follow it all 

the way through so that we can say we stuck through it all the way, through 

thick and thin, and never gave up. And besides, a victory over an enemy isn’t 

really a victory unless he knows he’s been beaten and we want him to know 

that and know it good – that sniveling old fool. 

“So, kiddies! Tonight, after we’re done celebrating on our own, we go by 

master’s house underneath his bedroom window in the woods which are right 

there beneath his window. We light off three big banging cherry bombs and 

then, right away. Jeremy. you start a’blowin your bugle, I’ll play my harmonica 

to a high pitch and good and loud, and you, Brooksy, will bang a drum as loud 

as you can. You can use a pale and a big ole iron soup spoon that’s in my 

mom’s soup pot. Sound like fun kiddies?” asked Jack. 
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“I’ve already had too much fun today, Jack, at master’s expense. Can’t 

we just-” 

“No, we can’t!” Jack said. “We’ve got to put on the finishing touch. So, 

he’ll never forget it. So, he’ll never forget his lesson. When he’s old and 

crotchety and a’smokin his pipe and a’sittin' in his rockin' chair and a’spittin in 

his filthy spittoon, he’ll remember with a glint in his eye, I think, the day he 

tried to get one over on Jack Stone and his band of Midnight Raiders. And he’ll 

have one more note to add to his collection. It says, “Don’t try to play with the 

big boys, son - stick to the little kiddies! The Midnight Raiders.” 

  



  

Chapter 24 Midnight Musical 
 

o, there we were - Jack, me and Brooksy - waiting underneath master’s 

bedroom window on a beautiful starry night for the midnight hour so we 

could begin what Jack said were “the festivities”. I talked Jack out of 

throwing the first cherry bomb onto the second-floor porch which was right 

next to master’s bedroom. Jack said he knew it was master’s bedroom because 

he “investigated” master’s house one day while the master was at school. He 

said he didn’t take anything, just looked around - except that he kept a pewter 

coffee cup and a pewter letter opener but that was only because he wanted 

souvenirs. 

So, it was Jack’s job to light the cherry bombs and throw them out onto 

the grass near the house underneath master’s bedroom. That was to announce 

that the celebration had begun, Jack said. So, when it was two minutes away 

from midnight, Jack took the cherry bombs out of his little burlap bag and 

Brooksy started saying how this was the most fun he’d ever had and couldn’t 

wait to be sworn in tomorrow as a Midnight Raider, even though tonight was 

his unofficial initiation. 

“You can do the countdown Brooksy,” said Jack, and just so we know 

you’re on our side for certain we want you to do the honor of throwing the first 

cherry bomb. Count down from ten now.” 

“Oh, thanks a lot! Brooksy said. Oh good! Good! Ten, nine, eight, seven, 

six, five, four, three, two, one…” 

And Jack lit the first one, the short wick sizzling with sparks and blue-

white light in the darkness. “Here you go sonny boy, set her off!” Jack said as 

he handed it over to Brooksy. 

“Throw it you idiot!” Jack yelled as Brooksy held onto it and then finally 

threw it and a big boom like cannon-fire thundered through the night not five 

feet away. Then Jack lit both the other two and now threw them way up into 

the darkness, the blue light trailing sparks and they exploded in the air one 

after the other. 

Then Jack roared out this deep hideous laugh and began playing his 

harmonica in a loud, unharmonious, raucous way and Brooksy beat his pale 

as loud and as fast as he could with Jack’s mother’s iron soup pot spoon and I 

blared on my horn but I was feeling a little sorry for master at this point, 

although he did deserve everything he was getting. 
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Then we heard master’s voice boom out the window. 

“Just you wait, Stone! You malicious criminal! You’re going to jail just 

like I said and that’s where you belong!” 

The master slammed the window down. Jack ordered Brooksy to run 

over and pin the note onto the front door where there was another porch. 

“So, he won’t be forgettin' his lesson anytime soon,” said Jack. 

Then, we left. 

  



  

Chapter 25 The Midnight Raiders 
 

ey! Where did you get this thing?” I asked Jack, staring wide-eyed at 

the wooden canoe that was covered by thick bushes just sitting 

there in the little backwater that was an offshoot of the river. It was 

covered with vines and reeds and you really had to be looking right at it to see 

it if you happened to be going that way. But nobody except for some fishermen 

now and then would have much reason to drift off the river into that swamp. 

Jack knew what he was doing when he hid the boat in that particular spot 

“Is this that ole Indian’s canoe you said you took one day ‘cross the river 

and then lost again, Jack?” I said. 

“No, that was daddy’s canoe,” said Brooksy, “It’s the same one that 

Master Whittemore done tole the class yesterday that Jack done stole it from 

me and my daddy in a bad trade for a handful of cheap marbles.” 

“Well, that darn fool’s a’goin’ ahead and blabbin' off his mouth again. We 

traded fair and square, didn’t we?” Jack asked Brooksy. “And besides, that was 

supposed to be a secret bargain that no-one was supposed to know so how did 

master learn it?” Jack said. 

“He made me tell him or else I’d fail the fifth grade again,” Brooksy said. 

“He asked me in front of the whole class how I knew about fractions and I said 

Jimmy bought my marbles for a half-dollar so then he made me tell’em where I 

done got them marbles so I refused but he said I better do it, so I had to tell 

him so I tole ‘em. That’s when he tole the class you showed your true colors 

and did a slippery deal and stole my daddy’s canoe for a handful of cheap 

marbles.” 

“We’ll he’s a blubberin' idiot who don’t know the value of true friendship 

just cuz he’s never had a friend in his life he thinks no-one else should 

neither,” said Jack. 

“So, are we really friends?” Brooksy said. 

“Course we are,” Jack said. “You don’t think I’d be dumb enough to ask 

some nobody to join the Midnight Raiders who wasn‘t a friend, do you? Com’on 

Brooksy, where’s your sense anyway?” 

“Masta tole me I ain’t got no sense so I dunno. Maybe I’ll get some now,” 

said Brooksy. 
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“Course you got sense!” Jack said. “You don’t think we’d be stupid 

enough to allow some dim wit to join our ranks and become a pirate in the 

Midnight Raiders do you if he ain‘t had no sense?” asked Jack. 

“No. Guess not. But everyone thinks I’m stupid - even master, though 

yesterday he was a’treatin. me like I was the smartest kid in the class," Brooks 

said. 

“You’re not a'goin' to fall for Whittemore’s tricks, are you?” said Jack. 

“He’s just playin' ya, don’t ya see it? We’re not a’playin' ya, we know you're 

smart or we’d never ask you in,” Jack said. “Don’t listen to that poor-excuse-

for-a-teacher. He ain’t no teacher. He’s a goat’s ass as sure as I’m a’standin' 

here. 

“Brooksy,” said Jack. “Your problem isn’t that you're dumb - you aren't. 

Your problem is that you want everyone to like you too much so people take 

advantage of you. But now, things have changed and you're under the 

protection of the Midnight Raiders. If you have a problem with somebody, you 

report it at our official meetings here in the treehouse and then we make a plan 

right here. We stick together and we attack if we have to when the enemy least 

expects it - at midnight. So Brooksy, you just remember when we all three go to 

school next, you just remember to say nothin, to Whittemore but what you 

already told him. He’s the enemy now and now we are pirates in blood forever 

and we always come to each other’s assistance and never give one of us up to 

the enemy, never.” 

  



 

  

Chapter 26 A Tree House “Just Like Mike’s” 
 

t was not hard to see that Jack took advantage of poor, dumb Brooksy but 

then the whole world took advantage of him and so, the way I saw it, it 

might as well be a friend taking advantage of him before some stranger did 

– a stranger who knew nothing nor cared nothing for Brooksy. And now 

Brooksy was getting the benefit of using the canoe almost like it was his own 

property again, Jack said, although it was, of course, Brooksy’s father’s boat. 

But he probably never knew the difference anyhow because he had his boat 

launch on the river and had lots of canoes so one less probably made no 

difference to him. That’s what Jack said. And the midnight raiders needed that 

canoe to launch attacks and make plans against the enemy, Whittemore, 

according to Jack’s reasoning. Besides, Jack said he always intended to give it 

back one day and that he wasn’t even going to ask for the marbles back. Jack 

had noted that he did have a generous side. 

So, we got in the boat and began paddling across that river to the other 

bank Saturday morning. The river was tricky in parts. Jack steered in the 

back. I was in the front. Jack called the positions the stern for the back and 

the bow for the front. He knew how to negotiate the swirling water that 

suddenly would start to push the canoe in a circle if we didn’t watch out. But 

Jack always mastered it. 

“Go with the current,” he said. 

And he taught us how to read the water. 

“Look at how the current is moving and then follow it to where you want 

to go. When you want to go backward look for current that reverses itself and 

try to catch it and turn the boat around,” Jack said. 

We jumped out knee deep in mud on the other side. Brooksy said it was 

the most fun he’d ever had except for last night at Whittemore’s which he said 

nothing could ever beat for sheer excitement and pleasure. But Brooksy didn’t 

know Jack and had no idea of just how much excitement Jack could find. But 

he was going to find out, that’s for sure, being a Midnight Raider and all. 

After climbing up the muddy bank with vines and bushes and tree roots 

cutting through the mud walls we located the tree house. Brooksy was 

astonished. 

“Looks just like Mike’s,” he said, as Jack and I exchanged knowing looks. 
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“It is just like Mike’s you idiot,” Jack said. “And that’s cuz it is Mike’s. 

But you better never tell no-one, got it?” 

“Yeah. I won’t. I keep my secrets,” said Brooksy. 

  



 

  

Chapter 27 Blood Brothers and Pirates 
 

eah, well, don’t tell anyone about it sonny boy,” said Jack, “While 

that was Mike’s tree house, it’s ours now. We found it and took it fair 

and square just like any self-respectin' pirate would and we made it 

the legal property of the Midnight Raiders so now it would have to be some 

other genuine pirate who could take it away from us if he had a mind to. 

“Nobody else-not even Mike-could take it legally. And you’ve got to swear 

at the blood ceremony that you’ll never reveal its location even under pain of 

death,” Jack said. 

“No, I won’t,” Brooks said. 

“That’s not good enough. You have to swear it while we are performin' the 

blood ceremony,” Jack said, pulling out his buck knife from his burlap bag, the 

same one that he borrowed from his uncle’s store one late night.  

“See this knife. It’s for cutting other pirate’s head’s off and hangin' ‘em 

from the trees as a lesson to all other pirates that they can’t mess with the 

Midnight Raiders without bad consequences. Give me your arm,” said Jack, 

“Why?” asked Brooks. 

“We’re doin' the sacrifice now,” Jack said. 

“Is it goin’ to hurt?” asked Brooks. 

“Nah,” it’s just a little teeny slice out of your arm, you’ll never know it’s 

even gone,” Jack said. 

“Look, Brooksy, I did it too, we both did,” I said and showed him the tiny 

cut on the inside of my wrist. 

“Don’t hurt a bit unless you are a sissy,” said Jack, “and we would not 

want any sissy to join us anyway.” 

“Okay, well cut away,” said Brooksy. “I don’t mind a little cut.” 

So, Jack performed the operation but first said he needed to make sure 

the knife was perfectly clean so he washed it in the river. He squeezed 

Brooksy’s skin on his wrist between his thumb and index finger and then made 

a neat half-inch slit bringing blood to the surface. Then, we each did it to our 

own wrists and we joined our blood by crossing our wrists, first Jack and 

Brooksy, then me and Brooksy, then me and Jack even though we had already 
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crossed wrists with our blood on them months ago. Jack said it had to be done 

again so that we would officially be one pirate gang. So that’s what we did. 

“The one last thing you gotta do Brooksy,” said Jack, “is to borrow 

something of Mike’s and bring it to this here tree house.” 

“Why?” said Brooksy. 

“Sonny, if you are gonna be a Midnight Raider you don’t question an 

order by your captain,” said Jack. “You just do it no matter what.” 

“Okay,” said Brooksy. “I won’t question your orders, captain.” 

“We took the tree house and moved it piece by piece with the boat over 

here. Now you’ve gotta do something to show your own worth and to build up 

our tree house which is our secret fort. So, Mike has a boat and some fishing 

stuff. Ya know where he keeps it?” 

“No,” said Brooksie.” 

“Well, the fool keeps it right behind his house and fishing tackle is right 

in the boat. He doesn’t have the smarts to even hide it even after somebody 

stole his tree house. What a moron!” said Jack. 

“Anyway Brooksy, “take his boat tonight and paddle it across and leave 

tied right here. That way, we’ll know for certain you’re on our side and that you 

are a real honest-to-goodness Midnight Raider and not just some fake who’ll 

turn us in and reveal our secrets at the drop of a hat or when Whittemore or 

Mike threatens you. 

“Cuz once you borrow Mike’s canoe,” Jack added, “you’ll get in big 

trouble if anyone else finds out - not only with the Midnight Raiders but you’ll 

go to jail.” So, that night Brooksy, true to his word, ‘borrowed” Mike’s fishing 

gear along with his boat and left it tied the spot at which he had been 

instructed to leave it. 

On Monday when we all three went to school - Jack said he wanted to 

see master’s defeat close up and sit there smiling all day - there was a big 

surprise waiting for us, and it had nothing to do with Mike’s missing boat. 

  



 

Chapter 28 The Indictment 
 

ur Father,  who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom 

come, thy will be done, on earth, as it is in heaven. Give us this day, 

our daily bread, and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those 

who trespass against us, and lead us not into temptation but deliver us from 

evil, Amen.” 

“Mr. Brooks!!” the master yelled right after we recited the Lord’s Prayer 

as school began Monday morning. 

Two men from the church were seated in the room. 

“It has come to my attention, Mr. Brooks,” Master continued, “that 

certain students in this classroom on Saturday defiled the Lord’s sacred altar 

at the Church while supposedly getting ready to practice their altar boy 

routines in preparation for Sunday masses upcoming. It also has come to my 

attention, Mr. Brooks, that certain individuals were playing tag in the church 

and committed a most grievous outrage to the sanctity of that house of God by 

even playing tag on the altar and even jumping over the altar rail. And Mr. 

Brooks, it has come to my attention that one or more of these bad apples who 

parade their alleged goodness in sacred robes each and every Sunday before 

the congregation even jumped over the altar rail while another boy or boys was 

or were trying to catch him. And Mr. Brooks, the devil definitely showed himself 

in one of these boys in the most horrific of ways. And Mr. Brooks I will make it 

my personal mission to find out conclusively, the exact identity of that 

malevolent boy who, disregarding and in fact having total contempt for our 

most sacred ceremonies and sacred articles - he an altar boy on the surface 

but a friend of the devil beneath - I will see to it, Mr. Brooks, that this boy’s 

identity and bad acts are made perfectly visible to all and that he will be 

righteously punished if found guilty by our court today 

.  

“O 



 

  

Chapter 29 The Trial Begins 
 

o, class, today’s lesson is so important that we are going to skip 

spelling, skip mathematics, skip science, skip religion even, but we 

will have our civics lesson today, we will see how the courts of our 

great land work and see it up close because we are conducting a criminal trial 

here today to get the bottom of this outrage,” said Master Whittemore who set 

his role as prosecutor. 

“Mr. Philips, the church custodian, has generously volunteered – um, at 

my urging - to perform the duty of defense lawyer for the accused. I will be the 

prosecutor so that things can move as expeditiously as possible and we waste 

no time. Mr. Wormwood, who performs the Sunday collections for the Church, 

and who has generously given of his time as well, will perform the honorable 

function of judge of our little court. The witnesses will be announced in good 

time. 

“Now, Mr. Brooks, I would ask that you take the witness stand which is 

the chair right next to my bench where the judge is now seated. Mr. 

Wormwood, the court is now yours.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Whittemore. As you know, ladies and gentlemen, I am 

the man responsible for taking up the collections at Sunday Masses,” said 

Judge Wormwood. “But what we are doing here today has nothing to do with 

that. You need to be completely silent, there is no talking, no laughing, no 

snickering and no cheering, nothing. Understand?” 

“Yes, Judge Wormwood,” the class said in singsong unison. 

“Well, then the first thing you do is call me Your Honor, understand?” 

Wormwood said. 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Okay good, then the first thing we do is, is …uh … um … What did you 

say we do first, Mr. Whittemore, sir?” 

“The prosecution, Your Honor!” said Whittemore. 

“The prosecution, sir?” said the judge. 

“The witnesses! The prosecution witnesses! Good God!” said Whittemore. 

“Oh yes, thank you, Mr. Whittemore,” Wormwood said. 
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“So, the first witness is uh…the first witness…um …” bumbled the judge 

again. 

“Mr. Brooks is the first witnesses, Your Honor,” said Whittemore. “Good 

God in heaven!” 

“Oh yes, Mr. Brooks, of course … yes, please Mr. Brooks, take the 

witness stand,” said Mr. Wormwood. 

“Me? What did I do? What did I do?” said Brooksy. 

“Just go up and sit there and answer the questions,” Whittemore said. 

“Sir,” said the judge reading from notes, “Do you promise to tell the 

whole truth in this matter so help you God?” 

“What matter?” said Brooks “I didn’t do nothing.” 

“Don’t worry about what matter you numb skull!” said master. “Just say 

yes.” The class snickered. 

“Shut your faces!” said Whittemore. The judge looked at master but 

master just shook his head. 

“Sir I’m going to ask you a few questions about what took place at the 

church on Saturday, understand?” said Whittemore. 

“Sir I don’t know nothing at all except that I didn’t see anyone outside 

the school house the other day when you asked me to spy on ‘em,” Brooks 

said. 

“Mr. Brooks,” said master in a low menacing voice, “we’re talking about 

Saturday at the church, not Friday at the school.” Brooks looked over at Jack 

who shook his head slowly and smiled. Brooks winked at him. 

“Sir, I don’t know nothin’ about Saturday neither,” Brooks said. 

“But you were at the church because others saw you and you are an 

altar boy are you not?” asked Whittmore. 

“Yes, sir,” said Brooks. 

“So, you were at the church?” Whittemore said. 

“Sir? I said I was an altar boy,” replied Brooks. 

“But you were at the church?” Whittemore countered. 

“When sir?” said Brooks. 

“Saturday! Saturday! We’re talking only about Saturday! No other time, is 

that clear Mr. Brooks?” Whittemore said. 

“Sir, yes sir,” said Brooks. 



“And why do you keep looking over at Mr. Stone?” asked Whittemore. 

“Sir, I don’t know,” Brooks said. “But I’m getting sleepy and when I get 

sleepy I start losing my train of thought and sometimes it looks like I’m looking 

at someone when I ain’t looking at no-one, sir, Mr. Whittemore, sir. Sorry sir, 

I’ll try not to look at Mr. Stone, sir, if that bothers you.” Brooks winked at Jack 

again. 

