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ESCAPE 

Those who have seen quadroons and octoroons will remember their peculiar style of 

beauty, the rich olive tint of the complexion, the large bright eyes, the perfect 

features, and the long wavy black hair. A hundred romantic associations and 

mysterious fancies clustered around that class in the South, owned, as they often 

were, by their own fathers and sold by them.—The Story of Jane 
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In 1806, there was no longer the fear of sudden attack by Indian raiding 

parties, the smashing of babies’ heads and the loss of womenfolk to the savage 



hinterlands. The Delawares and the Mingos, not without apprehension that 

certain whites might massacre them on a whim, lived along the river in peace 

with the whites. Thus, despite an oppressive shadow cast over Brown’s Island 

by the steep hills on both sides of the river, Sarah felt safe from the brutality in 

those hills—the drunken rampages of the foul-mouthed, unpredictable youths 

and their indulgent fathers. Sometimes, though, she would imagine rapacious 

eyes watching her on the island as if waiting for an unguarded moment to 

attack. 

Sarah Kinney was sixteen years old. As she watched the sun break through the 

dawn, lighting the spring air as if with invisible tinsel, this day seemed the 

most important in her life. She had fed the farm slaves their morning meal 

when she saw the sun from the kitchen window and sensed a power that spoke 

through nature: the surrounding forests and hills and in the great sugar trees 

covering the northern part of her island, where she wandered in the hour or 

two that she had free of her chores every week. From the window, she watched 

the Ohio River sweeping by to those far-off places like New Orleans that she 

imagined she would never see. 

She thought of her mother Molly Kinney, a mulatto slave of Colonel Richard 

Brown, who died giving birth to her in 1790, and tried to picture her from her 

sisters’ descriptions. Her sister Fanny, who was born on the journey from 

Maryland to Virginia six years earlier, was eventually sold to Dick Dawson, a 



free colored man living in Wellsburg, the seat of Hancock County, Virginia, a 

few miles down- stream. Sarah’s oldest sister, Nell, became personal attendant 

to Mrs. Honor Brown. The Colonel gave Sarah to his house slaves to raise.

At six, Sarah understood that she was a slave. The abject obedience of the 

blacks transferred a fear into her at the same time that the superior attitude of 

the whites raised a wall of rejection against her. She also learned the 

difference between a house slave and a field slave but did not fully understand 

her position until Nell told her that the master was their father. She knew a 

kind of affection from the Colonel, who would pat her on the head at times and 

call her a pretty girl.

Once she overheard the Colonel defending the need for slaves with his brother 

Hugh, who believed that owning slaves was not Christian. The Colonel enlisted 

slaves for the rebel army in the Revolutionary War on the promise of freedom 

after the War, which, he admitted, caused him the occasional prick of 

conscience when he knew that such freedom was illusory in a slave state like 

Virginia.

Sarah remembered her childhood on this little Island, about three miles long in 

the Ohio River between Virginia and Ohio, the games played with the children 

of the slaves who lived in huts near the house, and the wild boy George Brown, 

Hugh’s son and the Colonel’s nephew, who swam across to the island with 

Indian boys from Ohio to mix in their games. Sarah liked George, who was two 



years younger, because he acted so free in everything he did, and, unlike 

Colonel Brown’s white children, he treated her as a friend. 

Most of Colonel Brown’s slaves worked for his white family in Hollidays Cove on 

the Virginia side of the river, but they were few relative to the numbers owned 

by his neighbors such as the Campbells, who had vast acres on the hillsides. 

Slaves were up before dawn working till after sunset, clearing timber and 

growing the crops that the flatboats would carry to points south in trade for 

manufactured goods and fine things like cloth and wine. Strikes of the whip and 

imprisonment in stockades were everyday reminders that they had no will 

other than that of their overseer. Sarah grew up hearing cries and screams for 

mercy every morning along the banks of the Ohio River. Fear of punishment and 

of the auction block in Wellsburg, where families were separated and sold to 

different parts of the country, kept slaves cowed. The trade on flatboats down 

the river gave the women hope that when boats stopped to pick up goods from 

Colonel Brown’s farm on the mainland, there was a stranger meant for them.

Henry Lewis was just such a stranger, but he did not come by boat. He walked 

out of the bush one day and asked Colonel Brown for work. He was a free 

Negro, he said. The Colonel, glad to get a strong, intelligent man in his 

twenties, who was willing to work for little more than his keep, sent him to 

supervise the slaves who were pulling boul- ders out of the shallow parts of the 

river and planting wheat and corn on the southern part of the island. He was 



even more pleased when Henry Lewis asked to marry his slave Sal, which was 

Sarah’s slave name.

Sarah liked Henry Lewis because, although his skin was dark, he was free and 

could look men in the eye. He was bold and wooed her like no other black man 

could. She found a new status with him—a hope for the future, a step towards 

freedom. Sarah was almost white because her mother Molly had been mulatto. 

Molly’s father had been white but because her mother was black, according to 

the law, she was a slave. White men on the frontier, who recognized practically 

no law, recognized that one. Their identity depended on it. 

“Penny for your thoughts,” Fanny said from behind her and giggled. 

Sarah turned to embrace her sister. “Oh Fanny, I want to thank God for this 

day!” 

“You’re a lucky one,” Fanny whispered. “You got a real man and he’s free. You 

got a chance with him as I always told you. Ma would have been proud.” 

The sisters tightened their embrace and then quickly let go afraid that 

someone would see them. 

Sarah had two dresses: one for everyday wear, which was ragged, and one for 

occasion, which she mended to look good. As she put on her good dress and 



tidied her hair, she thought of the hut she would move to that night. Recently 

built, it smelt of pine. Henry put in a wooden floor, which distinguished it from 

the others of hard earth. Fanny helped her decorate it with colored cloth that 

the Colonel gave her and some chairs and a table where she could prepare and 

set out meals. Henry could afford to buy food in addition to what field hands 

received. Most of his money, he said, he was saving to buy Sarah’s freedom.

In mid-morning, she and Fanny stepped into a rowboat sent by the Colonel to 

bring them to the main farmhouse. The Colonel’s oldest slave took this duty 

seriously and tried not to smile at the excited whispering of the girls. He 

helped them out of the rowboat with ceremonial precision and escorted them 

as if they were his daughters to the farm- house. Nell came running to them 

and embraced Sarah. 

“I saw Henry all spiffed up, looking real nice,” Nell said, “He’s gone ahead with 

Dick.” 

Sarah looked up at the house to see Mrs. Honor Brown and her two daughters 

watching from an upper window. The Colonel, dressed in full military regalia 

and with the steel blue eyes of a commanding officer, walked from the house 

to a carriage with two horses waiting. The Colonel was in a good mood and 

joked with his son Richard, a tall man with a mild philosophical expression and 

twinkling green eyes. The son climbed into the wagon to take the reins and the 

Colonel sat beside him, adjusted his sword and nodded to his son, who drove to 



where the three sisters stood. The girls climbed into the back of the wagon 

where they sat on clumps of straw. 

“Alright Colonel, sir,” the old slave cried. “They’s all comfortable.” 

The wagon moved ahead and Sarah felt she was beginning a journey into a new 

life. As they passed through the Cove, Sarah waved at some of the coloreds 

whom she knew, and they waved excitedly back at her. Word had got round 

that she was being married this Saturday morning and some of her friends had 

made an effort to be on the streets to greet her. Hugh Laird was walking 

toward them along the river road and hailed the Colonel to stop. Hugh was the 

teacher in the Cove. Whoever was educated in these parts had gone to Laird’s 

school for a couple of years. The Colonel had invited Laird to teach his white 

children, and Hugh had enjoyed talking to the house servants whom he 

encountered, particularly Sarah, who, as he told the Colonel, would make a 

good student should he allow her to learn. The Colonel was reluctant to set a 

precedent and feared the criticism from his fellow settlers should he send 

Sarah to school. 

“You got one of my girls, there, have ya, Colonel?” Hugh said with a slight slur 

as he often began drinking in the morning, particularly on a Saturday morning. 

His hair was tossed by the wind off the water and his cheeks were ruddy. 



“Marriage day, Mr. Laird,” the Colonel said. “We’re late starting. Don’t want to 

delay Mr. Doddridge.” 

“What a beautiful day for it!” Hugh almost sang and reached into the wagon to 

clasp Sarah’s hand. “It’s a good omen, my dear. I wish you happiness.” 

Sarah gushed her thanks, and, as the wagon moved away, she looked at Laird 

standing in the road and watching them go, and she wondered why he had not 

married. 

When opposite Steubenville whose fort and houses they saw across the river, 

they turned inland through the thick forest over small rolling hills and into 

fertile valleys for three miles. St. John’s Episcopal Church stood in the centre 

of a long stretch of level ground. A simple log cabin, it served the Episcopalian 

community for miles around. It had been built by its very dedicated minister, 

Joseph Doddridge, who now approached the wagon when it stopped under one 

of the trees at the front of the Church. 

Doddridge was a tall, well-built man with fair complexion and black hair. The 

Colonel felt humbled in his presence because the man’s earnestness and 

devotion to the Christian message and his great learn- ing set him apart from 

other men. The fact that he became a medical doctor to support himself as a 

minister gave him added prestige in a community where most people were 

illiterate and blasphemous. 



While the Colonel’s son helped the women down from the wagon, the Colonel 

chatted with the Reverend. Doddridge’s sharp blue eyes seemed to pierce him 

as if searching for signs of failure, shortcomings, sins. But when the Reverend 

turned to greet Sarah and her sisters, his eyes glowed with compassion, and he 

held out his hands to Sarah. The Colonel recalled then how the Reverend hated 

slavery, and he felt uncomfortable. But the moment passed quickly as 

Doddridge told them that Henry and his best man were waiting in the church 

and strode away to prepare for the ceremony. 

Richard Brown Jr. accompanied Sarah’s sisters into the church where they 

waited by the open door. Sarah was alone with the Colonel now. She felt a 

sudden shyness and looked at the ground. The Colonel, resplendent in his 

uniform, had supreme power in her world. Only God was more powerful 

because God worked through nature whereas the Colonel worked directly 

through human beings. 

“You will make Henry a good wife, Sal, won’t you?” 

“Yes, sir.”

“You can cook as good as your mother.”

“Yes, sir.” 

“I loved your mother’s cooking,” he said in a rare outburst of affection. 



Sarah nodded and sensed that the Colonel was trying to express his connection 

to her, despite the law, the custom, the barrier between master and slave that 

stood between them. 

“You and your sisters are good girls,” the Colonel said reflectively. “I’m glad 

you got a good man who will care for you.” 

“Yes, sir, so am I,” Sarah smiled and looked up into the Colonel’s bearded face. 

His beard was flecked with white hair. 

Colonel Brown smiled at her and tightened his lips signifying he would say no 

more. Sarah listened to the birds singing in chorus all about them. It was God’s 

way of celebrating her marriage day, she thought. Hugh Laird was right about 

this being a glorious spring day. 

Richard Brown Jr. stepped from the Church and beckoned to them. The Colonel 

gave his arm to Sarah, and she, with mixed feelings of eagerness and 

trepidation, put her hand gently on his sleeve and walked with him into the 

little church. Her two sisters fell in behind her as the Colonel led her up the 

aisle to the altar where Henry in a suit and tie stood with Dick Dawson, a man 

of medium height slightly shorter than Henry and with light brown skin. Henry 

turned and his face lit up into a broad smile. Sarah thought she saw love in his 

deep brown eyes and took courage from his strength and assurance. 



The Reverend Doddridge glided in long strides to stand before them and began 

reading earnestly from a prayer book. Sarah let the words pass over her. She 

was too excited to concentrate on their mean- ing. She sensed only that they 

were meant for her. But she responded when she had to, and she felt the ring 

slip onto her finger, and she embraced Henry with a fervor that surprised even 

herself. Everyone smiled and the Reverend gave his blessing upon them. When 

the couple came to the register, Henry signed for them both, and Sarah made a 

small “x”. Then, they were back in the sunlight and riding alone over the hilly 

road in the one-horse shay that Henry borrowed from Dawson. The others 

followed at a distance. 

Henry happily joked with her over the responsibilities of marriage that the 

Reverend had impressed upon them, and she clapped at every point and 

repeated them and emphasized them and admonished him with impish humor 

to live up to them. 

When they got back to the Colonel’s homestead, they found a knot of people 

waiting for them at the servants’ quarters. To Sarah’s surprise, there was a 

feast laid out on a long table, which had been dragged from the kitchen onto 

the lawn. The Colonel’s neighbor, Mrs. Butler, stood beaming as she waited to 

receive them. Sarah fell into her arms in gratitude and Henry expressed his 

wonderment. When the Colonel’s party arrived, they sat in chairs near the 

table or stood eat- ing in small groups near-by. The Reverend Doddridge arrived 



on horseback and joined in the festivities in a jovial mood. Fanny was talking 

animatedly with Dick Dawson and her sister Nell. Mrs. Honor Brown came to 

congratulate Sarah and stood beside the Colonel chatting with the guests 

before leaving. There was no sign of her two daughters, not even at the 

windows of the house. Sarah had sensed their indifference and did not expect 

them to congratulate her. Richard Brown Jr. remained for a while and said 

good-bye to Sarah when he left. 

