
 "Well, my boy,
how do you feel
now?" said Burch,
as he entered
through the open
door. I replied that
I was sick, and
inquired the cause
of my
imprisonment. He
answered that I
was his slave—
that he had bought
me, and that he
was about to send
me to
New-Orleans. I
asserted, aloud
and boldly, that I
was a freeman—a
resident of
Saratoga, where I
had a wife and
children, who
were also free,
and that my name
was Northup. I
complained
bitterly of the
strange treatment I
had received, and
threatened, upon
my liberation, to
have satisfaction
for the wrong. He
denied that I was

free, and with an emphatic oath, declared that I came from Georgia. Again and again I asserted I
was no man's slave, and insisted upon his taking off my chains at once. He endeavored to hush
me, as if he feared my voice would be overheard. But I would not be silent, and denounced the
authors of my imprisonment, whoever they might be, as unmitigated villains. Finding he could
not quiet me, he flew into a towering passion. With blasphemous oaths, he called me a black liar,
a runaway from Georgia, and every other profane and vulgar epithet that the most indecent fancy
could conceive.
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…Never have I seen  an
exhibition of intense,
unmeasured, and unbounded
grief, as when Eliza was parted
from her child. She broke from
her place in the line of women,
and rushing down where Emily
was standing, caught her in her
arms…Freeman sternly ordered
her to be quiet, but she did not
heed him. He caught her by the
arm and pulled her rudely, but
she only clung the closer to the
child. Then, with a volley of
great oaths, he struck her such a
heartless blow, that she staggered
backward, and was like to fall.
Oh! how piteously then did she
beseech and beg and pray that
they might not be separated.
Why could they not be
purchased together? Why not let
her have one of her dear
children? "Mercy, mercy,
master!" she cried, falling on her
knees. "Please, master, buy
Emily. I can never work any if
she is taken from me: I will die."

Finally, after much more
of supplication, the purchaser of
Eliza stepped forward, evidently
affected, and said to Freeman he
would buy Emily, and asked him
what her price was.
        "What is her price? Buy
her?" was the responsive
interrogatory of Theophilus Freeman. And instantly answering his own inquiry, he added, "I
won't sell her. She's not for sale."
        The man remarked he was not in need of one so young—that it would be of no profit to
him, but since the mother was so fond of her, rather than see them separated, he would pay a
reasonable price. But to this humane proposal Freeman was entirely deaf. He would not sell her
then on any account whatever. There were heaps and piles of money to be made of her, he said,



when she was a few years older. There were men enough in New-Orleans who would give five
thousand dollars for such an extra, handsome, fancy piece as Emily would be.
…Finally, Freeman, out of patience, tore Emily from her mother by main force, the two clinging
to each other with all their might.
        "Don't leave me, mama—don't leave me," screamed the child, as its mother was pushed
harshly forward; "Don't leave me—come back, mama," she still cried, stretching forth her little
arms imploringly. But she cried in vain. Out of the door and into the street we were quickly
hurried. Still we could hear her calling to her mother, "Come back—don't leave me—come back,
mama," until her infant voice grew faint and still more faint, and gradually died away as distance
intervened, and finally was wholly lost.
        Eliza never after saw or heard of Emily or Randall. Day nor night, however, were they ever
absent from her memory. In the cotton field, in the cabin, always and everywhere, she was
talking of them—often to them, as if they were actually present. Only when absorbed in that
illusion, or asleep, did she ever have a moment's comfort afterwards.
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