“What did you see happen on Saturday at the church, Mr. Brooks?” 

inquired Whittemore. 

“Sir, I saw the minister and the boys and the man who plays the organ,” 

said Brooks. 

“Did you see the boys playing on the altar?” asked Whittemore. 

“I didn’t see nothing,” Brooks said. 

“You were there! How could you not see anything? Are you blind?” said 

Whittemore. 

“Yes, sometimes I can’t see when I have a bad headache, sir, and that 

day I had a big headache so I couldn’t see much and I was a’sittin’ in a bench 

with my head down sir,” Brooks asserted, nodding his head. 

“So, you saw nothing is that your testimony?” asked Whittemore. 

“Tetimuny?” said Brooksy. 

“Testimony. Your word! Good God!” said Whittemore. 

“My word? What word?” said Brooksy. 

“Is that what you saw, nothing?” said the exasperated master. “Is that 

what you are so nonsensically trying to tell this court and these good boys and 

girls, sir?” 

“Yes sir, that’s exactly it, sir.  I didn’t see nothing just like outside on 

Friday when I didn’t see nothing too only on Friday it was cuz I got a bad 

stomach ache from eating grass a dog peed on…” The whole class roared with 

laughter. 

“Shut your faces, you snipes!” screamed master and the class went dead 

silent. 

“I have no more questions of this nincompoop!” said master. 

“Yes sir, kindly step to your seat, sir,” the judge told Brooks. 

“Your Honor, my next witness is one of the Sliney twins, both of whom 

saw the exact same thing at the church on Saturday - they are Johnny Sliney 

and Randy Sliney - you can’t really tell them apart unless you hear them speak 



for some time,” Whittemore explained to the judge. “So maybe we should have 

’em testify, Your Honor, at the same time because their stories are exactly alike 

anyway.” 

“Yes, good idea,” said the judge. “Saving time is the resourceful thing to 

do. Would it be okay if I had some water?” the judge asked Whittemore. 

“Certainly, Your Honor,” replied Whittemore. 

“Would it be okay if I had water too?” Brooks blurted out. 

“Sit in your seat and shut up!” Whittemore said. 

“Would you please take the witness stand, Johnny and Randy? Your 

Honor, would you slide that chair over to them so they both could sit,” said 

Whittemore. 

“Why of course I can,” said the judge. 

  



 

Chapter 30 Tattling Twins 
 

o, Johnny and Randy, how long have you been altar boys?” the 

master asked when they were seated up the front of the class near 

the judge. 

“Three years,” snapped Johnny Sliney. 

“Two years,” said Randy Sliney. 

“Well, boys, which is it?” the judge said. 

The twins looked at one another and then, at the same time, Johnny 

Sliney said two years but this time Randy Sliney said three. Some students 

snickered causing the master to turn around sharply with a scowl and they all 

went perfectly still and silent. 

“Well, skip it!” said master. “What did you see Johnny on Saturday.” 

“Well sir, I don’t like to tattle but I saw Jack Stone lifting up the 

Monstrance and standing behind the altar like he was the priest or something.” 

“Yes, I saw the same thing sir, and I don’t like to tattle either,” said 

Randy Sliney. “But it was Jack Stone behind that altar alright and he was 

getting everyone except Johnny and me to play tag around the altar. They were 

all running around, everyone - Jack, and Jeremy, and Jimmy, and Mike and all 

of them drank some of the wine from the bottle in the sacristy but I didn’t and 

my brother didn’t. We were behaving ourselves because we respect the church 

and they were just having a good old time. I just didn’t think they should be 

doing that so we told my mother and she told my father and he said you have 

got to tell Master Whittemore and the pastor. So that’s why we came to your 

house, sir, on Saturday afternoon, as soon as we could, to let you know that 

there were some wicked things going on at the church earlier that day. But 

Jack was the one getting everyone to do the bad things.” 

“Well, there you have it, Your Honor. And what about Mr. Brooks?” the 

master said. 

“Mr. Brooks was running around like everyone else - I mean like the 

others, not my brother or me. Brooksy was having a good old time too and I 

didn’t think he had a headache,” said Johnny Sliney. 

“Nor did I, sir. He was having much too good a time,” Randy said. 

“I see,” said master with a big grin on his face. “I see.” 
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 Master finally seemed happy with how the proceedings were going. 

“And you say Mr. Stone was behind the whole thing?” Whittemore said. 

“Yes sir, it was obvious to me. And Jeremy too,” Johnny said. 

“Really? Why Jeremy too?” asked Whittemore. 

“Because he just kept not listening to me and my brother calling us 

Hiney and Hiney’s brother because that’s what Jack liked to call us, and then 

all of them would call us the Hiney twins and another word I would not like to 

repeat, sir,” said Johnny. 

“Oh, but this is a trial and you must repeat that word, Mr. Hiney, I mean 

Mr. Sliney,” said Whittemore. The students roared at master’s name slip and 

master screamed again at them to “shut their faces!” 

“Well sir, Jeremy called me a horse’s ass and said my brother was a 

donkey’s ass and that was totally inappropriate especially inside such a sacred 

place,” Johnny said. 

Many students held their hands over their mouths but could not prevent 

wind escaping violently in great peals of laughter causing Master Whittemore to 

scream, “Shut your godforsaken mouths you idiots before I take a cane to each 

one of you!” 

“Now, why did Jeremy say such a mean thing to you and your brother, 

Mr. Hiney – sorry again, I mean Mr. Sliney, sir?” said Whittemore, whose face 

turned beat red as more snickers were heard. Seated on a bench at the rear of 

the classroom, Jack was making loud noises when Whittemore turned toward 

the Slineys to get the class to laugh while Mike started throwing little pebbles 

at Jack and other kids. Then Jack winked at Brooksy who winked back and 

Jack spit a spitball at Mike, hitting him in the face. 

Then, the master asked Mr. Philips, the defense lawyer, if he had any 

questions and Mr. Philips replied, “No sir, it seems pretty clear to me who the 

culprits are. I don’t wish to waste time. I have no questions.” 

Then, the master said it was recess and that’s when Jack told me and 

Brooksy we must ask the court for a new lawyer because the one we had 

wasn’t helping us at all and to say we wanted Jack to be our lawyer. So that’s 

what we did. 

  



  

Chapter 31 Jack Comes to the Rescue 
 

o, when we got back from recess I went to the judge and asked if we 

could have a new lawyer because our lawyer wasn’t doing anything. The 

judge said he didn’t know, that it was up to Mr. Whittemore. 

Whittemore was more than delighted with the request. “Oh, and who is 

your choice - pick anyone you like? The evidence is so strong at this point that 

it really makes no difference to me, I assure you. Would you like the judge to 

play a dual role, that is being both your lawyer and the judge?” 

“No sir. We all talked about it and we all want Jack to be our lawyer,” I 

said. Master’s smile deserted his face like it was the sun blotted out by a big 

black cloud. 

“You want to place your fates in the hands of that good-for-nothing boy 

who doesn’t know the first thing about lawyering?” said Whittemore. 

“Yes, sir. All of us do. We want Jack!” I said. 

“So, you want Mr. Stone to match his wits against mine in this trial even 

though he himself is on trial as he clearly is the accused at this point. So be it 

Mr. Foster! It’s your own neck in the noose! So be it! Your Honor! I humbly 

accept the challenge and I really look forward to learning how Mr. Jack Stone 

intends to slither his way out of this one!” 

“We rest our case, Your Honor,” Whittemore said. “Go forth, Mr. Stone to 

your downfall, I expect.” 

“Yes, Your Honor, I call the Sliney brothers back to the stand,” said Jack. 

The twins took the seats at the front and the entire class riveted their attention 

on Jack. 

“So, are either of you friends with Jeremy?” 

“Not really,” said Johnny. 

“What about your brother?” Jack said. 

“No, you know I’m not,” said Randy. 

“Friends with Mike?” Jack asked. 

“Nope,” said Johnny. 

“Nope,” said Randy. 

“Friends with Jimmy?” said Jack. 
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“Nope,” Johnny said. 

“You’re friends with Brooksy, then?” 

“You’re kidding, right?” said Randy. 

“Nope,” said Johnny. 

“Why not? Why would I be kidding?” asked Jack.  

“Because,” replied Johnny. 

“Cuz why, ain’t he good enough for you?” Jack said. 

“It’s not that,” said Randy. “Brooksy’s not somebody we would normally 

associate with.” 

“But why not?” said Jack. 

“He’s too weird!” said Johnny. 

“You don’t like him, do you?” Jack said. 

“Can’t say as I do,” Randy said. 

“Same here,” said Johnny. 

“Do you like me?” asked Jack. 

“You’re joking. No, I don’t like you,” said Johnny. 

“Nope,” said Randy. 

“Why not?” Jack prodded. 

“Because you’re a lousy student and you’re a bully - always picking on 

my brother and me,” Johnny said. 

“You recall what happened about two weeks ago right outside this school 

when your brother gave me some lip?” said Jack. 

“Yeah,” said Johnny. “You picked him up by the seat of his pants and 

dumped him into the trash barrel head first! It was unforgivable.” 

The class roared and Whittemore glared at them causing an immediate 

cessation of their fun, at least on the surface. 

“That’s right it was unforgivable, wasn’t it? And didn’t you say I was goin’ 

to pay?” 

“So, what?” said Johnny. 

“So, now you makin' me pay and worse than that you’re makin' my good 

friends pay who are no friends of yours?” said Jack. 

“No,” said Johnny. 



“No? That all you can say is no?” said Jack. “Did master want you to say 

something against us?” 

“He just wanted us to say what we saw,” Johnny said. 

“Say what you saw or make it up?” said Jack. 

“Say what we saw, naturally,” Johnny said. 

“He make you any promises?” Jack said. 

“No. Just said we were two of his best students which everyone knows we 

are and we probably were going to pass with high marks,” Johnny said. 

“Oh, so he promised you both good grades if you talked against us, now I 

get it,” Jack said. “You’ve been bought, boy!” 

“I didn’t say that,” said Johnny. 

“What did ya say, moron?” Jack said. 

“Objection!” said master rising from his seat. “Mr. Stone is being abusive 

to the witness.” 

“Mr. Stone, please stop that behavior,” said the judge. 

“No problem, Your Honor. So, Mr. Johnny Sliney, you don’t like any of 

the accused boys including myself and you say master brought up the subject 

of good grades while you were talking to him about what you were going to tell 

the judge?” Jack said. 

“We get good grades anyway and master was just saying it in passing,” 

Johnny said. 

“What exactly did he say?” Jack said. 

“He said what I said, that we are good students and probably would get 

good grades as usual,” Johnny said. 

“How ‘bout you, Randy Sliney? What did master say ‘bout your grades?” 

said Jack. 

“Said the same thing. I’d get good final grades because I was a 

responsible student,” Randy said. 

“Didn’t you think that he was a'tryin' to bribe you or somethin' with 

grades if you’d say bad things at the court today?” asked Jack. “Are you two 

just stupid? How could you fail to see the bribery?” 

“No,” said Randy. 

“No? No what? What did you think?” asked Jack. 

“I think he thought it was the responsible thing to do,” said Randy. 



“What was?” said Jack. 

“Tell what happened,” said Randy. 

“Or what didn’t happen?” said Jack.  

“No,” Randy said. 

“You lied for good grades?” Jack prodded. 

“Objection judge!” yelled Whittemore. 

“You lied because I, Jeremy, Brooksy, Mike and Jimmy all say we never 

did any of those things, isn’t that right?” said Jack. 

“Not true. You did ’em and you know you did,” said Randy. 

“Your brother convinced you to lie cuz I dumped your ass in a barrel and 

he said he was goin' to get revenge! Isn’t that what really is a’happenin' here, 

Hiney’s brother?” said Jack. 

“Objection!” yelled Whittemore. 

“You lied, didn’t you? You both are lying tattlers!” said Jack. 

“No way!” said Johnny. 

Jack then turned to the class and said during a stream of noisy 

objections from Whittemore, “Stand up and say the Hineys are liars and 

hypocrites if you think they are and that we are innocent!?” said Jack. 

At that cue, the whole class stood and yelled “Innocent! Innocent!” and 

“the Hineys are liars!” Mike and Jimmy and I stood on our benches and yelled 

at the top of our voices, even though it wasn’t true, “Master is a cheat! Master 

is a cheat!” Then the whole class, except the Sliney twins, chanted, “Master’s a 

cheat! Master’s a cheat! The Hineys are liars! The Hineys are liars! Liars and 

cheats! Liars and cheats!” 

“Shut up! Shut up!” Whittemore screamed. He finally asked the judge 

what was the verdict. 

  



 

Chapter 32 The Verdict 
 

uilty, all of them,” said Wormwood. 

“And the sentence?” asked Whittemore. 

“Wormwood read Whittmore's note, “Expulsion from the altar 

boys with the permission of the good father, who has already 

agreed, and five days suspended from school with work instead on the grounds 

of the church.” The priest didn’t want to give them any more punishment 

raking leaves and other custodial chores because he didn’t want to supervise 

them. Whittemore wanted a whole month but the priest pleaded with him for 

only a few days. 

“A fair sentence to be sure, Your Honor!” said Whittemore. “Have a nice 

afternoon now, sir, you may go. And thank you and thank the good father.” 

Jack just smiled happily at the judge, then at Whittemore, knowing his 

triumph was the real one and that theirs was a comedy act. Master glowered at 

Jack and you could tell by his face that the punishment was not enough for his 

satisfaction. Jack had won. We had won. Whittemore knew it. Everyone in that 

room knew it. 

As we were made to walk out of the school to begin our sentence, the 

kids one at a time stood up on the benches until the whole class except for the 

Slineys were standing there in kind of a salute to us for standing up to the 

master who yelled at them and threatened them, but they stood there anyway 

until we left. Jack’s rebellion was succeeding. 
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Chapter 33 Extending A Helping Hand 
 

he Fugitive Slave Act passed by the United States Congress in the 

summer of 1850 caused much aggravation among the Northern 

abolitionists many of who refused to live by the new law and who tried to 

convince anyone else who would listen to disobey it. It was one of the seeds 

sown in fertile soil that brought the Civil War a decade later. The abolitionists 

insisted on freeing the slaves and refusing to return them to their owners if 

they escaped and made it to the north which federal law required. They said it 

was simply wrong to return a black man or his family back to slavery after he 

had escaped from the cotton or sugar plantations of the south and finally made 

it to one of the northern free states. The law required that any escaped slave be 

returned to its owner. The 13 southern states insisted on passage of this law.  

Many northern newspaper editors advocated disobeying the new law 

saying it was unconstitutional but the law carried heavy fines for anyone 

hiding or helping an escaped slave whether the assistance was given in a slave 

state like South Carolina or a “free state” like Pennsylvania. 

All we knew when we met Leroy in July 1860 sleeping in our tree house 

was that we could get in big trouble if we helped him or got him a place to stay. 

But Jack liked this new challenge and he liked Leroy right off. Leroy had 

a big straw hat and he was big and muscular and very dark. He said he came 

up from Alabama and that he was separated from his family in Charleston two 

years earlier when he, his sister and his mom were auctioned off to different 

masters. When Leroy saw us, he looked like a scared raccoon. He took a 

running leap and jumped off the tree house but Jack yelled, “Hold on. We won’t 

hurt you!” So, he stopped, turned around and stared at us wide-eyed. 

“Hey want an apple? What’s your name?” I said. 

“I’m called, Leroy, and I am so hungry, thank you, sah, thank you!” said 

Leroy. 

Leroy gobbled down the apple and then I gave him mine too. 

“Where you goin' in such a hurry?” Jack said. 

“I is goin' to Massachusetts so I can be a lawya and git ma famly back, 

sah. We waz all done solded heya in Charleston some time ago and I went with 

ma masta to Alabama and I ain’t seen hide nor hair of ma sista or motha since. 
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I can read and write a little so I wants to be a lawya, sah. How fur is 

Massachusetts anyhow, sah?” 

“You got a long, long, long way to go Leroy and you a'goin' to be hunted 

down all the way. Why don’t ya let us help ya get there,” Jack said. 

“No sah, I gotta go. If’n I stop, I thinks I’ll neva get goin' agin’ and I git 

caught and the dogs’ll git me,” Leroy said. 

“But you’re safe here. Stay here for a while,” I said, “until we can figure a 

plan. If anyone can help you out of this fix, we can. And Jack here is the best 

kniver in all of Charleston and I bet we can help ya find out where your sister 

and mother went off to.” 

“You can? You ain’t tryin' to trick me now, is you?” 

“When is the last time you ate anythin'?” said Jack. 

“Well, I been pickin' raspberries and finding vegables and such in da 

gardens dat I seen on da way heya but I haven't had no good dinna, sah, not 

since I left dat plantation shanty five weeks now. I been travlin' nights and 

sleepin' and hidin' days. I just keep a’goin' up da rivers and hidin' in da 

swamps where I knows people probably won’t go in.” Leroy said. 

“Well Leroy,” Jack said, “you just stay here and we’re goin' to go fetch a 

big pile of food for ya. So, don’t go anywhere. You’re safe here cuz this is our 

secret fort and no-one but me and Jeremy and one other boy knows it’s here. 

Stay here okay? I promise we’re not going to turn ya in but that we’re a’goin' to 

help you escape. Okay?” 

“Yes sir, I’ll stay. You seem like fine young boys and I trust ya already.” 

“Be back in a few hours then,” I said. 

  



Chapter 34 The Market Lady 
 

e headed back across the river to the market downtown where there 

were fruit and vegetables and all kinds other items being sold in the 

market stalls. 

The first thing Jack did was borrow a large burlap bag that had the 

words “Dark Coffee Beans” on it. “Here,” Jack said, “You carry it over your back 

and I’ll show you just how fast I can fill’er up.” 

Then Jack started lifting turnips and peaches and apples and carrots 

and beets and lemons and limes and even a small watermelon.” Within five 

minutes the bag was already heavy. Jack was good. He’d get people talking and 

say something nice to them about what they were wearing or something and 

the next thing you knew he snitched something quick as lightning off the table 

and put it in ma sack. Then when they’d turn around again Jack would talk to 

them some more and do the same thing next time they turned around. 

“Oh look, there’s a rotted peach. You better git it outta there,” he told a 

large woman with a blue and white polka-dotted apron and yellow sunbonnet. 

“Oh, you sweet boy! Why thanks for a’pointing that out to me,” the lady 

said flashing a big smile toward Jack. 