Sarah’s friend Mrs. Butler remarked how happy she looked; Mrs. Butler had 

encouraged her to marry Henry, a free Negro, because he could buy her 

freedom. Slavery happened to you whether you were white or black, whether 

you arrived as an indentured servant from Ireland to be bought from your ship’s 

captain and herded into the interior or you came from Africa to be sold on the 

auction block. As the settlements increased and the Indian threat disappeared, 

color would become more important as a mark of slavery. Sarah should be 

thankful, Mrs. Butler said, because she could pass for white in a world which 

was becoming more conscious of race. But she had to get her freedom. 

When Henry signaled with his eyes that they should depart, she and Mrs. Butler 

embraced. Sarah valued their friendship and at times marveled at it. Mrs. 

Butler was unique among “whites” because she accepted Sarah without 

reservation. 



Henry rowed Sarah back to the island. They entered their little hut, closed the 

door, and fell hungrily at one another. Sarah was no longer a simple slave girl. 

She was Mrs. Henry Lewis. 

2 

Sarah and Henry, happy in the first years of their marriage, worked hard, Sarah 

cooking for the Colonel’s family when they came to live on the island for the 

summer months and for the field hands the year round while Henry worked in 

the fields and crated goods to be shipped south and sometimes to the north as 

more and more foundries developed in Hollidays Cove. Henry felt more at home 

on the island than he had anywhere in his life. Being free, he could travel at 

will to neighboring towns and, sometimes, took Sarah. She noticed that he was 

uneasy on their trips to Wellsburg or over the river to Steubenville and Mingo 

town. For a long time he remained silent about his past and made only 

references to his work as a skilled artisan in Maryland. But after their son 

Henry Jr. was born a year into their marriage, he confessed that the welts on 

his back were not from fights but from the lash, the result of his first attempt 

to escape from a plantation in Kentucky. After three months he was forced by 



hunger to come out of the bush. He refused to let his spirit be broken by the 

whippings, the solitary confinement and the starvation diet. Eventually his 

owners saw that he was more valuable to them when working rather than 

smouldering with resentment in the stockades. His eyes fired with hatred as he 

recounted the brutal treatment meted out to the slaves for no known reason or 

offence. As he worked as a blacksmith and fashioner of farm equipment, he 

escaped most of the beatings, but he had to feign abject submission to avoid 

sudden and unpredictable savagery by the white overseers. By comparison, life 

on the Brown farm was paradisiacal. Henry swore that he would never again be 

a slave and asked Sarah to be vigilant. 

Sarah was devastated at first. All her high-flying expectations that some day 

Henry would set them up free and independent shriveled like a balloon. Worse, 

her newborn son was doomed to be a slave. For a week she went about in a 

gloomy state and avoided worried queries from her friends. Resentful at Henry 

for lying to her, she, nevertheless, became sympathetic and forgiving. She 

understood that he could not reveal his secret until he was certain of her. She 

loved him more now. Yet try as she would, she could not extinguish that slight 

pain of disappointment underlying her life from that moment. Their fate lay in 

the good graces of Colonel Brown more than ever. 

Henry reasoned that by hiding in a slave state he tricked his pursuers who 

would look for him in a free state like Ohio and Pennsylvania. As the years went 



by and Sarah gave birth to a girl, whom she called Molly after her mother, she 

persuaded herself that Henry was right. She let herself hope that Henry was 

free in fact if not in name, that he could establish himself as an independent 

settler like Dick Dawson and free her and their children. 

Henry proved to be good with horses and took care of the Colonel’s stables 

eventually, which meant that he worked less in the fields. He was reluctant to 

strike out on his own, however, and kept putting off the decision to leave 

Colonel Brown’s employ. Sarah also felt secure under the protection of the 

Colonel and did not want to challenge the ambivalence of her position lest her 

assumption that she might one day be really free was proven wrong. Contented 

with their life on the island, they raised their children with confidence that 

their basic needs would always be met. Life as an independent settler on a 

small piece of land was too precarious. Would the Colonel let her go in any 

case? Even if he were inclined to free her, his white family might persuade him 

against it. 

During the years that Sarah was raising her young children, George Brown 

stayed at the home of his cousin Richard Brown Jr., who lived a short way 

upriver from Brown’s Island while George attended Hugh Laird’s school in the 

Cove. Sarah was delighted to see George when he came to the island on 

occasion and reminisced with him about his wild young days. George was still 



fairly wild and spurned the religious practices of his father and uncle. He 

wanted a business career. 

The old Colonel spent more time in his island home in these years. His 

grandson, who lived with him, adopted the general attitude that slaves were 

not humans but things who were set on earth for the plea- sure of their 

masters. When the vicious treatment of a thirteen-year- old girl slave by her 

owners became known, causing widespread disgust throughout western 

Virginia, the grandson showed no pity for the brutalized dead girl. It was this 

attitude that offended Richard Jr. and resulted in his son being raised by the 

Colonel, who, it was hoped, would inculcate humane values in him. Sarah, 

however, divined that the Colonel could have no effect on his grandson’s 

warped personality. She kept her children out of his sight. 

Nature was a strong component of people’s lives. The wilderness, although 

hacked at and burnt back, still dominated the scenery: the howling wolves, the 

sharp cries of hunted animals at night, and the song birds in full-throated calls 

throughout the day. The tall ancient trees were majestic witnesses to the spirit 

of the world and held a special meaning for Sarah and the other slaves, rooted, 

like them, to one place communicating silently, like them, to one another, and 

tied by their very essence, like them, to the great wilderness of absolute free- 

dom which lay beyond the hills and far back from the river. It was all they had, 



and they looked to the trees for comfort and reassurance almost as much as 

they looked to God. 

Henry Lewis loved to hunt the deer, bears, turkeys and the elk which roamed 

the forest. Some of the game he brought back he gave to Sarah for the family. 

Most of it he sold or bartered to tradesmen in the Cove. Sarah was as diligent 

as the other women spinning yarn, weaving cloth and linen. All clothing for the 

families was made on the farm. The increasing trade with ports down river and 

the manufactories appearing in the Virginia Panhandle and southern 

Pennsylvania brought little relief from these household duties. 

As more and more settlers passed through the area or stayed to buy land from 

the Campbells and other early settlers, Hollidays Cove flourished. More of the 

island was cleared to grow wheat and became the main source of bread for the 

area. Among the people who came on business to see the Colonel was Beseleel 

Wells, the son of a friend who had fought alongside the Colonel in the 

Revolution and in Indian skirmishes on the Ohio River, where he was killed and 

scalped. Beseleel was a trader and ran flatboats down to New Orleans. The 

Colonel admired him and his brother Richard Wells, who were partners, for 

their resourcefulness. He made the brothers executors of his will. 

Sarah, as a very good-looking woman, attracted the attention of male visitors 

to the island but none more than Richard Wells, who, out of sight of the 



Colonel, made lascivious remarks to her. She told Henry about his attentions, 

but he could do nothing other than reassure her that the man knew the Colonel 

would not allow such behavior toward his female slaves, that is, if he knew of 

it. 

Sarah’s life of hard work and strict obedience continued until one fatal night in 

mid-February 1811. A cold wind from the north and swirling snow caused 

everyone to build large fires in their hearths to keep warm. Sarah gathered 

enough wood to last the night and kept her small fireplace alight. Henry Jr. was 

four years old and Molly was over one year. The children were sleeping and 

Sarah was sewing by candlelight awaiting the return of Henry from Wellsburg, 

when she heard shouts from the main house. She went to the door of her hut 

and saw flames and huge clouds of smoke coming from the bottom level of the 

house. The grandson was running about excitedly calling for help. Slaves rushed 

from their huts with buckets to the river side and returned to throw water on 

the flames but to little avail. The fire, whipped up by the wind, consumed the 

homestead in a short time. 

The Colonel’s personal attendant was comforting his wife as they gazed 

fearfully at the flames. Sarah rushed to them to ask about the Colonel. The old 

man had not got out. He had gone to his study to keep his accounts as he often 

did at night, but this time the candelabra he worked by must have fired a 

curtain. The slaves were being urged on by the grandson to keep dousing the 



flames, but, in the end, the fire, having reduced the house to ashes, died out 

in the wind. 

Henry arrived breathless from the Virginia shore and gasped that the residents 

of the Cove were sending a boat load of men headed by James Campbell to 

help. He hurried Sarah back to their hut and went out to meet the boat, from 

which they heard the men’s voices approaching despite the noise of the wind in 

the trees. 

Henry feared the unpredictable James Campbell, the toughest and roughest of 

his family, whose father brought goods over the mountains to trade with 

pioneer settlers and made a handsome profit within a few years. At his death, 

James inherited the best land on the hills overlook- ing the Cove and married 

the same year that Henry Lewis married Sarah with the difference that he had 

been 59 and his bride, Margaret MacDonald from Canada, had been 14. 

“Where’s Colonel Brown?” Campbell shouted to the grandson as his boat ran 

against the shore. 

The boy, in tears, pointed to the smoldering house. Campbell led the men with 

him as close as they could get to the heat and peered about for signs of the 

Colonel’s body. The slaves stood back and watched them. A sense of 

bewilderment and dismay held them in shock. What would happen to them 



now? they wondered. Brown had been a stern taskmaster, but they knew that 

most owners were worse. 

Henry first spotted the body. It was stretched out over what remained of the 

floor. Although scorched, it was still recognizable as the master of these 

domains. About him were strewn burnt account books, large leather bound 

volumes. 

“See the old man, do you, Lewis?” Campbell snorted. “Well, he’ll have to stay 

there for the night till we fetch him tomorrow morning.” 

The men took the grandson across the river to the Colonel’s home in the Cove 

to inform Honor Brown of her husband’s accidental death. That night the river 

froze over. Henry told some of the slaves that it offered them a rare chance to 

walk over the ice to Ohio and escape into the wilderness, but they were too 

afraid of being caught and whipped. Moreover they did not know where to go. 

Their chance of sur- vival seemed better with the Brown family for the moment 

at least. Henry tried to console Sarah, who regretted the Colonel’s death, not 

only because she was fond of him but because he offered her family security as 

long as he lived. Now that he was dead, the menace she had often felt from 

the hills looking down on their island suddenly seemed more intense. 
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In the morning, Richard Brown Jr. and James Campbell came to retrieve the 

Colonel’s body from the ruined house. Campbell looked red-eyed from drinking 

and his temper was short with his slaves, who moved quickly at his command. 

Sarah and her small son watched as Campbell’s slaves put the remains of the 

Colonel on a horse-drawn sleigh and walked behind the frosted body atop the 

sleigh moving against the snow-capped hills. Sarah, sad and apprehensive, 

hugged her son to reassure him that she would always remain with him. 

Brown’s slaves gathered their meagre belongings into sacks which they hoisted 

on their shoulders and when all were ready to depart they followed Henry onto 

the ice. Sarah carried Molly and led young Henry by the hand while her husband 

carried their belongings. The cold sliced through their light coats and their feet 

went numb. When the slaves reached the Brown homestead shivering with the 

cold, they were doubled into huts already occupied by slaves. Sarah and Henry 

were given a hut for themselves out of deference to Henry being a free man. 



That night a thaw descended out of the hills and by the next morning the ice 

melted in the river. The Colonel’s body lay in a coffin in the front parlor, and, 

later in the day, after all the relatives and settlers had viewed it, the slaves 

were instructed to file by and pay their last respects. All of his body was 

covered by a blanket, but his face, which had escaped the flames, was 

viewable. He had a look of slight surprise despite the fact that his eyes were 

closed and his white hair and beard were combed with care to make him 

appear to be in peace. 

The Reverend Joseph Doddridge officiated at the Colonel’s burial service in the 

log cabin church in the woods. The settlers took up most of the seats, but there 

were some left near the door for the house slaves such as Sarah and her sisters. 

Doddridge reminded them that the Colonel led them in defending against 

Indian attacks and building a series of forts to which they could flee when wars 

broke out. After the service, Sarah looked up to see George Brown give her a 

broad smile when he passed. 

The Colonel’s lands and the rents from them went to his widow, son and two 

daughters. He freed the couple who were his personal slaves and bequeathed 

their son to his grandson. He declared Sarah’s sister Nell free whenever Honor 

Brown died. The remaining slaves were to be sold after the Colonel’s debts 

were settled. Sarah thought that Colonel Brown looked upon her as special to 

him and would free her or give her some hope of freedom in the future. But 



now she realized with a taste of bitterness that money meant too much to the 

man. She tried to hide her disappointment from her children, and they, being 

too young to understand, were lulled into thinking that their life would 

continue as it had been. Henry heard that James Campbell planned to buy 

Sarah, or Sal as the settlers called her. She had a good reputation as a cook, 

but it was her good looks which was an attraction, according to the gossip 

among the young toughs whom he overheard on the street and who mocked 

him as he walked by. Would Campbell employ him? He had several weeks to 

decide on a course of action before the executors settled the Colonel’s debts 

and put the slaves up for auction in Wellsburg. 

Campbell had a reputation for ruthlessness, drunkenness, and pitiless ferocity. 