“That’s okay. I like helping a pretty a woman like yourself. It just makes 

ma day if I can do something good like that,” Jack said. 

And the woman blushed and gave each of us a handful of native black 

cherries. 

“Oh, ma’am you didn’t have to. You’re too kind,” Jack said, as he 

snitched another larger watermelon and sacked it in a second after she turned 

around again to tend to her peaches. “You sure have beautiful peaches,” Jack 

said. 

“Oh, you are so complimentary, have a peach both of you. Here’s a good 

ripe one for you and here’s beautiful Georgia peach just for you too. Now you 

boys have a nice day. The name’s Molly.” 

“Thank you so much, ma’am but I hate to take something for nothing. 

Can I unload those watermelons for ya?” Jack said. “I’m Jack and this here is 

my friend, Jeremy. 

“Well, you are a treat," Molly said. "Thank you, sonny. I would very much 

appreciate it,”  

W 



And Jack unloaded three crates of watermelons sweating in the hot noon 

sun and he placed them nicely on display so that a buyer could not avoid 

seeing them first they were so big. There must have been forty. Then Jack 

asked if there was anything else he could do but there wasn’t so we started to 

leave. Jack didn’t take anything else – he just took what he thought would get 

Leroy through for a few days so we could have some time to make a plan to 

help Leroy get north. 

“I’ll be back this afternoon ma'am and if you like I’ll help you crate up 

whatever didn’t sell. Be glad to do it,” said Jack who meant what he said. 

“Why I’d be so happy for your assistance,” Molly said. “What a generous 

heart you have. You just don’t see many boys like you around Charleston 

anymore. Would you like another peach boys?” she asked. 

“Oh no ma’am, you’ve been too generous,” Jack said, but Molly insisted 

and gave us both two more sweet Georgia peaches which we saved one each for 

Leroy and ate the other ones. Then we went back to the boat and headed back 

across the river. When Leroy saw us, he wasn’t at the tree house but came up 

behind us. Said he was “a’followin' us just in case, ‘cause a runaway darkie 

couldn’t be too careful.” 

We didn’t mind. And Leroy was so glad when he saw how much food we’d 

brought him. Then we knew he trusted us. Jack even cooked some carrots and 

beans for him before we left. 

“Tomorrow we’ll bring you some blankets and some coffee Leroy. You just 

stay put now!” Jack said. 

  



Chapter 35 Jack Gets a Job 
 

ack and I went back to Molly that afternoon. I was shocked when Jack 

told her he had stolen a pile of fruit and vegetables from her but said it 

was for a good cause and he wanted to work it off and pay her back. At 

first, Molly was angry but then she smiled. She said she had been right about 

him anyway, that even though he had taken things from her, she was greatly 

affected by his telling her the truth and offering his services. So, she said he 

could certainly help her but the next time Jack needed food to just ask and 

she’d give him all he wanted and she’d even give him a little job if he wanted. 

So, Molly gave Jack a job helping her sell at the market and said I could 

help too if I wanted which I said I would. So that’s what we did. I must admit, 

Jack was the smoothest talker in Charleston and knew how to win people over. 

And he sold twice as much food in a day as she could so she was all smiles 

every time Jack showed up for work, which was two or three times a week. 

So, we had a job all summer and made a little money and we had more 

than enough food for Leroy who was living “like a king,” he said. 

Jack said he heard Molly talking one day to another woman who had a 

stall nearby where she sold ladies’ bonnets - pink ones and yellow ones and big 

blue ones - and that he overheard them talking about a secret way to the north 

for runaways. Jack said he was goin' to ask Molly about it to see if she could 

help Leroy go north but first he wanted to get Leroy’s permission. 

“Wouldn’t be fittin' to ask her without Leroy consentin,” Jack said, “cuz 

he’s the one takin' the risk.” 
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Chapter 36 Ginny 
 

e decided after talkin' to Leroy that Jack and I would continue to keep 

our ears alert for any more talk about runaway slaves between Molly 

and her friend, Virginia. But nothing came up. So, Jack just came out 

and asked Ginny who had the stall next to Molly’s. 

“How come we don’t see no more auctionin' of the darkies,” Jack asked 

Virginia one fine June morning in 1860. 

“It’s done behind closed doors now so the good Charleston folks don’t 

have to see what they’re doin' to those po’ people. But please call me Ginny like 

I asked you to.” 

“Sorry, Ginny. But is that a fact? Are you one of those abolitionists?” 

Jack boldly asked. 

“Well boy, I’ll tell you, I am a freed black. I don’t go around a‘braggin' 

‘bout it cuz, while I‘m a‘proud of some things, I ain‘t a‘proud of others. See I’m 

a Molatto which is someone who is part black and part something else. I am 

part black but look white because I’m part white. I’m also part Seminole 

Indian. I was lucky because one of the rich Negro free tailors who has a shop 

now in the town center bought my freedom some years ago provided I agreed to 

sell his clothing in the markets for half the profits for ten years. I done did it 

and now I made enough money to start my own business and I have my 

freedom. Many others have gotten their freedom that way here in Charleston. 

There’s now a lot a free black folks a’runnin' ‘round this town and a’workin' in 

the markets.” 

“But why don’t the auctions happen anymore, Ginny?” asked Jack. 

“Oh, they happen alright,” Ginny said, “but the city has a law against 

parading the slaves in the open markets now. That way nobody gets to see 

anymore what’s really goin' on and so the whole trade in slaves has kinda 

turned invisible. But you still see them Africans comin' from the port and slave 

owners or their agents takin' ‘em away after they put up their $1000 a head or 

whatever they pay. Then they usually go to the plantations - that’s where I was 

on an indigo plantation ‘til I was a sold again to the tailor who was a good man 

in his way.” 

“Did ya ever help any Negroes escape or hide any runaways or help’em 

git up north,” Jack asked. 
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“Boy, you are too bold for your own good and you better watch it that you 

don’t go ‘round town here a’stirrin' up a bee’s nest with that kinda talk that 

could land people like me in jail in no time, or git me a horse whippin'. Sonny, 

you askin’ the wrong woman the wrong questions. You gotta stop that kinda 

talk and stop it mighty fast.” 

Molly came over wearing a frown on her chubby face - an unusual thing 

for her. “What’s he a’botherin' you about now Ginny?” 

“Oh, he’s not botherin' me Moll, but he’s a very persistent and intelligent 

child. He wants to know about moving someone underground.” 

“I just thought you two could help us. You see, we have a problem with a 

runaway slave man whose wife and child and mom were sold and he wants to 

get up north to become a lawyer so he can come back south to find them and 

get them back as one family. We been helpin' him. That’s why we took the food 

from you and said it was for a good cause. We just thought you’d know 

someone who could get him to where he wants to go. He also wants to come 

back to Charleston and help poor black folk who don’t have nobody to help 

them when they’re being tracked down by the slave catchers,” Jack said. 

“And what do you want me to do?” Molly said. “We have businesses to 

run.” 

“Well, one day I heard you and Ginny talking about moving along a 

runaway. So, I says to myself, they’re helping runaways to escape,” Jack said. 

“Do you know how much trouble you could get me in a’talkin' like that 

‘round here?” Ginny said. “Why I could get strung up by my neck by that lamp 

post over there. And white folks have been known to set black folks on fire for 

that kind a talk, free or slave, makes no difference to ‘em. So, you need to quit 

it, boy.” 

“But you two are the only ones I know who I can trust and the only other 

ones who know anything about this. Don’t worry, me and Jeremy, we are both 

sworn to absolute secrecy. Believe me, we would keep a secret upon pain of 

death. We have a secret club - it’s so secret we can’t even tell you the name or 

who is in it but we only discuss important matters at our secret meeting place 

way over the other side of the river. It’s in the middle of a swamp with lots of 

bugs and mosquitoes so as no-one with any sense aside from us would want to 

go in there.” 

“Is that where the runaway slave is stayin'?” Ginny asked. 

“We’ll ma’am, I can’t tell you the answer to that - it’s for his protection.” 

“Tell you what,” Ginny said in a low voice and looking across the square 

at some constables who were smoking cigars and chatting to one another, not 



paying any mind to us, “Let me see what I can learn but you must promise me 

to keep your word about it a’bein' a secret. You a white boy so they wouldn’t 

hurt you much but I’m a Molatto and that’s as good as a Negro to most white 

folk down this way.” 

  



Chapter 37 Saying Good-bye 
 

The next day at the market, Ginny said there was a white man who she had 

known for some time who was heading north with a group of runaway Negroes 

that night and that Leroy would have to be ready to be picked up by boat just 

after dark. 

“That’s great,” I said. 

“We’ll make sure he is well fed and give him a load of fruit to start off,” 

said Jack. 

“How will we know where he is?” Ginny said. 

“We’ll have a small fire near the river bank – there’s a narrow channel 

like a little island. We’ll be there,” I said. “We should do now. Thank you so 

much.” 

When we told Leroy, he became so excited. “And it will be so nice to get 

away from da mosquitos,” he said, causing us all to laugh. 

Later that night, we lit the fire and the boat appeared within ten minutes. 

“Leroy thanked us profusely, shaking our hands and telling us he was sorry to 

leave because we were so kind to him. Then he left. 

  



 

 

  

Chapter 38 Master’s Slavery Lesson 
 

ood morning girls and boys. Well, let’s see what do we have here? 

Look at this, why don’t you? I see that Jeremy is with us today as is 

Jimmy, Jack, and Mr. Brooks! What do you know? Well, boys, I 

hope you had a nice little vacation - I hear you all did such a marvelous job on 

the church grounds. I can’t say as though I’m particularly charmed to see any 

of you, especially after last weekend, but we’ll address that later. Perhaps some 

of you at least can start with a clean slate. I sincerely hope you’ve all learned 

the error of your ways and will make a considerable effort to abide by our 

school rules from now on and that you will lend your mind to the exalted 

lessons I have prepared for you this day. One of them involves our most 

cherished traditions and values which have made Charleston the great center 

of the South and, indeed, which has established Southern Gentry at the great 

height of advanced civilization making it the envy of the world. 

“Do you know what I am referring to, Mr.Jack Stone?” 

“Well Masta Whittemore, sir, I think I do. You are referring to what you 

always like to talk about sir - the darkies, and how their suffering and misery 

is a good thing cuz it is necessary for the good of us all.” 

“Hmm,” the master said as he walked one way in front of the class, then 

turned, and walked back with his hands clasping one another behind his back. 

His long-pointed nose seemed to move up a little, then down, like a chicken 

pecking in a barnyard. He seemed to peck, peck, peck with each step he took 

with his long skinny legs attired with high leather boots which were creaking 

the floorboards. “Very good, Mister Stone. Very nicely put. I don’t think I’d have 

put it quite that way myself but the principle is the same. I’m surprised at your 

sudden attention, Mr. Stone, but do admit that I’m glad - quite glad - to have 

your participation and, uh, cooperation, in this most important lesson which is 

so essential to the development of the character of our youth. 

“Class, it is easy for the Northern abolitionists - a vicious lot and a 

scourge and even a disease in our land - to advocate doing away with slavery. 

These selfish agitators are only interested in profiteering and at our expense 

and are jealous of our economic and social system. They want to tear down all 

that’s good. They don’t give a damn about the black man. What galls them is 
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that they hate that we have more liberty than they do. They are led by their 

misguided politicians in Washington, D.C., and the equally misguided 

newspaper editors in many of the northern cities like that highfaluting, 

bombastic know-nothing, Mr. Horace Greeley, of the New York Tribune. 

“The man should be tarred and feathered and dragged through the 

streets by his toes by a team of wild asses for agitating the people of this good 

land toward calling for the Negroes to rise up against their masters,” the 

master continued. “They talk about us as being against the union when it is 

they who are attempting to break up the union. This great country of ours was 

built and unified upon the proud principle and sound institution of slavery and 

the Constitution has protected it for more than fifty years. These northern 

good-for-nothing abolitionists want to make the African equal to the American, 

to the Englishman, the Frenchman, the Scot and the Spaniard, and the 

German. This is clearly preposterous. No Negro was ever the equal of a white 

man or woman. God made the world this way. He made the black man to serve 

the white man, this is the natural way of things. Color is the great division, not 

poverty and wealth. For every white man is already wealthy compared to any 

black man. Even the poorest white man is an aristocrat compared with the 

Negro and so he feels himself to be part of the upper class.  

“And it’d be unnatural to mix them up and give the Negro the same 

rights which he would little know what to do with anyway,” Whittemore said. 

“The white man is wealthy by nature, which God created, endowed with 

beauty, endowed with white skin, with superior intelligence and, not least, with 

great ability in architecture, art and science, with a natural power over the 

primitive black man who so obviously lacks natural wealth because the 

aristocratic impulse does not exist in the black man who is a low breed who is 

more like the apes than the humans. The black man is fit for the lowest work, 

being of the lowest endowment, and he is far happier in this natural state than 

in trying to be something he cannot be.” 

“What an idiot!” Jack whispered to me. “Leroy could give a much better 

lesson about slavery than Whittemore ever could. That’s just a load a crap he’s 

tryin’ to sell to these kids. Hey! That gives me an idea.” 

“Here we go again,” I whispered. “What you goin' to do now?” 

“Get Leroy’s story down on paper and read it to the class and then see if 

they agree with this numb skull,” Jack whispered. “Gonna need ya to help with 

the writin', maybe the readin' too. 

“Mr. Stone, you have a further comment that the rest of us should hear?” 

“Well, not yet Master sir, I was a‘tellin' Jeremy here something - an idea I 

had about doing a nice project on your fine lesson sir, but I really wanted to 



hear all of what you had to say first before I say anything myself. It’s only the 

polite thing to do. You do have a way with your words, Master Whittemore. sir” 

“Well son, nicely spoken. And I’m glad to see that you have come here 

today to get an education and to show the interest in the lesson that you have 

so far, but you need to quit commenting to Mr. Foster and wait - politely as you 

so aptly put it - until I’m finished. But know that I’m impressed with this 

change I see in you, Mr. Stone, and with this turn in your behavior. 

Yes, maybe you’ll turn out well after all. Just proves what I’ve always 

said - that there’s good in every child but that it takes patience and sometimes 

severity on the part of a superior educator to bring that good out of him. And 

certainly, you may do such a project Mr. Stone - do you intend to be sharing it 

with the class, sir?” 

“Oh yes sir, especially if it’d a’git me some extra credit cuz I need all the 

credit I can get to pass sir,” said Jack. 

“Well, I can’t wait to see it, Mr. Stone. I’ll expect it later in the week and 

we all look forward, I’m sure, to learning about your views on the subject,” the 

master said. 

“Bein' that I’ll be a’puttin' a lot of work into it sir, so as I can git extra 

credit and all, would you, sir, kindly make me a promise that I git to read the 

whole thing out loud to the class, sir, and that I git extra credit for both 

a’writin' it and a‘readin' it out loud?” asked Jack. 

“Certainly. certainly, you may certainly have such a promise," said 

Whittemore. "You do impress me, Mr. Stone, so that I am beginning to wonder 

if also I should not forget about your past transgressions, and even your most 

mischievous ones the weekend past, sir.” 

“Weekend master? I guess I haven’t been very good have I, sir? I’m going 

to try to make it up and do a good paper for you, Mr. Whittemore,” said Jack. 

“I await it with pleasure, Mr. Stone. “Well now, isn’t this a pleasant 

surprise. Who would have ever thought? A magnificent change brought about 

by my persistence and great effort because I never lost hope, sir, never, and 

that’s what the best educators do - they do not lose hope but they see the light 

in every student and every situation.  

"And that brings us to the topic of secession. “And so now my good 

students, the southern states are becoming weaker and weaker because these 

know-nothing abolitionist fanatics have convinced the country through false 

and evil argument that the California Territory should be a free state, which it 

now has become, and all the rest of the western territories that numerous fine 

southern heroes died for in the war with Mexico are sure to follow. 



“The abolitionists are bleeding the South to death,” Whittemore told the 

students, “and we must stop it before it is too late. Soon the northern states 

with their western allies will overwhelm us and the south will have to submit to 

each and every bill the north shoves down our throats. I’m talking about the 

United States legislature who schemes against us every day!” Whittemore, 

nearly foaming at the mouth, thundered. 

“It is becoming clearer and clearer that establishment of a Confederate 

States of America – yes, the South's own country to run as it sees fit - is the 

only choice left. Secession, my good students - separation from the union - is 

the only answer and Charleston will have to take the lead as it always has so 

ably done in our glorious past. The South will sink or swim depending on what 

we do. 

“What would become of our cherished civilization,” Whittemore said, “if 

we had the Negro living right next to us and having the same vote that the 

white folks have and having their pickaninnies go to the same schools and 

churches as the children of the white folk? It would be the end of civilization 

and the country would lapse into the dark ages and chaos. It’d be like giving 

the country back to the Indians. That’s what the northern abolitionists are 

handing to us on a plate!” 

“So, what’s the matter with that, Master Whittemore, sir?” I suddenly 

blurted out, surprised at my own brashness. 

“Mr. Foster, you are joking, I hope!” the master said. 

“No sir, the Indians were here first. And my daddy says the white man 

pushed them out cuz they think they’re better than the Indians and they think 

they have a right to anything the Indians have because they think they’re 

better. And what right do white people have to sell a Negro mom away from her 

children? They are people just like us and they need a home, food, a family just 

like us, and it is simply wrong for whites to sell’em and treat them lower than 

their dogs.” 

“You’ve made your point, Mr. Foster, but I do think that you will see the 

necessity of separating the races and the importance to the advance of 

civilization in elevating the white race at the expense of the naturally inferior 

dark race, this I believe you’ll come to see as you mature, Mr. Foster, the 

master said. 

I raised my hand again and master looked at me icily and then called 

upon me again. 

“Sir, I’m sorry to disagree with you. But I also think the Negroes should 

get an education just like us so they could learn to be citizens. Right now, it 

seems to me, the whites want to keep them as ignorant as they can and won’t 



give ‘em a chance because they’re probably scared of them. Whites bring the 

Negroes in from Africa or Jamaica or something and force ‘em to be slaves and 

sell their wives and children and don’t give’em an education and now they’re 

afraid of what they’ve done,” I said, never having challenged the master on 

anything he said like it was Gospel. 

Master’s face went gray momentarily and then his neck got red and 

redder and his face too and he gritted his teeth and blinked his eyes and he 

looked like he wanted to strangle me but I intended to have my say for once. 

“And how do you know that the Negros don’t like the comfort of having 

work, food, and a home provided by their masters, Mr. Foster? Had you ever 

given any thought to that? Not all slaves are separated from their families! Most 

of them wouldn’t know how to care for themselves anyway if they were freed! 

Where would they go? Who would feed them? They’d have to steal their food! 

Then steal everything else they could get! It would be utter chaos, Mr. Foster, 

the end of civilization I declare!” Whittemore said. 

“Look how beautiful our city is - it is the shining light of the South with 

excellent buildings, its people excel in the arts, in mercantile occupations, our 

society consists of the brightest and the best all because the venerable and 

time-honored institution of slavery is the foundation of our great culture!” 

Whittemore asserted. “All great cultures from ancient Rome to ancient Greece 

and Egypt had slaves that were on the bottom rung of the social ladder! It is 

the natural order of things! The best and the brightest - that being the white 

race - naturally occupies the top! You cannot give the black man an education 

and a vote because you would be destroying the great culture we have built up 

now for some two centuries! 

“And the Negroes don’t really want to be free - it’s those darn northern 

abolitionists who want them to be free and who put idiotic ideas in their heads 

so they can pull down our civilization and make it into a hodgepodge like their 

own!” said the master. 

Whittemore was furious now, his eyes were bulging and his blood 

pressure must have jumped a notch or two because he was redder in the face 

than before, just like he was at the trial when the kids got on top their benches 

and shouted that master was a cheat. I was scared but I wasn’t about to let up. 

The other students were sitting quietly at their desks, eyes glued to Whittemore 

and now to me to see, I suspect, if I was going to back down or not. I didn't 

really know what I was going to do. But, after considering what I might say 

next, I just threw caution to the wind. Master glared at me while baring his 

front teeth. 

“But sir, my daddy said the Negroes want to be free just like any other 

human being," I said. "He said that, when he was a boy, there was a slave 



uprising right here in Charleston led by Denmark Vesey. Was in 1822, he done 

told me, and that there were thousands of slaves - and free Negroes too - who 

were involved. And Daddy said they hung Vesey and thirty-six others down at 

Blake's Landing after a house Negro betrayed him. My daddy said Vesey was a 

good carpenter and was a free Negro because he had bought his freedom from 

his master. Said he made his daddy a nice mahogany chest once. Daddy said 

Mr. Vesey had a lot of money and still he risked everything he had to help other 

Negroes to get free of the white masters. Daddy also said he knew different 

languages - that’s smarter than most white folk I know. He doesn't sound to me 

like he is a bottom-of-the-ladder human at all. Sounds to be like he was up at 

the top. So, what I was wondering, sir, is, how come you never teach us about 

Denmark Vesey?” 

Master Whittemore's face contorted into an ugly smile and looked at me 

like I was a venomous snake about to bite him between his eyes. 

“That’s not the kind of thing he wants to teach us,” Jack whispered.” 

“Please end this discussion now, Mister Upstart! And you too Mister!” the 

master hollered. “I can tell you this - that the reason we don’t study that kind 

of uppity nonsense - is because that damn nigger was a criminal and disobeyed 

the law and so did the other niggers who were punished along with him! And 

they got exactly what was coming to them!” Whittemore nearly screamed, a 

blue one-inch part of a vein bulging in the middle of his forehead. 

Master was yelling now. Sweat was beading on his face above his upper 

lip and above his pencil-thin eyebrows. He looked furiously annoyed, slapping 

his own face when one bead ran into his eye. He was mad. His face and neck 

were red and blotchy. And this, I knew, was not the time to continue with my 

line of reasoning. So, I didn’t. 

“It is not properly the goal of education to study what a bunch of 

contemptuous nigger criminals did or didn’t do!” he screamed. “Now let’s move 

on to geography!” I figured I should stop while I was ahead, so that’s what I did. 

I figured I should stop while I was ahead, so that’s what I did. 

I looked at Jack. He seemed to agree as he tried to hide his mirth, bowing 

his somewhat flat head with the dark curls in front. His big brown eyes smiled 

mischievously - perhaps maliciously -as he stole a sidelong look at me. Then he 

whispered, “Nice goin’, sonny boy! But just you wait ‘til ya see what the big 

fellow has got in store for that horse’s ass!” 

  



  

 

Chapter 39 The Story of the Runaway Slave 
 

ack told Ginny and Molly what happened in school yesterday with master 

spewing out his poison about the darkies. They were not surprised. Jack 

said he wanted to do a report on slavery and said he was thinking of 

telling the story to the class about the runaway we were hiding. 

“Don’t you dare!” she said. “Wait here. I’ll be back in a jiff!” 

We tended to Molly’s stall while she went to get something. When she 

returned, she gave Jack a little book and made us promise never to reveal 

where we got it. 

“I’ll just say I found it on the road,” said Jack, “if ever I have to defend 

my having it.” 

The next Monday, Jack brought a sheaf of papers to the front of the 

classroom and told the class that he was going to read the story of John, a 

runaway slave who, Jack said, was now safe somewhere in England where he 

was lecturing about the evils of slavery. 

Master Whittemore grimaced as Jack had the attention of every one of 

the twelve girls and boys. 

“What I’m gonna read to you was written down by John Andrew Jackson 

with the help of some white folks in England who wants his message to be 

heard by every child in America. So, listen good and hear what this escaped 

slave, John Andrew Jackson, is a-sayin' about freedom and how bad his life 

was at the plantation.” 

Jack looked over at master who had the sourest look on his face any of 

us had ever seen. Jack cleared his throat a couple of times, and then picked up 

the short book that was Jackson’s biography: 

The following account read by the fictional character Jack is the actual 

story of John Andrew Jackson provided through the courtesy of the University 

of North Carolina at Chapel Hill.  (In the story, Jack, the John Andrew Jackson 

book appears as though it was in circulation in the 1850s but it was not 

actually published until 1862. (Call number E445 .S7 J32 (Wilson Annex, 

UNC-CH) The electronic edition is a part of the UNC-CH digitization project, 

Documenting the American South.  Jackson’s Book is entitled, The Experience 
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of a Slave in South Carolina. It originally was printed in London by Passmore & 

Alabaster, Wilson Street, FINSBURY. 1862. Entered at Stationer’s Hall.) 

Jack then read to the class the following true story – a part of the actual 

book - of this escaped South Carolinian slave. Errors in grammar have been 

left intact. 

 

“I was born in South Carolina. My grandfather was stolen from Africa. My 

father learned the African method of curing snake bites and was in consequence, 

called Dr. Clavern. My mother's name was Betty. I had five brothers and five 

sisters. Of these, two brothers and two sisters were dead when I left the 

plantation. My earliest recollection was of my mistress, whom I feared above all 

persons, as she used every means in her power to spite me. The reason for this 

was as follows:—When I was about ten years old, I and her son were digging for 

hickory root to amuse ourselves with, when he, seeing that I was obtaining mine 

quicker than he, kicked me on the nose, upon which I wiped the blood upon him. 

He ran and informed his mother, who whipped me on my naked back, to console 

her son, till the blood ran down. After that, she always hated not only me but my 

family, and would even stint my mother's allowance; and since then, I had many 

whippings through her influence. 

My mistress had four daughters, viz.:—Anne, Eliza, Jane, and Martha. Of 

Anne, the eldest, I knew but little, as she married when I was very young, and 

went to another plantation. Eliza, the next, was the worst of the three. She used 

to whip me almost as much as my mistress. Of Jane, the next, I also knew but 

little, as she married a minister named Brailly, when I was very young; but, as 

far as I know, she was the best of the three. Martha, the youngest, was very 

bad. I will give a specimen of her abilities. 

One day, as she was returning from a walk in the garden, she saw my 

youngest brother, William, walking in the yard, and, from pure mischief, she 

picked some horse nettles, and, coming up to him, (he was quite naked) began to 

sting him with them, and, as he ran away, she ran after him, and kept up with 

him, stinging him on the sides and back, till at last he fell down through pain; 

nevertheless, she kept on stinging him, without any intermission; at last he got 

up and began running, and by that time I got up to him, (I was about ten years of 

age, and he being between five and six) and I cried out to him, "Run faster, 

William, run faster," whereupon she turned upon me, and I being able to run 

faster than she, I escaped her, and by that means my brother William effected 

his escape. When William got home, he was covered with large lumps all over his 

body. When she was married she had my sister whipped to death. The 

circumstances were as follows:— 



My sister was religious, and perhaps it stung her conscience, or it might 

have been for some other reason; but, at all events, she ordered my sister to 

leave off praying, and as she discovered my sister did not obey her commands, 

she asked her husband, Gamble M'Farden (a member of the Salem Brick Church, 

who was, if possible, worse than herself, and she was a member also) to give 

her a hundred lashes, and he took her and hung her up by the hands to the beef 

gallows, (an apparatus on which they hang oxen when they skin them) and 

called his negro slave Toney, and ordered him to give her a hundred lashes, and 

he commenced beating her incessantly; he then remonstrated with his master, 

because she fainted, and his brutal master, (who, though a member of a 

Christian church, 

was notwithstanding, equal to the devil himself) coolly ordered him to 

bring a pail of water and throw over her, to revive her; and when she came to, he 

ordered him to continue, which Toney did; but at length made a pause, and told 

his master that he had given her fifty lashes, but the brutal answer was, "Give 

me the whip, and I will give her the other fifty," which he did. She died at the end 

of three weeks, leaving two children, a boy and girl, who, with my father, I now 

hope to buy. My mistress also had four sons, James, Robert, Thomas, and Mack. 

James English, a member of Brick Church, was as bad as any of them; he was 

married when I was little. I worked on his plantation once, driving oxen, and I 

will relate what I saw there. 

A slave, named Jack, was taken sick while working on the plantation, and 

he laid himself down in the fence corner. When his master came, he saw him 

lying down, and he told him to get up immediately and go on working. Jack 

replied, "O massa, I'm so sick." "Get up immediately, you lazy varmint," replied 

his master, and he commenced whipping him till he got up; but as soon as his 

master was off that field, he lay down again. The slaves, seeing his master 

returning, told him he had better get up, as master was coming, but he could not, 

and when the master returned he began to whip him again; but seeing, he could 

not get up, he went to the house and brought a tumblerful of castor oil, and 

forced him to drink it, and then said, "Now get up, you rascal, or I will whip you," 

and made him continue his work; but his conscience smote him, and he sent for 

a doctor, and upon his certificate allowed him to return home. I cannot leave off 

without relating another incident about him. On one occasion there were a 

hundred negroes to be sold, and James English went to buy. Among the negroes 

to be bought there was one named Willis; when he was put on the block, and the 

bidding began. James English began to bid, and Willis, seeing him bidding, 

jumped down from the auction-block. The auctioneer said, "Why do you jump 

down, you rascal?" He replied, "Because that man, (pointing to James English) is 

bidding for me." "Why do you not want him to bid for you?" "'Cause he's the 

baddest massa 'tween this an' hell fire." This scene was repeated twice, but 



James English at length bought him; and he went towards the plantation till 

within three miles of it, when the negroes of another plantation again told him 

that there was not a worse master in the whole district. His fears returning, 

afresh, he fled to the woods, but hunger compelled him to return. When he got 

back he was put into irons, and taken out next morning and hung up, and 

received a hundred lashes; and when the stripes were partially healed, they 

gave him twenty-five lashes every other morning as long, as they thought he 

could bear it. 

Afterwards, James English was taken ill, but such were his savage 

propensities, that he got out of bed and dressed himself; and took his whip and 

went into thecotton field, and commenced quarrelling with a slave named Old 

George, on the plea that he did not pick cotton fast enough. I will repeat his 

words: "Never mind, you old rascal, when I get better I'll give you sixty lashes,—

never mind, you old rascal you." But from that time he began to get worse, and 

went home and sent for the doctor, Mr. Miller. The following conversation then 

took place:— "Doctor, I am very sick, can you help me?" The doctor, after feeling 

his pulse, replied, "I can't save you." "Why, doctor?" "You have mortification in the 

head." He did not believe this, and sent for Dr. Hainsworth. When Dr. 

Hainsworth came, he said also, "I can't save you, you will die in a few days." His 

terror on hearing this announcement was extreme. He prayed the doctors to save 

his life, but in vain. In five days that terrible hour drew nigh, and his agony and 

death struggles were such that he required to be held down. Thus ended the life 

of a member of a Christian Church. When the tidings of his death reached the 

negroes, they were overjoyed, and especially Willis, who went round to every 

hut, and shook hands with every negro, saying, "How d'ye do, brudder, de devil 

is dead an' gon' to hell, an' Old George got clear of his sixty lashes." Of Robert, 

the next brother, I knew nothing, as he died when very young. Thomas, the next, 

was, if possible, worse than James. He was also a member of Mount Zion 

Chapel. He was articled to a lawyer. While studying the law, he used to whip the 

negroes on the plantation exceedingly. I will give you an instance of it. He had 

just bought a new whip, and wished to try it, and, seeing me go by, he called me 

and told me to bring him some water to wash his hands in. I went and got it as 

quickly as possible. When I brought it to him, he said, "You have been too slow, 

now pull off your jacket," and he then commenced whipping me, having first shut 

both doors, but I pushed open one of them and ran. I was then between ten and 

twelve years of age. He ran after me, and soon caught me, and whipped me 

again till the blood ran. When a young man, he went to Tennessee, and married. 

The lady's name was Livinia. At his marriage his father gave him twelve 

negroes. He had then a son named West, and after ten years he returned to 

South Carolina. His father bought him a plantation five miles from his own, and 

gave him another slave girl as a nurse for his boy. The boy was very cross, and 

his mother asserted that the girl pinched the baby, which was not true. This girl 



was continually being whipped upon that false accusation, so that at length she 

ran away and went back to her old plantation. But the master tied a rope round 

her neck and sent her back to his son, who immediately ordered two flat irons to 

be put on the fire, and had her laid down on a log, and made three negroes, by 

the names of Frank, Save, and Peter hold her down. He then took the first iron 

and pressed it to her body on one side; and when he removed it the skin stuck to 

it. He repeated the same with the other iron, on the other side of the body. She 

then left him, and started that night for the old plantation: her pain was so great 

that 

she was all night going that little distance. The old master, on seeing the 

burns, declared she should not go back any more. The following conversation 

took place when Thomas came to see his father: "Thomas, did you burn this girl 

so?" "Yes, pa, I did, because she ran away." "Well, you shan't have her any 

more." But, in this case, Thomas was a true son of his father, and the old proverb 

remained unshaken, viz., "The chip off the old block don't fall far from the 

stump." About this time he became a minister. He preached his first sermon in 

Mount Zion Chapel, and the negroes flocked to hear him, and were so overjoyed 

to think that now he had experienced true religion, he would be more merciful to 

them, but he was the same devil still. He owned a slave whose name was 

January, who could not pick cotton as fast as the other negroes. For this reason, 

this minister of religion gave him from twenty-five to one hundred lashes, and 

fifty blows with the paddle, which so frightened the negro that he ran away into 

the woods; but was caught, and again whipped, and put into the stocks, and 

was taken out every other morning, and received twenty-five lashes for a time, 

and then put to work with a lock and chain round his neck. At that time, his son 

West was overseer and whipping the negroes for his father. At that time I left 

slavery he often whipped the slaves severely. In the Southern States of America, 

any negro found out at night after nine o'clock, without a pass, is liable to be 

taken up and receive thirty-nine lashes; and it is a common amusement for 

young men to go out at night in parties patrolling. This minister, Thomas English, 

one night joined a party, and they came upon a slave named Isaac, on Dr. Grag's 

plantation, and they gave chase, but he outran them, and this minister was 

leading them on, shouting at the top of his voice,  with horrid oaths, "Catch the 

rascal." We will now pass on to Mack, the youngest brother, he was worse than 

either of the others, and was the one who kicked me when I was digging for 

hickory root. He had not finished his schooling, before he was put to oversee his 

father's plantation. He used to whip the slaves more than his father. Among the 

atrocities which he committed, he knocked my mother down with the butt of his 

whip, while I stood by feeling as if I had been struck myself, when he suddenly 

turned round and said, "Go on with your work, you——rascal." His whip spared 

neither old nor young. This youth ordered every negro to pick one cwt. of cotton 

each day—which was almost impossible for them to do—and on their not 



presenting that amount of cotton at the machine, he gave them from twenty-five 

to fifty lashes each; so that during the cotton- picking season, the place was 

filled with screams of agony every evening. There was a slave named Isaac, who 

could not pick cotton so fast as the others, and the consequence was, that he 

was flogged every night by this youth. This tyrant was going to give him fifty 

lashes again one evening, on the scaffold where they weigh the cotton, about ten 

feet high; and Isaac jumped down in the dark on a snaggy stump and ruined his 

feet, and could not work for more than a month. He used often to call the negroes 

up at midnight to screw cotton, and to move fences in the sweet potato fields. 

The time of killing hogs is the negroes' feast, as it is the only time that the 

negroes can get meat, for they are then allowed the chitterlings and feet; then 

they do not see any more till next hog-killing time. Their food is a dry peck of corn 

that they have to grind at the hand-mill after a hard day's work, and a pint of 

salt, which they receive every week. They are only allowed to eat twice a-day. 

Mack English once tied down a slave named Old Prince, and gave him one 

hundred lashes with the whip, and fifty blows with the paddle, because he could 

not work fast enough to please him. A slaveholder named Mr. Wilson, having 

died in debt, my master bought two of his slave girls, named Rose and Jenny. 

Jenny was forced to have Adam who was already married; also her sister Rose 

was married to March, before she came on our plantation. Mack English, having 

turned a wishful eye on Rose, wrapped himself up in his big cloak, and went to 

the nigger-house in the night, and called a slave named Esau, and told him to tell 

Rose to come to him as he wanted her. She sent back to say, "I'm nursing my 

baby and can't come." "Go and tell her I don't care about her baby, she must 

come," answered Mack, "and if she does not come, I'll give her twenty-five lashes 

to-morrow morning." "Go and tell him, Esau, my husband will be coming, and I 

can't come," answered she. The next morning he tied her up and cut her naked 

back all over; the further particulars are too revolting to tell. 

We will now relate his death. He went with his father one summer to the 

White Sulphur Springs. There he was taken ill, and death took place in five days. 

His death-bed was a scene of heartrending agony. He swore, and he cursed, he 

shrieked "Murder! Murder!! Murder!!! Pa, you stand here and see all these 

doctors hunching and punching me. Murder! Murder!!" Then, as he expired, he 

shrieked with fearful agony, "God to blast." This I heard from Old Bob, the 

carriage driver, who was his nurse till his death. The following conversation I 

overheard when his father returned:—"Wife, our son is dead and gone to hell." 