Willful and obstinate with immense influence along the Panhandle, he was in 

the gang of whites who massacred a village of Christian Indians. Henry and 

Sarah whispered in the bed they shared with their children and turned over 

their thoughts until they admitted that their only choice was to ride out their 

fate where they were. At least, as a free man, Henry could give some 

protection to his family, and if Campbell did not employ him, someone in the 

Cove would. Sarah fell asleep in Henry’s arms for the last time. Before dawn as 

Henry rose sleepily from bed to take up his duties in the Browns’ stables, the 

door of the hut flew open and Richard Wells, his lean face leering, confront- ed 

him with the words, “Henry, these folks claim they own you.” 



Two burly white men stepped round Wells, pushed Henry back against the wall, 

and bound his wrists in an iron clamp. Henry looked in terror at Sarah. 

“You’re our shitty little black slave,” one of the men cried. “And you’re goin’ 

back to good old Kentucky where you fuckin’ belong.” 

The other man laughed with glee and gave Henry a shove out the door . 

“Say good-bye, Sal,” Wells smirked. “You won’t see him again.” 

“You’ll never keep me!” Henry shouted in fury.

“After the tanning you’re gettin’,” one of the men said, “escape won’t even go 

through your mind.”

“Henry!” Sarah shouted and tried to get to her husband, but Wells pushed her 

back warning her she would get a whipping if she did not let the law proceed. 

His clipped nasal voice with its hard-edged menace frightened her. 

Sarah sank down on the bed and listened to Henry’s voice shouting that he 

would be back until he could no longer be heard. Wells stepped outside and 

shut the door with a knowing look. Sarah buried her head on the bed and 

groaned softly. She feared her children would be taken from her as was usual in 



slave auctions. Her only hope was that James Campbell really would buy her 

family. 

Within days of her husband’s removal back to Kentucky, Richard Wells began to 

hover about her. Dispirited as she was, she formed a hatred for this man, 

whom, she suspected, had discovered the truth about Henry and informed on 

him to collect the reward. Fortunately his brother Beseleel, in settling the 

Colonel’s affairs, frequented the Brown homestead, which made him cautious. 

Fortunately as well, George Brown, now a handsome lad of nineteen and 

nearing the completion of his studies with Hugh Laird, noticed Wells’s 

attentions to Sarah. Partly for Sarah’s sake and partly for his own, for he 

recognized with surprise the strong attraction that he had for her, he informed 

his cousin Richard Brown Jr. He suggested that, with spring upon them, Sarah 

be returned to the island to cook for the field hands tending the crops. 

Until the slaves were sold, Richard Brown Jr., had the authority to use them as 

he wished. He dispatched Sarah and her children to the island along with a 

body of slaves, who erected a new central house. Richard asked George to 

oversee that work. 

Sarah fixed on the idea that George could be her protector and prevent her 

sale to the South. As she expected never to see Henry again, she encouraged 

George’s obvious interest in her when he visited the island—cautiously at first 



and more boldly as he responded to her charms. George was a virgin but 

anxious to experience love. All of his desire fastened on Sarah. He loved the 

proud carriage of her body, the light-brown tinted white skin, the handsome 

face alive with intelligence, and the full figure which at times caused him to 

grab her hands and gaze into her eyes with meaning. Sarah’s black background, 

almost hidden in her physiognomy, intrigued him as a mystery, an unknown 

element of her personality. As soon as the house was built and Sarah and her 

young children moved into one of the rooms, George contrived to stay the night 

with the excuse that it was too risky to cross the river in the evening. 

Sarah helped him to arrange his bed, and, while she tucked the linen sheets 

under the mattress, he put his arms around her. They fell together on the bed, 

and the heat of their passion drove them tightly together. With cries of 

yearning and professions of love they made love until exhausted. Sarah excused 

herself to check on her children asleep in the other room; her mind was in 

turmoil because she felt that she had betrayed her husband and yet she loved 

George Brown and her need for love had never been greater at this troubling 

time in her life. Watching over her sleeping children and reflecting that Henry 

had lied to her that he was free and destroyed her dreams and brought her and 

the children to a life of misery, she remembered the wild bravery of the young 

George when they were children. She returned to George’s bed. They made 

love again during the night. 



George met the morning with unimaginable joy and Sarah gave thanks to God 

that He had brought George to her. She had wondered what it was like to make 

love with a white man. George, who had a good figure, was of average stature 

with a kind, strong face and an innate sense of rebellion against authority, 

which she liked. If only their relationship could last, she thought, but she 

sensed it was doomed on that first morning they lay together. George had his 

life to follow. He would not be tied to a slave girl whatever he decided to do. 

She clung to him for that spring and into the summer months until he had to 

return to his father’s farm to harvest the crops. Their good-bye was tearful and 

cheerful by turns. He swore never to forget her, and, since she was his first 

love, she knew he never would. 

By this time, the Wells brothers had paid off most of the Colonel’s debts and 

divided his estate among his white children. Ignoring a suggestion that the 

slaves be sold to local settlers, they decided that more money could be got for 

them by auctioning them off in Wellsburg to dealers, who would take them for 

resale to southern plantation owners. Disgusted, Richard Brown Jr. talked to 

Philip Doddridge, lawyer for the estate. Doddridge, who could cut to the core 

of any issue and come up with an unassailable argument, persuaded the Wells 

that the Colonel’s house slaves were too talented to send out of the county 

and, as for the field hands, their experience of working this particular area of 

land was invaluable. If local buyers could be found, the slaves would be 



reprieved from the horror of plantation living. No action would be taken until 

after the fall harvest. 

Fanny tried to keep Sarah’s spirits up with predictions that the Brown family 

would keep her because she had served the family well. Nell, as Honor Brown’s 

personal slave, heard the discussions within the family and reported the latest 

decisions. There was a complication. Sarah was two months pregnant and 

would be unable to disguise the fact much longer. She was happy that she was 

having George Brown’s child but apprehensive about the reaction among the 

Brown family members. Births among the slaves were usually greeted with mild 

interest by the settlers; they were considered offspring of their owners or 

overseers if they were not readily seen to be the result of love-making between 

two slaves. In Sarah’s case, George’s father Hugh, a very religious man, might 

take out his anger on Sarah and cause her to be banished to some distant land. 

She was concerned for George as well because the family could well turn 

against him. She asked Nell to tell George the next time he was visiting his 

aunt that she wanted to see him. But the fall season had come upon them with 

the trees and bushes ablaze in reds, yellows, mauves and russet, and George 

had not returned. Nell, whose close relationship with Honor Brown was valued 

by both mistress and slave, confided in Honor about Sarah’s condition. 

As a widow Honor Brown had more authority than when she was the wife of the 

powerful Colonel because now she had property and seemed to represent her 



late husband’s wishes. Chagrined but under- standing, she gave the matter 

some thought, and, when she developed a slight fever, she told Nell that she 

would feign serious illness, which would bring George to her bedside. Her 

doctor, who had seen numbers of his patients die from swamp fever, alerted 

the family, already shaken by the Colonel’s sudden death. The Browns and the 

Wells came to the homestead in the Cove and worriedly talked among 

themselves about the disposition of her property and slaves. Hugh Brown, 

riding his favorite horse, and George Brown, jogging alongside his father, trav- 

eled the fifteen miles south along the Ohio shore of the river. Hugh Brown 

talked to his wayward son about the Methodist religion and the importance of 

believing in the Christian message in order to live a fulfilling life. George 

listened and responded with mild objections and different opinions. His friends 

rebelled against the strict and rather quaint views of their elders and valued 

force and cunning rather than piety. 

When they reached the passing place formed by a sandbar which stretched 

under the surface of the river to the north end of Brown’s Island, George 

mounted the horse behind his father. The horse waded across, the current 

running up to the level of its neck and wetting the trousers of the men. On the 

island, they walked beside the horse along a trail through the heavy timber 

glowing with color. George felt a closeness to his father and the joy of being 

alive. He thought then of Sarah and hoped that he would catch a glimpse of her 



as they passed by the huts on the south end of the island. He saw her as he was 

preparing to mount behind his father to cross over the shallower fork of the 

river to the Virginia shore. She ran out from one of the huts and was looking 

anxiously at him. He smiled broadly until he noticed the swelling of her 

stomach and gave her a questioning look. She nodded as if in agreement, and, 

he, stunned, stood undecided whether to go to her or obey the summons of his 

father, who was impatient to continue. He mounted the horse and crossed the 

river without a backward glance. His head swirled with impressions, memories 

of their love-making, and fears. At first, George decided to hide his indiscretion 

from his father; should Sarah charge him with being the father he would deny 

it. By the time they arrived at the Brown homestead, Honor had recovered and 

their relatives were leaving for their homes. 

Nell managed to intercept George in the hallway and whisper that Sarah had to 

see him. The urgency of the message and the sense of reliance upon him that it 

carried made denying his fatherhood seem small and cheap. He stepped into 

his Aunt Honor’s room suddenly aware that the womenfolk knew everything. 

She was sitting in an armchair by the window and watching her daughters and 

their husbands depart. 

“Is it true,” she asked without turning to look at him, “that you are the father 

of Sal’s child?” 



George mumbled “Yes” and stood with a look of despair. 

She turned to him and smiled sympathetically. “You know, don’t you, that Sal is 

a child of your Uncle Richard’s.” 

George nodded. 

“Your child will be a slave too,” she said. “We will do what we can to keep Sal 

and her children together. James Campbell wants her, but we won’t sell her 

until her child is born. In that way he will be responsible for the new baby as 

well. I think that is best, don’t you, George?” 

George cleared his throat. “Who knows about this?” 

“None of the family, but we shall have to discuss it with the executors.” 

“Richard Wells?” George asked in alarm. “He wanted to harm Sal.” 

“Nell told me as much,” she said. “We can manage it without Richard.” 

“I’m truly sorry, Aunt. I shall live a cleaner life hereafter.” 

‘You tell your father now, and then send him to me. I think I can soften his 

attitude.” 

“I’m glad you recovered from your illness,” George said, relieved, and kissed 

her forehead. 



Honor Brown acknowledged his concern with a nod. “You could make a good 

man, George. Put this behind you and use the experience to guide you in 

future. Good-bye, nephew.” 

George, choking back his emotion, left her with gratitude. He met his father 

walking along the hallway to Honor’s room and, taking him gently by the arm, 

pulled him into a vacant bedroom across the hall. George confessed to 

fathering a child and briefly explained what his aunt intended to do. Hugh 

Brown’s shocked expression made a lasting impression on George, but his 

father’s recognition of his son’s contrition followed swiftly after the shock. 

Hugh patted his shoulder and said a few words of encouragement that, after 

all, the child was to be born into slavery and would be taken care of. Since the 

importation of slaves from other countries had been forbidden for decades in 

Virginia, slaves had to be bred in the state, thus encouraging owners to have 

children by their slaves. Although Hugh opposed slavery in principle, he con- 

formed to the common opinion that slaves were necessary for the economy, 

which put George’s indiscretion outside any moral censure. Although troubled 

on a deeper level, Hugh resolved to pursue this argument in his discussion with 

Honor Brown. It was what Honor would welcome. 

George waited outside the house for his father, who in less than half an hour 

joined him and, saddling his horse for the return journey, counseled his son 

again about the difficulties he would face in life and the necessity of seeking 



God’s help. George accompanied him to the river and watched him wade to the 

island and disappear into the woods. He admired his father more than ever 

now. The old man had covered over his displeasure and given George 

encouragement. Only the next day did word come to the home of Richard 

Brown Jr., where George was staying, that Hugh had missed the sandbar when 

crossing to the Ohio side, and he and his horse were swept away in deep water. 

Their bodies were not found for another three days. George was heart- broken 

and blamed himself for causing his father’s distraction. Richard Brown coaxed 

him out of such thoughts gradually and managed to persuade him to remember 

the goodness of his father and his Christian attitude to his fellow man. George, 

who had intended to speak to Sarah, now decided against seeing her and 

returned to his father’s farm by crossing upriver. As he set to work with his 

brothers to bring in his mother’s wheat, he could not shake off despondency 

and a feeling of worthlessness. 

Sarah heard from Nell what the family intended to do with her. She was glad 

that she would not be sold until after her child’s birth in the winter of 1812. 

But she yearned to see George again and was bitterly disappointed, although 

not surprised, that he made no attempt to meet with her. She thought that the 

sudden death of his father had much to do with it. Certainly that tragedy had 

overshadowed whatever small problem she had caused. Early in the winter, the 

slaves were sold, some locally, some to be auctioned in Wellsburg. 



Sarah and her two children were moved to Honor Brown’s farm- stead in the 

Cove for the winter, and she was let off some of the more difficult household 

duties as she approached her time for giving birth. 
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When Sarah gave birth to her daughter in April, she heard that George Brown 

took his brother’s place in an Ohio Regiment, which was to fight against 

Canada. She laughed when she pictured him trying to conform to military 

discipline. Their daughter was going to be beautiful and might have a promising 

future because she was white. Sarah called her Fanny. When the Reverend 

Doddridge baptized her, her sister Fanny was present as godparent. 

When Fanny was a month old, Sarah and her three children moved to the 

Campbell homestead on the Heights overlooking the Cove. Campbell knew that 

he had swung a very good deal, especially as two of Sarah’s children would 

soon be old enough to work. 

The Campbell household reflected the willful and pragmatic nature of its 

autocratic head. Margaret MacDonald Campbell was 22, the same age as Sarah. 