"Hush! hush! talking so before the niggers." "Well, he is, he died cursing and 

swearing." Just then, Mack's playmate, named Davey Wilson, entered and 

inquired for him. "Your playmate is dead and gone to hell," was the answer he 

received. His wife immediately replied, "Hush! hush! shut your mouth, you old 

fool, what are you telling him that for." Davey Wilson went and told his mother, 



who told the minister, Mr. Reed, of Mount Zion Church, who preached a sermon 

to the young about his death. After that, none of the English's family attended 

Mount Zion Chapel. When he went to the White Sulphur Springs, I prayed that I 

might never see him again, and thus was my prayer signally answered. I 

remembered when he and his father both whipped me at the same time, about 

sunrise, on my naked back, and then made me work till twelve o'clock without 

eating anything. I also remember that when he was going to the springs, he said, 

"When I get back, my father will give me the Creek Swamp plantation and fifty 

niggers, and then I will buy a cowhide whip, well corded, five feet long, and I'll 

make all the niggers take Ephraim by force, and tie him to an oak tree, and I'll 

make Adam give him one of the hardest hundred lashes that ever man put on 

nigger." I, myself, was willed to that tyrant, but God had willed me to myself. 

Surely the words of the Psalmist came true in this case: "They search out 

iniquities; they accomplish a diligent search; both the inward thought of every 

one of them, and the heart, is deep. But God shall shoot at them with an arrow; 

suddenly shall they be wounded." 

 

Chapter Two 

REMINISCENCES OF MY OLD MASTER. 

We will now speak about my old master, the father of those whom I have 

spoken of in the above chapter. He was originally a Quaker in North Carolina, 

United States, but he came to South Carolina and married a lady who had a few 

slaves. He then set up a liquor store on the Creek Swamp plantation, where he 

sold to the white people in the daytime, and at night traded with the slaves. He 

told the slaves round about to steal cotton and bring it to him, and he would give 

them whisky for it; but if their masters caught them, they were not to say that 

they were bringing it to him. The consequence was, that some slaves brought one 

cwt. to him, for which he gave them one gallon of whiskey. The cwt. of cotton 

was worth fourteen dollars, or about £2 18s. 4d. in English money, and the 

gallon of whisky was worth one dollar, or about 4s. 2d.; but the slaves did not 

know this, and so they were cheated. Others who brought a half-cwt., received 

half-a-gallon, and so on. This he continued for a long time, until for fear of being 

betrayed, he put a stop to it. This method of getting rich is very common among 

the slaveholders of South Carolina. He afterwards became very rich, and owned 

two plantations, where he hired different overseers to whip his niggers, and he 

himself whipped them too. He used to work them till nine o'clock at night, and in 

the winter season he blew the horn at midnight, and put them to killing, hogs, 

and cutting down pine trees, and threshing wheat and oats. He also had a mill 

on a "branch," and on the other side there is a Church called the Rock Church; he 

and other masters, made their slaves go to hear the Rev. Mr. Glen preach on 

such texts as "Servants obey your masters,"—"Thou shalt not steal,"—"He that 



knew his master's will and did it not, shall be beaten with many stripes." But, 

after a while, Mr. Glen did not insist sufficiently on that doctrine, and therefore, 

they drove him away, and different "circuit riders" took his place. These circuit 

riders are a rascally set. The following is an instance of their wickedness: one of 

them, as he was riding along the road by the cotton fields where the slaves were 

working, saw a female slave named Matilda, who pleased him, and he told her 

to meet him at such a place. She did so; and when he had accomplished his vile 

purpose, he gave her a dollar, which turned out to be a bad one. He often 

preached at St. Luke's Church on Lynch's Creek. If the pastors do such things, 

what will the masters and their sons do? But, to return to my master; he could 

not bear any one of the negroes to finish his task before sunset; if any did, he 

would set them such a heavy task next day, that it would be impossible for him 

to finish it, and then he would give him fifty lashes, which sometimes would 

cause him to fly to the woods; and when he returned, he would receive one 

hundred lashes, and fifty blows with the paddle. 

A negro woman of the plantation, called my mother names, and thereupon 

my mother and this woman went to fighting; and when my master heard of it, he 

tied my mother up and gave her ninety lashes, but did not touch the other 

woman, (called Nancy) as she was his favorite; and there was my mistress 

looking on and saying, "That's right, put it to her, cut her all to pieces." Among 

other things, the mule I had to plough with was a very vicious one, and used 

sometimes to kick the plough out of my hands. Once, as the mule was kicking, 

my master came into the field, and said that I spoiled the mule; he then at once 

tied me up and gave me fifty lashes. One morning, as he was going to whip me 

again, I started off for the swamp, and he set five dogs after me, and said, 

"Suboy! suboy! catch him!" When the dogs came level with me, I clapped my 

hands also, and said, "Suboy! suboy! catch him!" as if both my master and I 

were in chase of a fox or hare ahead of us, and, upon that, the dogs went before 

me and were soon out of sight, and so I got away. About this time, my master 

went to the White Sulphur Springs, and hired a man named Burl Quiney, to 

oversee the plantation during his absence. There was a nigger-driver named Old 

Peter. Mrs. English told Burl Quiney that he should give the first slave that he 

took up to whip, a pretty good hiding to scare the whole plantation, for that they 

were a set of niggers never conquered by any overseer that had ever been there. 

She said so, supposing that I or another slave named Isaac—whom she hated as 

much as she did me—would be the first to be made an example of. But it turned 

out differently. The task of Old Peter, the nigger- driver, was to see that all the 

negroes had their proper tasks. When Burl Quiney rode along, he noticed one of 

the females and said, "Peggy, you shall not do so much work as the rest of the 

girls to-day." So he moved the stake back, so that she should do only three tasks 

instead of four—the allotted quantity to each slave. This was done that she 

should have time to meet him in the evening. After a time, Old Peter coming along 



and seeing the stake moved, enquired, "Who moved that stake?" "Massa Burl 

Quiney," said Peggy, "because I have the cows to milk." Old Peter answered, 

"Massa makes you do as much as the rest, so I'll move the stake back." When 

Burl Quiney came that way and found the stake moved back again, he asked 

Peggy who moved it? "Uncle Peter," said Peggy. "How dare he move a stake from 

where a white man put it? Where is he?" said Burl Quiney. "At the other end of 

the field," replied Peggy. He then rode up to him and said, "Peter, haul off your 

jacket, sir! how dare you move that stake?" "Massa always makes that girl do as 

much as the rest," replied Old Peter. Now, the example was to be made of Old 

Peter, the favourite slave of my mistress. He cut his back with a lash in which 

wire was interwoven. That evening, old Peter went to the house, and told his 

mistress that Burl Quiney had cut his back to pieces, because he told Peggy to do 

as much as the other slaves. "Did he want her to do less?" enquired Mrs. English. 

"Yes, ma'am." "What for?" "I don't know," said he. But still, old Peter did know, 

but dared not tell his mistress. When Burl Quiney went to supper, Mrs. English 

said to him, "Mr. Quiney, I did not mean that you should whip Old Peter!" "You 

made no distinction, madam, but told me that the first one I took up to whip I 

was to make an example of, to frighten the whole plantation." Next morning, 

when the horn was blown, Burl Quiney looked anxiously for Old Peter, intending, 

to give him another whipping for telling his mistress what he did; but he did not 

make his appearance. So Burl Quiney hastened down to the nigger-house, and 

there found Old Peter lying sick from the effects of the whipping of the previous 

day. Burl Quiney then said, "Peter, did you not hear the horn blow?" "Yes, sir, 

but I am sick!" "Out with you, sir, or I'll make you sicker than that before I have 

done with you." So he hauled him out, and kicked and beat him all the way to 

the field. When he got him there, he said, "Now, sir, haul off your jacket, I am 

going to give you one hundred lashes!" The old man would not. He then kicked 

him in the stomach several times, and knocked him down with the butt end of 

his whip, and said, "Now, cross your hands, sir." And he kicked him, and he 

cried out to the slaves, "Run here, this man is going to kill me!" The slaves 

immediately surrounded him; but Burl Quiney seeing, them do so, said, "Why do 

you come round me? go off to your work!" And he ran off a short distance; but we 

all surrounded him again like blackbirds, and would not go away, because we 

thought we should frighten him from the old man. Old Peter's daughter went to 

her mistress, and told her to come and stop Burl Quiney from beating papa; and 

as she was coming, the slaves cried out to her, "Come on quickly, missus; Burl 

Quiney is going to kill Uncle Peter!" She answered, "What can I do? go away from 

there, you niggers, that man will have you all hung and burnt!" Then, Burl 

Quiney tied his hands and tied him to a tree, and gave him one hundred lashes; 

he then ordered him to do his duty, but the poor old nigger-driver was unable. 

Two slaves, named Isaac and Prince, took him on a hand- barrow to the nigger-

house; but Burl Quiney went down and ordered him into the field. He was forced 



out by the cowhide. When he got to the field, he lay down, and Burl Quiney 

whipped him up, and again made him discharge his duties; but he lay down 

again, and was again whipped up with a horrid oath. At twelve o'clock, the horn 

was again sounded for the negroes to go home to breakfast. But, to return to Old 

Peter; he was carried home on a mule to the nigger-house, never again to come 

out of it. He died three days after. A coroner's inquest was held upon the body, 

and also a post mortem examination, and Dr. Gray found that one of his bowels 

was ruptured. The jury returned the following verdict: "Burl Quiney, overseer to 

Mr. English, did wilfully cause the death of the deceased by whipping with the 

cowhide." But Burl Quiney answered, "Yes, gentlemen, but Mrs. English was the 

cause of it." Mrs. English exclaimed, "You are a liar, sir!" The Rev. Thomas 

English here said, "Sir, if you say that ma was the instigation of your killing that 

old nigger, you are a liar, and the truth is not in you!" Burl Quiney was then 

committed to jail; and on taking him to Sumpterville prison, all three mounted, 

Burl Quiney having a much better horse than either of the other two. When, 

therefore, Quiney bade the others "Good night," he put spurs to his horse and 

was soon out of sight. During the inquest, Thomas English said, "Let this be an 

example to you niggers;" but I (Jackson) said in my mind, "No, let it be an 

example to you and your mother." 

 

CHAPTER III. 

MY MISTRESS. 

MY mistress was a native of South Carolina; she was mean to everybody 

but her own family; she used to say that the bran flour was too good for the 

slaves to eat. The sight which most delighted her eyes, was to see a slave 

whipped. John Durant had a large plantation of slaves on Lynch's Creek, which 

he willed to John Ashmore, his nephew. The uncle was drunk one night, and it 

was understood that John Ashmore tied a silk handkerchief round his uncle's 

neck and strangled him, in order to take possession of the property, which he 

did. He took liberties among the female slaves. Three brothers of the deceased, 

Alex Durant, Davy Durant, and Dr. Durant, believed that John Ashmore had 

murdered their brother, and they sued him for the property. The lawsuit was 

progressing when I left, and some of the negroes were sold to carry it on; but it is 

most likely John Ashmore won it, as he engaged the best lawyer in Sumpterville, 

named Lawyer Moses. I bought of one of the slaves, who was leaving, a 

little sow pig, for which I gave three yards of cloth, and took it to Wells' 

plantation, where my wife lived, and she raised it there and it increased to 

twenty pigs. My mistress found out that my wife had some hogs; one of the 

slaves informed of me. "Is it Jackson's wife?" said she, "they are his hogs then, 

and he feeds them on my plantation." She then called my mother: "Old Bet, 



where does Jackson get food for his hogs?" "They live on the acorns, ma'am." 

"You are a liar, they feed on my corn," said she; "I will order Ransom Player (the 

overseer) to give him one hundred lashes and kill all his hogs, the unlawful 

rascal." He killed one, but I hid the others until I sold them, but I was forced to 

sell them against my will. A poor man named Daniels, determined to get these 

hogs by stratagem. He asked me what I would take for them, and he told me he 

would give me twenty dollars. We killed some out of the drove, and for those 

which were left he offered me thirteen dollars; but I did not sell them for a long 

time because I knew he would not pity me. He told me if I did not sell them to 

him, the first time he caught me when patrolling, he would whip me; but I did not 

mind that either; but when my mistress kept tormenting me about them, I told 

Daniel he might have them for thirteen dollars, to get rid of the fuss. He said, 

"Well, you must bring me a written permission to sell them, before I can buy 

them." I said, "My mistress hates the Daniels' family and won't give me a 

permission." "Well, Jack, get your wife Louisa to get an order from her owners." 

My wife got it, so I went one evening, as I was afraid he was not going to give me 

the money, and said, "Now, Mr. Daniels, if you have the thirteen dollars ready I 

have the order." He replied, "Well, let me see it." "No, you put the money in my 

hand first." Daniel replied, "No, I can't do that until I see the order." "Well, if you 

don't give me the thirteen dollars will you give me the order back?" He said, 

"Yes." "But have you the money with you ?" "Oh ! Yes," replied Daniels. I then 

handed him the order. He then read it, and said, "Well, this is as good in my 

pocket as ten dollars. Now, Jackson, if you interfere with those hogs I'll prosecute 

you—they are my hogs now." "But you promised to give me the thirteen dollars." 

"Ah! by George I haven't got it." "Why, you told me you had." "Well, so I have if 

you can change a one hundred dollar bill." "But I have no money, I thought you 

were going to give me some, and then fearing you wouldn't I wanted the money 

first." Now, these Daniels were considered to be great liars. They were once had 

up before the magistrate for stealing Alex Durant's long-tailed sow; they were 

tried and sentenced to be whipped in the same manner as a slave; but Lawyer 

Moses got him out of it. But, to return to the hogs they were about to steal from 

me. Daniels told me to bring my wife Louisa, and he would pay her, which I did. 

He then put us off, telling us to come next week, and so on, week after week, till 

we found out it was no use, for he did not intend to pay us. 

The last time I went, on going to the gate, the dogs were barking furiously, 

and the old father came out, and said, with a horrid oath, "Who is that?" "It's 

me," said I. "What do you want?" "I have brought Louisa for the money." "Well," 

said he, "my son ain't at home." I stood there in the dark, when the son came out 

and said, "Where is she?" I said, "Here I am." "Have you got your wife with you?" 

"Yes." "Well, I ain't got the money yet." We went away sorrowfully; he never paid 

us a cent of the money. 



My mistress's expressed opinion was this, "Never to give the niggers any 

meat; for where she was brought up a dry peck of corn and a pint of salt was all 

that was allowed to niggers per week." My master, her husband, did as she 

said, so that we were often on the verge of starvation. Nevertheless, she had a 

favourite dog, which she called "Old Rip," of the mastiff breed, which she 

continually fed with meat that we would have given anything to possess. She 

would tie the female slaves, who did the domestic work, to trees or bedposts, 

whichever was handiest, and whip them severely with a dogwood or hickory 

switch, for the slightest offence, and often for nothing at all apparently, but 

merely for the purpose of keeping up her practice. She would also make her 

daughters whip them, and thus she brought up her children in the way they 

should not go, and in consequence, when they were old they did not depart from 

it. Through her my mother got many a hundred lashes. Since my escape I heard 

of the death of my mother. My mistress had two household gods, viz., her bunch 

of keys, in which she manifested a peculiar interest, and her brandy bottle, 

which she consulted with a frequency which was most alarming, especially as 

when she was drunk it was her invariable practice to attack the cook (one Ann 

Dolly) most unmercifully with the broomstick. 

 

CHAPTER IV. 

MY YOUTHFUL DAYS. 

MY first employment was that of a scarecrow in the corn fields. I was 

driven into the field at the earliest dawn of day, and I did not leave the field till 

sunset. My food was a cake made by mixing Indian meal with water and a little 

salt, and which was then baked in the ashes. This I had to take to the field to 

subsist on during the day. When I was older I had to manage the plough. Being 

young, I had not sufficient strength to hold the plough steadily; in consequence of 

which, my master used to follow me from end to end of the field, beating me over 

the head with a cowhide. On our way across the field one of the leashes 

happening to touch the mule, it kicked the plough from my hand, for which my 

master stripped me totally naked, and beat me till my back was covered with 

blood. My brothers, and indeed, all of my age shared the same fate with me. The 

horses were usually turned out at night into the field, and it was my duty to 

bring them home before daylight. The horses, however, apparently anxious to 

escape the hard work imposed on man and beast alike, had hid themselves in a 

wood which abounded with rattlesnakes. This caused me great fear as I was 

barefooted. After a hard hunt I succeeded in finding them. However, on my 

arrival home, I was tied up and beaten severely by both my master and son at 

the same time. I was also ox-driver, and in that capacity, I was sent to Wilson's 

Steam Saw Mill for planks, on various occasions. When the account was 

rendered, my master was surprised at the number of planks he had used, and to 



escape paying for the whole, he declared that I had fetched the planks for 

myself, which was a diabolical falsehood. I wanted no planks, and had I wanted 

them, I should not have got them in that way, as I should have been sure to have 

been found out. Nevertheless, to carry conviction that his word was true, he took 

me before Mr. Wilson's house, and stripped me, and gave me fifty lashes. 

About this time, I fell in love with a slave girl named Louisa, who belonged 

to a Mrs. Wells, whose plantation was about a mile off. Mrs. Wells was a 

comparatively kind mistress. Shortly after, I married Louisa. Do not let the reader 

run away with the idea that there was any marriage ceremony, for the poor 

slaves are debarred that privilege by the cruel hand of their fellow-man. My 

master was exceedingly angry when he heard of my marriage, because my 

children would not belong to him, and whenever he discovered that I had visited 

my wife's plantation during the night, I was tied up and received fifty lashes. But 

no man can be prevented from visiting his wife, and the consequence was, that I 

was beaten on the average, at least every week for that offence. I shall carry 

these scars to my grave. My wife had two children, one of whom died. But we 

were soon separated, as her owner removed to Georgia, and we were parted for 

ever. 

Our clothes were rags, and we were all half naked, and the females were 

not sufficiently clothed to satisfy common decency. 

I will now refer to the "American Camp-Meeting," which is held in tents, 

and is a gathering of both black and white Methodists for worship and prayer. It 

is continued day by day for a week; but the blacks can only attend during 

Saturday night and part of Sunday, having to be at work again early on Monday 

morning. These meetings are infested by a set of white people, who are libertine 

scoundrels, and attend for the purpose of seizing and carrying off by force, for 

their own vile purposes, the most beautiful slave girls they can see. On the 

father's interfering to save their daughters, they only receive a shower of blows 

on the head with hickory sticks. I often saw this with my own eyes, and not 

daring to say a word. One of these wretches, John Mulder by name, having 

seized a negro's wife, on their way to the camp-meeting, and threatening the 

husband's life with a pistol, was knocked down senseless by the enraged 

husband with a stick. In consequence of which, a Lynch law was made that no 

negro should carry a stick. It is no wonder that this is the case, for "if the blind 

lead the blind, they will both fall into the ditch;" and the Methodist ministers 

there are notorious for their villainy. As an instance of the truth of this, I may 

mention the case of the Rev. Thomas English, of whom we have already spoken, 

and indeed I could give many instances too vile to speak about. It was the 

custom among them when conducting the Lord's Supper, to have the white people 

partake first, and then say to the negroes --"Now, all you niggers that are humble 

and obedient servants to your masters, can come and partake." The negroes said 



among themselves "There is no back kitchen in heaven;" but if they had been 

overheard, they would have been whipped severely. I fear this case will be an 

example of the truth of our Lord's saying, "The first shall be last and the last 

first." 

We were now put to picking cotton. This is not so pleasant a job as might 

be imagined. The whole field is covered with "stinging worms," a species of 

caterpillar.  At the setting of the sun each slave had to bring one hundred weight 

of cotton, which many of the weaker slaves could not do. In consequence of this, 

each night there were two hours' whipping at the "ginning house." The masters 

would not even allow them their usual night's rest. They made them pack cotton 

before daylight, and as soon as twenty bales were picked they were sent off to 

Charleston. The cotton plant is planted in April or May, and the cotton is picked 

out of the pods in August. The heat of that month raises large bumps on the 

slaves backs; besides, the frequent infliction of the whip and the lash is almost 

intolerable. One slave, named "Old Prince," because he could not do sufficient 

work, was continually being beaten. On one occasion, he received fifty lashes, 

and fifty blows with the paddle—a paddle is a board six inches broad, and eight 

inches long, with twelve gimlet holes in it; each of these holes raised a blister 

every time a blow was inflicted, which rendered it extremely painful—in a few 

days the skin all peeled off his lacerated body. At this time we were under the 

control of Burl Quiney, who murdered Old Peter, as related before. He also 

murdered four negroes belonging to James Rambert. Wherever he was overseer, 

he succeeded in murdering one or more negroes. He used to make the negroes 

shuck corn till past midnight, and they had to rise with the sun next morning, to 

their day's work. They are not allowed a change of clothes, but only one suit for 

summer, and the perspiration is so great that they smell rank; thus they are 

robbed of comfort and cleanliness by the cruelty and avarice of their masters. 

They wear no shoes, and they had to work in "the New Ground," a place infested 

by snakes and scorpions, and they were often bitten by snakes, while 6,000,000 

of lazy white men are riding about calling negroes lazy, whilst they are the 

laziest. 

 

CHAPTER V. 

MY ESCAPE. 

A SLAVE on a neighbouring plantation had a pony; it being discovered by 

his mistress, she ordered the overseer, the Rev. P. Huggin, to kill it. Meanwhile, I 

went in the night and purchased it of the slave with some fowls. As my master 

had just then gone out of his mind I could keep it with greater impunity, so that 

at length I went to a camp meeting on it. My mistress' grandson saw me on it, 

and told Ransom Player, the overseer, and my mistress ordered him to give me 



one hundred lashes, and to kill the pony. When he attempted to tie me I resisted 

and fled, and swam across a mill pond, which was full of alligators, and so 

escaped the whipping. I went to work next day, and kept a look out for them. My 

mistress hearing of it, said to the overseer, Mr. Player, "You can't whip that 

nigger yourself, wait till Rev. T. English, and Mr. M'Farden, and Mr. Cooper, are 

here, and then you can catch him in the barn." The last two were her sons-in-

law. I kept the pony hid in the woods till Christmas. 

We all had three days' holiday at Christmas, and I, therefore, fixed upon 

that time as most appropriate for my escape. I may as well relate here, how I 

became acquainted with the fact of there being a Free State. The "Yankees," or 

Northerners, when they visited our plantations, used to tell the negroes that there 

was a country called England, where there were no slaves, and that the city of 

Boston was free; and we used to wish we knew which way to travel to find 

those places. When we were picking cotton, we used to see the wild geese flying 

over our heads to some distant land, and we often used to say to each other, "O 

that we had wings like those geese, then we could fly over the heads of our 

masters to the 'Land of the free.'" I had often been to Charleston—which was 150 

miles distant from our plantation—to drive my master's cattle to market, and it 

struck me that if I could hide in one of the vessels I saw lading at the wharfs, I 

should be able to get to the "Free country," wherever that was. I fixed, as I said 

before, on our three days' holiday at Christmas as my best time for escape. The 

first day I devoted to bidding a sad, though silent farewell to my people; for I did 

not even dare to tell my father or mother that I was going, lest for joy they should 

tell some one else. Early next morning, I left them playing their "fandango" play. I 

wept as I looked at them enjoying their innocent play, and thought it was the last 

time I should ever see them, for I was determined never to return alive. However, 

I hastened to the woods and started on my pony. I met many white persons, and 

was hailed, "You nigger, how far are you going?" To which I would answer, "To 

the next plantation, mas're;" but I took good care not to stop at the next 

plantation. 

The first night I stopped at G. Nelson's plantation. I stopped with the 

negroes, who thought I had got leave during Christmas. Next morning, before 

day, I started on for the Santé River. The negro who kept that ferry, was allowed 

to keep for himself all the money he took on Christmas day, and as this was 

Christmas day, he was only too glad to get my money and ask no questions; so I 

paid twenty cents, and he put me and my pony across the main gulf of the river, 

but he would not put me across to the "Bob Landing;" so that I had to wade on 

my pony through a place called "Sandy Pond" and "Boat Creek." The current was 

so strong there, that I and my pony were nearly washed down the stream; but 

after hard struggling, we succeeded in getting across. I went eight miles further, 

to Mr. Shipman's hotel, where one Jessie Brown, who hired me of my master, 



had often stopped. I stayed there until midnight, when I got my pony and 

prepared to start. This roused Mr. Shipman's suspicions, so he asked me where I 

belonged to. I was scared, but at length, I said, "Have you not seen me here with 

Jesse Brown, driving cattle?" He said, "Yes, I know Jesse Brown well. Where are 

you going?" I answered, "I am going on my Christmas holiday." This satisfied 

him. I was going to take a longer holiday than he thought for. I reached 

Charleston by the next evening. There I met a negro, who allowed me to put my 

pony in his master's yard, his master being out of town at the time. It is the 

custom there, for the masters to send their slaves out in the morning to earn as 

much money as they can, how they like. So I joined a gang of negroes working 

on the wharfs, and received a dollar-and-a-quarter per day, without arousing 

any suspicion. Those negroes have to maintain themselves, and clothe 

themselves, and pay their masters two-and-a-half dollars per week out of this, 

which, if they fail to do, they receive a severe castigation with a cat-o'-nine-tails. 

One morning, as I was going to join a gang of negroes working on board a vessel, 

one of them asked me if I had my badge? Every negro is expected to have a 

badge with his master's name and address inscribed on it. Every negro unable to 

produce such badge when asked for, is liable to be put in jail. When I heard that, 

I was so frightened that I hid myself with my pony, which I sold that night for 

seven-and-a-half dollar, to a negro. 

I then bought a cloak from a Jewish lady, who cheated me and gave me a 

lady cloak instead of a man's, which, however, answered my purpose equally 

well. I then got seven biscuit-loaves of bread, and a bottle of water which I put in 

my pocket, and I also bought a large gimlet and two knives. I then found I had 

over ten dollars left of what I had earned. I then went to the wharf early in the 

morning with my cloak on, and underneath all my rattletraps. A few days 

previously, I had enquired of a mulatto negro, for a vessel bound for Boston. I 

then went on board and asked the cook, a free negro, if his vessel was bound for 

Boston? To which he replied, "Yes." "Can't you stow me away?" said I. "Yes," 

said he, "but don't you betray me! Did not some white man send you here to ask 

me this?" "No." "Well," answered he, "don't you betray me! for we black men have 

been in jail ever since the vessel has been here; the captain stood bond for us 

yesterday and took us out." "What did they put you in jail for?" said I. "They put 

every free negro in jail that comes here, to keep them from going among the 

slaves. Well, I will look out a place to stow you away, if you are sure no white 

man has sent you here." So I went the next morning to ask him to redeem his 

promise. I went on board, and saw him lighting a fire in his galley, so I said to 

him, "Now I am ready for you to stow me away." "Walk ashore, I will have 

nothing to do with you; I am sure some white person sent you here." I said "No, 

no one knows it but me and you." "I don't believe it," said he, "so you walk 

ashore;" which I did. But as I looked back, I saw him go into the galley again and 

shut the door, so I went on board the vessel again, and crept stealthily on tiptoe 



to the hatch. I stood there fearing and hoping—fearing lest the cook should come 

out of the galley, and hoping, that the mate or captain would come from the 

cabin, and order me to take off the hatch. Presently the mate came out of the 

cabin, and I asked him if I should take off the hatch. He thinking that I was one 

of the gang coming to work there, told me I might. So I immediately took off the 

hatch, and descended. The gang soon came down; they asked me, "Are you 

going to work here this morning?" I said, "No." "Arn't you a stevedore ?" I said, 

"No." "I know better, I know by that cloak you wear. Who do you belong to?" I 

answered, "I belong to South Carolina." It was none of their business whom I 

belonged to; I was trying to belong to myself. Just then they were all ordered on 

deck, and as soon as I was left, I slipped myself between two bales of cotton, 

with the deck above me, in a space not large enough for a bale of cotton to go; 

and just then a bale was placed at the mouth of my crevice, and shut me in a 

space about 4-ft. by 3-ft., or thereabouts. I then heard them gradually filling up 

the hold; and at last the hatch was placed on, and I was left in total darkness. I 

should have been stifled for want of air, but by the providence of God, a board in 

the partition between the sailors' sleeping place and the hold where I was, was 

broken out, so that the air came through there. Next morning, I heard the sailors 

singing their farewell songs, and soon after, the vessel began to rock from side to 

side. I then began to feel that I was indeed, now upon my journey from slavery to 

freedom, and that I soon should be able to call myself FREE, and I felt so happy, 

and rejoiced so in my heart; but all these feelings were rudely stopped by a 

feeling of sickness, and the more the vessel went, the sicker I got, till I felt as 

miserable as I was happy before. I then began to bore with my gimlet, and after 

a long time, I was able to bore two holes in the deck with great labour, through 

which I could see the sailors passing and repassing overhead. By this time I 

found that my water was exhausted, and I began to feel all the horrors of thirst. I 

felt that I could with pleasure have drank the filthiest water in my native swamp. 

I cast my eyes up through the gimlet holes and saw the stars, and I thought that 

God would provide for me, and the stars seemed to be put there by Him to tell me 

so; and then I felt that He would care for me as He did for Jonah in the whale's 

belly, and I was refreshed. Next morning, I saw through the holes, a man 

standing over them with his arms folded, apparently in deep thought, so I called 

out, "Pour me some water down, I am most dead for water." He, however, looked 

up instead, and persisted in examining the rigging, apparently thinking the voice 

came from there, so I cut a splinter and pushed it through the hole to attract his 

attention; as soon as he caught sight of it, he ran away and called to the captain, 

"Run here, captain, there is a ghost aboard!" The captain came and knelt down 

and examined the holes, and asked me how I came there? I said, "I got stowed 

away." He asked me if some white man did not stow him away to get him in 

trouble? I assured him he was mistaken, as I stowed myself away. 



The cook said, "Cap'n, there was one wanted me to stow him away at 

Charleston, but I would not." "Cook, you should have told me that," said the 

captain. "Boys, get the chisel and cut him out." As soon as I was out, I saw the 

cook preparing to wash his hands, and I seized upon the water and drained it to 

the last drop. It was nearly half-a-gallon. 

The vessel continued her journey to Boston. The captain persisted that 

some white man had placed me there to get him into trouble; and said he would 

put me into the first vessel he met, and send me back; however, he met no 

vessel, and we gradually approached Boston. At last the pilot came on board 

and I was sent into the forecastle to prevent his seeing me, and we soon arrived 

at Boston. At nine o'clock on the evening of the l0th of February, 1847, I landed 

at Boston, and then indeed I thanked God that I had escaped from hell to 

heaven, for I felt as I had never felt before—that is, master of myself, and in my 

joy I was as a bouncing sparrow. Three sailors named Jim Jones, Frank, and 

Dennis, took me to the sailor's boarding house, kept by one Henry Forman, 

Richmond-street, and I became his servant, and worked for him, and received 

my board as payment. About June I left him, and went to Salem, and worked for 

James Brayton, Samuel Pittman, and many others, in the tan yards. I received a 

dollar-and-a-half per day, out of which I saved one hundred dollars in the course 

of a year, which I put in the savings bank. I used often to work at sawing wood 

during the night, and it did not seem such a hardship as when I did the same in 

South Carolina. Why? Because I felt that I was free, and that I worked because I 

wished; whilst in South Carolina I worked because my master compelled me. 

This fact is, in my mind, more satisfactory than twenty theories, as to the 

superiority of free labour over slave labour. When I was a slave we were 

employed the whole of the day in breaking and hauling home the corn, and then 

when night came on we were not allowed to snatch an instant's sleep until we 

had shucked the whole of the corn brought in during the day; so that it was 

generally between one and two o'clock in the morning before we were allowed to 

rest our wearied bodies. As soon as dawn appeared we were roused by the 

overseer's whip, for we were so exhausted that the horn failed to rouse us as 

usual; and then we would discovered that the rats had actually eaten a part of 

our feet. As the slaves are not allowed boots or shoes (except for a short time in 

the winter), the combined action of the frost at night, and the heat during the 

day, harden the feet; so that the outside skin at last cracks, and is very painful 

to the negroes. This outside skin is called "dead skin," and the slaves cannot feel 

the rats eating it until their teeth touch the more tender part of the feet. During 

the day, that part of the foot which has been skinned by the rats is very tender 

and causes great pain. The presence of rats in our houses brought venomous 

snakes, who frequented them for the purpose of swallowing the rats, and who 

sometimes bit the negroes, and then my father's power of curing snakebites was 

called into play. On one occasion there was a sale of slaves near, and a man 



came to the auction to purchase a slave girl. He fixed on one who pleased him, 

and took her into a neighbouring barn and stripped her start naked, for the 

purpose of examining her, as he would a horse, previous to buying her. The 

father and mother of the girl were looking through the window and keyhole and 

various crevices, with many other slaves, who saw all that passed. He ultimately 

purchased her for his own vile purposes, and when he had several children by 

her, sold both her and her children. Marriage in the slave States among the 

slaves is absolutely "Nil." There was on one plantation, a slave about thirty years 

of age and six feet high, named Adam. He had a wife on neighbouring plantation 

belonging to Mr. Hancock. My master bought a young slave girl about fourteen 

years old, named Jenny Wilson, and he then ordered Adam to leave his present 

wife and take Jenny. Adam, after having some hundreds of lashes for 

obstinately persisting in loving his wife, at last consented, but not so Jenny, who 

was in love with me and I with her. But she was at last compelled to obey her 

master by the bloody cowhide. My master served nearly all his male slaves in 

the similar manner. One of his slaves, however, named Abraham, was unusually 

obstinate, and would not give up his wife. At last my master, in despair, sent 

him to his son-in-law's plantation, Gamble M'Farden, who was an inveterate 

drunkard, and who murdered my sister Bella, as related elsewhere. He ordered 

Abraham not to go up to see his wife any more; but Abraham loved his wife too 

much to be parted from her in that manner, so he went fifteen long miles once 

every fortnight, on the Saturday night, for the pleasure of seeing his wife for a 

short time. He was found out, and whipped to death by that drunkard Mr. 

M'Farden. My brother Ephraim did not escape; he was compelled to leave his 

wife and marry the house girl. 

But I am wandering. While I was at Salem, I heard from Mr. Forman, that 

Anderson, my old slave-driver, had called for me. I will give some incidents that 

will illustrate his character. He was brought up among the negroes, and was so 

familiar with negro habits, that he possessed unusual facilities for getting them 

into trouble. He was hired for the purpose of subduing me and another slave 

named Isaac, but fortunately my escape saved me from experiencing his tender 

mercies. 

In the adjacent swamp there was an abundance of wild turkeys, the sight 

of which greatly tantalized the negroes, as they had no gun to shoot them with. 

On one occasion my father, old Doctor Clavern; had made a pen to catch the wild 

turkeys with. This soon came to the ears of Anderson, and he immediately 

sought out my father, and accosted him with "Old Doc. Clave., where is your 

turkey pen ?" "In the swamp, massa." "Tell me where it is? turkeys are too good 

for niggers." "I can't exactly tell where it is, massa." "Then I will find out and 

destroy it; for turkeys are too good for niggers." He fully carried out his threat; for 

soon afterwards he discovered the pen, and destroyed it. When he next met with 



my father, he said, "Old Doc. Clave., does you catch turkeys now?" "No, massa 

Anderson; somebody spoil my pen." "'Twas I spoiled it, you rascal, so that you 

should not catch turkeys anymore." This may serve to show his badness of 

disposition. On another occasion, I had made a fish trap in the stream which ran 

through the swamp. Anderson heard of it, and organized a party to proceed to 

the swamp, and search for it. After a long search they succeeded in discovering 

it, and took all the fish out, and destroyed it, for the simple reason that "fish was 

too good for niggers." Owing to his having been brought up among negroes, he 

was perfectly familiar with their peculiarities of dialect, &c. If he suspected that 

any negroes had fresh meat, obtained as narrated above, he would sneak to the 

nigger houses in the dead of night, and say, in their peculiar manner, "Brudder, 

ope' t' door; I want to 'peak to you for a minnit." This would deceive the negroes, 

and they would open the door, expecting to see another negro, when, to their 

amazement and confusion, it would be "Neddy Anderson," as he was called. "O 

you rascals!" he would say, "you got fresh meat here; you steal it;" and next day 

they would have so many lashes for daring to eat meat, or whatever it might be. 

He was accustomed to be hired to whip negroes, and he used to revel in this (to 

him) delightful occupation. He would sneak about during the night, for the 

purpose of catching negroes wandering from their plantations, so that he might 

have the pleasure of whipping them. I heard since my escape, of my mother's 

death, and that she died under him. I therefore cannot but conclude that my 

mistress who hated her, incited him to whip her in particular, and that, horrible 

to think of, she must have died under his lash. I believe, also, that my youngest 

brother, Casey, must have fallen a victim to his cruelty; for I have heard of his 

death also, and that Anderson had given him some severe whippings. Had I 

sufficient space I could fill a volume with instances of his wickedness and 

cruelty. But, to proceed—he was so anxious to catch me that he followed me to 

Boston—at least, I believe, from the description given by Mr. Forman, that it was 

he; but fortunately I had gone to Salem, which is 15 miles from Boston. Mr. 