In six years of marriage she had borne Campbell three children and was 

pregnant with a fourth. Margaret asked her husband to acquire Sarah because 

she could no longer cope with all the household duties and look after the 

children. Sarah’s reputation as a good cook and her thoroughness in sewing and 

mending made her indispensable. 

Margaret’s dealings with Sarah were direct and unassuming, unlike anything 

Sarah had experienced with white women. She was from Canada, from 

somewhere north of Lake Erie, a strange country because, as Margaret told her 

right away, the people there had banned slavery. Margaret’s father, a wily Scot, 

who had moved from Nova Scotia to farm in Upper Canada, as a condition for 

relinquishing his young daughter to the vigorous but old James Campbell, 

required Campbell to take her two brothers into his household. Since Campbell 

found the brothers, John and Candor, good drinking companions and agreeably 

deferential to him in all things, he assented. The brothers, seeing no future in 

their father’s impoverished existence, readily accompanied Campbell back to 

his slave-supported empire in the Virginian hills. They offered him their 

expertise in building grist and saw mills and they constructed a distillery which 

brought Campbell a lot of money and popularity locally. By their father’s 

instructions, they were to protect their sister from domestic abuse at the 

hands of the oft-drunken Campbell. 



Campbell treated Margaret fairly well. He vented his spleen on his slaves, who 

lived in a large cabin some distance from the main house. Two or three times a 

week the brothers heard the groans and cries as Campbell made his will known 

to them with a bull whip and other devices. Several of the slaves, now grown 

men, were children he had spawned throughout the years. Only when nearing 

sixty did he feel that he needed a wife for his sexual and spiritual needs. The 

young Margaret in her purity made him think that he had at last created a 

spiritual union. He was a Presbyterian and began attending the church, for 

which his father had given a small piece of land. His Godliness, however, lasted 

only for Sunday morning. The rest of the time he was “a thin- skinned, ornery 

cuss,” according to the brothers MacDonald. 

Like his itinerant trading father, James Campbell carried goods to settlers 

through Kentucky, Tennessee, Ohio, Michigan and into Canada. He knew all the 

Indian paths and where the new settlements were springing up. Sarah, while 

waiting on table, heard him talk of these far-off places and describe the people 

he met. She dared not show on her face any interest in his stories and the 

power that they had on her imagination, but when she was alone she allowed 

herself to dream of these lands that seemed wonderfully free and accepting. 

By contrast, the Campbell farm was oppressive and threatening. The black 

slaves cringed at Campbell’s appearance and worked like machines all day 



and into the night. The men stuttered and shuffled and refused to look at 

anyone from the main house directly in the eye. The women were sullen. All 

were in rags and very thin for Campbell gave them little to eat. When he left 

on a trading venture, he put one of his brothers-in-law in charge. Only then 

could the slaves breathe easier and work at a normal speed. 

Sarah and her children slept in a small cabin big enough to hold a bed and table 

that was near the main house. Campbell, when drunk in the evenings, would 

open the door and stare with amusement for minutes at a time before he 

would sing out a “good-night, my pets” and retire to his house. Sarah was 

fearful of what he would do. She had heard the stories of his predations, and 

she feared for her children’s safety. But she knew that there was something in 

her that intimidated Campbell as if he feared violating a certain quality that 

she had. Her closeness with his wife may have given him pause, but that was 

not restraint enough when he was truly drunk. Sarah became Margaret’s 

personal attendant and Margaret eventually became confident enough in 

Sarah’s character to confide in her about her marriage and personal matters. 

White women, Sarah concluded, were almost like slaves, except that they had 

a better position or rank in the family. She realized that Margaret had little 

influence over her husband on any matter, yet, although married when young, 

she had refused to let her spirit be broken by the tyranny of the home. Sarah 

was a help to her in that way because Sarah’s spirit was not broken and both 



women took sustenance from one another. But Sarah, of course, had had a 

master more benevolent than the scarifying James Campbell. How long she 

could keep up her courage under this man in this atmosphere became a 

worrisome question. She clung strongly to her faith for support. 

Campbell let her attend Doddridge’s log cabin church only once a month when 

she had to walk the four miles. Doddridge went out of his way to speak with 

those slaves who were permitted to attend his church, and, as a medical 

doctor, one of the few in this part of the country, he often gave his services 

free to sick slaves whose masters would not pay for their care. 

Sarah managed to keep herself in Margaret Campbell’s good graces by diligent 

attention to her needs and to make herself valuable in James Campbell’s eyes 

by cooking good meals. When James went on his alcoholic binges, he visited 

the slave quarters and never made it to Sarah’s door. 

A year passed. Spring was in the air when one evening as Sarah lay in bed with 

her children, she heard a sound outside her cabin window. Fearing that 

Campbell would make his appearance and assault her, she clutched her children 

to her and trembled in fear and with determination to resist. She watched the 

door move gently and knew that it was some other presence. 

“Who is it?” she said calmly. 



Quickly, as if in a blur of movement, Henry Lewis stepped into the room and 

closed the door behind him. “Sarah!” he whispered in almost a cry of relief. 

“I’ve come back!” 

Sarah stared in amazement at this sturdy man with grizzled whiskers and 

ragged clothes. “Henry!” She saw the happiness in his face that, nevertheless, 

had aged greatly since she last saw it. “You escaped?” 

Henry threw his head back in pride and laughingly said, “Third time. They can’t 

make me a slave.” He rushed to her and threw his arms about her as Sarah 

clutched him to her. 

She smelt the stench of the swamp on his clothes, and her happiness for him 

turned to wonder as she imagined the hardships he had endured. “I love you, 

my husband,” she choked. “I missed you so much.” 

“I got through all the pain they give me,” he said, tears running from his eyes, 

“by thinkin’ of you and the young’uns.” 

“Daddy!” young Henry cried and threw his arms about his neck. 

Henry put an arm about his boy and held him tightly, then reached for Molly, 

who stared in doubt at this man, and kissed her cheeks. Henry saw the white 

baby in bed with them and frowned. “Is that your child, Sarah?” he asked 

angrily. 



“I didn’t think you was comin’ back,” she explained. “I couldn’t help it.” 

Henry reared back, his black face contorted with disbelief and fury. “A white 

man! You did it with a white man? Who?” 

“He’s long gone,” she said, regaining her composure. “He means nothin’ to 

me.”

There was the sound of a plank falling outside. They fell silent, listening. They 

heard the wind blowing stronger and relaxed. Baby Fanny began to cry and 

Sarah tried to quieten her. 

“I’ll fix her,” Henry said bitterly.

“No!” Sarah held Fanny close to her. “Don’t you hurt her.”

“I only got a few minutes,” Henry whispered urgently. “They knows I’ll be 

comin’ to see you. I chanced it tonight only ‘cause there’s no moon.” He 

stripped off his thin garments, dirt-laden and torn, and dropped them on the 

floor. His strong physique, his piercing black eyes and his strong broad hands 

came as if in a primal urge toward her. 

“No, husband!” Sarah cried in alarm. “I’ll scream!” 

Henry stood back in disbelief and looked blackly at the white baby . 

“You want to kill her, don’t you?” she cried angrily. “Fanny’s mine. You can’t 

come near me.” 



Henry’s passion drained out of him as he stood naked before her. Cursing her, 

he seized his clothes and quickly dressed. “You just killed us,” he said. “You 

look after my young’uns,” he warned. 

Sarah spoke softly to him. “You’re a brave man, Henry, and I love you, but my 

children, white or black, are mine. You’re an escaped slave and we can never 

be together again in this life. I’ve got to fend for myself and my children. You 

can’t help no more.” 

“I’ll look after my children,” he said reprovingly. “Don’t you doubt that.” He 

stepped over to touch the heads of Henry and Molly while Sarah moved the 

baby behind her as if fearful he would seize her and strangle her. Henry’s 

temper could flare up instantly although he was a mild-tempered man by 

nature. “Good-bye, Sarah.” Henry turned to the door and stood listening for 

any sound beyond it in the night. “I hope no one heard that white bastard 

crying,” he whispered bitterly back at her . 

“Where you goin’?” Sarah asked. 

“Indian country. Ohio most likely,” he said. “They’s goin’ to be lots of bounty 

hunters tracking me down. They loves me in Kentucky,” he added with a smile. 

“You are my only woman, Sarah. I’ll always remember you.” He turned his head 

away with sudden emotion. “God help us poor creatures.” He swung open the 



door and disappeared into the blackness of the night. The flame from Sarah’s 

lone candle shuddered in the sudden breeze as the door slowly swung shut. 

Sarah stared at the door for a long time. She worried that he would be caught, 

although she knew that from his years in the region he had traced all of the 

smaller paths and Indian trails. She clasped her hands and said a prayer for his 

safety. His unexpected reappearance in her life provoked conflicting emotions. 

She wanted to love him, but she saw the hatred in his soul for the white man 

and for Fanny, her innocent and lovely child. By risking capture in her 

presence, he put her and their family in danger because it would imply to the 

whites that she was harboring an escaped slave. The thought of the whipping, 

maiming and separation from her children for such an offense acted as a brake 

on any desire to accept him back as her husband. As a fugitive, he had to be 

gone from her life, and she sensed that, as he swam across the Ohio river at 

that moment, he was thinking the very same thing. At least, she knew he was 

free, and, at least, he had shown her that he would not remain a slave. That 

fact was important to both of them, but fundamental to him as a man. 

For the next weeks Sarah was closely watched. James Campbell ordered a 

couple of his slaves to patrol the grounds at night. Sarah heard them often 

outside her door. She was forbidden to leave the Campbell property. During the 

day she had to keep her children with her while she did her household duties. 

Usually they played with the Campbell children but James Campbell thought 



that Henry Lewis would risk anything to see them and could be caught more 

easily if they were with her. Sarah marveled at the speed with which Henry had 

crossed the country. His pursuers believed such a feat impossible and that, if he 

tried to see his wife and children at all, he would appear about a week after he 

actually saw her. 

As time passed, the sharp-eyed men whom she encountered on the Campbell 

farm became fewer and finally disappeared altogether. James Campbell began 

to resent the fact that Henry had not turned up and suspected that he had 

eluded his surveillance somehow. Campbell, a bulky farmer with a husky, beefy 

face and an all-knowing smile of cunning, allowed Sarah’s children to play with 

his own again and sometimes watched them. Occasionally he called young 

Henry to him. The bright-eyed mulatto boy of five years approached his master 

with a frightened look. His mother had told him to say nothing about his father, 

and he chose to say little to Campbell when the old man began to quiz him. 

“Yes, massa” and “No, massa” were the only words that Campbell could coax 

out of him. Henry feigned ignorance that he even had a father. Campbell 

seemed satisfied that he was a slow-witted boy and that he had not 

remembered his father, but he resented being unable to ferret out the fact 

that Henry Lewis had seen his family. He should have visited long ago. 

Campbell was willing to bet that he had. But it would have served no purpose 

to torture Sarah into confessing that her husband had come to see her. The 



slave had come and gone; any chance of catching him had been lost. The 

reward money for his capture was lost too. 

Glumly, Campbell began to look upon Henry’s eluding of his surveillance as an 

affront to his authority, and, as time wore on, he began to concentrate his 

displeasure on the weakest partner of this “crime”— Sarah. When he 

mentioned his belief that Henry Lewis had made a fool of them to his wife, 

Margaret tried to convince him that it was not the case. Sarah would have 

given some indication of it to her, she said, but in no way, through her 

emotions, body language, or slip of the tongue had she acknowledged that she 

had seen her beloved husband. Campbell, however, had followed his hunches 

throughout his life and inevitably discovered that they were more reliable than 

the opinions of other people. He pretended that the matter was of no 

importance to him, but it rankled in him nevertheless. 

The sixty-six year old farmer had had to put up with several annoyances 

recently. He worked hard to build up trade for his staples, but competition 

from other farmers eroded his business, forcing him to sell off parcels of his 

land to new settlers, who, bringing skills in mining the ore in the hills and in 

manufacturing implements for both house and farm, cut further into his share 

of the trade. The furnaces, erected in the vicinity of the Cove, produced 

cannons and cannon balls, which were shipped via rivers to the American forces 

on Lake Erie for the war against Canada. Cloth manufactories in the area 



flourished provisioning the army and navy. Thus young entrepreneurs were 

getting rich and showing less respect to the old-time farmers. These new 

industrialists did not use slaves. The professional class that catered to their 

wishes dared to state their views against continuing slavery in western Virginia. 

The boldest was the lawyer Philip Doddridge, who had been winning cases 

against slave holders under a technicality. Virginia required an immigrant 

settler bringing slaves into the state to register them within one year, which, 

by diligent searching of the court files, Doddridge’s law clerks discovered that 

many settlers had not done. Doddridge helped slaves to sue for their freedom 

under formo pauperis—legal aid. As farming became more labour intensive, the 

value of slaves rose, and Campbell warned his farming friends that they would 

be ruined by these court invasions of their property. 

Campbell terrorized his slaves to prevent them from thinking that they could 

find some legal way to win their freedom. He sent them to be whipped by the 

sheriff or to be dunked by the ducking stool, held under water until almost 

drowned. The public, gathering in the mornings to watch this sport, jeered and 

cheered as slaves groaned, cried and shrieked with pain. Slaves in all skin 

colors from coal black to lily white endured such treatment for days on end, 

and often stayed locked in stocks in the town square until they were needed to 

work on the farms. Sarah, on shopping errands, recognized slaves that she 

knew and learned that they suffered for no offense other than to be the object 



of their master’s displeasure. She wondered how long it would take for 

Campbell to come bursting into her little cabin. She prayed that she might be 

spared. It seemed, however, that God was not listening because the slaves who 

were tortured were good Christians and called to God as their only protector. 
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Henry Lewis, after leaving the Campbell farm, escaped into the Ohio 

wilderness. His mind spun with anger and pain. Sarah was lost to him now. He 

spat with fury as he thought of the pressures put upon him to never run away 

again. He would rather live on the fringes of society than as a slave at its 

centre. The system in its arrogant assumption that it was right ground down the 

human element in man. Henry preferred death to recapture. He had traveled a 

long distance through Kentucky and Ohio to reach his family in the Virginia 

Panhandle by living off fish and berries, skirting settlements and sticking to the 

woods. He should be relieved, he told himself, that his family was still all right, 

but Sarah’s white baby seemed like a reproach to him as if taunting him with 

his failure to protect her from the depredations of her masters. 



He was very, very tired and the night was very dark; he stumbled on along an 

Indian trail that he knew led westward until he came to a small clearing and 

found a bed of branches near some bushes a distance from the trail. He fell on 

them and with the sounds of beasts on the hunt in his ears, he sank into a deep 

sleep. 

He awoke in early daylight to a rustling sound near him and sitting up with 

alarm he saw that a wild boar was rooting in the branches at his feet. Startled 

by his sudden movement, it reared its head, stared at him, and, turning its 

heavy body, it ran away into the trees. Henry stood up and listened. He 

detected the sound of a stream, and, pursuing the direction from whence it 

came, he soon located it and drank his fill. He seized some plants growing in a 

little backwash and breaking off their roots, he chewed them, sucking in the 

juices and chomping on the fibers. For a man who had been fed little in his 

slave days, Henry had a strong physique. He was resourceful in finding food—

stealing it when necessary and cultivating it secretly. When he lived in the 

Panhandle, he became friendly with some Indians who lived in Mingo town, a 

few miles down the Ohio River. They were Senecas and taught him how to 

distinguish the edible from the inedible vegetation in the forest. When the 

influx of whites became unbearable, these Indians moved to the western end of 

Ohio, where they settled in a community of Shawnees and Senecas in Logan 

county, the only Indian settlement left in that part of the world. It was to this 



distant country that Henry Lewis headed in hopes that it would give him 

refuge. A few Delawares wandered about the state in small groups, but they 

could offer him no help as they were preoccupied with their own survival. As 

for the white settlements, none was safe for an escaped slave. All these things 

Henry turned over and over in his mind when he toiled in the stables on his 

Kentucky plantation. Now that he knew that Sarah could take care of the 

children without him, he gave up on the idea that he could live near-by in Ohio 

and make visits periodically to see them. Better for him to make a totally new 

life, to become as one with the wilderness, and as one with those other victims 

of the new white empire. It was better for Sarah, too, because he was useless 

to her now. 

Henry took a few days and nights to penetrate through the forests westward to 

Logan County. Occasionally he came upon a small settlement of Quakers, where 

he found food and shelter. On these occasions he stayed as much as half a day 

longer to help with the work to thank them for their kindness. On his way he 

met many kinds of travelers: migrants in a train of wagons heading westward, 

isolated wanderers such as bearded and ragged frontiersmen, solitary Indians, 

and the dangerous outcasts from society. He no longer feared pursuit by his 

Kentucky masters as they would have had no idea where to begin look- ing for 

him. The sense of freedom he felt re-invigorated him every dawn when he 

awoke to face the adventure of a new day whether rain- ing or shining. Often 



he wished that he had a gun when he encountered elk and deer gliding through 

the trees in the semi-darkness and pausing in the shafts of sunlight that broke 

through the canopy of leaves above. He had kept hunger under control until the 

last day when he stumbled weakly into an Indian encampment and fainted face 

down on the hard earth in the central clearing. Squaws came to his aid, pulled 

him into a cabin and revived him with sweet-smelling herbs. When he sat up 

and looked around him, one of the women gave him a bowl of mashed corn 

meal and, with a nod of gratitude, he dipped in his hand and scooped the food 

into his mouth, trembling with anticipation. 

When the men returned from the hunt, he was brought to the leaders and 

answered their questions. Satisfied that he would bring no retribution upon 

them, they gave him the right to stay with them. Henry would learn their ways 

and work with their strong young men to keep the community safe from 

invaders and supplied with game. It was then that Henry recognized one of the 

Senecas he had known in Mingo Town and realized that he must have vouched 

for him, but the Indian, expressionless among the leaders of the council, gave 

no sign that he knew him. 

Henry was assigned to live with an old Shawnee couple who had lost their sons 

in land skirmishes with whites. The old man took a liking to him immediately 

and made it known that Henry was his son from now on. He was tall and 

muscular and his face showed the signs of a wounded man who had overcome 



his setbacks and made his peace with life. His name was Kokataw and he was 

the best horseman among them. As soon as he had assessed Henry’s abilities in 

the hunt and became satisfied of his potential as a leader, he began teaching 

Henry about horses in a way that Henry, the enslaved stable hand, had never 

known. Horses were not dumb animals but spirits, wild and wonderful, and 

related by sensitivities of the mind and sensualness of the skin to mankind. 

That was why the two relied on one another for survival. Man took care of the 

horse in a firm and gentle way and the horse took care of man as a duty, and, 

sometimes, as a friend. Kokataw sold his horses to settler and Indian alike, but 

not before he observed the buyer with animals and taught him to respect 

them. 

These Indians had managed to resist being pushed westward by uniting against 

all attempts to acquire their lands and by learning trades that could make 

them useful in the white man’s economy. For instance, Kokataw’s wife, a tall 

woman with traces of her former beau- ty, knew the secrets of herbal 

medicines and was often sought out by settlers to come to the aid of their 

families, who had been stricken by disease that their medicines could not cure. 

She taught Henry the power of certain herbs and how to use them correctly.

Bounty hunters tended to stay away from Indian settlements 

because they were known to disappear without a trace when they moseyed 

through them. Henry, owing to his knowledge of English and his Negroid looks 



which spared him from random attacks that Indians might expect to encounter 

among whites, often did official business for the Indians in the white towns and 

earned the trust and respect of his adopted people. He learned to ferret out 

the news in these towns from people who knew what was happening in distant 

places such as local rebellions of Negroes, skirmishes with Indians, and the 

business of strangers who were traveling in the vicinity. Eventually he took a 

wife, a lovely Shawnee girl, but this was only after he had heard that his pur- 

suers from Kentucky had given up looking for him. 

He wondered about Sarah and his children, but he dared not visit them again in 

his first years in Logan County. Not only would he just bring them trouble, but 

his inability to help them hurt him to his soul. His struggles to live by hunting in 

a diminishing wilderness and his assimilation into the Indian community took all 

his time and effort. Some day, he hoped, he would find a way to communicate 

with them. 

6 
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On a hot evening in the summer of 1813, James Campbell’s tall, bear-like form 

appeared at Sarah’s door. She was dozing and her children were fast asleep. 

Campbell said that her mistress wanted to see her and to come with him. 

Margaret, pregnant again, had been com- plaining to Sarah that this growing 

child made her sicker than any of her other pregnancies so that Sarah followed 

Campbell without the least suspicion. On entering the house, Campbell turned 

to the back rather than to the front where Margaret’s bedroom was located. 

Sarah, surprised, wondered if Margaret had moved to the back of the house 

because of the cooler breeze that could be caught there. Campbell opened the 

door to a room with a large bed that was used by guests on occasion. He 

motioned to her to sit on the bed beside him. 

“Don’t be afraid of me,” he smiled. “I want to explain something to you.” 

Sarah sat timorously beside him and looked at him with consternation as she 

feared that Margaret was sicker than she had thought. 

“You know I like you,” James said seriously, “and now I need you. You will sleep 

with me here for a while every night beginning now.” 

Sarah gasped, “But the missus?” 

“She’s asleep and she ain’t ill,” he chortled. “Or leastways, she’s too ill to 

entertain me.” 



Sarah stood up, “Please massa, my children need me.” 

“They’re just fine,” he said with an edge to his voice. “You stay with me a 

coupla hours and then go back to them.” 

Sarah with a sinking feeling tried to think of a way to escape; she thought of 

protesting that she could not do anything to hurt her mistress but knew the 

uselessness of such a defense. If Campbell had been in a drunken rage, she 

could have resisted him more easily than she could now. She looked distraught, 

which made Campbell chuckle. 

“Come, Sal, take your dress off,” he whispered as he threw back the sheet 

covering the bed. He stood up and began taking off his clothes and throwing 

them on the back of a chair. 

Campbell owned her body and soul, not only by law but psychologically. He was 

the provider of shelter and food for her children, who would suffer if she 

refused him. 

Dropping her clothes on the floor and lying on the bed, Sarah suppressed the 

feelings of disgust and hatred that thickened her throat. Campbell was beside 

her immediately, sucking her breasts and fondling her body. She tried to forget 

that he was old, tried to think of George Brown and stared at the ceiling as he 

entered her. He reached a climax and rolled to one side while she suffered the 

pain of feeling useless. After a few moments, when she rose to leave, he pulled 



her back and held her by his side and caressed her. She lay as if wooden and 

prayed that he would let her go. Within half an hour he made love to her again. 

About two hours after he first took her into his arms, she left him sleeping and 

returned to her children. Depressed but rejoicing in their presence, she 

crawled into bed with them and fell asleep. 

The slave bell awakened her before dawn. Drowsily she prepared for her 

household duties of making breakfast for the master’s household and attending 

to the wants of Margaret. At the breakfast table, Campbell ignored her as usual 

and Margaret suspected nothing. Sarah could not help feeling guilt when she 

looked at Margaret, whose stomach had begun to swell and whose pleasure in 

her expectant mother- hood seemed to radiate from her. But she suppressed all 

feeling and prepared her mind to accept the commands of her master for as 

long as he wanted her. In this way the summer months passed, she visiting the 

back room of the main house for an hour or two once a week. Inevitably the 

household learned of it but pretended not to notice. To have remarked upon it 

would have been dangerous. If Margaret knew, she gave no indication that she 

did. Her preoccupation was with her new child, another boy. 

When she lay with Campbell, Sarah experienced none of the love she had felt 

for her husband and George Brown. Campbell treated her as if she were a 

sexual instrument. He probably treated his wife the same way, she thought. He 

was too arrogant to understand anyone’s viewpoint other than his own. His 



belligerence was noticeably less of late, and Sarah thought that she may have 

been responsible for taming him. He loved her body and some of his day must 

have been passed thinking of it rather than inflicting punishments on his slaves, 

she thought. Occasionally he descended into his angry, destructive stage of 

drunkenness and did not show up in the back room. Sarah waited patiently for 

him for two hours and returned to her cabin at such times. He did not take his 

anger out on his slaves either. He stayed in the Cove drinking and carousing 

with friends until he passed out. Word would be sent to his house, and one of 

Margaret’s brothers, John or Candor MacDonald, would leave his bed, hitch a 

horse to a wagon and go down in the darkness to bring the old boy home. 

Sarah had only sporadic contact with her sisters at this time. When Fanny gave 

birth to Dick Dawson’s son, she hoped Dawson, as a free colored man, would 

free her, but Dawson wanted to persuade his slave-holding community that he 

could be trusted to be one of them. 

Fanny, who was lighter in skin color than he was, resented him, and Dawson, 

reacting to her attitude, began to treat her harshly. For this reason Fanny was 

unable to move as freely as she had in the past and could communicate with 

Sarah only by the slave grapevine. Her sister Nell, on the other hand, kept an 

eye on all that was happening in the community through her central position as 

Honor Brown’s personal maid. Honor was awake to all the gossip and Nell, 

being close at hand when visitors called, took in everything she could. 



Sometimes she would arrange by a slave messenger to meet Sarah in the Cove 

at the times Sarah went shopping, and they could have a few moments 

together to exchange information. It was the sharp-eyed Nell who was the first 

to notice that Sarah was pregnant. Sarah did not need to tell her that James 

Campbell was the father. Nell simply put her hand on Sarah’s arm in sympathy. 

Campbell returned to his wife then. The fall arrived in blazing colors. The 

slaves worked hard to harvest the crops. Everyone was too busy to think of 

Sarah’s pregnancy, which was taken as a matter of fact without comment. 

Sarah hoped and expected that her child would be white. She knew that 

Campbell would care nothing for it and would give her no special treatment, 

but the child would have a better chance of survival in the world at large. She 

tried hard to make her children feel that as human beings they were a part of 

God’s love as much as any other human being, including the master. Her own 

problems and disappointments she locked away in a compartment of her mind 

and gave her smiles and affection to her children without stint. She rarely 

mentioned Henry Lewis, and, when young Henry asked for him, she said that he 

would return to see them when he could. 