Forman did not tell Anderson where I was, but merely told him that there was no 

such person as Jackson there. Anderson said, "I know better, here is the letter he 

wrote home, wishing to know what he can buy his father and mother for, and I 

now want to see him." This incensed the sailors, who said, "Here are the slave-

hunters, hunting for niggers," and drove them from the house. Mr. Forman wrote 

to me at Salem, to warn me not to come to Boston, as they were hunting for me 

there. I remained at Salem, and worked in the tan yard there, turning the 

splitting machine, until I had saved one hundred dollars. Since my escape I have 

saved about one thousand dollars of my own earnings, for the purpose of 

purchasing my relatives. I was in correspondence with some gentlemen in 

America, through my friend the Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, for that purpose, when the 

present war interrupted and broke up my hopes and plans. If this war obviates 

the necessity of buying my people, by freeing the negroes, (as I hope and pray to 



God it will, and as I believe it will) I shall then, if God pleases, devote my money 

in building a Chapel in Canada, for escaped slaves; or wherever my old fellow- 

labourers are located. Though "absent in the body," my whole heart is with my 

fellow-sufferers in that horrible bondage; and I will exert myself until the last of 

my relatives is released. On one occasion I saw my brother Ephraim tied up and 

blindfolded with his own shirt, and beaten with fifty lashes before his own wife 

and children, by a wretch named Sam Cooper, because he was falsely accused 

of having stolen a yard of bagging. Fathers! think of being tied up and stripped 

before your wife and children, and beaten severely for nothing at all; and then 

think that it is a daily, nay, hourly, occurrence in the Slave States of America, 

and you will begin to have some idea of what American slavery is. But to 

proceed with my life. Just as I was beginning to be settled at Salem, that most 

atrocious of all laws, the "Fugitive Slave Law," was passed, and I was compelled 

to flee in disguise from a comfortable home, a comfortable situation, and good 

wages, to take refuge in Canada. I may mention, that during my flight from 

Salem to Canada, I met with a very sincere friend and helper, who gave me a 

refuge during the night, and set me on my way. Her name was Mrs. Beecher 

Stowe. She took me in and fed me, and gave me some clothes and five dollars. 

She also inspected my back, which is covered with scars which I shall carry with 

me to the grave. She listened with great interest to my story, and sympathized 

with me when I told her how long I ha3d been parted from my wife Louisa and 

my daughter Jenny, and perhaps, for ever. I was obliged to proceed, however, 

and finally arrived in safety at St. John's, where I met my present wife, to whom 

I was married lawfully, and who was also an escaped slave from North 

Carolina. I stayed there some time and followed the trade of whitewasher, and 

at last I embarked for England.” 

 

When Jack finished reading the book, the students cheered wildly and 

applauded. Master stared at him coldly and tried to smile at the class. Jack 

said to them, “You see, master’s been lyin’ to you all these months.” 

“Nonsense!” cried Whitemore. 

“He lies,” Jack continued, “because he never mentions the real story 

which is the truth. You wouldn’t want to see your family broken up and sold off 

to some cruel lady or man who beats you all the time or kills someone close to 

you just cuz they feel like it. But you also need to remember that John was 

helped out on his road to freedom by some good-hearted white people-there are 

enough of them who do care. They don’t see things the way master sees them. 

The times are changing down here in the south. It’s time we all woke up to see 

what misery we are causing to fellow human beings. This is what master 

should be teaching us and I’m a’gonna make y’all a promise right here and now 



- that I’ll never set foot again in this here place until master starts telling us 

the truth.” 

“Bye kiddies,” Jack said and walked out. 

  



Chapter 40 Master Quits Teaching 
 

t home that night master sat in his rocking chair drinking a glass of ale. 

He felt he had taken a beating. Jack had finally won, he thought. He 

won because he held the moral high ground, the master realized. Jack 

had been right about the Negroes, and he had been wrong. All these years he 

had been wrong. He had been unfair to a whole race of people. He had been 

unfair these last years to his students to whom he told lies. He drank another 

glass of ale. 

A former sailor and unordained minister on a 1750s Liverpool-built slave 

ship, Master Whittemore, after years of being obstinately opposed to freedom 

for slaves now admitted to himself after Jack’s reading that slavery was wrong. 

He had always known it. But he had tried to convince himself and what was 

worse, others, that it was good. He now knew it truly for the first time. He saw 

his own blindness and clearly realized that this slavery ideology he thought he 

cherished had been the cause of his tormenting himself and making himself 

miserable all these years, and others miserable as well.  He vowed to change. 

“Through the mouths of babes,” he reflected. 

On the next morning, Master Jerome Whittemore astounded his 

students. “I’m going back to the sea to complete my mission, and I am in fact 

leaving off the teaching of children,” he told the hushed class. It was the first 

time he had ever genuinely commanded their attention. He told them he 

dreamed of returning around the stormy cape to India and China, that he had 

known for a long time that he must return. 

Master said he had one more short lesson “Children. Up until today, I 

have failed you and that’s why I will no longer be your teacher. I saw yesterday 

that what I had been saying to you about slavery was wrong. Jack Stone made 

me see it. His recital yesterday was a noble act of courage that we should all 

hope to emulate. He stood for what he knew was right regardless of the 

consequences. That’s what I’m going to do now-stand for what I know is right. 

Better to be late than never try to do justice. I bid you all good luck! I am off 

again to the wide, open seas to hopefully find something left of purity and 

human dignity. Perhaps I’ll find a bit in me. Goodbye and go straight home.” 
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Chapter 41 Repentance 
 

hen Master Whittemore went home that night, he got onto his knees 

and asked God for forgiveness for the “great sin" that he carried in his 

breast, that he was never proud of revealing to anyone, resulting in 

his having kept his own confidence, but now he would finally let out. 

He wrote in his diary he was glad that the escaped slave had made it to 

freedom in the story Jack had read in class. This feeling at first irritated him 

but later made him happy, then nearly ecstatic. He recalled hating Jack so 

intensely as he read about the poor slave’s life, yet, at the same time, found 

himself cheering inwardly for the Negro to make it to freedom. Now he 

wondered about the fate of all the other black men, women and children that 

were transported in the slave ships he had embarked on in younger days and 

who had been stolen from places like Senegal, Jamaica, and Hispaniola and 

brought to southern states; and how he had advocated for slavery and a white 

aristocracy before children who laughed at him and refused to believe him and 

respected him not as a teacher. 

“Forgiveness cannot be a matter of a simple word, or a question, or a 

simple ‘I’m sorry’. No, it must be followed by righteous action calculated to 

balance the evil done,” Whittemore wrote. “Some sacrifice of self is in order.” 

This he resolved to do. Thus, Master Whittemore decided to quit teaching 

and go back to the sea to sing a different tune. He sat in his rocking chair 

staring in his little white-walled room, staring at the lone lamp burning whale 

oil, at the flame from the wick flickering erratically due to the breeze from the 

cracked window. “No, the flame won’t go out yet,” he thought. “Not before I 

walk into the jaws of the great fish!” 

Master Whittemore sipped from a brandy tumbler and wrote in his diary 

that the sea was the only place he could truly feel happy and free even though 

he only felt that way in the beginning, before working on slave ships, when he 

first became a sailor on merchant's vessels, and before he felt the stain of 

slavery on his conscience. Even then he was not happy. He was young, lonely, 

and looking to find a place in the world. As a young boy, he dreamed of life on 

the sea, seeing foreign lands where few people visit and penetrating the 

mysteries it contained. He was looking for a nobility of existence that he had 

read about and been told about in English churches but which he had never 

found. Now as he wrote he realized he had never found it because he had never 
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tried to create it. “Man must rise above his own mediocrity, greed, selfishness, 

and his callousness to see his natural nobility,” he wrote. 

Master recalled the dark, balmy, lonely Atlantic nights walking the deck 

pondering the great, moonless, starlit sky and having his thoughts interrupted 

by a cough or a sneeze or a groan from below deck. It was never a perfect 

harmony. Grim facts always held him in their grip. He would stay up late to 

watch the ocean by night, alone on the deck except for the night watchman and 

the helmsman. He enjoyed watching the ship tossing and slicing through the 

white foam. Sometimes he had the watch. The crews on the various ships that 

master sailed generally tolerated him but maintained a distance. Few knew 

him. He was aloof and had a forbidden aspect. 

What the crew liked about the master was that each Sunday in his 

sermons on the open deck with the slaves below in chains, master absolved 

them of any sin in being slavers and in fact he relegated them and the 

institution of slavery to a high status; told them that they were performing a 

higher calling; that indeed they were God’s maritime soldiers who were building 

a higher civilization that would be dominated by the natural superiority of the 

Englishman, and their northern European brothers and sisters with their 

“great American experiment.” 

Slaves were born to be slaves and the crew was not responsible for them 

in any way, the master told them. Most of them believed him and they 

performed their duties more conviction and fewer scruples after each sermon. 

Whittemore, however, became ill after each sermon. He wanted to believe 

his own message but he never could. Sometimes after giving a sermon - once, 

he had to stop in the middle - he would rush toward the stern and vomit over 

the side. They said it was seasickness and that’s what he told himself it was. A 

physician had said it was seasickness.  

But the master slowly saw a direct connection between what he said in 

his sermons and the food he vomited into the sea. 

Unmarried, childless, and with few relatives Master Whittemore had 

drifted into the realm of the missionary. He was not a preacher connected with 

any established church. He would refer to his following as "The Church of the 

Deep" or "The Church of the High Seas" which would draw ridicule from the 

crew but who nevertheless looked forward to hearing his sermons on Sunday 

mornings. 

On one particularly balmy Caribbean night far from any coast, 

Whittemore leaned over the bowsprit to contemplate the open sea and the 

freedom he felt. Confined by ship walls fore and aft and port and starboard, he 

still felt his mind move into the boundless moonlit sea, a shimmering 



waterscape, as the ship tossed against waves of white foam while slicing 

through the black water and white crests. He thought of the slaves' condition. 

He considered that he was confined in a tiny craft upon the great ocean but 

still had access to the infinite, to the stars and night sky, and to the vast 

ocean.  

Whittemore wondered if they had access to the infinite while chained in 

the hold, groveling, starving perhaps, sick, and immobile with no prospect of 

coming topside at will to see for themselves the wide-open expanse of the sea. 

He had the vast ocean and infinite silence tinted with whispering trade winds 

and delicate breezes on the face, and the soft whooshing of water lapping the 

bow and splashing along the port and starboard sides. He wondered about 

them but dared not let his mind focus on them long. It was their fate and there 

was nothing that could be done about it, he reasoned. 

“I have my fate, they theirs,” the Master told himself whenever he 

thought about their condition.  

Some of them were even free men, he knew, although all had been free 

men at some point unlike many of the Negroes who grew up in the southern 

states who were born into slavery as their parents were plantation slaves. But 

it wasn’t he who took them into captivity; wasn’t he who paid the stalkers to 

seize them in the middle of the night while leaving a bar in Kingston, free 

English citizens suddenly waylaid as they stumbled away from The Whalebone 

Inn where rum ran too free that night perhaps. They were gagged, beaten into 

submission, chained, then pushed into a carriage, the driver having been paid 

handsomely for the short trip to the bay while customs agents were paid to 

look the other way. The driver, a middle-aged man who liked to sing as he 

drove, asked no questions but made enough money from the slavers that he 

was able to purchase a second and then a third carriage over time. But others 

also profited, although indirectly - the wheelwright, the blacksmith, the tanner, 

the stable keeper and of course the carriage manufacturer. It seemed that 

everybody somehow was tied into the trade. 

The driver was merely at the end of the line, Whittemore told himself in 

those self-delusional days. “T’wasn’t the driver who seized them," he thought. 

"T'wasn't the wheelwright, nor the tanner, nor the carriage maker, nor me. The 

cooper makes the barrel for the rum and the rum-maker fills it to quench our 

thirst at sea. And so, can they bear any responsibility? Certainly not! It is their 

fate alone and I cannot torture myself about them because they’re not my 

concern. My part in this drama is infinitesimally small.” 

Still, Whittemore considered that “they” were “down there” in the 

darkness, the filth, and the stale air while he was topside enjoying the 

benevolent sea. If he chose to do so he could jump over the side and swim until 



he could swim no more or until some sea creature ate him. He had choices 

even aboard this slave vessel where he worked as boatswain’s mate and as 

ship's parson when there was a need. 

And Whittemore knew that his sermons to the crew about the positive 

morality of slavery enabled his shipmates to do their job performing this nasty 

business of slavery. That knowledge the Master could not shake. 

Born in Bristol, England, he was orphaned as a young boy and sent to 

live with his uncle who was part owner in a fleet of slave ships. Although 

slavery had been abolished in Britain, the uncle and his associates couldn’t 

resist the enormous profits the trade offered and thus he became an 

undisclosed owner in the corporation which was based in Trinidad and 

operated on the surface in the coffee, sugar and rum trade. The company also 

had offices in Jamaica and other islands. The ship was loaded with those 

commodities by day and Negroes by night to keep a low profile. Master 

Whittemore worked on the slave ships for three years and, had he remained 

under a captain’s tutelage and his uncle’s control, he would have captained his 

own ship in two more years. But the twenty-six-year-old Whittemore had been 

oppressed with the voyages, by the smell coming from the iron grates in the 

deck that ventilated the slave quarters below; he hated looking at them, 

thinking about them, but most of all he hated them because they reminded 

him of his sin. They made him feel constrained even at night when he was on 

watch or trying to reflect upon his life as he contemplated the beauty of the 

sea. It was a profitable but unsavory business - this trafficking in human 

cargo. He couldn’t shake the feeling of disgust and couldn’t decide whether it 

was disgust with them or disgust with himself. He became sicker. He himself 

felt enslaved and felt he had to rid himself of this feeling at all costs. 

After the ship docked and unloaded in Charleston Harbor on June 1, 

1857, the master happened to see an advertisement in the local newspaper 

calling for a teacher to be hired who could “teach reading and writing to twelve 

of the town’s poor working parents who, “in total”, can pay only four dollars a 

week.” He had accepted a teaching contract.  

But now he decided he would give up that life and drift again out to sea. 

  



  

Chapter 42 Joining the Merchant Service 
 

he master went home to pack his possessions and outfit his sea trunk, 

unused since his days before the mast on the slave ship, Diana, which, 

under false pretenses, flew the American flag. 

International trading of slaves had been banned on American ships in 

the year 1807. But slave trading on the high seas persisted and some ships 

were hunted down and boarded by British and American officials - the crew 

and captain arrested for engaging in the trade. The ten sections of the 1807 act 

of the American Congress promoted by President Thomas Jefferson were 

designed to eliminate all American participation in the trade. Section 1 set the 

tone. After January 1, 1808, it would "not be lawful to import or bring into the 

United States or the territories thereof from any foreign kingdom, place, or 

country, any negro, mulatto, or person of color, with intent to hold, sell, or 

dispose of such [person] ... as a slave, to be held to service or labor." The act 

provided an enormous penalty — up to $20,000 — for anyone building a ship 

for the trade or fitting out an existing ship to be used in the trade. A related act 

in 1820 made slave trading 'piracy' and the penalty for piracy was death. 

Penalties for participating in the trade after the 1807 act varied. 

American citizens were subject to fines of up to $10,000 and jail terms of no 

less than five years and no more than ten years. Ships of any nation found in 

American ports or hovering off the American coast with Africans on them could 

be seized and forfeited, with the captain facing a $10,000 fine and up to four 

years in prison. Any American who purchased an illegally imported slave would 

lose that slave and be fined $8,000 for every one purchased. The law allowed 

the United States Navy to intercept ships involved in the illegal trade. It also 

required ships legally transporting slaves from one part of the nation to 

another (the domestic slave trade remained legal until 1865) to register their 

passengers with port authorities before commencing their voyage.  

The law certainly had teeth. Fines under the statute were enormous, and 

the potential jail time was surely enough to discourage most slave smugglers. 

Moreover, for the Jefferson administration, which never much liked federal 

power, this act constituted a huge grant of power to the national government. 

Had Congress provided sufficient funding to enforce the law, it would surely 

have closed the trade. Funding would, however, be problematic until the Civil 

War. 
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Be that as it may, Master Whittemore left us with a measure of respect 

for him that we never had before - something in him had changed and so we 

had changed how we saw him. It wasn't a gradual change. No, it came upon us 

suddenly when this mysterious man just quit being our teacher after three 

years. Who would be our teacher now? It would be a long while before we got 

another one. Most of us would instead go to work in the market stalls or on the 

farms or join the Confederate army when war arrived. 

When Jack heard the story of master’s abrupt departure he seemed 

stunned. Rather than joke about it or revel in triumph, Jack looked 

disappointed - even sad. He suddenly got quiet, then finally said he wanted to 

go to sea too, that he had to get away from Charleston. We were nearing 15 

years old now and it was time for both of us, Jack said, to stop playing 

childhood games like the Midnight Raiders. 

“It’s time we strike out on our own,” Jack said. “Let’s join the merchant 

service! What in tarnation do we want to stay in Charleston all our lives for? 

There’s so much a'goin' on in the world outside. Let’s head out to the deep blue 

sea!” Jack said. 

“I don’t want to go with you,” I asserted. “I like it fine here. I won’t go.” 

“Look,” said Jack, “we just need to go for six months or a year. We just 

need a paper a'sayin' we’re sixteen. Com’on! We’ll do what we always said we 

were going to do-go out on the high seas seeking adventure in foreign ports. I’ve 

been up and down the rivers a hundred times and we learned so much in the 

last six months. I’m ready for more of the same and for somethin' bigger,” said 

Jack. 

“My parents will never let me go - I got to get me an education,” I 

protested.” 

“What better school is there than the deep blue sea and a'goin' to foreign 

ports - Spain, Portugal, India, Cuba, and Jamaica?" he said. "Get me some of 

them good ole Cuban cigars. Relax on the beaches; get some of that Jamaican 

rum everyone says is so good; sailing on a fast clipper through the Cape of 

Good Hope. What else could ya ask for, tell me? We just write our parents a 

note a'sayin’ we’ve joined the merchant service and will return within six 

months. We leave at the last minute so they don’t have time to stop us.” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think it would be a lot more difficult a life than 

you make it out to be.” 

“Com’on! You don’t have no teacher now anyway so you’ll just have to 

work in the fields a'pickin' cotton along the river alongside the darkies if you 

don’t come with me. I thought we were going to always stick together. Besides, 

we’ll have a teacher with us if my plan goes off like I hope it will,” Jack said. 