Sarah named her new son Israel. He was white like Fanny. She took the name 

from the Bible because it meant the promised land. Perhaps this child would 

lead the slaves to freedom; at any rate, he was white and symbolized freedom. 

She nursed him through the summer of 1814, and, with the help of her other 



children, she kept him healthy when influenza and other infectious diseases 

were taking away children down in the Cove. James Campbell paid no attention 

to the child and became rather hostile to Sarah. He seemed to have lost that 

little respect that he had for her, as if her giving birth was some serious 

misdemeanor and break-down in morality that he found hard to forgive. 

Knowing that his wife suspected him, he thought it necessary to accuse John 

MacDonald of fathering the child. John, thin and wiry, smiled bemusedly at the 

suggestion and refused to reply to Campbell’s taunts and accusations, which he 

made at unexpected moments, as if he were trying to catch John off-guard. 

Israel’s whiteness became an affront to him. As the boy crawled about with the 

other children, he refused to watch them as he did formerly. Despite his 

overbearing ego, his bluster, his ruthlessness, and his lack of pity for man or 

dog, Campbell had a streak of fairness running through his body. When one of 

his brothers deserted the family and changed his name to live in Tennessee, he 

carried his inheritance by mule pack to him, when he could easily have 

pocketed it himself. This element in his character made him uncomfortable 

when he looked at Israel. He could not rationalize his discomfort; he knew it 

had some- thing to do with being white and being a slave and belonging to him, 

but he could not admit that he had made a mistake or that he had to correct a 

wrong. Such reasoning was not a part of his nature, but the unfairness bothered 

him. It began to work in him causing him to drink more and be trundled home 



more often by the MacDonald brothers. He became meaner to everyone around 

him as if a waspish devil had entered his mind and glared out through his eyes 

at all things moving. 

Strangely he became somewhat more friendly with Sarah’s two mulatto 

children: Henry and Mary. He took Henry into town with him when he had 

business collecting rents, banking, buying provisions, and let him handle the 

horses that drew the wagon. This was challenging for a nine-year old. He 

instructed the cooking staff, including Sarah, to teach Molly to cook and wait 

on table. Sarah was fearful that Molly would burn herself or drop plates 

because she was just six, but she had no choice and watched over her as 

carefully as she could. 

Campbell’s solicitous attentions to her oldest children and his marked dislike 

for her youngest two confused Sarah. But she understood his dislike for her. She 

was distinguished in her carriage and her looks, which was enough to shame a 

man as boorish as Campbell had he known the meaning of shame, but it was 

her protectiveness and love for her children that made him inexplicably angry. 

Her love for Israel contrasted with his disdain for the child in such a way as to 

make him question himself, for which he blamed her. But his antipathy did not 

express itself with force; it remained concealed like an evil spirit behind his 

eyes or like a snake waiting to strike out. Whoever its target might be could 

not be discerned. One reason it remained contained was Sarah’s superior 



nature that intimidated him. The woman Campbell had lusted after and had 

silently raped now became inviolable because she loved a child whose 

whiteness was attributable to him. 

From Campbell’s farmhouse on the high curve of the rolling hills above 

Hollidays Cove, Sarah looked down at Brown’s Island as if it rep- resented a 

secure time of her life that had been lost to her forever. How menacing these 

hills had looked to her then! And now she was a part of this menace, living in it 

and fearful that it would strike her at any moment. Her strong spirit was all she 

had. God in the person of the Reverend Doddridge was sympathetic but unable 

to help her. Margaret MacDonald Campbell showed some independent spirit, 

but she was not strong enough to stand up to her husband. Her two brothers 

would rather go along with Campbell’s wishes than risk his wrath by opposing 

them. Richard Brown Jr. had taken up his lands in Pennsylvania and the Brown 

family had forgotten about her; she was just a piece of property that the 

family had sold; all her thoughts of blood-relatedness and years of toil for the 

family had in the end meant nothing. 

Campbell’s resentment took almost three years to find its violent expression. It 

was a small incident that like a match touched off an inferno. Three year old 

Israel had taken it into his head to explore his surroundings and wandered into 

the private quarters of the Campbell home. Usually Campbell would have been 

out supervising work in the fields or in town visiting with his business 



associates, but that day he was suffering from a migraine. He heard a crash in 

his room and looked up to see his glass candle lamp lying broken on the floor 

and the small table on which it had stood toppled onto its side. Looking 

curiously at the debris was Israel. With a shout Campbell leaped to his feet and 

seized the small boy. Carrying Israel screaming through the house to the front 

porch, he sat on a straight-backed chair, put Israel over his knees and began to 

slap his rear very hard. The wails of the boy brought all the houseworkers 

running, including Sarah, who aghast stood waiting for Campbell to finish his 

punishment. When he gave no indication that he would stop, Sarah shrieked 

and ran to take back her son, but Campbell pushed her away with one arm and 

continued the punishment. Sarah screamed for Margaret Campbell to stop it, 

but Margaret, who had just arrived at the scene was pregnant and fearful of 

intervening less she receive a beating that might damage her child. Sarah got 

to her feet and tried again to wrestle Israel away from Campbell, but this time 

he punched her in the face, stunning her, and shouted to two white overseers 

to take her to her cabin. As the men pulled Sarah away and gestured to her 

frightened children to get to their cabin, Campbell began beating the child 

again as if he intended to kill him. At that moment, an old house slave, who 

had served Campbell’s father and helped raise the Campbell children, ran up to 

him and seized Israel from his arms. She took the screaming child away before 

Campbell could react, so surprised he was at her boldness. Glowering, he 

ordered Candor MacDonald to bring the child back, but Candor, glaring darkly in 



disapproval, simply stood looking at Campbell. With stares of alarm and hatred 

from all sides ranged against him, Campbell cried after the old lady rapidly 

retreating to the servants’ quarters that he would not forget her disobedience. 

All knew that stark retribution would follow and expected Campbell to begin 

meting it out. His migraine worsening, Campbell went back inside the house, 

and, seizing his head in both hands, walked unsteadily back to his bed. “Bring 

me water, Margaret!” he cried back at his wife. “And keep everyone quiet. I 

want quiet!” 

After about half an hour, the old slave, named Alice, had rocked the frightened 

little boy to sleep and returned him to Sarah, who in tears thanked her. “What 

will happen to you?” Sarah asked fearfully. 

“Don’t worry ‘bout me,” Alice smiled. “You look after your young’uns. He’s a 

mean man, the meanest of the Campbells. Watch out for him, now.” She left to 

return to her duties in the house. 

The white overseers told Sarah that she was to remain in her cabin until she 

was sent for. They returned to the fields and sensed the restlessness in the 

slaves as they whispered their fears among themselves. The overseers too felt 

uneasy at the prospect of Campbell losing his temper with a small child. It was 

a display of weakness, they thought, and tended to undermine their authority. 

Knowing Campbell only too well, for they had vicious disputes with him, they 



were apprehensive about the punishment that he would certainly inflict on all 

and every- one who had dared to question his right to do his will. 

It took three days for Campbell to wreak his vengeance on Sarah for giving 

birth to a white child, which, it was said around town, was his. Sarah had no 

warning that it was coming. She had been told to resume her duties and 

assumed that the affair had been forgotten. But on a Friday night, Campbell in 

a drunken rage walked up the hill from the whisky tavern, took a bull whip 

from the barn, strode to Sarah’s little cabin, pushed open the door with his 

shoulder, and stood facing a frightened Sarah and her four children. He lashed 

the whip to demonstrate its strength, and, without a word, began lashing at all 

of them in the one bed. Sarah put her body between the leather and her 

children but was unable to take all the lashings. Her skin was flayed and bleed- 

ing, the children were howling and clinging to her, and Campbell was smiling 

gleefully. Fortunately for Sarah, Campbell knocked over the table and 

extinguished the candle casting the room in darkness. He kept slashing at the 

bed but many of his blows missed their targets as Sarah had pushed her 

children onto the floor and told them to get under the bed. She kept to one 

end of the bed and curled up in a ball, yet even then she felt the breath 

knocked out of her with each blow and the sharp sting of the leather cut 

through her. Crying for mercy, she was on the point of despairing for her life 

when the old lady Alice appeared in the moonlight in the doorway and shouted 



at Campbell to stop. Turning awkwardly to stare at her, Campbell became more 

enraged and crying “Out!” he brought his whip upon her, knocking her to the 

ground. She tried to crawl away as he pursued her, whipping her on the ground 

and shouting abuse at her. Then as she lay motionless, he threw down his whip, 

seized her by the back collar of her dress and dragged her to the barn. He 

stepped into the barn, and Alice, thinking he was gone, dared to groan, but he 

was back with a rope in his hands. He quickly fixed a noose and slipped it over 

the old slave’s head and threw the other end over a beam near the door. Sarah 

had crept to the door of her cabin in time to see Campbell haul Alice into the 

air. She screamed in horror. At that moment, the MacDonald brothers came 

rushing from the house and shouted at Campbell to let the rope go. But he 

fastened it to a hook on the side of the barn and left the old lady dangling and 

strangling. The MacDonalds rushed to undo the rope, but Campbell lashed at 

them with his bull whip, knocking them down. With Margaret shouting 

helplessly from an upstairs window of the farmhouse to distract Campbell’s 

attention, Candor MacDonald ran at Campbell, avoided the lash of the whip and 

tackled him to the ground while John undid the rope from the hook and gently 

lowered Alice to the ground. John ran to her and took the rope from her neck, 

but he was too late. Alice was dead. John, furious, ran to help his brother who 

was rolling on the ground with Campbell. Together they managed to subdue 

him. Escorting the dazed Campbell into the house with a firm grip on his arms, 

the brothers took him to his room and tied him to his bed. It was only then that 



the slaves appeared from their quarters, and in a low lamenting moan they 

took up Alice’s body and carried it to their quarters. Margaret instructed two of 

the slaves to help Sarah and her children into the back of the farmhouse where 

she ran to administer what- ever aid she could. Sudden silence seemed to claim 

the night. The shouting, crying, whipping, and lamenting ceased as if the 

horror had disappeared into the darkness. 

Sarah was too badly hurt to walk, but her children, although cut and bleeding, 

ran to the back of the farmhouse where they sensed pro- tection. Shocked and 

frightened they sat in silence while Margaret, white-faced and stern, attended 

to their wounds. The two house slaves put salve on Sarah’s wounds. One 

remarked that she was lucky that the whip had not cut her face severely. She 

had not lost her beauty. 

Sarah was just thankful that her children had escaped without being badly 

hurt. Poor Alice, she moaned, and she felt guilty that the old, defenseless 

woman had to save her once again, but this time with her life. The pain, the 

searing hot cuts on her body, and the sickening turmoil in her mind as she 

sensed that she would have to endure such punishment again and again, sank 

her into depression and despair. The deafening cries of Campbell as he 

struggled against the restraints swept through the house and made the house 

slaves tremble. Margaret too looked deeply worried. She wrung her hands as 

she confessed to Sarah that she did not know what they could do to save her.



The fear in those around her, even in the faces of the MacDonald brothers who 

had taken liberties with Campbell that they had never dreamed they would, 

somehow gave Sarah strength. She suddenly felt capable of standing up to this 

man. She called her children to her and told them as they clung to her legs that 

they were going to their home and going to sleep. “If you want to help me,” 

she said to Margaret, “please tell lawyer Doddridge about us. He’s our only 

hope now.” 

Campbell’s bellowing suddenly ceased. A silence fell over the house. John 

MacDonald smiled. “He’s sleeping at last.” He looked at Sarah thoughtfully and 

hitched his wiry body up as if he were screwing up his courage. “I’ll see Philip 

Doddridge tomorrow. We’ll see what we can do. But old James,” he sighed and 

looked at Margaret, “he’s an ornery fella.”

Nodding her thanks, Sarah led her brood back to the little cabin and closed the 

door. There was no lock, but she felt secure now that Campbell was tied for the 

night and sleeping off his drunken rage. It was tomorrow that she feared, but, 

in the meantime, she fell into a deep sleep, exhausted as were her children, 

sleeping beside her. Disturbing dreams of Alice woke her twice in the night but 

she fell asleep again immediately. 



Alice’s funeral was held the following afternoon. The Reverend Joseph 

Doddridge conducted a short service on the Campbell property where Alice had 

lived her life and where she was to be buried. Campbell allowed only the house 

slaves to attend; the others could not miss their day in the fields. Campbell 

went into town to be with his drinking companions and to avoid the 

embarrassment of facing Doddridge. Alice had been about his own age and had 

grown up on his father’s farm with him. He could not understand what had 

possessed her to interfere between him and his slaves. She knew her place and 

she certainly knew his temper. Her rash action was going to have repercussions. 

News of her hanging would circulate and turn some people in the community 

against him. Even his own brothers on either side of his farm were going to 

Alice’s funeral, an act that he perceived as defiant of him, especially as they 

had not set foot on his land for ten years at least. The MacDonald brothers had 

embarrassed him in front of his slaves, which concerned him, but they 

prevented him from doing more damage, for which he was grudgingly thankful. 

He saw them as a burden and a helpmeet, a balancing influence in his running 

of the farm. As for the cause of this mess, he ordered that Sarah and her 

children remain in their cabin and be fed only bread and water as punishment. 

He needed time to think of a proper and practical punishment for them. He 

would like to sell the lot of them, but traders did not want to take small 



children because it was hard to find owners who would pay for their upkeep 

until they could do real work. And in Sarah’s case, two of her children were 

white, which meant that they would find it easier to escape someday. He 

needed to talk the matter over with his friends in the Cove, all of whom owned 

slaves. 

Joseph Doddridge looked very grim as he consigned Alice’s body to the grave. 

He had officiated at many such burials of slaves who had been killed by 

accident or in a rage by their masters. The law favored the masters, and, 

consequently, no witnesses would testify against a master. Most people 

regarded it as a material loss: the slave lost his worth to the farm and the 

master lost the monetary worth of the slave. God, whom they all worshipped 

on Sundays, had nothing to do with it. Doddridge called by at Sarah’s cabin as 

he was leaving the farm. He was shocked by how badly she had been cut by the 

whip and disturbed by the look of fear on the faces of the children, who 

seemed to have been stunned into a permanent silence. He patted the eldest 

gently on their heads and spoke kindly to them, telling them that God loved 

them and that everything would be all right. 

Sarah broke down at his words. The tears which she had held back now flowed 

at the sound of his gentle voice. The confidence that this large man 

engendered in those he comforted overwhelmed her. Patience, he cautioned, 

patience would see everything come right in the end. “John MacDonald will see 



my brother today in Wellsburg and I will talk to him tonight,” he smiled 

cheerfully. “Don’t worry now, my dear girl. We will do what we can.” He 

hugged Sarah to his large frame, and, overcome by her distress, he turned his 

face away to con- trol his emotions. He strode from the cabin to his horse, 

which was tethered to a hook on the barn near to where Alice was hanged. 

Doddridge, despite his apparent confidence, worried over Sarah’s chances of 

success. His brother would take the case in forma pauperis that guaranteed a 

person without means to sue in court represented by counsel, but in recent 

years his successes were fewer. As the communities in the Virginia Panhandle 

became more prosperous, the juries were peopled by the more prosperous 

merchants and landholders who had less sympathy for the poor and their rights 

before the law than previously. Even the best lawyer in the nation, which his 

brother had been called, was unable to sway the prejudiced minds of these 

richer folk, to whom the hardscrabble lives and frontier attitudes of earlier 

settlers meant nothing. It all depended, of course, on what sort of case that 

Philip Doddridge could bring against Campbell; indeed, if he could find any 

grounds to go to court at all. Moreover, Campbell was one of the most powerful 

men in Brooke County. How could a poor slave girl hope to win her freedom 

against a man with influential connections to every industry in the area? He 

sighed with exasperation. The Church had to do more to aid these people. He 

had come to the conclusion that the Church should be involved in helping them 



to escape such an evil sys- tem as a last resort. He had established churches in 

Ohio and Pennsylvania to help settlers form Episcopal centers of worship and 

his contacts with ministers in the Methodist and Presbyterian faiths gave him a 

wide web of communication. Many ministers felt the way he did about slavery, 

but others still supported the system, and, of course, the Church could not be 

seen as officially endorsing efforts to free slaves. Sarah would have to take a 

stand in court against Campbell before thoughts of freeing her from this ogre in 

illegal ways could even be contemplated. 

Doddridge looked at Brown’s Island as he descended the hill into the Cove. The 

whole southern half of the island now was cultivated. The great trees remained 

on the northern half but soon they would be felled for the prices that their 

hardwood was bringing in the flourishing economy. He reminded himself that 

after he saw the sick in his clinic in the town, he had to ride out to the Brown 

farmhouse to visit Mrs. Honor Brown. She was dying of an ailment for which he 

could find no source. All he could do was comfort her and reassure her of God’s 

love. 

When Campbell returned for his evening dinner he was sober. He said very little 

to his wife and stayed away from his six little children, whom he usually liked 

to sit and talk with before they went to bed. He told Margaret that he did not 

care how useful Sal was around the house, he had to make an example of her. 

He was sending her and the children to the town prison for a while. He did not 



want them on his property. The experience in prison would be good for them, 

he said sarcastically. When Margaret tried to protest, he silenced her with a 

gesture and an angry look. He told John and Candor MacDonald, who sat 

silently at the table, to take Sal and her children down to the Cove in one of 

the farm wagons in the morning. They finished the meal in silence. Campbell 

sensed their disapproval, but he relished doing what- ever he wanted over their 

objections. He did not know that John had seen Philip Doddridge that day and 

that Doddridge had agreed to take Sarah’s case. As far as he was concerned, 

the imprisonment of Sarah for a spell was the end of this particular matter. He 

would bring Sarah back only after the loss of her cooking could no longer be 

endured. By sending Sarah to jail, however, he unwittingly was assuring 

Doddridge access to her and making it possible for the clever lawyer to build a 

case against him. 

7 

At this time Philip Doddridge was 34 years old and widely respected for his 

forensic talents. His law practice spread through western Virginia into Ohio and 

Pennsylvania from his office in Wellsburg. His ability to lead a jury along his 



line of reasoning and his sense of humor made him a formidable opponent in a 

courtroom. When his reputation as a member of Congress spread nationwide, 

Daniel Webster, the famous orator from New England, said that Doddridge was 

the only man he feared to debate. His familiarity with the Brown family and its 

slaves throughout the years as their family lawyer brought her predicament 

close to his heart. The happy young girl he had seen on Brown’s Island was now 

a beaten woman languishing in prison with her terrorized children. Although 

there seemed no grounds for legal action, Doddridge knew that in every case a 

reason could be found to challenge what was taken for granted. Since he was 

too busy to attend to Sarah himself, he assigned her case to his assistant 

Alexander Caldwell, who was just a few years younger than Doddridge and 

destined for a brilliant career as a judge. Caldwell was also from the family of 

an early settler who like the Browns and the Doddridges hailed originally from 

Baltimore. Caldwell was friendly with James Campbell and just the year before 

had lent Campbell money to tide him over in a year of bad harvests. Campbell 

would get no leniency from him, however, as he was as committed to 

ameliorating slavery as was Doddridge, though he was considerate of an 

owner’s right to his property so long as that property was not abused. As he 

listened to Sarah’s story in the hot, poorly-ventilated prison cell in Hollidays 

Cove, he came to see a side of Campbell that he had not imagined. The man 

had disgraced the reputation of the old settler class by his irrational actions. 

Caldwell remarked too that Sarah looked white and that two of her children 



were white, which, as he gleaned from her description of Campbell’s anger, 

may have caused Campbell’s deep resentment. He left her with assurances that 

he would find some way to free her from Campbell’s tyranny and asked her to 

have hope in the legal process. When he had gone, Sarah felt a sense of relief 

for the first time. The fact that such clever men were working on her behalf 

made her think that Campbell could be beaten. She told her children to pray 

for their lawyers that they might find a way to deliver them from slavery. 

At this time Honor Brown died and left a modest sum to Sarah’s sister, Nell. 

Since Nell was freed according to the Colonel’s will, she could live with her 

husband Grady who ran a hardware store in the Cove. She was in a position to 

help Sarah if she won her freedom. She visited Sarah in the slave prison and 

tried as best she could to prevent punishments from being meted out to the 

mother and her children such as placing them in stocks in public to humiliate 

them. The jailer, a mulatto, would soften the punishment because he had to 

live in the community and shopped at the Grady store. The whippings and near- 

drownings administered to the other slaves constantly unnerved Sarah. Screams 

and cries, uncontrollable sobbing and furious shouting—all the noises of the 

oppressive prison house—compounded the feeling of condemnation which the 

walls of the building seemed to hurl against her. 

Nell understood Campbell’s resentment of Sarah. Campbell’s long life was spent 

defending his property and his right to do whatever he wished. Now in his 



seventies, youthful in body and still rigidly opinionated in mind, he could not 

forgive a living contradiction to his belief that slaves were inferior. Sal was not 

broken by his seduction of her, by bearing his child; she was as proud as ever 

and maintained her pleasant and even disposition despite the indignities he 

showered upon her. If he could have seen her despair in her private moments, 

he would have been gratified, but Sarah, out of her devotion to her children, 

kept up a bold front in public. 

Caldwell found court records for the county revealing that when Colonel Brown 

moved his family and slaves into Hollidays Cove from Maryland in 1784, he 

neglected to take the oath required by law that he register his slaves within 

ten days of arrival. Not until 1791 did he register his slaves. Moreover, he did 

not mention Molly, Sarah’s mother, because she was dead by then. 

Consequently, according to Caldwell, Sarah was free and her children were 

born free. The Justice of the Peace in Wellsburg listened to Caldwell’s 

argument and gave his opinion that Sarah was justified in suing Campbell for 

her freedom. Sarah was jubilant. When Fanny came to see her in prison, Sarah 

told her that they had actually been free all the time they were enslaved. 

Fanny, astounded and just as excited, asked Sarah to help her get free of Dick 

Dawson. She confessed that he had been assaulting her for a long time as she 

refused to sleep with him until he freed her. Her life had become miserable. He 

was jealous of her and afraid that if she was free that she would leave him. He 



was right about that, she said angrily. She could no longer abide him. That he 

would keep his own son a slave showed what kind of a man he was. He was no 

better than a white slaver. Sarah calmed her down and swore that Caldwell 

would help her too. 

Caldwell was concerned over this new development because Philip Doddridge 

bought the seven-year old Fanny in 1791, at which time he advised Colonel 

Brown to register his slaves otherwise he could not sell Fanny to him. By buying 

Fanny, Doddridge recognized her as a slave, and by selling her when a young 

woman to Dick Dawson, regardless of his hopes that Dawson would free and 

marry her, he had reaffirmed her status as a slave. True, her mother Molly was 

not registered. That was the main point in the argument for freeing all her 

descendants. Fanny should have been registered seven years earlier. But 

Doddridge could not appear in court to argue that she was not a slave when he 

had owned her at one time, and if Fanny was a slave so was her sister Sal. It 

was bad luck, made worse by Caldwell having to argue the case himself. 

When Campbell received a writ from Caldwell accusing him of trespass, assault 

and battery and false imprisonment because Sal and her children were not 

slaves, he reacted with fury. He was on the point of instructing that severe 

punishment be meted out to Sarah when the MacDonald brothers intervened 

and persuaded him that he would injure his defence irreparably. He did not 

consent to allow Sarah to return to the farm immediately and left her to 



endure the torments of prison until the end of summer. In September, John 

MacDonald collected a thin and worried Sarah and her children from the prison 

and returned them to their cabin near the Campbell farmhouse. The next day 

Sarah was back to cooking and working in the household. Margaret MacDonald 

welcomed her with sympathy and smiles of encouragement. Sarah was 

relieved, especially for her children, whose good spirits returned as they joined 

in play with the Campbell children. She sensed that Campbell dare not abuse 

her with such violence again because the case was being watched by the 

leading men in the county and the public was talking about his killing of Alice. 

When she met him, she kept her eyes averted and he pretended not to notice 

her. Such was the hostile state of domesticity while Sarah waited expectantly 

for the case to come to trial. 

He was unnerved by the attention the case was getting and angered by 

criticism from the religious community. Having, with his father, the packhorse 

merchant, established a Presbyterian Church on their lands, and watched with 

dismay the intense young minister Ma Curdy preach there to intense 

excitement in 1802 when the parishioners jerked and shivered, fell down and 

bolted up in proclaiming God rather than the only other choice he gave them, 

the Devil, Campbell rued the consequences. “The Great Falling Down,” led to 

the “Great Revival” religious movement in the Western Country. Of the several 

social causes which came out of it, Campbell was most disturbed by the 



advocacy of the abolition of slavery and, rarely attending church since the 

revivalists, whom he called fanatics, took over, now forsook it altogether. He 

intended to rely on his business connections and his influence as a leading 

landowner as weapons accrued over a long life to defeat the young lawyers 

challenging his authority. 

Since the registrar who had taken Colonel Brown’s statement on his slaves in 

1791 was dead, Caldwell brought his son and his widow, who had witnessed the 

Colonel making the statement, to testify on Sarah’s behalf. He had the court 

officer and the jailer testify to both Sarah’s and Fanny’s incarceration with 

their children in the slave prison, the one in the Cove and the other at earlier 

periods in Wellsburg. These witnesses came to the County Court in mid-October 

to record their statements and ten days later Campbell’s witnesses made their 

statements. 

The trial at the County Court in November was short. The foreman of the jury, 

James Brown, a shoemaker in Wellsburg, owned slaves. Sarah and Fanny sat 

side by side on a bench with William Caldwell while James Campbell and Dick 

Dawson sat with their lawyer a few yards from them. Sarah watched the white 

slave owners of the jury smiling and laughing at a comment made by one of 

them and wondered how Caldwell was going to convince them to free Fanny 

and her. 



Caldwell presented his argument in a matter-of-fact tone and concluded that 

Sal and Fanny should be set free and awarded damages for the injuries done to 

them and their children. He brought forward his witnesses to Colonel Brown’s 

slave registration and introduced the document, which he said was central to 

the issue of freedom for Sarah and Fanny. Caldwell called the jailer to describe 

the condition of Sarah and her children when they were sent to prison. The 

jailer was reluctant to go into detail, but through persistent questioning, he 

told of the bruised and battered bodies that he received and of the instructions 

from the owners to punish them even more. Caldwell, in his stiff formal style, 

made it clear that their owners wanted dumb obedience from their slaves. 