“What do you mean? I asked. “You’re joking - not Master Whittemore?” 

“Why not? I said I’d be back when he started treating us better,” Jack 

replied. 

“How would we do that and I thought you hated his guts?” I said. 

“I did. But he’s different now - not such a bonehead,” Jack said. “And I 

want to know what he’s up to. He will be so shocked to see us on the same sea 

voyage as he is undertaking. Let’s do it! Let’s follow him to see what ship he’s 

a’gonna go on and we’ll sign to the same ship.” 

“What if it’s a slaver?” I asked. 

“Won’t be no slaver,” Jack said. “And, if it is, I have a feelin' master will 

be a’spreadin' abolitionist talk. He’s a'turnin’ into a damn abolitionist Yankee!” 

“But you’re an abolitionist yourself,” I said teasingly. 

“Yeah right,” Jack said. “I don’t want the slaves to be slaves but I don’t 

think they should be freed all at once neither.” 

  



 

  

Chapter 43 Signing Up  
 

he very next day Jack and I watched Master Whittemore leave his house 

carrying a large sea trunk that threatened to overpower him and 

plummet him and the trunk to the ground. But he made it, after several 

rests, to the harbor a half mile away and onto a three-mast schooner one of the 

fastest ships back in that day. Men were loading bales of tobacco for the trip to 

wherever she was going. The ship's beam was about twenty feet and its length 

about 100 feet in length. It had a draft of about feet. 

We watched master go onto it after receiving a smile and a nod from the 

watchman. Five minutes later master waved to the watch who waved back and 

he exited the ship. The name painted on the side was, “Helena.” 

A crew member working on the loading docks told Jack he thought they 

would be heading for Cuba but nothing had been announced yet. Nobody knew 

where the ship would be going. 

“This is perfect!” said Jack, after finding out its possible destination. 

“Let’s go see the captain,” Jack said. “Just remember kiddie, we’re both sixteen 

and we both have experience on the rivers.” 

“You sure you want to do this?” I asked. 

“Com’on son! This is going to be the biggest adventure we’ve ever had!” 

Jack asserted. 

“You there! Boys! What’cha doin' hangin' around my dock? Get on with 

ya!” said the leathery-faced man whose gray beard and long unkempt salt and 

pepper-colored hair was blowing in the breeze, his oil-stained, three-cornered 

hat slightly tipped to the side. “We got work to do! Off with ya!” the man said 

while blowing a lung-full of tobacco smoke our way. His fingers that held the 

long corn cob pipe had dirt under all fingernails that looked like they are been 

chewed down to the fingertips.  

“We need to see the captain!” said Jack. 

“Captain ain’t seein' nobody, whippersnapper! He’s getting ready to ship 

out,” said the man. 

“Not here? We want to sign up to work on the ship. We both be able-

bodied seamen," Jack said. 
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The man exhaled bluish smoke again, then spat off the deck into the 

green water. He laughed hoarsely but heartily, then spat again into the water. 

“Ye two young squirts are barely off your mothers’ tits. Now beat it before I 

have my mate here throw you off!” 

“Let’s go,” I said. 

“Look!” said Jack “I want to see the captain. You can’t just get rid of me 

like I’m a nobody. I’m a seaman through and through!” 

“You’re looking at him!” the man said. 

“Oh, I thought so, sir," Jack said. "Please give us a chance sir.” 

“You’re too young, whippersnapper!” said the Captain. 

“No, we’re both nearly seventeen,” said Jack. “And we can tie down any 

ship, we have experience, lots, on the big riverboats, and we can paint real 

good, better than most, and we can get into tiny spaces where most able-

bodied seamen can’t, cuz they aren't as able-bodied as us.” 

“You’ll have to show more reason than that for me to go ahead and hire 

two young green pipsqueaks. How do you stand on abolitionism? I mean, do 

you think the darkies should be freed?” said the captain. 

“Well, that’s a hard question," said Jack. "They should be freed but not 

all at the same time. My own view, sir, is I guess that’s a matter for the 

authorities to sort out. I’m looking for adventure and experience - not much of 

anything else.” 

“How ‘bout you, pipsqueak? You look to me like a nigger lover. You 

wanna free the slaves, boy?” he said to me. 

“Well, you have that wrong, Captain!” What is your name, good sir?" I 

said. 

"Pendleton. Captain Pendleton to you, young squirts," said the captain. 

"So, tell me how ye stand on abolition?" he asked. 

"Sooner or later they’ll be freed, probably, but it doesn’t preoccupy me as 

it does some,” I said. "I don't get much involved in politics. I mean, not in that 

kind of politics." 

"What kind of politics then," Pendleton said. 

"No kind," I said, thinking I just put my foot in my mouth. 

"You said you don't get involved in that kind of politics like you do get 

involved in other kinds. What kind?" said Pendleton. 

"I told you, sir, no kind," I said. 



"I don't believe you, pipsqueak. Don’t think so boys,” said the captain. 

"Now get the hell off my dock!" 

“Oh, come on man,” Jack said. “Let us go and we’ll give you our first 

week’s pay. We’ll work for nothing!” 

"What are you, crazy?" I said. "I'm not working for him for nothing!" 

“Hmm, a bargaining man, eh?” Captain Pendleton said to Jack. “And an 

enterprising one. You be bribing me, boy? What else can you do, young man?” 

“I can tie up any ship in record time and I know I could pilot them too if 

given half a chance. I’ve been up and down the rivers a hundred times at least I 

want a chance to prove myself!” 

“How you about following orders?” the captain said. 

“You won’t find any more reliable or loyal,” said Jack. “We will jump 

when you say jump and walk when you say walk. We very dependable. Why 

Captain Bollings on the barge I worked on last winter said we were the best 

workers he’d ever had on his ship and he liked us so much that he offered to 

give us a $20 gold each if we stayed but we told him we were a'goin' travelin' 

the high seas so we had to refuse,” Jack lied. 

“Well, he thought you were that good, eh? You’re not a'pullin' the wool 

over this ole salt's eyes, now would you be?” the captain said. 

“Not at all, Captain Pendleton," said Jack. 

“Hmm. A free week with no pay then, huh boys? Yeah? You too, 

pipsqueak? Come to my cabin below then, boys! We'll sign you up maybe,” the 

captain said. 

It was a small but comfortable space with rough pine board walls. He sat 

at a small desk that had nothing on top but pen and fountain bottle half-full of 

ink. 

“Can you fight if you have to? That’s what I want to know? Can you fight 

on our side,” said the captain “if, for instance, there was a revolt? On this here 

ship my crew earns a hefty piece of change - pays better than any ship in the 

harbor, I can tell ye.  You won't be beaten or badly disciplined on my ship like 

you would be on most any other similar vessel for breaking rules. But that 

means that, if you come sail with me, you will be sworn to keep secret our 

activities - completely secret. You do not even talk about them among 

yourselves. Going to sea can be a dirty business, lads. And you will have to get 

your hands dirty.  That I can tell you. Are you sure you want to commit?” 

“I am,” said Jack. 

“Me too,” I said wondering how dirty could it get out in the deep blue sea. 



“But I can tell from fifty feet away from you, sonny boy,” the captain told 

me, “that you don’t have an ounce of salt in your whole body. You ain’t never 

even been on the rivers in ships,” the captain said. 

“I can cook and I know how to mend canvass real fast,” I said. “And I’ve 

canoed the rivers lots of times.” 

“We go together,” Jack said. 

“Cook, eh?” 

“Yeah, I can do that.” 

“Well, let's see, we might use a second cook on the return voyage - we’ll 

be havin' some guests from the Guinea coast and we’ll need a second cook to 

attend to their needs,” captain said. “What do you cook, boy?” 

“Um, most anything - hot cakes, fried dough, cupcakes and fish chowder. 

Anything really. Fried and boiled fish with mushrooms if they are available. I 

make great desserts if you'll be getting fruit." 

“Well you won’t have to cook up anything too fancy!” the captain said. 

“Don’t take the job if you are not positive you can do it and furthermore that 

you want to do it. We’re also bringin' back some African animals. And you, 

Jack, is it?” 

You’ll have to feed and water the animals and try to keep some level of 

sanitariness down in the hold where they’ll be living for six weeks. Ever hold a 

dead animal?” said the captain. 

“Of course, I have,” Jack answered. “Lots of times.” 

“We’ll. Nothing counts so much on this kind of voyage as experience. Let 

me think on it tonight. Come and see me tomorrow first light," said the captain. 

“Sir, we know you’re shipping out tonight,” I said, “so who is trying to 

pull the wool over whose eyes?” 

“Hmm. I see you have got an ear for news. And a mouth full of lip at that! 

But you’re bold kid. I like that. Yes, boldness can be a good thing at sea. Might 

need a pair of eyes and ears. But we do seem to have a pair of loose lips 

aboard. We’ll need some good ears? What do you say to that?” said the captain. 

“Sure. Ain’t nobody more qualified than us for that task sir. Nobody. 

We’re the best at sneaking around," Jack said. 

“Are you now? Question is, whose side would ye be sneaking around for? 

Tell you what? Tell me who told you we’re sailing tonight and you can sign on 

right away.” 



“Sir, we overheard a coachman on Meetinghouse Street say your ship 

was heading out to sea tonight. That's why we be here now. We want to ship 

out now, not next month," said Jack. 

“A likely story, yes sir, a likely one at that. A coachman! You boys should 

know that I’m not the kind of captain you should fool with. I run a tight ship 

and either you’re with me or you’re against me. And you don’t want to be 

against me! Well, boys, you’re probably protecting him - one of the crew who 

told you when we’re shipping out, that is - but at least it shows a kind of 

loyalty that isn’t wholly objectionable. Here are your shipping contracts - read 

and sign at the bottom. I’ll have my chief mate witness the signatures. We’ll be 

gone about four months, maybe as much as six - certainly no more than that. 

You’ll be informed of our first destination tomorrow after we’ve made the 

Atlantic. After you sign, I want you to help that man down there with the green 

pants load the rest of those bales. He’ll show you what to do. You'll get a partial 

payment before we go into ports but most of your pay you'll get when we get 

back here to Charleston. Show any disloyalty to me or our mission and you can 

kiss your final pay goodbye. Got it? By the way, we ship in four hours so move 

your bones, lads. Get a move on.” 

  



 

  

Chapter 44 Leaving Home 
 

e hurried down off the ladder onto the docks and let the dock hand 

know we were to help him. The tall, muscular sailor cast a quick 

glance up at the captain who nodded his assent. “Tie these here like 

this and up they go,” he said. 

After we loaded the bales of cotton, indigo, tobacco, and hemp we had to 

start loading the various stores - vegetables for the first two weeks, fruit, rice, 

wheat, dried beef, and water. The captain had a rule - no consumption of 

alcohol until we reached the islands. We didn’t know specifically where but the 

mate said Cuba “more an likely” in his terse way. 

We walked home along Meetinghouse Street hoping not to encounter 

Master Whittemore who may begin to ask questions we didn’t want to answer 

yet. It was strange walking home through winding dirt streets you’ve called 

home most of your life and never payin' much attention to. But now they were 

already looking like old friends. I was having second thoughts. I wanted to go 

but part of me wanted to remain. I was afraid. I guess that’s how it always 

goes. Nothing’s ever quite as agreeable as you hoped. Jack ran home and told 

me to meet him at the ship in three hours - eight o’clock. I left my family my 

note on the red kitchen table with partially under the vase of flowers. It simply 

said, 

“Good-bye, mom and dad. Thanks for taking care of me but Jack and I are 

going to sea on a big merchant ship. Don’t worry. Will be back in six months, 

maybe earlier. Master Whittemore will be on the same ship. He doesn’t know 

we’re coming yet. It’s a surprise. He had already signed up. So, we’ll still be able 

to get our education. Oh, Jack and I will take good care of each other.  See you in 

six months.” 

Love, 

Jeremy” 
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Chapter 45 Shipping Out 
 

hat night the ship pulled away from the wharf, out past Fort Sumpter, 

then left the harbor and made its way out into the Atlantic toward the 

south. There was a good breeze as we made our way against the Gulf 

Stream. It was six o’clock in the evening and the sun was going down in the red 

and turquoise-streaked, August sky. The captain then announced that the ship 

would not be stopping until Kingston, Jamaica, about two weeks away. We 

would learn the second destination only after we left that Carribean island 

where we would dock for three days. 

We stayed below deck getting our quarters in order and securing the 

remaining provisions that were still being loaded down from the main deck. 

Everything had to be tied down. We had not seen Master Whittemore who had 

been made the night deck officer by Captain Pendleton. He was asleep in a 

hammock on the main deck at the bow and was assigned to the midnight to 

nine A.M. shift. Whittemore had requested it. 

We found him that night - about ten o’clock - staring serenely out to sea 

at the bow, the water slapping below the ship as it sliced through the choppy 

water, the moonlight softly playing along the water for as far as the eye could 

see - roughly seven miles to the horizon depending upon what height you were 

at. Seven miles in any direction; nothing but water, night sky, the moon and 

our ship unless you consider the vast array of ocean life beneath the surface. It 

was Jack’s idea to surprise him. We wondered if he’d be glad to see us. After 

all, we would be together for at least four months. 

When Jack and I approached he was smoking his pipe while leaning over 

the gunwale on the starboard side. 

“Hello, thar, Master Whittemore! What are you doing so far from shore? 

Going fishing?” asked Jack cheerily, slapping Master Whittemore on the 

shoulder. Master turned. His mouth hung wide open. “What the devil! Boys! 

What are you doing here? How did they ever allow children to sign on for this 

sorry adventure? I cannot believe it! I’ll never be rid of either of you now!” the 

master said. 

Jack laughed and said, “Nope. You’re stuck with us now!” He reached 

over and shook master’s hand heartily. 

T 



I said it was Jack’s idea that we go to sea after I had told him master was 

quitting his calling for teaching. I said we followed him to and from the docks 

and found the ship he had signed on with, and we simply signed on with the 

same schooner. 

“But why do you remark that it’s a sorry adventure?” I asked. 

“This here boys is a slave ship - a real slaver whose captain and crew 

hide their real purpose in the port when the public and the customs people are 

sniffing around. This here ship is likely going to Africa or Cuba or both before 

we’re through. You young fools. I'm flabbergasted. Why would you want to do 

such a foolish thing? And not even knowing it's a slave ship." 

"We just a'followed you, Master Whittemore," said Jack. "We just felt 

sorry 'bout everthin', and you seemed so hurt and alone. We wanted to go along 

to make sure you'd be okay." 

"Well, I was okay until you idiots showed up. Now I've got real problems 

and you've interfered with my plans," the master said. "Well, we must make the 

best of it now. I appreciate your concern but I wish you hadn't put your fool 

young lives in jeopardy. Listen, we are in big trouble. Don’t let anyone hear you 

talking about what I just told you. It’s not safe for you to know this. You could 

disappear overboard in the middle of the night and no-one will say you weren’t 

washed overboard. Take it from me, I’ve journeyed three long years on slavers. 

Keep your own counsel. Keep your thoughts to yourself about what this ship is 

about,” the master said. 

“But we thought the last place we’d see you on was a slaver,” Jack said. 

“I’d have never signed on to a slaver! Why a slaver?” 

“It’s my way of giving back something that I took from them when I was a 

mate and a preacher on this and similar vessels in the mid-fifties. I’ve come to 

set up a new church on the sea where I intend to disavow my past preaching 

that slavery was a blessed thing. No, I’ll tell them that we’re doing the work of 

the devil.” 

“Master you can’t tell them that. If this is a slave ship, they’ll dump you 

over the side!” I said. 

“They will have to commit murder, then, to shut me up for I intend to 

give my first sermon this Sunday - two days hence,” Master whispered. “You 

boys under no circumstances should let anyone aboard know that you know 

me. Keep your distance lads. Stay away from me for a spell. There will be spies 

everywhere on this godforsaken bucket. And keep your eyes and ears open. It is 

a violation of American and international laws of the sea to transport slaves so 

keep a good mental record of what you learn. And act as though you care hide 

nor hair if they’re transporting dark rum or dark people - at least until you get 



back to Charleston. Then you might file a complaint with the federal 

authorities against the owners and crew of this ship. And if I turn out to be 

missing, it won’t be because I got washed overboard, believe me. It will be 

because I was pushed over. I will write you a letter to that effect. Keep it to 

yourselves until the time is right.” 

“Master, you’re not thinking right,” I said “You must not give such an 

abolitionist sermon on this ship - that would be sheer craziness. The captain 

won’t allow you to talk the crew into not doing their duty. You could be hung 

for disobeying him on the high seas, especially seeing that he will say you were 

causing a mutiny. Don’t do it, sir,” I pleaded. 

“A man must do what he has to do,” Master Whittemore said. “And I have 

to do this. But tell me boys, why? I don’t get it. You never wanted me in 

Charleston as your teacher. Why, all of a sudden, are you following me across 

the ocean?” 

I replied, “We were always fighting against you but we saw a different 

person the day you gave your quitting speech. On that last day, the class saw 

something good about you that they really hadn’t seen before but always 

wanted to see. So, I told Jack and we decided we had better go on your ship as 

any other because we were going to sea, anyway. At least we can all watch out 

for one another.” 

“’Tis a dangerous enterprise you young fools have found yourself engaged 

in. Don’t slip up and don’t - I repeat - don’t let on that you know me. Now go 

and let’s have no familiarity with one another unless it is late at night here on 

deck or until we reach land.” 

“But what’s the point of giving a sermon against slave trading when 

everyone on this bucket except us will just laugh at you. They will all be paid 

handsomely for their dirty work,” I said. “There’s no use trying to convert these 

fallen souls. They’re already dead men doing dead men’s work.” 

“A wise assessment, no doubt. But the word must be spoken and then 

they cannot hide from their guilt and they won’t have a rubber-stamp preacher 

to feed their delusion that it’s a valiant thing to help build the slave society. 

They’re expecting a sermon that will encourage them in their evil deeds 

because they’ve been told that’s what I once did on other ships,” the master 

said. "They'll get the truth instead." 

Together over the next hour we silently contemplated what had happened 

and we were just now realizing the big mistake we had made coming aboard 

this ship. And big trouble loomed on the dark horizon. I began to wish I was 

back home in my bed and that I had not listened to Jack. We could not turn 

around now. It was at least a four-month commitment. 



The big three-mast schooner headed deeper into the silvery Atlantic, our 

souls merging with the infinite as the ship’s bow slowly rose up on the port side 

and fell to starboard. We feared for Master Whittemore. 
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