They wanted to beat out of them any thoughts that they may actually have 

been free. 

Sarah and Fanny held hands during the testimony and tried to keep tears from 

coming to their eyes. To the spectators in the courtroom, the sisters had 

proven by law that they were actually free. Some seemed sympathetic and 

others looked on in pity. Dick Dawson, the free colored man, squirmed uneasily 

and looked guiltily at Caldwell when he was referred to as a slave owner 

without a sense of responsibility and without a conscience. In his case Caldwell 

wanted $1000 in damages. Damages from Campbell he left unspecified until 

the issue of Sarah’s freedom was decided. 



Campbell’s lawyer Charles Hammond looked at the jurymen with a broad smile. 

He was a drinking buddy of Campbell’s and was well- known to the men on the 

jury because he had practiced in the county for years and went out of his way 

to make friends and be ready to give advice in a homespun manner to anyone 

he encountered. His argument was simple: Sal was a slave of Campbell—he 

bought her as a slave and kept her as a slave. His witnesses testified to the 

truth of Campbell’s statement. They had been at Campbell’s farm many times 

over the years and saw Sal working there as a household slave. 

Sarah stared in disbelief at these men. She had served them at table on 

occasion and seen them in the Cove when she did the shop- ping, but what did 

it matter what they said? The issue was that Campbell treated her as a slave 

when by law she should have been free. She grew alarmed at the last witness 

for Campbell. He was Richard Wells, the trustee for Colonel Brown’s will. He 

gave Sarah a hard look when he stepped up to testify and smiled thinly like a 

stage villain. Sarah whispered to Fanny that he was an evil man who made 

Henry Lewis’s capture possible. Colonel Brown, Wells said, always treated Sal 

as a slave and her mother Molly had been a slave in the Brown family for all her 

life. In no way could anyone assume that Sal was free. He produced a Bill of 

Sale for Sal from the Brown family to James Campbell. As for Fanny, he 

responded to Hammond’s whimsical reference to a kettle calling the pot black 

by producing a Bill of Sale for Fanny from the Brown family to Philip Doddridge. 



Hammond, a large stout man with a warm, ingratiating smile, told the jury that 

technicalities could not affect the bare facts that Sarah and Fanny had been 

slaves for their entire lives. If a mere technicality were sufficient to separate a 

man from his property, then the law of property was in grave danger. No, it was 

too basic to the security of the citizenry and could not be tampered with by a 

flimsy technicality such as delaying the act of registration of a handful of 

slaves. His message seemed to alarm members of the jury whose inclination 

was to support Campbell in any case. Caldwell, in his turn, argued that the so-

called technicality was an important barrier against the importation of slaves 

and that Colonel Brown’s neglect was a serious breach of the law that merited 

the jury’s strong disapproval. Regardless of the sale of Fanny and Sal, the fact 

is that they should not have been sold. Sal and Fanny were legally free and to 

deny that would be a miscarriage of justice. 

The jury took a brief quarter hour to reach a verdict: it decided that Sal and 

Fanny were slaves, as Campbell claimed that they were. Both women were 

crestfallen, but Caldwell quickly told them not to despair, that he would appeal 

the verdict, which, he said, was in contradiction of the evidence. Campbell 

beamed a smile at the jurors and thanked his lawyer, whom he arranged to 

meet later in the day in the Cove to celebrate his victory. Dick Dawson was 

shunned by Campbell and barely acknowledged by his lawyer. He took Fanny 

solemnly away with him. Sarah waited until Campbell called her and told her to 



get in the back of his wagon. The way back to the Cove along the shore road 

was beautiful with all the trees in bright reds and yellows. Nature looked so 

free and happy to her who felt so imprisoned and hopeless. Candor MacDonald 

drove the wagon and after dropping Campbell off at his favorite tavern in the 

Cove, he took Sal back to her cabin and her expectant children. Candor made 

just one remark to Sarah: “It’s hard to get justice in Virginia.” The same 

thought occurred to the clerk who copied out the case for the court files and, 

as, he thought, for posterity; he wrote, “No Justius in Virginia.” 

Sarah cried when she was alone. There was still some hope that a new jury in 

the Superior Court could save her and she clung to that belief to prevent her 

falling into depression. Her poor children depend- ed on her. If the courts failed 

her, Campbell’s meanness would show in all its force. He could sell them all off 

individually to different areas of the country. Sarah would rather die than let 

that happen. For the moment she had to put her trust in Alexander Caldwell 

and hope that with God’s help he would win their freedom, but, with the 

establishment against her, she had to prepare herself for failure. The slaves on 

the farm looked with admiration at her, and her case had been spoken of in the 

Cove with sympathy and support among both whites and free coloreds. But 

Campbell was stubborn and unlikely to change his position. He relished beating 

her in the courts. Juries of slave-holding white men were never going to 

support her claim, but there was a chance of a miracle happening. Sarah 



readied herself to cook the evening meal and tried to put thoughts of the trial 

out of her mind. Her last thought as she walked to the farmhouse was of her 

sister Fanny and her son Richard. They would not be joining her appeal. Dick 

Dawson had been spoken to very severely by Philip Doddridge and would be 

mistreating Fanny no more, it seemed. It was better for Sarah too if she 

pursued her suit alone. 

Campbell tried to get her to drop the appeal by making difficulties for her. He 

deprived her family of food at certain times; her movements were restricted; 

Henry Jr. and Molly, now 10 and 7, were put to work in the fields. Sarah, 

however, proved that she could be just as stubborn as Campbell and met his 

provocations with firmness. As winter came and Campbell spent more of his 

time in the Cove, Sarah and her family had less fear of punishment and took 

what joy they could in visits from Nell Grady and her husband and from Mrs. 

Butler, who always brought food and sweets for the children. Mrs. Butler 

encouraged Sarah to continue fighting for her freedom and comforted her when 

her worries became too much for her and she would break down to unburden 

herself of the pain and humiliations she had to endure. Mrs. Butler was helpful 

too when the children were sick by bringing medicines and by calling the 

Reverend Doddridge when the illnesses were serious. 

The Reverend followed Sarah’s case and kept up her spirits when- ever he saw 

her. He complained to Campbell when Campbell refused to let her attend 



church service and made the old man back down. Secretly Doddridge was 

involved in helping slaves to escape but only in a secondary position and only 

when the chances for escape were excel- lent. His work as a minister riding 

from Wellsburg into Ohio and Pennsylvania and his work as a doctor, which 

included turning part of his home into a hospital, gave him wide influence and 

a certain author- ity among free-thinking people. Escapes were almost always 

upon the initiative of the slave, who, beaten, threatened with ill-treatment 

and lack of food, had no recourse but to try to live in the wilds until caught and 

dragged back for more inhuman treatment. Sarah commiserated with the poor 

creatures who had tried to get away and suffered the terrible consequences of 

being caught, like her own husband. Henry told her of the tortures his captors 

had put him through in order to persuade him not to run away again. The 

expense of hunting him down seemed to motivate the owners to be as vicious 

as they could, but the more punishment Henry received, the more determined 

he was to escape again. She wondered if Henry was still alive. If Henry had 

been caught, Sarah thought, how could she expect to escape with all her 

children. She admired his spirit above all else. His determination to be free 

influenced her thinking and imbued her with a courage that she doubted that 

she could have sustained on her own. She was given hope by a minister like 

Doddridge and a lawyer like his brother; but these people were intent on 

overthrowing slavery by legal means, which was a slow and uncertain process; 

they were whites facing white slave owners en masse who resorted to violence 



and intimidation to keep control and reassure themselves that slave revolts 

would not occur; and they had to argue against the propaganda that slavery 

was natural which decades of legalized slavery imprinted upon the minds of the 

white population. Moreover, Sarah sensed that her children’s whiteness 

presented a subtle threat to the slavers, creating uncertainty and causing them 

to react more severely. The jurors declared them slaves to uphold the virtue of 

slavery against the growing clamor of abolitionists and not from any judgment 

on their particular case. Alexander Caldwell understood this and consulted with 

Philip Doddridge when he returned from the state legislature during a recess. 

“We’ll never get sympathy from a jury in these parts,” Caldwell snorted. “Not 

so long as the issue comes down to property and the rights of owners.” 

Doddridge, tall like his brother and built just as broadly, smiled at his partner’s 

exasperation. He reached up to smooth back his pony tail, a habit of his when 

he was thinking of strategy in a case. “The judge to whom we will be appealing 

will have even less sympathy. He accepts appeals only on points of law. You can 

argue that Sal is a good woman who loves her children deeply and is 

prosecuting this case mainly to free them, but unless you can get conclusive 

proof that Colonel Brown intended her to be free, he is likely not to hear the 

appeal.” 



“I’ve talked to Richard Wells,” Caldwell said. “Behind that cynical facade, he 

seems to have a soft spot for Sal. If we could persuade him to change his tune 

and testify that the family regarded Sal more as a family member than as a 

slave and that the family allowed Campbell to take her because no one else 

was able to support her and her children, then we could make a stronger 

argument that Brown did not register her mother Molly as a slave because he 

did not regard her as a slave.” 

Doddridge shook his head. “The judge won’t listen because he will know that 

Brown freed Sal’s sister Nell in his will and that I bought her sister Fanny. In one 

way I made a mistake by including Fanny in the case, but if we had not 

included her, Campbell would have done so, and we would have been hurt 

worse than we are. I bought Fanny to save her from being sold to the 

plantations and thought that I found a good home for her with Dawson. But 

that man disappointed me.” Doddridge said again what he had repeated to 

himself many times as if he were continually blaming himself for the 

predicament they were in. “I fear, Alex, that we cannot save Sal and her poor 

children through the courts.” 

“But we have Sal on appeal,” Caldwell said encouragingly. “We will keep the 

argument as narrow as we can and focus on Brown’s failure to register his 

slaves. A judge as meticulous as Daniel Smith would have to agree.” 



“I wish I could be with you in court,” Doddridge sighed. “If you do win an 

appeal and the case can be heard at the Superior Court in Wheeling, perhaps 

then I can help you. But that’s wishful thinking.” He brushed his pony tail. “I 

think your attempt to change Wells’s testimony will be valuable. But Campbell 

has influence with his friends and I won’t bet on winning him over.” 

“Campbell’s losing friends,” Caldwell frowned. “He’s borrowed too much too 

often.” 

“He owes you a lot of money, doesn’t he?” Doddridge smiled. “After this case, 

you’ll have to drag him through the courts to see any of it.” 

“I have to admit that just contemplating taking him to court gives me 

pleasure,” Caldwell laughed. “After what he did to Sal and her young 

children,” he suddenly grimaced, “I wish I could charge him with something 

worse than being in debt.” 

Doddridge punched his shoulder lightly. “If you deprived him of Sal and her 

children, you would hurt him to the very core. I wish you well. But I fear we 

are running against the tide. By the way, I hear that one of Sal’s children, the 

girl Fanny, was fathered by young George Brown.” 

“The minister?” Caldwell’s voice jumped with surprise. “That’s hard to 

believe.” 



“He was a wild fellow till he got salvation,” Doddridge smiled. “The story goes 

that after he came back from the War he went to a religious meeting with his 

brother and was quite taken by the shaking and trembling of the congregation. 

The experience convinced him to be a missionary amongst us sinners. He’s 

somewhere riding the Methodist circuit in the eastern part of the state.” 

“Should we tell him about Sal?” Caldwell asked, wondering if Brown could help 

in some way. 

“Nothing he can do,” Doddridge said. “It will just add to his guilt and drive him 

deeper into religion. We have enough fanatics without adding to the number,” 

he smiled. 

“Too bad,” Caldwell said sadly. “She needs a friend now.” 

Doddridge nodded and said good-bye with a wave of his hand and went on to 

other business. Caldwell returned to numerous files lying on his desk, all 

requiring a clear and emotionless mind. Richard Wells, as he suspected, had a 

soft spot for Sarah hidden behind his resentment of her for rebuffing his 

advances. Caldwell working upon his regret that Sarah was sold to Campbell, 

finally persuaded him to join other witnesses against Campbell in the 

preliminary hearing in Wellsburg. 

Caldwell related the news to Sarah, who was surprised and ecstatically grateful 

to God for giving her hope. That evening she prayed to Jesus, pouring out her 



heart to him, reiterating her pain and loneliness, and asking him to save her 

children. Margaret Campbell encouraged her with kind words but she could 

show no overt sympathy because Campbell demanded her absolute support in 

all he did. Her brothers were circumspect and dedicated themselves to running 

the farm. Sarah for the first time had some confidence that she would be 

victorious. She went about her duties with a happier step and a confidence that 

she had not known since she and Henry lived together on Brown’s Island. 

Campbell, however, was able to put off his trial till the fall with the excuse 

that he was too ill to travel. As a respected man in his community he was taken 

at his word. He reasoned that with Caldwell and Doddridge behind her, Sal 

could very well win her appeal; he could not afford to lose her now that he was 

in debt to several people. Sarah swallowed her disappointment and treated the 

delay as just one more barrier to overcome while Campbell used the time to 

work out a stratagem to sell Sarah quickly and effectively close the case 

against him. 


